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»- ^P^J^?*11*** i00*5* fioaed between them, m»» 

S^ . $ foor%ittt dwhWloeks, one on each aide; 
^JtfcaeplpfctfMteya, fashioned witfc cnnninfc story," she cried. 

Bf r - i - ^ - j— ' ^ B t t ^ . . (' if < 
*-^HfiBB5 ̂  fch^H1** »*»4Nrin fresh wounded pride, 1 f' ~»|Sjh, for his bwn side only, held, the key. 
* Y J*. * * i v j 
' * And thus for m i g | weeks they dwelt apart, 

3311, one* a t . l a s t , i f h o s e dropp ing tears h a d 
" < s v drowned 

" 4^fm<&;vmh thit in hfe bosofrn turned, 
- FoU of forgiveness, Isoffcly stole a»d turned 

i ^Th#- key; then sought to ope the door, but 

J£t 
^*<^<f$sri*f laying pn h $ friend's hard heart the 

^J^ttS* **"&* a***nj t^0 ^ffit " id turned once more 
a> * ^y Wnurae, I£t bitteri fees, the reopened wound. 

, \ f ' J M J ^ '•• • I ' ' 
' »^aSMf night the other thought of olden days, 

- ^^^%C^eltediAthe| iemory; they seemed 
^ iBo nearer than estrangements la(ter hours, 

iiw-| ? sThat of Hie quaarrej| he thought he inust have 

IfiL 

j ^ «»4reamedL 
•-.̂ -Ukndlso unlocked tl 

SP^^ffcH** «tffi tfa shs 
V ~ '"JPool 

«fj$%330*-«kittlt thai atul 

^ ^ b t o l a c ^ B t i l j J f a s t , still locked! the doorl 
-^beri t h e o l d a n g e r leaped to sudden, flame. 

i door; yet all his powers 
ce it. Then he muttered. 

; Afld soeketward as 

„,, ^ z-frA&ik thus hefdre thl 

am churl would e'er re

in the bolt he sent, 

{first friends wrath could 

' ^ i j ^ - j r k * o t h e r ' s h e a r t gijew h a r d a g a i n a*id kept 
"^ai^Bbm b a r b e t w e e n t h e m w h i l e t h e y w a k e d or 

i?***. 
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slept. 
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B u t o n e c a l m e v e both w a k e n f rom a d r e a m 
r- J i?? 0 * wha$ has been, sit < plear f Orthshadd wing, toO, 
1 "* * r* mhftgdjden prbphed# of what may b<|: 

iEaoh rises, and in; the moonlight's softened 
Reeolyes to try agaf n all he can do. 
Once more bei ore tb,© barrier he stands; 

«•&• "And a s , aga in , s low ly-eaSh iron k e y 
^Baspfiin'tbe rusted wards, ari ana welling sound 

ee from tlhe ojher side. The gjreat door 
:«" 4 , t flies ' \ 

^ ^ "VOpeH and leaves thii old friends, newly found, 
: t l i o v i n g l y l o o k i n g i: 

»,1<* ?VF^'©«nlte:d.hei 
e a c h other ' s eyes), 

i s *nd; firm claspftd hands. 
—G. W.;Bakef iix Cincinnati EJ^quirer. 

1 TEIAL IN PICOIION. 
0y> ?$h4lte. fe tt tiitte in the life df nearly 
'*$*«TOfX eflttcated petson when lie feels 

t ha t fierce, unconquerable desire to 

•5^-
^ < - J 
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g j ^ C unite—to pttt into jwords for thile benefit 
ctf coining generations such thoughts 
and fancies; as 'pajy'f QCCUT to him or to 
hei. 

4ad indeed I|jbelieve one may wish 
to ^write withoiit even possessing the 
ttton&hts toi )enj|fx)(iy in one's effusions, 
so great is the fakoi nation, of seeing one's 

€Si own "wriiaiifSs in br int . 
Tf this cupQua malady I heeame an 

ear ly victimt Ajiid the acceptance of an 
fe^-^H^asiGiialpX>eni:by various weekly pa-

1^1*81 * ^ e ^ %eshjfnel t o the tutquench-
^mbition. A.4 twenty-

^ W I d c c t i p M ajbnjQor editorial position 
C^SBH a. ,aaily !p4per|and had had one or two 

>y <i>ne of the great mag-
fently, I beg^n to feel 

^,"«»th€Kr imporfcajQ| i n a li terary sway, and 
l i . & i s tendency waff decidedly encouraged 
^ ^by COmplinl^ntsJ:j sinjcere and otherwise, 
•% vt titose wi th wn(6mi I came in jcontact. 
"*iu One of ..tliese, iand one who i from its 

^ t Ibegtnnin^.had takei^ a warm interest in 
%> * m y literaarjl wj>rk,| was a girl—Miss 

Katharine/ Merw. I had kn^wn Mias 
Iferry almost from childhoodf and had 

S^sn ^^ 

J f ^ i M e » aetxeiited.: 
& wanes. Conseqi 

A 

if 
: j ^ 

always had bonsiderjable admiration for 
her, I looked jupom her as entirely dif-

