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Marion and her father were shootitig n
match out under the trees,  The old man
garefully sighted, with his rifle over a rest,
then he pulled the trigger, and the edge of
the brasy tack fastened in a trde, about thirty
foet awany, disappoared,

Ho grumbled a little as h's danghter ran
forward and then enlled out, “Good for you,

W

daddy; that'a hard to beat

“Humph! Any one ecin do that well with
A rest. You will beat It without eno. The
old man bag to take a back meat,” he ndded
with a sigh, for he had been n famour shot
in hix days, and it wae & smore telal Lo have
used the rest,

Marion bad hor rifle at her shoulder.
“"Plog! and the tack's glittering head was
Eone entirely.

“Bravo, bravo!” cried tha veteran, aglow
with pride. “I'd llke to see anyholdy beat
that, rest or no rost.”

“Listen,” wald  Marion,
Jthat 7'

“Ablram, Mary Ann,'” piped a thin voice,
hrilly, from the edge of the woolds. “Where
iIr yo? 1 heard your heathenish gun firing
a' I aln't dared to stir a peg nigher for
fear you'd shoot me'

m"ll'l Aunt Perkins,' sajd Marion, laugh-

g
“Yen, confound 18" muttered her father
under his breath following slowly. 1 wish
sho'd [ot us alone,” he added,

Alveady Mutrion was gettlog supper when
ho reached the bridge cottage, so called from
the drawbridge that spanned the river just
In front of the cottage, that had deep woods
At 1th back, and the town half a mile away.

The soldleriy-looking man, Marion's father,
was the keeper of the drawbridge, and
Marlon, his only child, was his housekeeper
and comrade. They were most happy, when
Aunt Perking let them alone, but she had
been a frequent visitor of Tate.

Whils Mation stepped lightly around get-
tin supper, Aunt Perking sat on the extreme
edgo of the hardest chale she could fAnd in
the hest room, eyeing the corners sharply for
dust. and once she wen! over to the little
round table and drew her hand acroza its
Bhining surface, corefully wiping it afterward
with her pocket handkerchief, although she
knew there wig no duat there,

““Thers's one thing 1 come over to see
about today,'" Aunt Perkins began, ny Ablram
limped in, his face shiving from lis long
drawn out polleting on the roller towel,

Ablram had lost a foor fighting for his
epuntry, but the cheery old philogopher made

¢ hest of his afMliction.

v "They're welcome to my old foot If they
want It," he woold say; “‘use to give me a
lat of migery with corns, anyway; but I'm
‘Ollged to 'em fer leaving my two hands to
workk for Marlon, my little gell,” he would
add tenderly.

*The two eat dowr: to Marlon's dainty sup-
per, with/but little appeiite, and a sense of
coming trouble.

v Aunt Perkine was the only perscn befor
whom Abiram's heart quailed. Her thin, acid
tones muflled his placid dispesition, and It

na thoroughly exasperating to see her sit-
ting on the edge of her chale epting Marion's
deliclous biscult as theugh they were pol
poned, and his geotle heart seomed to turs
to hot iron within him.

* The worst of It was that he knew she
would have her own way, a0, with kiz heart
gowlng heavier eviry minute, he listened

~the plan which the thin voles rapidly un-
folded,

Aunt’ Perkins proposed to take Marion
home with her—she lived in the village gome
five miles away—and have her apprenticed
to Miss Abby Perkins, her husband's sister,
and the village dressmaker, to learn to sew.

“frur how long?" nshed Ablramn huskily,
trying In wvaln tu banish the vishan of hia
Ionely hours without his comrade daughter

“Jedgin' from her dack of ability 111 take
her eonelderable time to master the dunds-
mental  princlpies,” replied  Aunt Perliico
dryly,

It was )ittle use to kick sgainst dhe pricks
and they both knew the matter wag gs gond
as setiled when Aunt Perkius prooosed it
and they listened in #Hence while she un-
folded the detalls.

“"She ain’t to be a comin® back and forth,
Ablram, I wwant It understozd,'” she went on
“She'll help me pights apd mornlogs for her
« keep, and 1 expect the'll Ao her dooty."

“1 aln't a saying the plan you're a pro-
posing, Abby Terkizs, aln't n good one, for
IU's only right that women should Kknow how
to sew. Her mothber would a wanted her to
Jearn, 1 know, but yoo needn't to think that
she won't do bher dooty like a soldler’'o daugh
ter, as sho Is—.'" His voice trailed off into a
cough, that was half a rob and was hushed
In Marlon's arms.

