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Penand Picture Pointers

NEF of the figures theat looms larga
m In American Journalism i Murat

Hindstoad For more thun Nty

:;-"!!',3.'_‘ of hin weventy-five years of life
Y 1 has been active In the news-

paper Neld, and no mun now before the
publle hag had a wilder of more vitled
range of oxporlence. He has [ollowed, ns
B war correspondent, the fortunes of the
nrmies in the greatest wars of modern
times, IDuring the civll war in the UUnited

Biatea he was a writer of unusunl In-
fluence nnd a few yonre Inter he went to

Germany and mode the campaign with
the wsoldlers under Von Moltke wand  EHis-
marek, returning to the United States in
time to tanke an active part in the polities
of 152, when “anylhing o beatl Grant”
wns the ery of the opposition to that great
leuder. Mr. Halsteand was in the opposi-
ton nt that time, and recenlly The Hee
pulitiehied hie own account of the eforta
of four great editors, Bamuel Howles,
Torace Crecley, Joseph Medill and hime-
gelf, to swceoure the nomination of some

olher candidate, The Grant sentiment was
ton utrong and the disorgnnized democracy
nnd dissatistiod republicons named Tlorios
Greviey for thele candidate.  Murat ok
stend's roward for his share In the pre-
Iiminuries of tho campalgn of that year
wis (o bo sardonlcally dubbed el mae-
fhal” by the bourbon democrats, w tithe
that he still woars with more of dignity
and appropristeness than his then detroe-
tors ever dreamed of,  For several years
he has not been actively cotnected with
the divreetion of a newspaper. bul has not
let Ll pen Me fdle on that account, Dur-
tng the war with 8paln he went to the
hilippines and made hix prosence In the
jstnnds known by n series of character-
futle articles,

—

Murit Halstead was born In JRoss town-
ship, Tutler eounty, Ohln, on September &
1599, and was reared on a farm. o at-
tended mehiool during the winters and fol-
lowed the plow during the summers “til
he wias old enough to do for himeelf. He
attended n meleet sehwol one term and then
tought pohool for two terms.  Later e
wie grafuated from Farmer's colloge, noar
Cincinnstl, and took up newspaper worlk,
beginning on n small Werary weekly., He

Joined the staff of the Cincinpnatl Com-
morcial In March, 1862, bought an Interest
In the puper In 158584, and in 186 was the

head of the firm of publishers, When the
Commerpinl and Gazette were consolidited
he vecame editor-in-chief of the new paper,
Whien he relirsd from this paper L was
to g0 to Brookiyn to beeonie editor-ln-chief
of the Btandard-Unjlen of that city He
retived from that position a few Yours ago.
In 1850 Prestdent Harrison nominated Mre
Halgtend to be minister to Germany. but
his pomination waa rejectod by the senite
owing to articlas he had written reflecting
on that body., Mr. Halitend has writtes
n numbar of books In addition to His Jours
nallstic efforte. He was muarrisd in 1557
to Misx Mary Banks of Cincinnntl,. Mr
Halstead's recent visit to Omahin proved
that he still retains hig vigor and come
prehensive grasp of American polttics.
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At tho same time Mr, Halstend was In
Omaha another of the big figures of Amer-
fedan affalre was here nlso. Bamuel R, Van
Banlt has beon a protty hlg mun In Miones
rota ever since ho quit the river, on which
he wis a successful steamboat oaptoaln,
and took up his hame at Winona. When
the «fMort was made 10 sonsolidnte the two
grent rallroads having lives acrosms the
sinte of Minnesoln, CGovornor Van Sant
made himeelf a natlonal character by sue-
cessfully opposing n =schome of gigantie
finance and heading off the nbsorption of
the Northern Paelfic Grest Northern
and Burllngton systems by the Northern
Becurities company,. The final outeome of
this ease before the United Btates supreme
court Is vet to be heard, but Governor
Vin Sant won the first round by mecuring
.o Aockslon ln the elreuwit court of the United
Btates at 8t Taul. e will be 80 years old
in May and 2 n natlve of TNinols. e was
attending the high sehonl at Rock Tslund,
his natlve town, when the wor began nnd
he enlisted. After the war he finlahied his
education with two years at Knox
lege., Gulesburg, and engnged In steam-
boatlng on the Mimslssippl river, whore he
rose to the porltion of master, In 182 he
wns elected 1o the legisinture from Winona,
Minn., his present home, and agnin In
184 During hin seoond term he war chiosen
gpoaker of the house. receiving every vote,
nymething never hefore heard of In Minne-
mota, In 1 he war elooted governor of
the state, nnd ngain in 18 e ton s a
repuMiean In palities  Governe* Van Bant
moreded Miss Ruth Hall at LeClaire, Ta.,
n 1A
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HAD loved her madly!