! ferent fromi ti^ei other girls of I my ao-
"oj iamtance. [ Sl^e was ra ther intellectual 

^ to Jber taste^, "C^ry fiond of reading, and 
C~%> h a d even pfablikhed some veity credit-
^ff able verses, a l though she was my junior 
"5t ^ 7 t w o years. She w a s not a girl to flirt 

wi th , and she absolutely disHfeed com-
? f £ i # i m e h M • • Thai is , she reallyf dM dk-
^ ^ j l ike them, djiffering in this respect from 

1fa$m$lox$it of !worafen? who raay affect 
ii toMeepisQ flatter^, bi^t who are;*K>ne the 
j- leaf l s u s c e p t i b l e to itd i n f l t t e n c e . ; "She a n d 

^ | I wife Bail [fellow well met together to 
^!ft,mO*e or less degrejk We understood 

•t_Jheach o ther yeryiWell, were interested in 
each other's^projects,and enjoyed com
paring quotes over our failures and sno-

^ ^ v One night , wben i f so happened that 
$?* ^w^Wer© both dijni'ng a t t he sanjie house, 
i^M^BTerBatloii turned upon tliat much 

] jnoOted question as to whether such a 
^ | f eEh^ t0a9» pla tp i ic love were jjtossible* 

p-4li i |p^S Merr j ' ana mjyself both argued 
^ „ J * i ? « t m l y for the , affiifliiative, andl proba-

^3$% w e - « a c h thought *of o u r , m u t u a l 
K ^ ^ ^ f e n d s h i p a s a n instance, although upon 

^fjffhat point w e keptisilenjt, contenting 
^^Bttr iSelves i r i th j mentioning historical 

J^Qba"Other sidel ho^everj probably be-
R?pp£&#^osa ,wl]tOijconsp^^ i t "rtijere bet-

'* fli^p^lnfbrinec i and more able to^express 
'''"''^j&NJ^fiaa, had somewhat thejibest of 

liaa^iinent, and Miss Merry a|hd I, al-
p i ^ | | | g h stilt unbonvpnced, we |e com-

^ ^ P | B 4 . t o wlfbdraV fiom.the b a f l e . 
^ p S l | ^ i p r a l ] k » d horn* wi th iihefMerrys after-
» M i i L and while; her Lather and! mother 

. ^ ^ g l S f a b t ^ i W t ' MeWyand I ^trolled 
aftei thfm, discu^ing ithesub-

fe^S^SI^hich had bd >en tinder consideration 
ier. • j f .' ii 

P ^ S ^ P l ^ i . 0 ^ 1 corpse i is: possiMe,w she 
t"" '""" " an4 r* if 

ered, " w 4 a r e liv-
•vidence? jjBy the 

ouldn't 
about a pla-

I think; we coujld work 

W 
hish 

omaln's" 

edMiss 
man's 

«Hie re are yoi 
b be sttre,M I ahs1 

s-^,—$'.&&& and blood .T _ _. 
IK^Cl-t iatel 'asi ihemk Why 
^ S l | | w r i t e a story together abc 
^ ^ ^ e M e n d s h i p ? - 5 — — -

itup^ingreatsh 
> '̂tDhat's a capitis ide(a>,? exclai 

} »Hfiiry. Ŷou,!c.« 
JdeaS) and I t he 

<*<3k>odI Alrei 
^dr^ble check 
foTiOur labor." 

B g ^ «tih, that is 
p ^ , -put t ing a cash 
||.j% ^^i&«ytber, sir, thatjthis is ja story Itiiat is 

£to ihow the world how platonic | friend 
ships may and do^eadst," 

*"iA|L tigh,tH Wkm shall we coijunence 

I behold thjb com-
hich slpiall reward xm 

bad.. jYou arelalways 
ue (cp things. Re-

^"•wokltf You Jm4w we!mus t L"'k our 
R M ^ W ^»t ' jfomprtow is iiy day 
i&ir f fcW th^papei. ^ha» I caUlin ihe 2 -Sfcft^ioonrf" 7 g',-4 

iM "Yesrdo, and jwe can 
arraog*the 
ius it was 
•borate in a 

take | walk 

ithat we.should 
ry, and the following 
' • the ©n'gageiltent, I 
household. 
down readyIfor the 
«ui gloves already 

"You 
ence, and 

see? I 

little things like this that make' you 
a platonic friendship for a girl, if any
thing will. / i •. I 

"I 've been thinking of a tithi fcjr ouJ 
What sball we call iGJ 

' 'You must name it," I s;dd, " t h a t ijj 
part of your share of the labor.Mw v | 

"Very well, then, let us call i t ' ' T w | 
Fr iends. '" " 