YDaddy, dear, don’t!" she eried, hier tears
falllng on his head. *1 will go and do my
best, but 1I'll count the bours until Thanks-
glving, when I'll surely come home, and then

then. "Whit's

SALUNT PIRKINS.” EAID MARION, SWAL-
LOWING HARD, “I PROMISED DADDY
I'D COME,

Aot —_—
smo'll have the best time, daddy; and we can
plan for it while we're upart."

1L
The day befere Thankeglying was cold and
sleety. Marlon had worked hard this week,
Ser fugers dolng double duty that she migot
re Aunt Perking any extia work while
was home,
Bhe had learned to cut out and put to-
or garmenis with wonderful dexterity,
t Marion did not love it, or, at leist, her
| eslck beart leaped sorely as she thought
of the homp where she was queen and the
pride of the dlm old eyes that ghe loved a0
we

11,
Aunt Perkine had been susplolously retl
t on the subject of her golng home, but
on bad no feurs on the subject. *For
¥e promised to be there,” she thought,
“and I'm golng.'

*1 hope Uncle Bben will be all harnessed
up for me when | get tbere,” she thougnt
an she almost ran (o the bend in the road
thit should bring the small frame bouse (nto
wiew. Hut no horse and buggy were visible,
“When she entered the kitchen, easy-golog
Vnele Eben also was nowheroe visible, and
unt Abble sai bolt upright with her kuitting
B ber hand and ber mouth a thin line of

lon.

”-m :;.I‘ l.'lu'lor Eben?" asked Marlon. “'is

u u 1] '
. “No, he .|fl'l,P' replied Aunt Abby, with a
oo gt tho w door, that was creak-
8 _Hitle. ‘'No, be ein’t,"” she repeated, in
uder volco, “gnd he aln't a- lnq.lo har-
“aftérucos, 1I've tzoou t A4 sll
,'' contipued Aunl

it 5l
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now; ‘sides, I've heard that the Perkinses
over (o Bridgeton—his folks—and a whole
raft and paseel of ‘em they le, too—Is a-

cemin’ over to dinner tomorrow, und 1 feel
sure I'll have a sinkin’ gpell of T have all the
work 1o do, #0 1 want you to stay an' help."

Murlon stood rooted to the floor, and the
wonilshed door rattled harder than ever, ax
a faint volce mald: “‘Ste sent fur ‘em this
afterncon, Marion, Jost to epite you."

Aunt Perkine aross with wrath on every
feature and bolied the shed door on  the
kitchen eide, thus making 4ts occupant a
prisoner,

"Aunt Porking," said Marion, swallowing
hird, T promised that T'd come.”

"l sent bim word today," replied
Perkins

“HBut the plea are all made, the turkey
in wtuffed amd evervthing s ready, I got up
at 4 o'clock thie morning on purpose. O
Aint Perkine, | must go-—-"'

“HE you go you'll waik,'” replied her munt,
eltting down. agaln cloxe by the wtove and
carefully pulling up her dreas skirt away
from the heat.

“Very well, then,” replled Marion, her
head very erect, as though sighting far the
bull'sieye, I will walk, and 1 will stay,”
and without another word she walked out of
the room, leaving Aunt Abby Perkins for
once dumbh with rago, for this was the firat
time any one had ever disputed her sill

It was only after the front door had
clanged decldedly that the spirlt of action
rouscd  within Aunt Porkins' breast, and
feoling from the very way that the dgor
was ehut that remoustrance in that quarter
was useless, nnl feeling It pegitively necen-
EAry to relleve her feellngs In some way, she
ghot the bolt back and Tiberated the shiver-
Ing Bhen from the woodshed that she might
have semething allve to scold.

Aunt

1.
In the Httle bridge endtage that night sat
an oll man with bowed hend, Pot many

weehe he had looked forward to Marlon's
return with a hungry lcnging. The house
was delightfully clean, “for Godd Dust” he

P

|nm-! Dust, a mont willlvg, Il awkward, part.

THE OMATIA

voung il still covering (he cowering hm‘f-.l

while hee father leaned, fint and aslek,
ngalost the rail and told the story.