Why does one love? Why does

one love? How queer It Is (o sea

only ¢ne being In the world, to

have only one thought In one's
mind, only one desire In the henrt and
only one name on the lipse-a name which
comes up continually, rising, like the wler
in o spring, from the depths of the soul to
the Hpa a name which one repeats over
and over agaln, which one whisxpers o ase-
leasly, everywhere, Hke a prayer.

“l am golng to tell you our story, for
love only has one, which 18 always the
same. 1 met her and loved her; that is all,
And for o whole year 1 have lived on her
tenderness, on her caresses, In her srms,
in her dresass, on her words, no compl-tely
wrapped up, bound and absorbed In every-
thing which eame from her that | no longer
cared whether It was day or night or
whether T wap dead or alive on this old
earth of ours.

“And then she died. How? | do not
know; 1 no longer know anything. But
one evening she came home wet, for It
was roining heavily, and the next day
she coughed and she coughed for abhout a
weok and took to her bed. What happenad
I do not remember now, bul doctor: came,
wrote amnd went away. Medicines wora
brought and soms women made he- 4 Ink
them. IHer hands were hot, her forrhead
wns burning and her eyes bright and :ad
When 1 spoke to her she answered mo,
but 1T do not remember what we ra'd 1
have forgotten everything, everything,
evervihing! Bhe died, and | very well re-
momber her slight., feoble algh. The nurse
sald: AR’ and 1 understood, | under-
stood!

"I knaw nothing more, nothing. 1 saw o
priest, who sald: "Your mistress? and It
seemed (o me as If he weore Inse'ting her,
Ag she war demd, nobody had the right to
my that any longer, and 1 turned him oat,
Another came, who was very kind and
tender, and | shed tears when he spoke to
me about her,

“They eonsulted me about the funeral,
but [ do not remember anything that they
tald, though [ remember the coflin and
the sound of the hammer when they nafled
her down in It. Oh, God, God!

“Bhe was burled, buried! Bhe! In that
hole! Bome people came—female friends.
1 made my escipe and ran away. 1 ran
and then walked through the sireets, wont
home and the next day started on a
Journey,

. - - . L] L] L] -

“Yesterday 1 returned to Purly, and when
T saw my room again—-our room our bhed,
our furniture, sverything that remalos of
the life of & human “being after death-—I
wae neised by wuch & viclent attack of
treah grief. that I felt lUke opening the
window and throwing myself out into the

slroet 1 could not remain any longer
among fhese things, hetween these walls
whicth had Inclosed and  sheltered her,

which retained n thousand atoms of her,
of her wkin and of her breutih, In Lheir
Imporceptible crevices, 1 took up my hat
to muke my escape, and Just as 1 reached
the door T passed the lnrge glass in the
hall, which she had pnt there so that she
might look at herselfl every day fromi hend
to foot as she went out, to see If her
tollette looked well, and was correct amd
pretty, from her Hitle hewtn (0 her bonnet,

“1 stopped short In front of that looking
gluss in which she had so often been ro-
fected—so0 often, ga often, that 1t must
have retained her reflection 1 wns stand-
Ing there, trembling, with my eyes fxed
on the glase-on that fAat. profound,
empty glnss—which had econtalned her en-
tirely, and bad possessed her a® much as 1,
a8 my passionate looks had 1 felt as If I
loved that glass I touched 17 It
wan cold Oh! the recollection! sar-
rowful  miiror, burning mirror, hor-
rible mirror. to make men suffer such tor-
ments! Happy 2 the man whose heart for-
gets everything that It has contalned,
everything that has passed before It, every-

thing that huas looked at
iteelf in I, or has been
reflected in Its aflection,
In ite love! How | suffer!

