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i

“North-West Mounted Police,
‘““Moose Pound.
“Arrest Low-Lived Joe and Alaba-
ma Kid with bunch of stolen bar-cir-
cle ‘horses reported moon at Lane’s.
Also look out for a deserter,
L. W. HERCHMER."”

At Moose Pound Station the tele-
graph operator received the message
Just before dawn, then, taking his lan-
tern and the slip of paper, strolled off
across the moonlit road to a log house
opposite. When he had banged the
door sufficiently, a sleepy voice growl-
ed from the darkness within, and a
youth in grey underclothes came -out
to see what was the matter;

“A wire for you, Corporal,” said the
operator, and held up his lantern, while
Corporal Irvine tried to read the mes-
sage, blinked, rubbed his eyes and
grumbled over it.

“At Lane’s, eh?” hé yawned at.last,
“forty-five confounded = jumped-up
miles to the southard — tell Larry
Herchmer he can go to blazes. I mean
—that is wire ‘The Commissioner, N.
W. M. P.,, Regina — Instructions re-
cetved.~IRVINE.’ * X

“That’s all right; say,®Corporal,” the
operator looked up at the gable of the
house, from whence a constable’s re-
sounding snores awakened echoes,
“how do you rouse Mr. la Mancha with-
wvut getting murdered?”

“A whisper does it.”” Corporal Dan-
dy Irvine stretched himself and laugh-
ed. “Just mention a pretty girl in
the Blackguard’s ear. Bven if he was
dead he'd tumble ali over himself to
come out quiek. Good-night.”

“A. pleasant ride to you.  So long,
Corporal.” . | iy, A

> n B P 2 VR

The sun was rising upon the Rosge
Plains. Blossoms made of blushing
snowflakes glittered@ on every petal
with fresh dew, wide miles of flower-
starred brambles, wave on wave, roll-
ed away to the circle of the sky, and
from all that infinite white .garden
went up incense into the stilj air.

aom' 1!iolyx Holy! Lord God Almigh-
= - :

, lAll Thy works shall praise Thy name,

In earth and sky_ and sea!

. "Phe ‘trooper had reined his Horse to

® walk as he hurled the great ringing
triumph-song to ‘heaven, and Corporal
Dandy Irvine came abreast leaning
over in the saddle to pluck a spray of
the roses, :

“I never thought, Blackguard,” he
sald, “that you could sing like that.”

“My voice makes me cry, it’'s so
nice,” the trooper sighed, “and - the
song? My mother’s grande song! Ah,
and the sun!” he swept off his somhre-
ro, bowing to thé newly-risen sun,
Buenos dias Senor!” s b

Then he stripped off his scarlet uni-
form jacket, rolled it, and made it fast
;ﬂm the strings of the saddlé behind

“But that hymn was English,
Blackguard,” said Dandy, rather puz-
zled, “and you're a Spaniard.”

“On my father’'s side Hspanol, but
she was English; so I'm a mongrel,
and a Tommy. See!”

_ He swung round, laying ‘his hand
upon the scarlet .serge with & certain
grave pride. “A Tommy, yes!”

In his tame thoughtfuF way the Cor-
poral was brooding over the young-
ster’s hat, a prairie sombrero of truly
Spanish rake, his belt of brass cart-
ridges like a streak of ‘flaming gold,
his leather leg-armor - of the stock
zange, his spurs with a three-inch row-
el, the gleaming carbine swung ath-
wart of the saddle, the ponderous ser-
vice revolver. He was wearing much
the same cowboy harness himself, but
then la Mancha’s glant stature, his
‘ease in the saddle, his glittering eyes
and glowing tan, the whimsical satanic
ugliness of his face, above all, his dig-
nity. ‘“Woof!” said Dandy,  at the
yery idea of dignity as applied to this
Joyous young rufflan,

“You grin at me!” The Blackguard
faced him wrathfully: “I tell you I'm
nice inside—me!”” He tossed over a
cigarette: “Compose your _face with
this!” He passed a imatch, and lit
one for himself with a quaint Spanish
salute. ‘“You wear  your tail proud
‘cause you're a chaffy Corporal!” he
added. “Scat! You!” SR

Then he lifted his horse to a loop and
rolled on across the Rose Plains, sing-
{ng for joy of life:

.
IThen boil the tea and pass it round

To the Guardians of our Land:
¥ou bet your life it’s not eur fault

That whiskey's contraband!

~Tast December Corporal Irvine had
lsen out on patrol, and with him the

lackguard, the Blackguard's young
srother—the Pup, and certain others:
Poor Pup! Nobody' thought of warn-
ing the little recruit to have ‘his moc-
casins ready in case the weather
changed. When a sopping thaw gave
place to a sudden blizzard, when wet
boots hardened into ice hard as steel,
the Pup made no complaint, but rode
on, dead to the knees. The Black-
guard, numbed and half delirious, left
his brother to die in the drifts where
he fell, but Dandy saved the lad.