"That 's a capital idea. Now fop thf 
plot." l i t 

The plot was a hard thing to settlef 
The story must have some element 
lend color to i \ Love of course! w: 
b a r r e d o u t , a n d f r i e n d s h i p m u s t t a p e i 
place; but how, and what incidents 
make use of in order to portray it} hap] 
pily, was an extremely knotty and diffi' 
cult question. One thing we fixed hpo 
There must be a noble sacrifice on t b 
part of one or. both of our character! 
But of what nature and circumstances i | 
should be we could not determine. " j 

"Do you think," I inquired tentative! 
ly, " tha t such a friendship cquld rise suj? 
perior even to love?"*. I 

" I don't know," hesitated Miss Herryf 
can't speak from expe 

novelists always set love on 
pedestal above the other emotions^" 

1 "True! But this other story oif o 
must not be formed on the theories oi 
other writers. We must originate!, i t e: 
tirely." ' . v 

" I don't see how. Neither of us t 
in love or haa ever been to my faiowf 
edge." j 

"Nor to mine," I returned hastily, pe^ 
baps because on this point a shadow d | 
a doubt had crept over me. 

But on due reflection I determim 
that I had answered with perfect fir; 
ness. No, I was not in love with ^1B| 
Harwood by any means. I admiredine^t 
very much, it was true, and I fancied that 
she rather liked me. I had seen a ÔOjfl 
deal of her in the mountains during, t.' 
past summer, and once or twice the idi 
had entered my head that she was ntud 
nicer that most girls and that I hiked til 
be with her. That was all. W l j y , | 
had not seen her a dozen times since; Sne 
returned to the town. " | 

Having thus disposed of the trifling 
doubt which assailed my conscience^! 
turned to Katharine, who bad been busy 
planning meanwhile. i'j 

"There is only one way to^do it,** ens 
c r i e d . " >• 

"And that?" . } 
"One of us must fall in love." j ; 

I confess the idea staggered me at first, 
, and it was with difficulty that I recov
ered breath enough to ask: ? 

"Which of us?" , | 
"Well ," said Katharine thoughtful!^, 

" I think you better. The consequence* 
are so much less apt to be dangerous f'djr 
a man." § 

"Here, I don't know about that. Sup
pose I were really to fall in love and g^t 
married?" I 

" J u s t so. Wha t of it? You mttst get 
married some time." J 

"But marriage is a thing a fellow donft 
want to jump into out of hand, in th^ 
manner you suggest." j* 

"You goosel You need not fall head 
over ears in love; a mild case of imagi
nary love will answer the purpose," i 

"Suppose it should cause our friend
ship to break up?" * 

"Oh, consistency, thou art a jewel. 
T h e n h o w a b o u t o u r t h e o r y o f p l a t o n i c with a 

'TU tajy 
Harwodd 

affection?" said Katharine, 
twinkle in her blue eyes. 

"True enough!" I replied, 
it. I'll fall in love with Miss 
immediately." 

"Oh, no,, not with her, surely. £Jhe is 
so insipid and foolish." , § 

Now I did not think Miss Sarwaojaili-
sipid or foolish, at all, and KathaHnejjfl 
criticism nettled me somewhat, BOI tha t 
I a n s w e r e d r a t h e r s t i f f l y t h a t I ^x lpppaed 
a Bellow might choose for himself whom 
he was to fall in love with. | 

"Certainly," said Katharine, "yOu" afe 
free to fall in love with a wooden'Indiajn 
if you wish." * \ 

Whereupon we walked in silence f<jr 
some time, while the plot of our 
m a d e very lit t le progress. 

Insipid and foolis| indeed! I tried 
recall any instance of these qualities 
Miss Harwood, but could not, -I onjjy 
remembered that she had very largo 
eyes and ta very pretty mouth, with. tHe 
whitest of teeth. She was rather petite 
and a clinging sort of a girl. A t least 
tha t was my mannish definition of [a 
woman who drew forth the chivalric in
stincts of a man. I thought of the long 
drives we had had9 together during tl |e 
summer and h o w much I had enjoym 
talking to her. Although she seldom 
said much she seemed to grasp my idea | , 
looking up to me the while with her t4fi 
eyes in a confiding and trustful mahn< 
"Oh, no," 1 thought, "she is anyt! 
but insipid," Whereupon Katharini 
who must have guessed my though 
Said: 

" W h e n you have finished thinking 
Elsie perhaps you will condescend to r e | 
tu rn to our Story." * I 

"Of course, my dear Katharine, yoi 
reaHymust pardon the absentnimdedl 
ness of one who is so deeply in love.'' 

We both, laughed at this, and the 
laugh made things a little better; be-1 
tween us. • We agreed that our plot 
mus t form itself naturally, and the cjidef 
incident 'must be the falling ^in mvie of 
the hero with another girl. As fori the 
sacrifice We had determined must |>lay 
an important par t in the s t o i x we could 
not very well determine what i t should 
be. 

Miss Merry suggested tha t the hero 
should give up his sweetheart so aS to 
prolong his friendship with his platQnic 
friend. I reminded her tha t shft had 
just expressed the idea that love or mar
riage would not interfere with such a 
friendship. 