“1 went out without
knowing 1t, without wish.
ing I, and toward the
cemetery, I found lher
slmple grave, & white
marble cross, with thease
words:

“ ‘She loved, was loved, and died.”

“She I8 there, below, decayed! How hor-
rible! 1 mobbed with my forehead on tha
ground, and | stopped there for a long time,
& long time. Then I saw that It was get-
ting dark, snd a sirange, mad wish, the
wish of o despairing lover, seized me. I
wished (o pass the night, the last night,
in weeping on her gmve. HBHut 1 shoulkld be
geen and driven ocut. How was I to man-
age? 1 was cunning, and got up and
began to roam about In that city of the
dead. 1 walked and walked. How small
thiz ¢liy is, in comparison with the other,
the city in which we llve. And yet, how
much more numerous the dead are than
the Hving. Weo want high houses, wide
ptrests, and much room for the four gen-
erations who see the daylight at the same
time, drink water from the spring, and
wine from the vines, and eat bread from
tha plains

“And for all the generations of the dead,
for all that ladder of humanity that has
desconded down to us, there Is scarcely
anything, scarcely anything! The earth
takes theln back, and oblivion effaces them.
Adiew!

“At ths ond of the eemetery I suddenly
percelved that 1 was In its oldest part,
where those who had been dead a long Ume
are mingling with the soil, where the
crosses themselves are decayed, where pos-
sibly newcomers will be put tomorrow. It
& full of untended roses, of strong and
durk cypress trees, a sad and beautiful
garden, nourished on human fiesh

] was nlons, perfectly aloné Bo 1
ecrouched in a green tree and hid myself
there completely amid the thiek and som-
ber branches. } walted, elinging to the
stem, lke a shipwrecked man does 1o &
plank.

“Whnen It was quite dark I left my
refuge and began to  walk softly,
slowly. Inandibly, through that ground
full af dead people. I wandered about
for & long time, but eould not find
her tamb sguin. 1 went on with extended
arm, knocking aguinst the tombs with my
hands, my feel, my knees, my chest, oven
with my head, without beilng able to find
her. 1 groped about like a blind man find-
ing hiz way. 1 felt the st the or
the iron rallings, the metal wreaths and
the wreaths of faded flowers! 1 read the
names with my fingers., by passing them
over the letlers. What & night! What a
night! 1 could net find her again!

“hore was no moon, What a night! 1
was frightened, horribly frightenod in theso
narrow paths, between two rows of graves.
Graves' graves! graves! nothing but
graves' On my right, on my left, in front
of me, around me, everywhere there were
graves! 1 sat down on one of them, for |
coul not walk any longer, my knees were
so weak, [ could hear my heart beat! And
1 heard something else as well What?
A confused, nameless nolse, Was the noise
in my head, In the impenstrable night, or

benenth the mysterjous earth, the earth
sown with human corp=cs? [ looked all
apround me, but 1 cannot say how long 1

remained there; | was paralysed wilth ter-
ror, cokl with fright, ready to shout out,
ready to die.

“Suddenly, It seemed to me that the slab
of marble on which 1 was sitting was
moving. Certaluly It was moving, as If it
were helng ralsed.  With a bound 1 sprang
onto the nelghboring tomb, and 1 EAW, yes,
1 distinetly saw the stone which I had just
quitted rise upright, Then the dead person
appeared, o naked skeleton, pushing the
stone back with 15 bent back. 1 saw It
quite clearly, although the night wus =0
dark. On the croas T could read:

“itere lles Jacgues Olivant, who died
nt the age of 61, He loved his family, was
kind and honorable, und died in the grace
of the Lord’

