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History
of the
Gallant
First
Nebraska
Regiment
from
Photographs

of their return.

Nebras
Returning

Beginning with the issue of August 6th will be
of the gallant First Nebraska Regiment.

IT WILL INCLUDE

ka's
Heroes

published a series of the best pictures

The Omaha Illustrated B

It will be a worthy souvenir of the celebration
In order to obtain this pictorial history complete subscribe at once for
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Lhe Farewells at Leaving Home—
Camp Life at Lincoln—

Life in Camp at San Francisco—
Zhe Trip Across the Pactfic—
Nelraska Boys in the Philippines—

On the Field and in Camp—
Fighting the Insurgents—

/e return to San Francisco—
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Nebraska's Reception to Her Sons—

Portraits of Nebraska's Heroes—

Prctures of the Companies—

THE BEE PUBLISHING CO., OMAHA, NEB.

Five Cents Per Copy.

With the Sunday Bee, by mail, $2.00 per year.

Subscribe at once.
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MARJORIE RUSSELL’S CHANCE.

How She Took It, and Sent the News.

By R. G. BUTLER.

=
L]

g
4

(Copyright, 1808, by R. G. Butler.)

“Come back in about two weeka, Miss
Russell., In the meantime, 1f you care to
send us anything, we shall be glad to
rend It

The managing editor ewung his chair
aeround and plcked up his newspaper; evi-
dently he consldered the Interview ended.

“Will you print anything I send? asked
tho ginl, eagerly. “What compensation
du'__l!

"“We don't compensate, we pay,’” sald Mr,
Hioks, sharply, swinging around aguin, “We
Dbaven't time to compensate. Remember
that, please, in writing for the Globe; eny
‘pay’ instead of ‘compensate;’ it's better,
belng shorter, Then—yes, we'll print any-
thing you send us that s good, and what we
don't print we'll keep for you till the end
of the yoar. Good morning."”

1t was then nearly 4 o'clock, but Mar-
forle Ruessell was so confused by the unu- |
sual experience of interviewlog an editor |
and applying for work that she answered
dutifully, ""Good mornlog,' and went away.
Bho found her way bhalf mechanlcally
through the dingy room, between rows n1'|
desks, and down the orooked stnlreaso until
she atood 4dn dhe glass gtorm door, the only
modern appearing part of the old newspaper
bullding. There she stood for a few min- |
utes to get her bearings agaln.

It 'was Marjorle Russcll’s firat trinl at
“sptering journallsm''-—meaning newspapoer
work. Before she and her brother came to t
the clity she had indeed written for the |
weekly paper in thelr town, but that she had
done “for fun.” Now, however, she was |
anxious to do real work for real money,
Unole Ben had dled, leaving his affalrs in- |
volved, Aunt Sarah knew nothing of busl- |
ness, and to crown all, her brother, Billy, |

“IF YOU WRITE ANYTHING GOOD SEND

1T IN,” BALD THE EDITOR, i
was in bed wilh a hip trouble that *'prom-
ised to Dbe serious.’ S0 ln desperation
Marjorie locked about for somethlpg to do
and happening to plek up an old copy of
the New Canthage Palladlum, wherein she
saw one of her oWn  contributions, she
thought of what she called *journaligm.*
That was said to offer a begloner more
than any other profession and Mavjorie had

gead that it wes destined Lo be !

“woman's i
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"
great field.," &o she had bearded a news-
puper llon In his den and now stood think-
ing over her audaclty and her escape.

If she did not get all she had hoped for
€ho had been encouraged, at Jeast she con-
gldored the suggestlion that she should re-
turn in two wecks as encouragement. And
the request that she should write for the
tilobe? That was almost an offer of work!
8o she crossed “the park' and galned a
smnll foothold and part of a strap in a
crowded eable car and on the trip uptown
planned how she would write an article that
evonlng, send It off at once, and perhaps see
it in the paper the next morning,

But she hind no chance to write when she
got home. Going to her brother's room,
Billy greeted her with a shout:

“I'm glad you've come, Madge,”” he crled,
You know that old land title suit of father's?
0ld Hubbard, who was Intercsted with
futher, telegraphs from Weet Capua that it's

| been reopened and comes up on Monday.

e wants me to come on wlth some men-
oranda that father had, Fancy me in Capua,
not to say West Capua! 1'd like to get vut
of the house even to go there.”

“Has the doctor been here today?" asked
Marjorle.