The Tiv.nksgiving foast the next Jay wAs
crowtied with o telegram trom the preskdunt |
of the road appolnting Marion asslstant bridlge
keeper at & modest salary

It was while Marion
feelinge by danzing arbund the room,

was vcolleving hor
with

ner, that Uncle Eben shufled meokly in and
told them Abby had eeni him for Marion,

They wrote a merry letter o Auni Abby
Perkina, signed with their full names sl
titlen, deciining her equest with thanks
Then they ted placld Unele BEben with o feas
of good things, until he eonld eal no more
and Marlon decorfted h's horse amnd bupga)
with green stuff, until bhe looked like a moy
ing Christmas tree.

They were sa happy and ocare-free thay
when Aunt Perkins hersell came they teased
and laughed her into & certain grim sense of
eatisfled doty, that gave Uncle Eben a pesce
ful sedmon of repose for at least a week,

Atd shio sald on all opemsions that “that
goll and Ablram ls a palr of plum ninnie
and act like a passel of gumps, bul they
Aln't vo denying the fict that it was lutky
Marlon learned to shoot as well ax to eew.”

HIS FIRST DANCING

LESSON,

Not n Lesson In Steps, bot One that
Wian ¥Vinlunhle Nevertheless,

“Thoe firat lesson 1 got ay dancing school,”
eald Mr. Graytop, "‘was @ great surprize o
me, and It was not a-lesson In dancing, either,
I didn't go to dancing school at wll untll 1
had come to be a man of some years; then
I went to the school of a teacher who was
well and widely known, and who in the courne
of a long experlence had taught the art of
dancing to many theusands of pupdls, boya
and girls und men aod women, It was & big
schocl and at night, when 1 attended, there
were always present, among others, younger,
others as oll as mysell and ¥ometlmes pen
oven alder,

“In the large hall In which class lesas:a
were given (b this school there was down
each side, with its back. against the wall, n
continuous seat. Upon these long side aoats
stretehlng the length of the hall (which was
high and well Hghted) the pupils usad to sil
before the achool began fn the evening, anl
between the lessons, and when the dancing
master was explaining and personally 1us-
trating saome step.

“On the nlght that I took my first dancing
lesgon 1 sat before the open'ng of the schoo!
on ane of these long side aeats, one of many
sitting nlong on the sime side. The daneing

A CRITICAL MOMENT.

explained fo their dog, g9 named frem his
brilllaut color, *“we «op’t want the darling
to come home anl! work her preity fingers
to the bane first thing. Indeed we don't”

Then he, accompaniod by the falthful Gold
Ihmt, courted rheumatism ard went ints the
wooils, bringing back quantities of green
aluff, which he hung cverywhere, and wit
nia atiff old fingers Le laborlouwsly feshloned
the word “'Welcome' out of arbor vitae, and
hung it over the mantel shelf,

There was a small turkey hén In the enllar,
plump and tender, There were geod things
of all sorts jn the pantry, “For 1 allow
Gold Dust, that we'll have a proper feeling
for a dinner this Thanksgiving, ch, old fel
low "

Gold Dust Heked his chops and wogged his
tall solemanly, for If there was ever o Jdog
that loved a good dinner it was the one ad-
dreazed

But now |t was all aver. The brief, un.
satisfactory message from Aunnt Perking hoad
arrived, siating that Marion had concluded
1o stay over Thanksgiving with them,

*“*she promised, Gold Duat, she promiscd,”
anld the old man, “‘apd she aln't never bhroko
her word yet. 1 think 1t'a the old cal's
work,” he added, disvespectfully <f hila
martial sister-in-lnw, “Hf Marion had made
up her own mind that she'd stay, she'd a
writ us with ber own hand full of lovin’,
coaxin' words, such as allus gets around her
old dad, but It don't make no matter, she
wan't be here now, no how, whosevers the

fault,” and the old gray head agaln went
forward on the table.
At § o'clock the ferry was due, for the

river was not yet frozen over, and the ferry
bost was still running. When  the first
wh'a:le for the bridge sounded, the old man
arose and it his lantern and went out fo
open the bridge,

Two weeks before the porter of the rved
express had been discharged for dishonesty
and lmpertinence al Bridgeton, and the big
burly fellow hung around the town, doing
odd Jobs and plofting vengeance agalnst the
conductor and crew of the red express and
tonight, withi the ald of bad whisky, he had
matured his plans,

He was hidden In a8 dark corner of the
draw, as It swung open, and Abliram stoxl a
moment looking down lo the river aflter the
ferry had steamed through. Then, a8 he
turned to close the draw for the red exprias,
due In Niteen minues, he was selzed from
hehind and thrown down,