."But then his wife would probably be 
jealous"," said Katharine. "The'chahces 
are ten to one tha t she would be ax* ig
norant, empty-headed little fooL" f 

This reply of Katharine's angered 
1scarcely knew why. I felt in her 
scription of our hero's imaginary 
tress she had a certain person in mikid, 
and that person Miss Harwood. It was 
the first time I had ever known Katha
rine to be •piteful or anything els* re
sembling it, and it annoyed me partioo-

"̂  ••Iknew that MiM 

whit one would call an intellectual girl. 
We walked in silence for some time, 

and finally I gave utterance to the opin
ion that I did not think a man would 
give up his mistress under the circum
stances. . j 

"If there is such a thing as a friend
ship such as we , have in mind, i t must 
survive all barriers. I t must be far 
above any such petty considerations a t 
jealousy." 

" I am sure no one said anything about 
jealousy," Katharine said rather pettish
ly. "I'm afraid ithat you flatter your-
Belf ." • 

"Oh, no! I donft mean anything like 
that," I answered hastily. "But here 
we are a t your, door and we have made 
very little progress. When shall w t 
ave our next seance?" 

J "Can. you come (tomorrow evening?" 
1 "Yes, and we will begin the story 
then." ! 

But the next evening came and the 
story was not begun. I called and found 
Will iams, a man | never cared for, talk
ing to Katharine. Williams was deter
mined to stay as long as I, and as our 
story was, of course, not mentioned, 1 
iad to leave without making another 

Engagement. . 
I went away in Kathar an angry mood, 

isgusted with Williams, who had al-
ays Beemed to ine too familiar with 
athar ine , and annoyed because I fan-

ied tha t Katharine herself had treated 
e somewhat cojdly. Williams had 

ailed on Katharijne pret ty frequently 
f late. Suppose: she were to marry 

Why not? I disliked him per-
nally, but I found upon sober reflec

tion that Lknew of absolutely nothing 
gainst the nuan. s Other people liked 

men as well as women. He was 
f good family, well off, and, I remem-

red with distinct dissatisfaction, he 
a s r e m a r k a b l y gooo" l o o k i n g . T h e r e 
as no reason in the world why Katha-
ne should not marry him if she chose, 
°en though 1 did not like him. At all 

nts, I thought I would speak" to hei 
out him and see What she thought ot 
I never doubted but she would tell 

te her sentiments In regard to him, so 
gjreat had our confidence in each other 
" sen ever since childhood. 

I called on Missi Harwood the next 
iy. She received jme very graciously, 
id I spent a very delightful half hour 
i t h her. 
Unconsciously, however, I began to 

compare her with kathar ine ' s descrip
tion of "an empty headed little fool." 
Oertainly she was very pretty, and her 
manner and everything she said were 
very charming. '. H$r words were few, 
but carefully chosen, and that which 
fciey expressed was • simple and to the 
point. But , I went away with a new 
idea born into my brain, which grew 
•hour by hour until I arrived a t the con
clusion tha t I did not, nor could I everi 
love Elsie Harwood as a man should 
kfve his wife. , 

jSide by side with this thought a com
panion idea evolved itself almost uncon
sciously. Indistinct and insignificant at 

i t g r a d u a l l y a s s u m e d a m a g n i t u d e 

id importance until i t mastered my 
wjjhole being, and then I knew tha t 1 
could love but one woman—she who 
shjared with me our so called platonic 

iendship, and my l iterary collabora-
• 
n the meantime our story had made 

n(| progress at all, I had only seen Kath-
aiine in various public places and she 
was always with some one—frequently 
Williams, They seemed very friendly 
tORrard. e a c h , o t h e r . I n d e e d , I t h o u g h t 
at! times that I could detect love glances 
eslchanged between them. I sighed to 
iriyself as I thought of the old days of 
Qif friendship and the happy confldenci 
wfuch we had repo$ed in each others 

as," 1 thought,, " i t is all over and 
poor little story Will never be writ-
I fear." 
t last one day I called and found her 

al4ne. Neither of us spoke of the story 
atjfirst, but different th ings entirely for-
e i f 

to it . Finally I asked her about 
lliams—whether she cared for him or 

not 
must have oskod the question in an 

deasant manner, for I could see tha t 
was hur t . For1 several minutes she 

m i d e me no answer. 
} I do not see why you should ask me 

thi Lt question," she said slowly, with her 
ey | s fixed upon the floor. 

| I have a perfect r ight ," I . answered, 
' l l jwant to know whether or not our 
friendship is to come t o an end." 

| I t need never .come to an end under 
any circumstances, "f 

' 4fl do not believe it,f' I cried. "Katha-
rinje, if you mar ry tb#t man, we can 
ne rer be friends again. Tell me, do 
yof care for h i m f 

a thar ine laughed, and as I hate to 
be laughed at I grew angry. 

MWhat about o u r theory tha t we are 
going to express in! our story?" she 
asked. 
. ']Oh, hang the stojryl This is real life, 
and I am in earnest. Do you love Dick 
Williams?" 

