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N Along the sfreen and swampy shore, of.” said the colomel. “It was a man regxains to take my placs, .
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was grown full woman, and, indeed, &8 pot know what will become of me af-

widow of forty cannot properly affect
but her weeds were
rather becoming to her beauty than il-

ingentousness;

luminative of her sorrow.

They were alone and would inten-
tionally remain alone; for the game of
hide and seek of chastened hearts 18

not to be played in company.
“You are looking well,”

served.

iast.”

The occasion to which she referred
wae her wedding breakfast, and cer-
tainly the then captain of foot was not

looking his best that day.

“Thank you,” sald he, nodding
fiy; *I'm pretty fit.
a8 well as ever, I suppose?”

She smiled at the awkward speech.
“Yom are as ironical as ever, I per-
ceive”

“Me irounical!” he blurted—*“not I!
But I thought you seemed so well, and
1 remember you always seemed well.
‘Were you not always well

She had not intended herself to open
& fiirtation with him, but this tempta-
tion was irresistible.

She was silent, with fire cast eyes,
before she-answered:

knew me I was well.” A little pause.

“Since then I bave not always felt Bo

very, very well.” Another brief pause.
Then, as the eyes traveled gayly from
the fire to his face, to fall demurely on
his watch chaln.
quite myself again.” .

Col. Jemmett was entranced; wrin-
kles of twenty years’' standing faded

from his countenance, and he tried to
recall speeches imagined before the

wrinkles came; but the futility of the
phrases crushed him now and he sald,

with a very little emotion: “So you

missed grandpa, after all?”

*Used I to call you grandpa?’ she

asked; she had really forgot it. “Why
ghould I have called you grandpa?”

His right hand descended to his
erown, '‘I think, at first, it was be-
cause of that,” he said.

She started. ‘“Because of what?’ she
begged.

Col. Jemmett writhed in his chalr.
“Because of not having any hair on the
top of my head. I wasn't so very old,
don't you know?’ he answered. -

Laughter rippled from the widow.
“You are avenged,” she said; “my own
hair is growing thin now, aud I'm only
thirty-nine.” .

In spite of himself, he started; he
had just ordered a bracelet to be given
her on her forty-first birthday.

She saw she had made a slip, and
hastened to recover her balance.
“Don't tell me you know better,” she
rallied him-—*since my birthday is in
February, 1 may be forgiven for keep-
ing it only in leap year. But, truly, I
shall soon have less hair than you.
PDon’t you believe me?”

She deliberately loosened some half
dozen pins, and took from the ecenter
©of her coiffure a plait of not very
great proportions. “It is'my own,” she
remarked incidentally. “It was cut off
when | was very—not very,very well—
I had it made up. * * * Now come
and look at my bald spot.”

As one who approaches a shrine, Col,
Jemmet did her bidding. Two of her
long flogers diving into her hair dis-
coverd to him a perfectly bald dise,
certainly not bigger than a sixpenny
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. #wered; with a trace of malice.

anted by a contumacious patch of gray.
"“Can you give me nothing to make it
grow again?”’ she asked pitifully. |
Col. Jemmnett’s heart fluttered as he
stooped and kissed the place, but the
kiss itself wao reverential. The wide
ow's surprise was divided evenly be-
tween his gallantry and his austerity.
Bhe wondersd what he would do next,
“T hope you are not offended with
me,” he said. :
“Oh, no! dear grandpapa,”’ slm‘asg;
down and -tell me all about yourslfy
wbout your exploiis lu the east. I want
10 hear particularly about them, for the
newspaper reports are go stupid I nevex
<an understand them.” -

she ol;-
“Better than when I saw you

tif-
And you—yo!

“Yes, when you

“But you see | am

ter another year.”

“What happens then?" she asked,
without interest.
“1 shall be retired,” he told her.

“The age clause falls heavily on a man
like me, who has never had a chance to
distinguish himself.”

“I thought you had Whippett's
chance,” shve cut at him.