“No; but don't worry. I can't go, thal's
flat—or rather, I am. But you know as
much about the case as 1 do, so you'll have
to go—""

0, Billy,'" sighed Marjorie; "'I won't have
a chance then to write an artlele for the
Globe,*"

“You won't tonlght, Madge. I'm worry,
you poor little journalist, But you'll find
another chance, or if you don't you must
make one,” and he began to discuss the
sult, producing papers and memoranda as
Lhe talked.

“The worat of it 18" he continued, "you'll
have to go tonight; 4¢he Bunday traln doesn’t
connect."”

Thers was mo money in her brother's or
her own purse for luxurles; so Marjorle,
feellng very forloro, settled herself in the
seat of a day car of 4 through express,
prepared for an uncomfortable night. Weat
Capua was two-thirds of the way across tho
niate; she would have eleven hours of trav-
eling, even i she got there on time,

A4 gho was making herself comfortable for
the uight shé saw a young man pass through
the car whose face appeared famillar. At
first sho could not place him, but at last
she: remembered that she had seen him In
the (lobe office that mfiermoon—a reporter,

for he had been writlng at a desk near Mr, |

Hicks,

“He's travellng for the paper,” thought
Majorle. “He goes In the slecplng car.
Well, I shall do that some day even if I
don't travel for the paper,” and ghe drew
her ulster around ber, settled her handbag
as a plllow o Mitle less uncomfortable and
went to sleep.

It was unearly 12 o'clock when she woke
agaln, *'1 wonder where we are,” shes said
to herself, 1 wonder If we're on {lme. 1
don't peed to get to West Capua untll 8
o'¢cloek, 1 think 1I'd rather spend three
hours exira on the train than in the West
Capua ‘depot,* " A glance through the win-
dow gave her no idea of her whereabouts
and she tried to go to sleep again

Buddenly thers came a séries of vielent
jols, the car pltched llke a vessel at sea;
there was a groal crashing of glass snd
teariong of woodwork and then, just as the
lNghis went out, Majorle saw something
dark break In at the forward end of the car
where she sut and then she félt & blow on
the bead,

“What Is the

matter?" ahe sald to her-

gelf, rubbing her eyes. Where—why—what's
| happened? What Is all that nolse? Why,
| it's an accldent. Obh, help! help!' she erled. |
Then *'Be qulet, Marjorle Russell; see If

you're hurt first before you ery. No, I don't, 2
| pened—jest step out o' the way 'm, please;

! think I'm hurt mueh; but if I could find my

feet I should know—why don't O carry
matches?"

From all around came a oconfused sound
of moans and ejaculations, curses, prayers,
| and over all and through all, the plercing
| whistle of the steam, and everywhere It was
!dark-—dn.rk as pltoh.
| Majorle felt about her carefully, Her feet,
she found at last, were held fast under a
seat, and the back of a seat was hangiog
Immediately over her head; it was that which
had struck her, A few minutes' eareful
working enabled Marjorie to get her feel out

of the trap, and brisk rubbing of the ankles

1 feel all right, Can’t I help? Are there
many hurt?"

“There's nothin' for you do do 'm; we've
get all the doctors in town—see, the depot's

right here, an' It's an hour since it hap-

and Muller pulled her to one slde to let
four men pass, who were carrylpg some-
thing covered with a blanket.

Marjorle looked at it with wide open eyes.

“How many persons are hurt?” she asked
at length,

“There's been ten killed,” thegan Muller.
‘Hey! what's the matter?'” for Marjoris had
clutched hls arm, and clung to it as if she
was about to fall. *You are hurt miss, Let
me help you up to the depot"

“I'm mnot hurt,” protested Marjorle, as
Muller steadied her on her feet, *“‘but—I
dldn't know It was much of an accldent—I

TWO MEN ENTERED CARRYING A LANTERN.

put them In good conditlon again, She
sorambled to her feet and made a step, but
her foot met something soft and motlonless,
and sho stood still, horror-struck, That soft,
motionless thing must be some one who was
burt.

“0, let me get where 1 can ses pome-
thiong," she cried, desperately; *0, help,
help—" To her joy, she saw a light ap-
proach the oar, "“Help us in here!" she
erled. “I'm not hurt, but therg are persons
who are.”