^ I like him very iEtich.w 

'\ Would you mart |f 'him?" 
| '<I call tha t question ra ther impexti-
lueijt. Do you love Blsie Harwood? And 
fvvi] l she mar ry you?" ; 

B [atharine laughed again, and my an-
eri vanished. I suddenly realized tha t 

ihejhad been making game of me. 
""atharine,"! saii/'yoii know whom 

love. There is only one way that we 
ever finish our story. Shall we col

laborate for good?" 
'Hid she said, "Yes," and we did. 

one sunshiny spring day we wrote 
this l i t t le story together, which is to 
e tha t platonic affection does not 

it. And when we had nearly arrived 
he end Katharine said, " H o w shall 
[finish it?" and 1 $aid, "Like this ," 

g back as I spojke the brown hai r 
her forehead to kiss it.—Yankee 

.e. r \ .. 

B«t<t«r Tkiut S^ayinjc 1M* 
)ther—Where in the world are you 

" v - , ' • ' ' ' • » ; . ' - ; , • - - . - . * • - • :•..••:: 

t o p l a y hopacotoh. 
et Dont yon know 

OPSPUBBB 
TT 

On the northeastern shore of Lake 
Champlain is a long sandy beach. In
land from this [stretches the dreary ex
panse of a tamarack swamp. One af
ternoon early in October th^ only living 
things plainly in sight along this beach 
wore several smS&I sandpipers tha t daint
ily tiptoed overftr. e sand and a tall blue 
heron wading in 
when one lookM 
Pierre» one no 
stuck into the 
hunters term a 
keeping a w: 

shallow water. But 
closely, a& did Plover 

d a bunch of bushes 
d so as to form what 

'blind." The blue heron, 
eye on the misplaced 

bushes, may have thought i t thus called 
because only sfglitless creatures would 
think a place iiso suspicious looking de
void of harm, j j 

As Plover Pten*e scanned the beach 
he discovered 4 ihan lying behind the 
bushes of the | blind. This man was a 
stalwart, bronzed fellow, perhaps thirty 
years old; he had on the blue uniform 
of the United states army and wore long 
leather boots, £|nd as he lay stretched on 
his side a shotgun rested in the hollow 
of his arm. Just now the lieutenant was 
yawning. The scene was a stupidly 
peaceful one; all tbings were quiet and 
sleepy—too mij,ch ^o to please the young 
officer. He ldngeji for a flock of plover 
to flutter by a i d relieve the monotony. 

"If something doesn't turn up pretty 
' ht , "J*ll stalk my friend, 

thtragh I believe the old 
eye on me, for all his 

such an unconscious 
He's the only 

my thumb that I've 
Why. so far as sport 

in 
mapner, 

lau 

at the barracks 
hello! there's a 

s o o n , " h e t h o u ^ . 
the blue heron^ 
fellow keeps 
marching alon: 
and dignified 
bird bigger t 
seen for an ho 
goes, I might bettejr be 
drilling recruits. I But. 
queer bird." j I 

He had seen Pljover Pierre. Pierre 
e m e r g e d f r o m ' t h e s h a d o w o f t h e e v e i 

greens and stoDd upon the sand. Thf 
boy did' not see many strangers; so he 
movqd along jhe beach to investigate 
this 6ne. As^ he passed by the little 
sandpipers tifppeq as if making low 
courtesies to a,friend, and the blue heron 
looked at him with less haughtiness than 
it usiially assumed Perhaps the bird 
believed that merr^ came to destroy the 
absurd structure called a blind. 

But for oncejjthe leron was mistaken. 
Pierre did nojt disturb the blind, but 
crawled behind it to chat with the sol
dier. At first | h e bjoy was half afraid of 
this long fello-fer in Blue clothes and brass 
buttons, thougjh his] face was kind and 
friendly. Pierre had once been in a law 
court a t Quebec, where the high official 

as ' monseigneur. The 
e this title in the present 

y&fâ K&iix.-

was addresse 
boy decided to 
instance. 

"Monseigneir, arie you a Yankee?' 
The soldier fnodded. and Pierre re

sumed: t 
"So am 1. We have moved, and now 

we live one ujtile south of the line be
tween Canada hnd Vermont. You see, 1 
am a Yankee By a whole mile," 

"So you are!" replied the other, "and 
in your case nd one can say a mile's not 
better than a miss. You wouldn't like 
t o m i s s b e i n g a| Y a n k e e , w o u l d y o u ? " 

"No, indeed, monseigneur^ 1 am proud 
to be a YankGp. The French and the 
Yankees were (always friends, and it is 
good to belong to the United States. 
Since we are both Yankees, we should 
be friends. Is it not so?" 

"Of course itijis." The soldier laughed, 
got up„ and inade room 'for Pierre. 
"Uome, what'll you have? Here's some 
a l e , a n d h e r e ' s a c i g - a r . " 

Plover Pierre shook his head. "Jules 
says liquor is fonly good to put out a 
cigar. 1 want neither." 