For s moment he stared at her stu-
pidly; then saild without bitternees,
but reprovingly, as a father to a child:
“] see you have not understood me.
You have perhapa forgotten that your
husband’s nickname- for me was *“The
Duty Soldfer.”

ing her words, “and he defined it as one
who is afrald of God, and man, and tor
his own skin.”

Her teeth closed on her tongue as she
sald the last word, for Col. Jemmett
arose and shook himself. “I see that
my call hag been an intrusion on you;
1 shall not repeat the indiscretion.
Goodby.”

“Goodby !”" she repated mechanically,
and touched the bell. She felt power-
less to detain him, but looked wistfully
at the door when it had closed behind
him.

Ten days later she had a letter from
him bearing the Southampton post-
mark. “I am leaving for the Tirah”
he said, “to command a brigade. If I
had done what you wished in the Black
mountains 1 should have risked the
lives of 5,000 men, women and children,
1 was afraid to do this. Perhaps in
this new business I may be able to pre-
sent the Duty Soldier in a better light
—at least, in one which you can see.”

“After all, he can be ironical,” the
widow sald, and wondered if he could
escape retirement. She thought she
might write to him.

Colonel (local major general) Jem-
mett received the widow's letter the
morning of the day his brigade was to
attack the enemy’'s position. It was
the first battle in which he found him-
golf his own commander, and such a
time fs not the best for reading a wo-
man’s—particularly a beloved woman's
—letter. He was a duty soldier, and
though the touch of it burned his fin-
gers, he put it in his left breast pocket
unopened. s

It was good he thought to have her
writing next to his heart; but he al-
most reproached himself gor thinking
about it at all. Things were not going
o well in this campaign that any man

" oould afford consideration of his pri-
vate affairs. One, by name Winter, he
who commands the brigade on the
other side of the big hill yonder, by
thinking of his chances of winning a
€. B, had sacrificed the better part of
a battery of {1l spared artillery. If
Jemmett were to follow his example,

.

! the welfare of a thriving district would -

be jeopardized. As it was, he would

have to make head against & very su-

perior force if Winter’s disaster were

to be retrieved. His second in com-

mand had observed to him that Win-
- ter’'s imprudence was good, inasmuch

as he, Jemmett, would be sure of a C,
, B. now if he could counteract the ef-
‘.fects of it.

In reply, Jemmett did what he sel-
dom did; he snubbed the second in
command, who went away and laughed
at him, and then damn%d an ajde-de-

A Ang gowDn .

* the same. * :
The enemy had brought two of the
+ four captured guns into action agalnst
Jemmett and the second in command
was for opening the fight in the ortho-
dox way by knocking these two off
. their carriages with a round or two;
I put Jemmett would not hear of it
+ “No, no,” said he; “we must have these
back intact. Tell Captain Maxwell to
burst the shells behind and around
them, so a9 to clear away the support.
ing infantry; but we must fake our
.chance of a bit of blasting from them
until we got near enough to pot the
gunners. They'rs firing very slowly,
they're ranging badly, they're not set-
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He was the bust of Apollo, which{®

stood on top of the plana. She waa the
plaster ast of the Haat Wind, which
hung on the wall opposite.  And thay
managed to fall in love with each
other. 3

Phyllis Forester was the prettisst
and sweotest of the bachelor maldens,
or at least Angus -Macneil belleved so,

*

Morris chadr just in front of the head

of Apollc when she was entertaining
company. ‘The big Morris chadr formed
a beautifut frame for the adorable lt-
tie Phyllls. Perhaps this was why she
so often st in it, althongh Angus Mags
nell didnt think so.

Apgus himself almost alwayr sal '
upon the “Turkish slooi just opposite
the big chalr. Sitting on this stool

,

gave him an oppoTtunity of leaning

volope, and the envelope back Into &
pocket, and, his heart full of pride
tried to think out the desired defini-
tion.

His cogitations were broken by the
re-entrance of the second {n command,
just a trifle flurried. ‘“That ass Win.
ter bas been at it again,” he said” He
heliographs down that he's {n the deuce
;)f a mess, and yow can get him out of

LI’

“What doee he want?' asked Jem-
mett, taken aback.