There was & crashing of woodwork be-
hind her, a few heavy blows with an ax,
and presently two men with lapterns foreed
thelr way luto the car. The lanterns gave
barely enough light to see by; but the men
were followed by others, whose lanterns bore
the red and green bands on theilr glasses
that Indlcate the chiefs and foremen of vol-

untoer fire companies, Marjorle stood still
untll they reached her; five persons were
carrled out before she was helped out,

“Hullo! Aln't You Miss Russell?' ex-
clalmed the man who helped ber Lo the
ground. *“I'm George Muller, foreman o'
Mionehaha boee,"

"Why—where—is this Orlesans—where we
used (o speud the summer?’

“Yea'm. This s Orieans. Now'm, Miss
| Russell, let's get you to the doctor.”
i “I'm pot burt—pow 1 know where 1 am,

| eldent!

thought It was all a sort of dream, and rajher
funny—'"

“It's the biggest accldent on this road for
years," sald Muller. *'Ten killed is a big
thing, an' some of 'em are pretty big people,
Nobody'll know It for twenly-four hours,
either, Sunday mornin’, and no evenin' pa-
pers anywhere.'”

Marjorle looked at him & moment, cateh-
ing her breath.

“"Have you seen a tall, Hghl-halred young‘
man among the wounded, or—the others?"
Bhe asked at last,

“In the depot,’” sald Muller, leading her |
to the statlon. There she, Indeed, saw the |
young man whom half In jest, she had been '
envying not so long before. Marjorle looked |
at him for an fostang through tears; she felt
as if she had Known him, a reporter for the
paper she hoped to write for. A reporter!
Why, if he had been allve, he would have |
been sending word to his paper of the ac-

“Mr. Mufler,” sald Marjorie to the furo-l
man of the Minpehaha hose, "'I'm a newspa- |
per woman—that man wase 4 reporter on the !
Globe—my paper. Give me the facts as
you've got them, and I'l) telegraph the news |
to my paper; there's u little time yet." She |
went toward the telegraph ofMee, which wus
lighted, and full of men

“l want to seud & Qlspatch to the Now.

York Globe,"” she sald to the firet man whose
attention she could get.

“You can't,” sald he; and turned away.

““Thls is a public oMce," sald Marjorle, as-
tonished at her own boldness. The man
looked up at her; there was a llttle hesita-
tion, and then a second man spoke to her:

“If vou wadt an hour or so, ma'am, you
can have the wire, but we're sending so
many rallroad messages now that I can't
promise it to you short of an hour."

Marjorle turned away in despalr, to find
Muller by her slde,

“1 thought you wouldn't get a show, "m,
he said. “Them [fellers 1s rallroad men—
the depot master 'nd the local sup'intendent,
an' the engineer what escaped—"'

“my time is up and I have no more monoy."

“Tell ‘central’ to take your place a min-
ute, sald the volce. Marjorle obeyed and
usged the interval to inlk to Muller.

“Hverything's all right,” sald “central,"”
after a few minutes, with a subdued air, as
he handed the recelver back to Marjorie;
“Go ahead, 'm; long's you want,”

The foreman of Minnehaha hose was &
good asslstant. He gave what he knew of
the facts in order, and Marjorle detalled
them to her unknown friend, who at Inter-

| vals plied her with question after guestion.

Betwecn the skillful stenographer at one end
and the Intelligent girl at the other end of

| the wire, it was not long before the story
| of the necident was in the Globe office.

They were standing In the doorway of |

the station, and acress the square could
eee an upper room bpilllantly llghted—the
ounly place at hand that was lighted,
“Thero's the telephone exchange," ex-
claimed Marjorle. “That's open nll night.
I'm going to try that. Come with me,”
sho commanded, starting toward the light.
“You've got the names of them all?"
Muller nodded, and preceding her up the
stalrs, opened the door of the telephone éx-
change. “Central” was looking out of the
window.
“FRred,” eald Muller, “this I8 Miss Ruskell,
who used to Mye here summerg; she's a re-
porter fo & New York paper an' wants to
speak to it—"

"

“Will you call it up at once, please. I

don't know the number.”

“What's the name? It'll cost you §2,°
pald “central,” shortly; (L was bad enough
not to be able to go to the wrecked train
without having to attend to a call.

"“All might,” replied Marjorie, producing
her purse. Thls stirred *ceptral” up; he
devoted himself to hls telephone and after
a one-sided conversatlon of some lengtih
turned to Marjorie:

“Got 'em, now--here y'are,'

Marjorle took the recelver and leansd
agninst the table. Now that she was In
touch with the Globe ofMce she wanted to
drop the instrument and run., She stood
gllent for & moment,

"“Hello!
volce in her ear.