"Why, this Jules must bo a perfect 
stoic." | 

"Oh, no; Jules is ray friend, and he 
lives quite near? us. He too has moved 
to Vermont." j 

"And 1 imag#ie you're great playfel
lows," suggested the lieutenant. 

"Well , not quite that , monseigneur. 
He teaches me and knows many sto
ries. You see the is old. He was my 
father's Clerk, fand he haa white hair 
standing up a l | over his head. My 
father," said Pierre proudly, "was a no
tary and knew fall things. Jules says 
my father was quite old when he mar
ried the mother! Then he died and she 
married Jean Bourdo, He is strong and 
can work on the! farm, but he likes bet
ter to be idle.* j The boy was ratt l ing 
on, when he remembered that Jules said 
people should not talk too much of their 
own affairs. A fdusky red crept into his 
swarthy face. }'But it tires you to hear 
all this. Do you come from the bar
racks across the'lake, where they teach 
new soldiers?" I 

His new acquaintance smiled assent. 
" Ju les says ii is a shame for United 

States people to fight each other, but 1 
like wars. I shculd go if i t were not for 
that ." / j 

As Pierre said " tha t , " he looked at 
something which should have matched 
the sturdy leg | u r l e d up beneath him, 
but was only a piece of wood fastened 
to a very short stump of leg. Besides 
the wooden leg. Pierre carried two yel
low crutches Perhaps it was these 
slende/ substi tutes for legs which gave 
him the name <Jf Plover Pierre. The 
soldier*s eyes searched^ the bosom of the 
lake as though much interested ha watch
ing a distant flock of plover. 

Pierre's face brightened as he con
tinued: "Although I can' t walk well, 1 
ride bettei^than most poys. I! might be 
a horse soldier, afid sd fight | u s t as hard 
for my country l a s dan other people. 
Will you drill ml to be a soldier 

The man in bluB/shifted his eyes from 
the imaginary flopk| ofj'plover rind looked 
a t P ie r re i ••Why, you*re too young. 
You can*tfbe morp tha(n ten yea*s old.*1 

"Not s^; I am twelve and falow well 
how to shoot." ,1 j | | 

The officer seemed' to be pondering 
Pierre%'ioldl€fflyMv4atages.i He mut
tered to himself, r l wish thosse' fellows 
I 'm drilling had tibia bby's spiriti" 

But now the quiet bay w i s stirred into 
new life, j A steam laijinch rounded One 
of the points and puffed toward the 
y o u n g officer's 'band. ' < The blue heron' 
f » t * a e*y of Ku-triML and then. r«cor-

to d i a r i t t , * # • * •wmr with 

• i - " . . f-' ! ' 

The; soldier got up and shook the aoad 
front his clothes. 

"Here's the government boat come to 
take; me back to ^lat tsburg barracks.** 

A small skiff put out from the launch 
to bring him on board. He threw ft few, 
shore birds into the skiff, stepped in 
himself and was rowed away. 

The government boat flew two flags— 
a large one at the bow and a smaller at 
the stern. When the lieutenant got on 
board he pulled down the one from the 
stem, and getting into the skiff again 
was rowed back to the shore. Pierre 
was still standing on the sand. 

The officer gravely handed the colors 
to the boy. "Uncle Sam presents these 
to a valued citizen. Never forget tha t 
f on are a Yankee." 

Pierre, being such a new citizen, did 
not duite understand the reference to 
Uncle Sam. But his heart gave a throb 
of pride, and he reverently took the col
ored silk into his grimy hands. 

As he hopped back through the swamp 
road leading to the fields beyond, he 
thought: "Now 1 am really a Yankee. 
The tall man would not give me the flag 
if he had any doubt about i t ." 

When he reached the log house i t was 
growing dusk. The fat twins, his half 
sisters, were rolling over the floor, and 
Mme. Bourdo busied herself in getting 
supper. The stout Canadian woman 
still showed some traces of her comely 
girlhood. Jean Bourdo's heavy figure 
lounged by th$ stove, a grievous obstacle 
both to his wife and the tumbling twins. 

"Jean Bourdo," said Pierre, "would 
you not like to be a soldier!" 

"A good question! And if I went to 
the war, who would earn bread for you 
to eat?" 

"Jules says that if my father's money 
had been well managed it would support 
all ." 

Jean turned angrily. "Jules is crazy! 
And as for your father, Pierre Beaudrie, 
h e d i d s o m u c h b u r r o w i n g i n t o o l d b o o k s 

that he had no time to plow the land or 
collect fees from the clients." 

The woman stopped him. "The no
tary uiade a good husband, though be 
was old enough, to be my father. In bis 
time 1 lived like a lady." 

Pierre had hidden the flag under his 
jacket, and now he climbed the ladder 
to the loft and put the silk beneath his 
pillow. He returned to the lower room, 
the family had supper and Jean, light
ing his pipe, said: 

"Pierre, go you to bed. i have com
pany tonight, and tomorrow you must 
be up early to help the thrashers." 