Half stunned, the old soldler struggled t
arfse, but the negro held him fasi and bound
him tightly with a lopg rope, gagging him
1o prevent any outery,

It was five minutes past 8 when Marion
goftly opened the door of the birldge house
and  called, “Daddy, darling.” No one
answered but Gold Dust, who was left in
charge. He jumped all over bher, and was
demonstrative enough for four dogs,* but
Marion wondered at her father's absence,

“He ought to be home now, Dusty,” she
sald, and the dog losked toward the open
door. Marion stood on a chair to reach her
rifle, which was loaded, and hanging, slung
up by her father's, over the word “Wel-
come,” which she kissed with bappy tears in
her eyes,

That something was wrong she al once
saw when she reached dhe bridge for the
draw was still open, and ghe could hear the
red express at Bridgeton.

Quickly she golt Into her father's boat,
moorad at the ehere, and, rowing with superb
slroke, was gulekly at the bottom of the
slone pler, on which revolved the draw.

Then she stopped out on the metal rounds
of the workmanu's ladder, that hung on the
plee, and swiltly ellmbed up with her rifle
slung across her shoulders,

She came up with cat-like stillness and the
negro, who was leaning out on the opposite
slde, lstening for the train, bad oot heard
her.  Boftly she ewung herself up and cov-
ered the mun with ber rifle; then he, hearing
the cllick, turned wiih an lmprecation aund
lgoked fnto the shining barrel.

The mioutes were few now. as the train
bad left Bridgeton, and soon the whistle
would ask It the draw was all right; then
i the lghts—which the negro bad placed—
were right. and there was no answer from the
bridge, they would come on to destruction.

“Cut that rope!" crled Marlon, In rloging
tones; then when the old soldler was f[ree.
“Give bim his cave,” and hes father aprang
to the signal lights and lore them down

the whistle of danger rent the alr

Just en the

master, entering from an anste-room, came
down the vacant center of the fiali, ready
to begin the work of the eveninz., He looked
at the young gentlemen sitting aleng, and
when ho came opposite to where | wae h
turned in that direetlon and presently 1 knew
thiat he was appreaching me, aod I felt it an
honor that be should geek me out thus pub-
liely to address me on the occasiots of my
first night in the school.

Approaching, with an alr of perfect goad
humor, to which wes added, when he came
very close to me, a frigndly and at the me
time curious little smile which 1 did not at
the moment understasd, he raised his hund
and quletly but firmly removed from between
my lips the toothplek that 1 had there, and
tosged It carelegsly under the seat; and then
with the same frieadly little smlle he turosd
away. It had all been done xo quickly and
at the same time so smoothly and quictly
It T doubt If even the two young men aii-
ting on either side of me reallzed whuat had
happened, ang o moment later he was walk-
ing calmly on down the ecenter of the hall,
rompleting his preliminary Inspecstion of 1bHe
s aool,

“S8o my first lesson at dancing school waa
a lesgon In munners, and It was one that I
have never ceased to he grateful for.”

PRATTLE OF THE YOUNGSTERS,

A mother noticed thet her little boy had
shut end fastened the door cn a very wet
day, and wes compell'sg bis little sister to
stay out Ip the raln, says the Cambridge
Tribune, “Why, Leslie,” sald she, “open
the door, and let Dolly in out of the rain.”
“I can't, mamms," wigs the answer. “We're
playlng Noah's ark, and Dolly & the gin-
ner."

It requires several years to determine the
worth of n marsh for producing eranberries
and the slowness of returns, together with
the amount of capital required, have brought
the 480th anniversary of Luther’s posting his
celebrsted theses on the door of the church
at Wittenberg.: Upon hils return, says the
Journal, hie father asked bim if he knew
what the services were about.

“Yeg, sir, he replled,  “They were cele-
h{ulm;f the mnm thut invented the Protestant
church,™

A Sloux Oty father was golng sway on a
short business trip, and as he Kitsed hig 7-
year-ald son good+hy he sald to him:
“Now, Charles, take good care of mamma
while I'm gone,"

The responsibility thus intrusted to the
young man eyldently welghed heavier on hia
mind than one would naturally expect, says
the Journal, for one evening a short time
uftenward, as he lay on the floor with half-
cloged eyes, ho rather startled bis wmother
by luguiring:

“Mamma, doesn't God take care of you?'
“Why, yes, my dear' replied the wonder-
Iig mother, “Why &0 you ask?"’ '

The little guardlan heaved a sigh of relief
and answered:

"Oh, because I'm tired."