“Fancy taking all that trouble with
8 bally recruit!” said the Blackguard
afterwards, but he half murdered a
man for speaking ill of Corporal Ir-
vine. ,

The Blackguard’s full name—eight
feet from tip to tip as the ' adjutant
said—began with Jose Marie, but Dan-
dy was the only man in the regiment
who ventured to call him Maria. To
keep the Blackguard in order, apart
from Dandy, needed the commissioner,
two superintendents, four inspectors,
and a large staff of non-commissioned
officers, but he was perfectly good in

charge of one small Corporal. Except !

when he saw a woman, he loved Dan-
dy more than anything else on earth,
and as they rode together they ex-
changed insulting remarks hour by
hour. -

Noon passed and the hot sun waned
upon their journey while &till the
fimitless plains reached away to’ the
south unbroken, but towards.evening
= ridge of hills lifted above the:hori-
won, o '

[\

“Say, Blackguard,” the Corporal
shaded his eyes with ore hand, staring
intently at the hills, “when you and
the Pup were yonder at Lane’'s last
summer, wasn’t there some talk about
the boy getting snarled up with Lane's
girl?”

“Chris Lane nearly got the Pup,
and she sure loves him.”

“You choked him off?”

“With a rope, yes.”

“Lane knew?"”

“Yes, he threatened the Pup with an
action for breach of promise. I was
impulsive, too.”

“So that's why Lane went to hospital
with concussion of the brain?”

La Mancha blushed. “Lane does not
like me now."

“Ha lodged no complaint though?”

‘“He was unwell, you see. And if he
howled it might have attracted atten-
tion to his manners and customs, such
as bigamy, and stealing little horses,
and shooting entire strangers to get
their money.”

“We have no proof of that.”

“No! but the brute tries to get our
fellows into trouble. It’s not safe even
to get drunk at Lane's.”

“Look!"” the Corporal pointed at a dot
below the hills.

On that the Blackguard reined, shad-
ing his eyes with one hand. “Women!"”
he said. -

“rane's daughter, I guess!”’

“Yes, Chris, riding straddle, on that
roan plug of hers, burning the trail to
get at us, too.” x
‘ “Why, what can she want?”

“*Cause poor Chris is in with the rob-
bers, gets presents from them. I think
she’ll try to head us oft or keep us
back, while Joe and the Alabama Kid
get away with with the bar-circle
horses. Such a woman,” he sighed,
“and so ‘we’d better roll our tails!”

They “rolled their tails” for the
ranche.

' L

Miss Chris Tana came tearing on-
ward, riding a-straddle bareback, her
sunbonnet blown off, black hair and
cotton frock a-stredm on the wind,
while bold eyes flasked from the tawny
pallor of her half-lndian face.

«gfail, soldiers!” she cried in the Cree
languege, her lifted hand making the
sign of peace, as she threw her pony
gldeways to block the trail.

“Adols, Senorital” answered the
Blackguard, as he and Dandy flashed
by on either side. At this the lady
swore in colloquial English, wheeling
to give chase.

“You want them horse-thieves,” she
yelled;  “they’re not at the ranche rn
show you where they're cached. You
wanter swing off ter the Jeft!”

“For shame, Chris,” the Blackguard
chuckled, letting her draw" abreast.
“Stand by your .tribe, don’t give the
whole show away!” :

#Kill them!” she gasped, ‘“shoot both
ot 'em,.1 hates 'em—they’re acting ugly
—only let me show you. <Coms, fo the
left.”

The horses were thundering down & .

slope which led . to a muddy; flat,
whitened with alkali, against the feet
of the hills ) :
. “You, Mister Blackguard,” sobbed
the girl, “vow’ll wisht for the rest of
your life yow'd come with me., Don't
go to the ranche! There’ll be murder.
Papa says he’'ll do for you—he ain’t
never missed & man with his rifle yet!”

The Blackguard took not the slight-
est notice, but as the horses broke gait
in the heavy mud botb he and Dandy
lay in thelr saddles to scan the trail.

“For your brotber’s sake—for the
Pup's sake-listen!” the girl was cry-
ing.

Dandy pulled up his horse, dismount-
ed. *“Here, he oried, *“Blackguard,
what d’ye make of this?”

The Corporal was kneeling besde a
man’s treck when la Mancha joined
him, and the girl wheeled round to
watch while they read the signs.
“Jince the last dew,” the Corporal
muttered; “don’t you see? Wore long
boots—police boots—bearing heavy on
the right from bundle on left shoulder,
dog-tired, and here’ he groped on to
the next track, "right foot with the
toes gone—by frost bite,” He looked
up at la Mancha's face. ‘“You under-
stand?” he said. :

There was but one man in the regi-
ment who answered this description.

“That confounded Pup!”
Blackguard, wrathfully. “From Re-
gina,” he went on, “two long days’
march with that open wound on his
foot—heading for Lane's. Bah! the girl
is not. worth -it!"

“Blackguard, ‘we're within a mile of |

the United States boundary. The Pup
has deserted. Remember the Com-
missioner's telegram.”

“Not my brother,” the Blackguard's

eyes flashed, “not a la Mancha. No!,

You lie!”
“Thanks, don't mention {t,”
laughed.