Plover Pierre kep t , nearly as early 
hours as the plovers themselves. To
night, moreover, he was willing to be 
alone, for he had plenty to think about. 
He pulled himself up the ladder as nim
bly as could. most boys who had two 
legs. After admiring the bright flag be 
carefully laid it away among his few 
belongings and soon was in becT. 

Visions of war and soldiers filled his 
excited brain. The friendly officer ceased 
to be an awe inspiring monseigneur; 
now he was merely a good comrade, and 
they were fighting for the same beloved 
country. Pierre himself, bestride a gal
lant white charger and holding aloft the 
emblematic flag, led ranks of horsenSen 
to victory. 

The restless boy, tossed by such fan
cies, must have lain awake for a long 
time, when he was recalled to himself 
by hearing a door open and some one 
enter the room below. Again and again 
visitors arrived, until there must have 
been ten men assembled in the lonely 
cabin. 

Ho m a n y v i s i t o r s w e r e t t n t t s n a l . a n d 
Pierre, at first without meaning to turn 
eavesdropper, heard enough of their talk 
to rouse his suspicions. Gett ing quietly 
o u t o f b e d h e p a t h i s e y e t o a c r a c k i n 

the floor and listened. 
The men had arranged their business 

and were about to leave. When they 
had ail risen, one of them spoke to Jean . 
Bourdo: 

"Remember, Bourdo, how it is set
tled. We are -to meet here tomorrow 
afternoon at 5—twenty men, armed and 
on good horses. You, in what disguise 
you please, are to ride with us, guide us 
to St. Albans by the shortest road and 
point out the village banks. We will do 
the rest. For doing this you are to re
ceive $100. If there seems danger of 
your being implicated, you can cross the 
line into Canada, and we will make 
good all your losses." 

Bourdo was satisfied and the men 
went out. 

Plover Pierre, listening overhead, 
trembled with excitement. He felt sure 
this was a plot against his new Yankee 
land—a plot which, might compel him to 
return to Canada. He comprehended 
that there was trouble ahead for St. 
Albans, and tha t the people mus t be 
warned. | Indeed, he had heard the con
spiring of those desperate and irrespon
sible men, who in 1864, under no author
ity from Richmond or any" government, 
planned to sweep down from Canada, • 
surprise the village of St. Albans, Vt., 
arid rob its banks. 

The boy crept noiselessly back to bed, 
but i t was long before he slept. When 
he did, the flag, the officer, the conspir
ators and the fated ban&s pushed theii 
benign and hateful influences into his 
dreams. 

All the next morning Pierre was busy 
helping the thrashers. Jean would have 
kept him a t work during the afternoon 
as well, but a t 4 o'clock the boy con
trived to escape from the barn. Slip-

. ping away to the house he got his flag 
from the loft where he had left i t . 

He tried to think of some way of warn
ing St. Albans before the men whe were 
to leave a t 5 could /reach there. Lame 
as he was, i t was impossible to walk t he 
fifteen miles in t ime. Bourdo, h e knew, 
would take the young brown mare , their 
only horse. Even now he was grooming 
her in the stable. Pierre was almost In 
despair, when he remembered t h a t old 
Jules , their neighbor, had a hdrse. .To 
be sure it was old and somewhat stiff, 
but it was better thian nothing. He, 
would ;a | once go to Ju les and ask for 
the horse. ; B u t moments we^j^aooMt 
and there was no t ime for explanations. 
He knew where the animal was pas
tured and m u t t take it; wi thout mkiag. 
Boon he had c a u * h t t h e old g ray , 

mw^-'. 

plover Pierre did not know the obuj» 
- well^ bu t h e was, surejof the general 

tion in which St. Afhaipj lay^ A | 
he'galloped along, Pierre] g rew excited 
and was filled with joyous enthusiasm. 

«mM figure on the gaunt gray horse 
perhaps a travesty en his vision of 

t^ej cavalry offi^r dashing a t the head 
of his tafoops, b u t the boy! was satisfied. 
His' rniskon was a responsible one, and 
hie |vas working for the clause in which 

ejmrajed to distinguish ^imself. . . 
He had pushed the flag under his 

jacket. ; Now he took i t put, and tied I t 
tut him like an officer's sash. The 

tie a t the few farmhouses along the 
stared a t this apparition. After he 

traveled what seemed to h im a long 
_T_ y Jnce, he got into a <Joniatatf where 
thejjpe T^ere no farmhouses. The land 
was hilly, rough and used, for pasturage 

4°le- '• .* I" . 
;' Pierre had no watch, bijit he thought, 

it rfrast be nearly 0 o'clock. This could 
n|ot!>be the main road tq,Stj. Albans. He 
climbed high hills and looked about, but 
he !*rald see no village spires. While 
Watching from one of these hills he saw 
far to tke westward a bodjy of horsemen 
cahterihg along a smooth road, 
t'ljierre's heart sank within him. These 

were the raiders, and he w a s too late, 
Hh | opportunity had come|, and he had 
failed! Discouraged and , l imp in body, 
he. I rode sadly down to i the highway 
where he had seen the horsemen, and 
follbwed it back toward his home. 