Mrs. N. has a little daugbter named Nancy,
says the Cloclonatl Commercial-Tribune.
Last summer they had a cottage for a few
weeks at the camp meetlog grounds near
Loveland. Upon one occaslon three or four
of the most prominent preachers were guests
at breakfast, at which corn cakes constituted
the leading feature of the mill of fare.
Nancy couldn't get enough, Partly as an
spology for her ravenous appetite and partly
to compliment the cook she sald with the
Ulmost earnestness:

“My God, mammae, ain't them corn cakes
good '

You may think silence rolgned, but it
didn't, for the preachers enjoyed the situa-

: ' RUNDAY, NOV EEL“ER

“HOME
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SWEET HOME”

It al depends upon you to make it so.

With a little assistance from us you

E!ienﬁﬂn Tablo Beautiful in de-

and

very highly pollshed=—finlshed In antigue and
$M0=thin
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Sidehoards A solid oak sideboard

—has hovel plate mirrar—one drawer velvot

“$13.50
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shape and tha fine
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Furniture barg
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nconveni-
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Wrelting Desk, this wee
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Sofn Pillows, worth 2,00
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Blunkets, worth $6.540, th
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the best

Comforts, wortly £2.5
Bod Spreads, worth S0

DINNER SETS

ner set—finest English semi-porcelain
n

anywhere e'se about §16—
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SULO0 Tapestry Coneh, this week .., ...

ALT0 Onk Center ‘Table, this woek, ... ..
1250 Wardrobe, this week | ..
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S50 White Euamel Dressor, this
£10.00 Onk Bookease, this week. ., ...
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FLOO Canvas Cots, this week
Wie Flnt Raks, this week T
R20,00 Leather Conclios, this weel,

Bedding bargains

Gponud. Pillows, per pale, woetly s o,

Cotton Blankets, worth S50, this week
Comforis, worth S48, this week

THANKSGIVING OFFERINGS

Suitable and seasonable goods in enormous variety and at these remarkable low prices—

¢ “Ridgeway" din-
atural colors and | Who
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MAJOR
could
Osterhaus'
gince T was on the staff, that T haven't tried
to keep up with the bead of the processlon.'
As Allen Gordon esild this he grasped my
hand, shook It In his boyieh, hearty way, and

ALFRED R. CALHOUN.
back, of
never woenrs

course,  bhu!
into action,

mtav
division

threw i:imself dnto the saddie. “*Tomorrow,"”
he added, as he waved his right hand toward
Lookout mountain, *if we finlsh our job in
good ghape belore daylight yvou fellows will
carry Miszion ridge. Hope we'll have our
uaun]l luek and be ready for roll-call when
the tfight ls over., Tomorrow will be Thinks-
giving home, but much as we wapt to see
the folks, 1 reckon we'd rather be here and
help—"

A sheH from the enemy’'s battery near
the rocky crest of Lookout burst over our
hoeads, as we stood there on Moceasin point,
and Allen Gordon's horse—the animal had
been sent down from northern Kentucky a
few weeks before by the young soldier's
father—tock fright oand darhed down the
river, In the direstion of Osterhaus’ division,
Allen Gordon and mysclf had been school-
mates, We were born on adjsining planta-
tions, and had sdways been friends, though
when we were hoth 16—two years before the
war—[ imegiped 1 disliked him for a time,
hecause the protty dauvghter of a nelghbior
thought him better tooking vhan myself, and
g0 preferrod his attentions

Tols was the third Tanksgiving we were
to spend at the fromt. ©p former occasions
our friends remembercd us, and for days be-
fore the northern tmains were packed with
turkeys and other good things from ¢he dear
mothers at heme. But we were to have no
turkey on the morrow. All the transporta-
tion had been takenr up o carrying Lroops
and supphes to Chattanooga, and then, as
the day drew near. It became  generally
understood that we stould have more stirring
work on hand than feasting.

I had command of & bbdy of scouts and we
were awaltiog orders on the slope, back of
Moccasin point. Odr bonses were lean and
ewe-necked, for dutiog the =lege of Chatla-
nooga that followed our defear at Chicka-
mauga we bad beenin the gaddle night and
day, watching Wheeleér's ublquitous cavalry
and guardipg the mountajn tralns from Me
Mipnville,. Our uniforms were ragged and
mud-stained. The smoolh-faced hoys of two

tion and jJoked with the mother In a sewml-
serloue veln about the way the child was
belng ralsed.