“He says he’s surrounded, and can't
cut a way through without a big loss.”

Jemmett was a wee bit angry. “It's
a ghame,” sald he. “My men must be
| dog tired. Ihardly know what to do.

“1 know what I should do,” snapped
the second in command.

“What would you do?"' the general
inquired.

“ : Mm go to the devil his own

'

way.

“You forget yoursclf,” said Jemmett,
“That's not our business. We must do

l what wo can to help him."”

“If you send one man you must send
the lot,” said the second in command,
“And you lose the fruit of your vic-
wry.n

“Better that,” returned Jemmett,
“than suffer a defeat.”

“Better for Winter, perhaps,”
growled the other, “but not for us.”

Then Jemmett learned that a mile’s
journey in a dhoolie would spell cer-
tain death, and he felt himself falling
from the highest peak of happiness to
the lowest depths of despair, for his
was a commonplace mind, that did not
feel herofsm as an ecstasy, but all he
sald was, “Sonnd the assembly.”

“How many men shall | thke with
me?" asked the second in command.

“Bvery living soul but myselt” sald
Jemmett.

“Eh?” gald the second in command;
he thought his chief had forgotten the
meaning of Afgan war, ;

Jemmett smiled, “I'll be all right,”
he sald. “The doctor's givem me a
sleeping dAraugiht. Have you got a peén-
, il and an envelope?”’

t  When the second in command gave
Jemmett his last handshake*he carried
away with him the envelope. It was
addressed to the widow, and im it was
her own letter, with tlf'ese words pen-
ciled at the toot of it: “My dear child,"
a duty soldler is one who is afraid only

- of failing in his duty, Grandpapa.”—
Pall Mall Magazine,

Mot Remarkable Man in the War,

(By Gen. Josaph Whesler,)

Perhaps the most remarkable charac-
ter in the cvil war, though I do not
speak of him as a herg, was the famous
or ipfamous'Champ Ferguson, He lived
on the border line between Kentucky
and Tennessee, in a part of the country
where the most distressing of all
phases of the conflict were developed,
neighbor against neigbbhor and brother
against brother.

From this situation of affairs feuds
of the utmost bitterness arose, ag ‘was
inevitable, and some who did not join
either army became guerillas, killing
without mercy. .

Champ was a guerilla, but he @d not
becaome such withéut provocation. He
was a hard-working farmer, and,ca one
tatal oceasion sixtesn men came to hig
house during his absence and ingulted
his family. Among other things,
reme pE 00 cetly, thev 8 i i
wife and made hor dance. i

Ferguson was 4 changed man from
the moment he learned of the eutrage; |
he knelt and vowed that he would kill’
every one of those concerned i if. And
he kept his word, killing them all
within two months, % one case, he
killed four in . one house, bBreaklng
down the door, shooting two at onee,
and despatching the others while they
begged for merey.

Champ did not stop there, however,
hig thirst for blood. having been once
awakened. He was arrested fnally,
and tried at Nashvilie for the kifliag’
of one hundred and twenty-ive med,
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forward, and thus bringlig his eyes a A M= Mimy Hg:
few inches nearer Phyils. t5:30. ftgapo
There was no light in the room but _ Argivy {riom |
that of tlxe cpen fire, and the East! A, M. Wyy
wind and. the Apole were fleting MB:o0, ..
openly amd  undisgnisedly. Angus RW A
looked up suddenly and cnxxght them P Ty SR
at it Traimazrivesmd
“That fellow s very fond of winke. sttlom:
ing” he remarked, smiling =t Phylifs.| Esut BoandwA
Phyllis sxiled nimost as syrapathetics | M=m:0, il
Wast Boutmd

ally as the Bast Wind she was looking
at. .

pking that the Fxst Wind is smil-
g __she returned Apgo ‘
around encl looke
nine head, with its long hair Sying fof~
ward, an® with desp, unfathomable
eyes. Them he looked back again aty
the pretty feminine heed ‘weith wavy,

thi

)

halr cauglet up neatly, and with oyss rerereal
omeable, -He. Conk
a pleasant thought. Om{:g, St

which wexe slso unfath
snoiiled as though
had struck him. .