\ As the raiders dashed through the 
outskirts of St. Albans the people stared 
in astonishment a t the pavalcade of 
Willi looking men carrying carbines, 
and] with pistols stuck in their belts, 
Jean Bourdo, dressed as an Indian chief, 
a}l (his dull wits sharpened by excite
ment, led them on. ; 

i T W r o d e i n t o t h e m i d ^ t o f t h e ^ w n . 
The villagers, unconscious of danger, 
didj not molest them. Bpurdo pointed 
out the different banks; these had closed 
fori the day to the public, but t|he,book
keepers were still a t theii* desks. The 
raiders overpowered them, broke open 
thej safes and took what money they 
could hastily gather. 

In half an hour they were galloping 
away, firing their pistols ;as they went. 
One citizen who appeared! a t his door
step was shot and killed.. But most oi 
tie j bullets were fired higta in the air. 
They soon passed the last house, and 
rapidly moved northward over the same 
road which Pierre had taken on his re
turn home. 

Jitles' old horse was growing mors 
audi more lame. It was!unshod, and ' 
th i s long journey had made its feet ten
der.] Pierre did not like to u rge i t too 
much, and so had to be satisfied with a 
slow trot. The night would now hav€ 
beetii quite dark had not a crescent moon 
shed an uncertain light on the brown 
fields and lingered abont the bright silk 
which hung from the shoulder of a 
small boy perched on a tall , g ray horse. 

D^rk patches of woodland bordered 
the roadirand when Pierre was passing 
one jbf these, which he thought not far 
from home, he heard a clattering oi 
hoofs behind him. He did not expect 
the taidBrs to return so soon, but he 
thought it must be they. The boy 
feared to let Bourdo see him. 

A wood road led into the bushes, and 
Pierre, riding into this da rk reeess, 
halted some twenty yards from the road 
to let the horsemen pass. His horse was 
hidden by shadows: but the little moon 
8liclaown betweentheevergreensand lit 
up the gay colors of the flag. 

The raiders were riding recklessly, 
singing and shouting. They were hilari
ous with success. Two y 4 u n 8 fellows 
brought up the rear of the galloping 
c o l n m n . A s t a r t l e d o w l flapped o v e * 

their heads, and one aimed his carbine 
at thl slowly moving bird. 

• 'Jim, if we'd no orders not to fire I'd 
bring down that fellow." 

" I r I wanted to shoot," returned J im, 
*Td take orders from no man. Hello! 
look into this path. Don't tha t look like 
the th ing they call a flag u p here?" He 
stopped his horse, raised a rifle and 
filled. 

T!h<p two resumed their gallop and 
caught up with the main body. The 
captain looked back angrily, bu t did not 
stop to remonstrate. Already the sharp 
ear;Of Jean Bourdo had caught the 
Bound of pursuing horses. They were 
only two miles from the Canada line 
when a troop of horsemen appeared on 
the!brow of a hill a short (distance be
hind them. . 

Tjie ^robbers put spur to their horses; 
the [better animals responded, bu t some 
could not, and their riders were over
taken, made prisoners and, par t of the 
mofley recovered. The betifcer mounted 
men* escaped into Canada/ They, too, 
were finally captured and most of the 
booty returned to the banks. 

Jean Bourdo left the raiders before 
they were oveHaken, and no one sus
pected his connection withjthe "St . Al
bans raid.* 

The next morning Ju les was surprised 
to find his gray horse, more lame than 
usual, waiting a t the stable door. The 
old clerk went t o the Bourdo bouse to 
ask Pierre if he knew anything about it. 
The [boy was missing. Ju les thought 
bis absence and the travel worn condi
tion! of the horse awere in some way con
nected. He returned to hisj stable, and 
wi th patient care followed back the 
track of the shoeless hoofs. ! 

S loMy he traced the horse's path till 
he vsfafj led itothe swamp beside the. road. 
Here be found flag and boy, equally 
coldjl 4nd both pierced by a rple bullet. 

Inf the evening a friend strolled into 
the l ieutenant 's . quarters a t she recruit
ing station. "Here 's news," lie an-
nounced. "Boughs from Canada have 
robbed the St . Albans banks. One vil
lager -tyas killed, and this morning a boy 
cripple, wrapped in a flag and shot 
through the heart , was found hear the 
road! 
f l f lnfidfi " 
^ A ^ S p p l e d boy with a flagr cried 
t he officer. He threw awayj his cigar, 
and the next day he was moody and took 
Ht t le ;mteree tmthe drai ing. J 1 . > 

The evergreen bushes stuck into the 
sand of the bay near t he ! t amarack 
swamp dried and wilted, the | plover ut
tered mournful .cries, m-Wet.-isksie^ 
over t i e deserted beach, and the bltm 
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