“Phe dead man also rend what was In-
seribed on his tombstone; then he picked up
n stone off the path, n lttle, pointed stone,
and began to scrape the letters carefully.
He slowly effaced them, and with the hol-
lows of hils eyea he lowked at the places
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where they had heen engraved. Then with
the tip of the bone thut had been hig fore-
nnger, he wrote fn luminous letters, lika
tho=o lines which boys trace on walls with
the tip of a luecifer mateh:

" 'Here reposes Jucques Olivant, who died
at the age of 6. He hastened his father's
death by his unkindness, as he wished to
inherit hig fortune; he tortured his wife,
tormented hia children, decelved his nelgh-
bors, robbed every one he could, and died
wretched.”

“When he had finlshed writing the dead
man stood motionless, looking at his work.
On turning round I saw that all the graves
were open, that all the dead hodies had
emerged from them, and that all had
effaced the lies inscribed on the grave-
stones by thelr reilntions, sabsatituting the
truth Instead. And 1 suw that sl had been
the tormentors of (heir melghbors—mall-
eclous, dishonest, hyvpocrites, liars, rogues,
calumnlators, envious; that they had stolen,
decelved, peoerformed every disgraceful,
every abominahle action, these good
fathers, these falthful wives, these devoled
sons, these chaste daughters, those honest
tradesmen, these men and women who
woere  ecalled  irreproachable. They wera
all writing nt the same time, on
the threshold of thelr etermal abode, tho
truth, tho terrible and the holy truth of
which everybody was fgnoranf, or pre-
tended to be lgnorant, while they wern
alive.

1 thought that she also must have writ-
ten something on her tombstone, and now
running without any fear among the half-
open coffing, among thoe corpsts and skeles
tons, I went toward her, sure that I should
find her Immediately, 1 recognized her ot
onee, without seelng her face, which was
ecovered by the winding-sheet, and on the
marble cross, where shortly before I had
read.

e ‘ﬂhl"‘ I.l'l\'!'l"
1 now saw:

“ ‘Having gone out in the riin ope day, n
order to decelve her Jovaer, she eaught cold
and died.’

- - - L - L - .
*It appears that they found me at day-
break, lying on the grave unconscious.''—
From the first complete English edition of
the works of Guy de Moupassant, published
by M. Walter Dunne, New York,

wis loved, amd dled.’

An Alarming Affair

Her head rested confidingly on his shoul-
der, butl It was suddenly raised,

“What's the multer, George?" she ansked.

“Nothing.,”” he sald, reassuringly.

“But 1 can hear your heart tinkle”

*“Oh, no.”

*1 enn, too, George. Are you such a glut-
ton that yvour heart rings for supper?’”

“I assure you-—"

1 tell you I heard It. Thers wis a dige
tinct sitvery tinkling, George; you'd better
gee about that heart.”

“See a doctor?’

“No-o; see an electrielan and have the
wires disconnected. 1 won't marry a man
whose hceart rings whenever he's a lttle
agitated.”’

“But Mabel, 1 tell you-"'

*“1 heard It, didn't 1?7 Do you supposa 1'd
lve with a man who tinkled unexpectedly ?
Why, it sounds as If your heart had ab-
sorbed s Bwedish bell ringer, Have you
one of those variety stage people enshrined
there ™

“Mabel, Its n watch your father gave me™

“A watch!"

“Yos; one of those new fangled alarm
watches 0 remind 4 fellow of an engage-
ment, but 1 didn't think he'd be mean
aenough to set it for W0 o'clock the wvery
first night he gave it to me. 1 may be
wrong, Mabel, but It looks to me like &
hint. I belleve 1 had better e going.”—
Brooklyn Eagle,

Hardly a Good Kick

Agent—1 see you are busy and T will not
take up very much of your time. 1 want
to talk to you a little while on the subject
of life insurance.

Victim—Do you want to Insure a man
who Is & murderer, and who may be hanged
in & few months?

*“Goodt heavens!

"Not yet,
goon If you

Are you a murderer?
but I may become one yery
dodgasted agents don't guit

coming In here and bothering me when I
am trying to work,"—Kansas Cily Journal