On apother occaslon Nancy came to her
mother and sald: “Mamms, do you like
Blories?"’

“Yes,” sald her mamma, "If they're true
storles.'”

“This one 8. Do you get mad when peo-
vle tell you nlee, true storles?”’

“Why, never. It lsn't good manners Lo
get mude when a person tells you a nlee
story."”

“All pright,” sald Nauncy., “Once upon a

time there wae & litle girl and sbe got loto
the pantry and ate almost xll the jelly in a
glass. That's a true story, mamms, aond me
was (he little girl"

the red ex gt .
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yvears before were bearded and bronged, so
rapidly does youth age on the long marches
during the sleepless nights, and in the fur-
nace heat of battle.

THE NIGHT BEFORE.

I had pever ween 50 lovely a Thanksgiving
eve, The Indian summer's golden hage hung
over mountain and river and valley. On the
spurs of the Cumberland range the chest-
nuts and oak still retaified their leaves ol
russet gold, Up the slopes of Lookout, which
rose & mountaln queed from her rocky throow
beslde the wlndlng Tennessee, hung the sea-
son's hare. But throvgh it we could see the
brown rifta of the earthworks, the moving
figures o gray. and flaming maples, that
Jooked like great splotches of blood. High
over all the bapner of the confederacy
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were making bheavy Inroads
days' mtions tkat had becn
before,

“Thanksgiving bro.kfast, boys!" shooted
one, as he draiped hig black cup through lis
teeth,

“And the last breskfast of someé ol us!™
lsughed Harry Stanton of Covington, who, he-
fore the noonday sun locked dowa on Sher-
man's left, was to lle dead beside his horse,
amid the wreeck of a confederate battery.

I was gloomily eating my own bre:kfast,
when a young horseman, with a dispatel bag
hanging from his shoulder, relned in besldo
the fire and taking a slip of paper Trom
between his teoth called out my name, The
paper was Irom Captaln Thompesn aad had
on It these penciled words:

“Der Al—1 write at Allen's request. Tle
les [ar up the mountaln, No use to take the
eoor boy down. Good luck to you today.

“DICK 1.

to the easl, the movements of the gatherlng
corps in blus oo the plaing. |
“(eary, of Hooker's command, will attack
from the south and west. Osterhaus, with
his Kentuckianng and Ohjoans, will attack '
from the north and east.” 1
This s whav 80,000 walting men sald one |
to the other, as from river and plain tln»y|
turned their eyes toward Lookout, after the
sun had passed the zenlth and was hidden be- |
hind black eloud banks, The men were right. |
From our position we could see the westorn
men assigned to the asgault moving toward
the mountain, under the tattered battle fNags
that, & few months before, had waved in the
van of our asgaults on Vicksburg, From the
far distopee we could hear Hooker's bugles
sounding the advance. A few minutes and
the mountaln became & thundering voleano,
from which burst fountains of flame and
geysers of dense white smoke,
The batile was on, We could hear defiant
voells and hoarse cheers an  the opposing
forces came nearer, and although 1 keow It
was fancy, | felt stre 1 could distingulsh Al-
len Gordon's volee, for sometiing in  the
waves of sound theilled me, as 1 was thrilled
when wo rushed xlde by alde upon the guus
at Shilah,
Bluck clouds rolled in from the west and
gshaped about Lookout, ag If 1o veil the sevne
of Etrife from the sight of heaven, Stlll the
rattle of musketry came to the plain, while
the mountain seemed Lo rock and sway unlder
the thunder of the cannon, As 1 listened,
I thought of the children of Israel watching
tho flaming clouds hinging over Sinai, while
the lesder of the people talied to the Law-
giver of all.
Night came down and Hrageg's campfires
fn a half circle that seemed lfted into the
sky flashed along the embattled erest of Mis-
slon Ridge, while bere and there danelng col-
ared lights eculd be seen and we Knew the
confederate signal corps  were anxious and
buky. Thero was but lttle sleeping in elther
camp that oight. One hundred and twenty
thousand men, friend und foe, were watching
Lookout, The encircllng cloud sesmed to
throb to the blazing and booming of Lhe guns,
while like filghts of glant fire Mles the flash-
Ing of the rifles eut through the Intense dark-
pess.  Higher and higher the sound of the
figiting roke. The cheers and yella could no
jonger be heard and the roar of the guns be-
came muflled, Hke the sound of glant funeral
drums beating far up in the bheavens. About
midnlght the battle echoes ceased to comoe
down from the mountain and an awful still
noews foll upon the plain, The men, who had
besn talkiog in low tones, became slent, We
could hear, not only tha heating of our own
hearts, but the painful throbblug of the tem-
les.
b Tae dreary black Gours erépt by, The miu
were at Hberty (o e down und sleep,  bul
they sat in groups and smoked in allence, all
wondering how it had gone with our comrades
of Geary's and Osterbaus’ divisions
WHAT THE DAWN REVEALED