The sound nerved Marjorle to her task,

"I this the New York Globe?" ghe called.

“Yeu, it 167 Who ate you?"

“ls Mr. Hicks in?' (Suppose he
thought Marjorie.)

“Yes, he's In, Who are you?"

“rell him Miss Russell, who saw him
about 3 o'clock yesterday—today—wants to
see him. 1 am at Orleans, there's been &
blg rallroad accldent—*'

“Hold the wire,” came the order.
jorle walted Dbreathlessly; suppose
Hicks should pot come, or should
light of her story?

“Well, Miss Russell,’ came Mr. Hicke’
volee, ““What's thls? Where are you?"

“I'm at Ocleaps, about 150 mlles from the
elly,” answered Mariorle. “The @ o'vlock
through express collided with a frelght train

fan't?

Mar-
Mr.
make

| here about midonight and killed ten persons

and Injured six.'

“Why didn't you telegraph?

“The company has the wires. You had
a reporter on the traln—tall, light-halred;
I wsaw him In the ofMice yeslerday after-
noon-—"

"Yes,
him?"

“He's—he's one of the ten,” eald Mar-
Jorie.

There was & sound as If a chalr had been
pushed hack on a rough floor; then Mr.

SBaunders—what's bappened to

[ Hicks sald:

“I'l send a reporier to take down your
story. Tell him everything you know, but
remember that it's 1:80 and getsing later
every minute."

“"Now, then, Miss Husseéll,"” begun n now
voloe, “"begin and I'll take you down."

|'they swlitched

What d'yve want?"” came a amall '

“Miss Russell,’”” sald Mr. Hlcks, so sud-
denly that Marjorle Jumped., She had not
notlced that her unknown friend had glven
up his place, I am mbch obliged to you,
You've glven us a big beat., Wil yvou get
today's story and send It to us for Monday's
paper? Send it In by 6 o'clock tonlght—by
telephone, I guess. I'll arrange for it. 1
can count on you. Very well. Good night.”

“Good night,” sald Marjorie, mechuanically.

"Ring off,” sald “central.” “Those papers
must be rich, My, how they fly around.
That time I called you off and took the wire
me on to the blg central
office in New York, an' I got word right
from the ‘super' to glve you all the time
you wanted."”

“You'd better come home with me," said
Muller to Marjorie. “My mother'll put you
up. What you need most Is sleep.'

Long before Marjorle wns awake on Sun-
day morning the rallroad had finished its
use of the wires, and newspaper men came
into Orlenns from all directions. A message
to her brother relleved Marjorle's mind of
anxlety, and left her free to do her novel
work with a light heart, Most of the work
was done for her, for the reporters, di-
viding up among themselves, met later and
exchanged news, nnd, coming to Interview
Marjorle, gave her all they had in return
for the personal news she could glve to
them,

That afternoon, afler she had sent her
“story" by telephone, Muarjorie told Mr,
Hicks of her errand to West Capun,

“Poor Sanders was going to West Capua,"
eald Mr. Hicks, “WIll you take his place?

| 1f you will, go on by traln tonight,” and he
s procesded to glve Instructions.

| B0 the

“That's my case,' sald Marlorie,

“It'e & cause celebre,” replied Mr, Hicks.
“You ought to write about it from knowl-
edgo, It it's your case, Now, pay ailtention.
The express doesn't connect for West Capua
Monday mornings; that's why we sent poor
Sanders on last night. You will bhave to
go ont to Palmyra Center and drive to
West Coapua.'

“Yes, but I bave only enough money
to—"

“If you can get to Capua you'll be all
right. I'll telegraph money to you there."

] think I have encugh,'” sald Marjorle.
“Can't you telegraph it to Palmyra?" An

| Ingpectlon of her purse bad showed very lit-

tle apare cash

“1I'Il telegraph for a carrlage at Palmyra,
1o be pald for ot Capua,’ sald Mr. Hicks, and
long range talk ended,

Three days later Marjorle gent In her name
to Mr, Hicks, This time he greeted her
wartly.

“That wus & good plece of work, Miss Rus.
soll; you clenned out every other paper in
the olty, We got out an extra for you."

“An extra! For me!" Marjorie's eyes
opengd wide. “May—might 1 gce one?*

“Now," sald Mr, Hicks, afler smomwe fur-
\her conversation, *“'you take Yyour extra
bome, and rest & day. Then come down on
Friday, and I'll help you make out Your
ball, and give you au ass/goment.'