“Perhaps she’s smiling &t Apolld,

Perhaps theey love sach others,” he sug-:{

geatod, whilethe Hast
the firelight to have the sworets of her
plastor hemrt thus disclosed.  Phyllis

Wind Dlushed i’

blushed amo, from mere sympathy, ofi. - -

oohree,

“And do you know, 1 have been i )

het ,

Avein fro
M.~3148,

Arcivifeom
M8

et

o e

Then thes Fsst Win
maidenly shynéss and & deelre to prove

to ApoHo that the words of thes motei = F

tal lovers were true, swayed on thei
wire which suspendal her mo eagerly

that the vEre gave Wiy audahe ellviel . -

olently foxward. Had nok Phyllls

sprung up quickly and caughat hoe sbal A

would have hesn dashed to pleces on
the floor. As it was sho lay motion

a, tore batween |

ten
leas in the kind arms which had saved!:

her, no longer blushing, but quite
white an still,

Apollo onx top of the plsno, flushed
more vividly than aver as Macnell
his beloved away from Phylls, And!
he fairly esmod down on the human)

lover as kis'idol wis plweed by hiv' B

ok

side, leaning right against him, - |
[ vene

“01d tellow looks pretty happy,

tured Angme, oalling the attention off g

Phyllis to the satisfisd air which dwelt}

in the attitude and expremiom of botlhi

casts. Phyllls nodded sweotly, but said, -
nothing. Miucneil drow 8 lM:t’i’é*‘he_‘ﬂfi‘%
and looked down at ler silontiy-for #o
long ¢hat Phyllis became nervoud. ' -
“] wonder what you are: -thinking
of?" she brlurted out suddersly, Muaki
nefl swept the Turkish stpok
carpet withx a movement f
and determxipation, :

“Phyllls,>” mid the human Jover 20
ly, “Phyllis, dear, 1 was thinking Ho
very mwh I love you. It--it does
—displense you—~that 1. shouls
thinking sich things, my darHng?’

Phyllis wwes silént, and Her lovet

ovex%:thg:%' '

[

drew both £he little Hands into his own,|. T

“What are you thinking of, my deay.
est?” lhe asked, as the girl remained.
speechless. ,

“] am thinking that—that-] lovel!
you, too,” was the answer which he di-| x

vined rather than heird, ind the Bast|g

Wind and Apollo craned thelr heads so
far forwardl to seo what was happesiie]
ing that they nearly came &0 an un-

took! &g

:
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tiniely end by dashing themselves down! . . -

to destrution upon the keys of the
piano, Amd after ‘that—well, whén
next morning came, and the cther prete) -
ty bachelor maidens would have sepa-| -

rated the plasfer lovers, afid put thelq

distance of the room . between them
again, Phyills wouldd't hear of ft, . - |

“They look as If they were making|
love to emoh otHer,” she explained;:
blushingly, “and —well, T 1ike to, #ée!
them do it¥” . -

-

[

What ve sdmire most in Ehem i'gﬁi s Jud
Thel:
. most admirable man {z he who makes|dy

loving appreciation of ourselves,

a comforiable home for the woman|

who loves hajm and who dedights -to{§
make that home bright and cheety fof

hig gake, Tor after ai} it mstters ﬁg; & ‘

tle what we admire o mem;

i.¢ 3.1 J8CE O A1 _YHEe W
world.~Letters in Pall Mall Qazétte:

There i %ot & veigning s
Hurops whose family ts of the tat)
over whith he rules, The FHouws
Austria is fm reality the House df Lor
raine, the Hapaburgs bBelng -of Swiss
origin. Thee King of Belglum s
Saxe-Cobirmer. -Fhe King of Denmark
is 2 Holstédner.. The yolng: Kl
stro-Bourhon.,
ot ¥ is » Savoysid
founder of the Bernsdottd & ;
Bweden we= & conntzy attoimey it

taly, less than niiry

what we lowve in them that i the Il :