At length, after what sesmned like wn

eteralty of walling, a lght that did not caune

from the dying campfires of lhe enemy
sirained from the east and ralsed the dim
outitne of Mission ridge Into a billowy

mirage that Alled hall the visible wky

ho rider dasghed :a with dispatches for
General Grant, but he said not n word about

||1u- night battle. 1 reasoned we bad been
ydriven back and  that Allen Gordon  was
{ wounded zad in the enemy's hands. My wp-

petite left me and there was a lumo inomy
thooat as | gave the order t3 gaddle up, for |
knew the time lor rough riding aod hard
fighiing had come.

The c¢louds overhcad glowed like giant
opala, The shadow of Mission Ridge grew

shorter, Dbut still the cloud cloak m\'un-:lim“l

Lookout mountain. ‘Then the sun flaghed wn

llnes of steel grouped alopg the ridge -:lhl]!;'i:j
i U

smoke pillars marked the sites of the enemy’s
campfircs, The men stood by thelr horses,
all faces turned to Lookout.  “The <loud
deapery, Uke a mighty stage curtaln, began
to roll up, Higher and thinner, higher and
thinner, and stlll, as It rese, we could see
the gleam of bayoneis and the dark blue of
federal uniforms showing strongly agalost Lhe
dull red of the works occupled by the enemy
of the day before,
THE CURTAIN OF MIST,

How our hearts throbbed and bhow the
ficree battle light glowed in the eyes of the
men walehing the mountain., Higher and
higher rolled the eloud curtain, and, still
gleam!ng bayoneta and men o blve in the
enemy's worke!  Higher, stlll higher, and
oever the same thrilling revelatica. Then
the cloud mist gathered Into a heap, swept
away from the crest of the mountaln, snd,
catehing the rays of the rising sun, melted
and was gone! Lookout stood revealed In [te
every outline. Hut we gave no heed to i
grand setting agn‘ost the cold blue of that
perfect November sky. From the corest
where, when tho las! sup vanlehed, the cross
of the confederacy waveld, we gaw, heating
like an acpels wing agsionst the bLlue of
heaven, the starg and steipes of the republle,

Al the slght the men sei up a wild cheer.
It rang alemg the river. It swelled Into a
mighty roar when Hooker's men on the right
saw the flag, and 60000 men—men of the
armies of the Cumberiand, of the Tenoesyee
and of the Misa'rmlppl—tossed thelr hats on
thelr bayonets and sabers and shook out the
foldw of thelr tattered fags and cheered, ds
men never cheered slnee war made widows,

“Report, as guick as your horses can carry
you, to Shermun on the left!™
That I8 what Dayton, the handsomest man
on Sherman’s etaff, or on sny staff, suld to
me as he reloed o for a moment, then
mpurred his black horse for the new pontoot
to the north,

Of course | obeyed, bul as we urged our
leitn horses to the porth, where the ground
rose, my thoughis were with Allen Gordon,
dying on the crest of the mwountaln; he had
dene g0 mueh to win,

Thank God, he saw It all, With a bullet
through his spine, just helow the neck, and
0 shutting off the aveonues of paln, and leav.
ing his brain clesr, he from the crest of
Lookout saw suich & Ppanorama as never
before pussed before the sight of mortal
man,

Allen Gordon, with a deoa counfederate
fags under hils bhead, placed there by Thomp-
sop of Kentueky and Barnum of New York
looked dowa on the brown plain, stretching
from the Tenpessee to Mizssion Ridge As
the m'n roge he saw the gallunt men in gray,
manding below the ridge, or grou el about
the endless gune along the slopn. He saw
70800 men lu blue, and he beard thelr thrill.
log cheers, as under Hocker, Thomas apd
Bherman they advanced, as If on parade,
against the batterbes orowning the ridge,