Marjorie found her wiy home as fast oy
elevated traln would take her, apd burst

“Time's up," sald “central,’ behind Mar- | into her brother's room without walting to

Jorie,
“O, Mr., — 1 don't know your name,”
cried Marjorie to ber friend 180 miles away;

knock
“Blily,"”" she orled,
per lo ber band;

wilving the newspa-
"“hiere's wy extral! I'm

|ui an infant In July

not a bit hurt, and I've got a place on the
paper!'*

HEARD AND A BET,

Btory of m Southern Man Who Is
Searching for a Long Lost Son,

“Would you be kind enough to tell me
where I will find tho United States district
attorney's offica?” asked an old man one
afternoon recently of a Denver Times mnn,
"You ses, it is this way,” continued tlie
old man, handing the other fellow a ecurd
which bore the name "Cornellus Breckin-
ridge Tallaferro, Flomingsburg, Ky.” *I
am In Colorado for the first time in my lifo
and the object of my visit is to find a son
of mine, Andrew. Andrew has been gone for
nearly seventeen years, and I thought I
would call wvon Mr, John D, Fleming, the
distriot attorney, and ses if he could ba
of any asslstance to me in my search., You
know I am from the same place that Mr,
Fleming was from. 1 was a great friend
of his father's and remember John s a ltile
boy, although I presume he would not re-
member me. My, my, how time does fly!"
When informed that Mr. Fleming was no
longer distriol attorney, the old gentleman
#eemed surprised and sald: *It's slrange,
very sirange; T expected to ees him sure,
but I am too old to hunt around any more
today. You gee, 1 am mnow In my 7ith
:'lt-ar, and cannot stand a great deal of exer-

on.

“I am golng to tell you a litle Inoldent
of my life that has nover before been made
public,” and the old gentleman reached his
hand up to his vest and pulled out o snowy
white beard which flowed almost to his
knees, “That beard of mine §s now thirty-
one lnches long and the cause of dis length
s all due to the fact that I once made a
bet. When the war broke out I was one
of the southerners who enllsted and fought
with the confederates, Quite naturally my
feeling toward Abraham Lincoln was not of
the best, When Old Abe came up the sec-
ond time for election I sald to o frlend:
‘Bob, if Old ‘Abe Lincoln Is elecied again I
will never again shave.' ‘Well,' sald Hob,
‘If Abe Lincoln Is not elected I will never
shave.” Both agreed It should stand as n
bot and the eleotion day rolled around and
the result {8 well known, I never shaved,
not becauss I consldered I owed Bob a debt,
for hie dled before another year passed,

A short time ago I heard my son, An«
drew, was in Colorado und had & paying
gold mine down in the fan Juan country,
I am golng down there to look around, and
it 1 find him I will consider my misslon on
earth finlshed,**

Colonel Taliaferro was & guest of the Bt
James while in Denver,

To Keep from Gettilng Tired on Train,
New York Evening Post: An eéxperlenesd
traveler says that most of the fatigue of
A long journsy 8 quile unnecessary sand
comer from an unconsclous effort 1o carry
the Ltraln Instead of leitding the train carry
us, That $8, in resisting the meotlon In-
#tead of relaxing and ;—lemmg to 1it. He ad-
vises nlwaya rmtlnr the fest on the rall of
the seat in front, if such 18 provided, as to
Keep the feel off the floor Jessens Lthe vibra-
tion that is conveyed to the body and rr---
vents just that much straln, A bag will do
a# well for a foatstool if nothing else is to
be hud, ‘The body, while sitting (o a cur,
should be as completely relaxed as posalble,
Untll one attempls this relaxation in a rall-
wihy car It 18 not discovered how tense s
the effort to resist the motion—all of which
is in direct accordance with modern phys!-
cil culture, which has dscovered that true
repose goes further than mere nonaction.

Hoan't Missed o Day o Nine Years,

A litle boy named Hymern, who attends
A sohood under the SBouth Shields Bohool
bonrd, has made a logal recond In the maot-
ter of aohool atténdance, neyver hinving beon
either absent or late since he was adoditiod
1860, e has nuow fin-
ished his course and o commemorate his
exemplary conduct the board last week pres
sented him with a handegome writing Jtrk
and o framed certificata

liils Weakuess,
"Wabbles' greatest fauli sesms to
hils Inck of declelon.'
'Yos, he wouldn't know hls own mind if
he was ty meet it In the middle of Lhe higha
foad in broad daylight,"”

Puck:
ba