WHAT A DYING MAN BAW

Alen Gordon-was a patriet and a poel.
He saw, away talow bim, as his life-blaod

The lpcreasiong lght svemed but to lengthen
the miputes. Through the misty vell the
campfires glowed (o a weird way, <nd the
soldiers, drinking their coffee, loomed uE
like glant silhoueties. My own men, wit
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when they might have & chance (o eal

the forethought of vetersns who did not huulw the plaing. He saw theguen, oo the right,

W

ebbied away.” 1the mon who had ferced the
‘Mispissippl from TCalre to the gulf. He saw
the Vttle borasmen of the wesl men who bad
| learped Lo shoot oo the buffalo’s trall, or o
band to hand eonfilet with the nomad Indlany
who had beld the

4t Oettysburg. He

aw the men in the center, who, though
beaten, saved the army from ruin at Snod-
prasz Wil Hesaw away to the left Sheridan
il Sherman.  Allen Gordon saw the blune
waves, steel-crested, dashing ngainst Misaion
ridge. He szw the thinning lnes, but he
¥aw no rotreat, From his deathbed annder
the erowning rock of Lookout he saw, nx
1 see the words 1 wrlte, the Fouteenth edmpe,
with Wood in the advance, sweoping up the
hoights, and twossing the corps  flag over
Brage's headguarters. 1o saw  the flag
atiove hix head, repeated in a hundred forins
nlong the ridge. He heard the cheers, He
raw the flylug foemen, and over his head
he folt the shadow of Lookout,

Allen wus carried down to Chattanoogn
that night. His eyes were closed—an un-

usunl thing with the batile dead. My teara
fell on s glorified face as 1 bent to kisw
bim. ‘The bullet that killed himm had out
througs Moille Pighop's heart, as the pleture
showed, but there was a blead-stained lina
viglhle: *“Dear Allen—a bappy Thinksgiv-
Ing, my love”

Consumption Posltively Cored,

Mo, R, B. Greeve, merchant of Chithowle,
Va., ceritfies that he had consunption, was
given up to die, sought all medieal treatment
that money could procuve, triod all cough
remedies he could hcar of, but got no rolief;
gpent many nlghts sitting up o a chalr; was
induced to try Dr. King's New Discovery,
was cured by use of two bottles. [Por
three years has been attending to busis
and says Dr. King's New Discovery Is
remedy ever made, as JL hns
done so much for him and glso for others
in hls community, Dr, King's New Discov-
ery s guarantecd for Coughs, Colds and Coh-
sumption, It don't fall, Trial bottles fres
at Kubhn & Co,'s drog store.

The Objection (o Stnge Conches,

In 1762 there wore, strange ps [t seems,
only six stage coaches running in all Enziand,
tnd of coutse these were only publle veaicles
for travelers, Byen these were a novelty,
and a person named John Crosset thought
they were such a dungeroua Innovition that
he wrote a pamphler agaiost them, "'These
conches,” he wrote “make gentlemen coma
tlo London upon every small occasion, which
otherwise they would not do except upon
urgent necessity. Nay, the convenlency of
tho passage makes thelr wives come often
up, who rather thag come such jong journeys
an horsebuek  would stay st home.  Then
when they come o town they must be In the
wade, get fine elothes, go to plays and Lreats,
and by these means get such a habit of ldjes
nesy and love of pleasure that they arve un-
eany after.  Even people who come to the
oity on steam cars are sometimes slimilarly
affected by the visit, even unto this day.

the grandest

The expregsion, I have my own troublos,'*
has become so general and truthful that even
the children have become ured o |t Thoe
othor dey, maye the Pittsburg Chronlele-Tele-
graph,'" a busy molher had been (nterrupted
several times by her d-year-old gou, who kKept
asking ber to come out it the yard and

pliny,

SWilile,” aald the mother, "if you wore u
good boy you would want to help your
mother lnstead of worrying her, wheei sho
hias s0 many other troubles to worry her*

“Well, mpmma,'” said the child, 1 have
my own troubles' and he walked out intoe
the yurd and played by himsalf,

Most tarturing and disfiguring of fehing
burnlog, scaly akin and scalp Lumorn s o
stantly redeved by & warm bath with Cone

CUNA BOAR, R single upplication of Craiot ka
(olutment), !lwlf:mlhln cure, and a full dose
of Coriouna HesoLyexy, grestest of Lol
puriters sud humor cures, all glse fails.
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