Dandy

tion.” -

“Yas, worse luck, or Shitty Lane re- |

ports you for neglect of duty.”
“And you know what it means?”’
“Nine months' imprisonment.
rafher see Pup dead!”
“Didn’t I tell yous?” the girl
wailing to them;
You’'ll have to arrest your brother

V.
In Lane’s cortals and pasture there

1

were no horses, In hig yard no visitor’s |

saddles, but the trader himself stood
strokinz his red chin beard by the door
of the log cabin,

«Well, Mister la Mancha,” he asked,

as the riders dismounted, “what’s your

best news?”’
The Blackguard watched Miss Lane

Steal past into the house, then turned |

his back upon the trader, and unsad-
dled his horse.
“How do, Colonel.”
hands together, grinning cheerfully as
he addressed the Corporal. ‘“‘Come af-
ter deserters?”’ He knew that the Out-

fit had no earthly use for a deserter. |

«wCguse I got one for you,” he added. ! :
| ers, and. their hands were clasped to-

“Came in yesterday.”

“You're a Special constable?” askedj
i hour before the dawn.

Dandy sarcastically.

«@, that’s all right, General, always

glad to oblige the police. I kep’ him .
| awkward about this Lane beast. Dan-

locked up until I saw you come along.
It's handy for Mr.
p' ner being his brother, I reckon,
so it’s all in the family.”

| the Blackguard took no note of hi
! whatever,

'in fathomless: depths of ni

:he could feel her eyes—walting until he
.slept that she might release her father. '
'Behind on the bed lay Corporal Irvine

said the!

“But -you know.,” he turn-
ed grave again, “it the lad’s at Lane's |
ranche I've got to drrest him for deser- |

| blame to Dandy!”

T bbed his !
ane ru 1 ! pup’s better than a dead fool

{ day."

la Mancha here,
! then trussed him like a hen there on

l the floor.

The Blackguard swung round, and
spat on the trader’s dog. “For that,”
said the Corporal, “you’ll apologise, la
Mancha.”

The trader was cursing volubly, but

‘““Apologise?’’ he smiled in\
nocently, “with pleasure. Senor, I beg
your pardon.” Taking off his sombrero, 4
he made a sweeping salute to the dog, ;
“I mistook you for Shifty Lane, and
owe you a thousand apologies.”

lignant eyes upon la Mancha’s brother,
who had come to the doorway.

“Hello, you Pup,” said the Black-
guard. y

‘“What are you doing here?”
the Corporal.

Pup was very sallow, and deep shad-
ows of suffering marred his childish
face,

“Come, lad, your pass?”

“I have no pass.” He was looking
the Corporal frankly in the eyes, a
wan smile twisting his lips.

‘“You young fool, explain!”

“A la Mancha,” said the Blackguard
haughtily, ‘“does not explain.”

And the Corporal sighed, “All right.
You are a prisoner.”

The Pup winced, bowed slightly, then
turned away, because there were tears
in his eyes.

“Come, Blackguard,” the Corporal
walked off. “We’ll see to the horses.

asked

! Go and lie down, Pup,” he added, *‘rest

your foot while you can’' And the
Pup went limping back into the house.
“Here you!” the trader broke for-

!ward, grabbing the Blackguard’s arm,
! “you’re going to wipe my dog!”

“Eh?” The back of la Mancha's hand
sent Lane reeling against the house.
“Who barked?”

“I, and I can bite too!” yelled the
trader. Dandy leaped at him only
just in time, sent a ,h revolver flying
above the roof, then drew off gasping
for breath, his hand to his hip as he -
waited. '

Lane nursed his bruised wrist, whist-
ling a smhrill cal 1to the hilla. “Yes,
whistle,” said Dandy, presenting his
own = revolver at the man’'s lips.
“Whistle! Call your friends! I want
them.”

. Lane stopped, glaring in horror down
the barrel.

‘“La Mancha,”- said the Corporal,
“handcuffs, quick!”

The Blackguard locked the irons on
Lane’s wrists.

“Take the prisoner to the cellar,”
said Dandy, chuckling, “then search the
house for arms and contraband. I'll see
to.the horses.” :

The Blackguard whispered a sugges-
tior, but Dandy shook his head. . “No,”
he answered, ‘“Lane’'s partners are
warned; they’ré laying for us, 1 guess,
and we'd have no chance in the dark.
Watch that girl though.” ;

V.

Thé meoonlight below the window
spread like a pool- of silver at la
Mancha’s feet, then crept-along the '
steel 'of the carbine which lay upon his
knees. He watched the crumbling em- |
bers in-the hearth until the ruby glow |
turned grey and the log walls were lost |
+ Some-
where in the darkness lay the trader,
bound hand and foot, muttering uneasy
dream-talk. The half-breed girl crouch-
ed yonder by the hearth, with a corner
of her blanket lifted while she stared— |

and the Pup, shackled wrist to wrist,
because the youngster had refused his
parole. The moonlight stole along the
carbine, silvering the forewhite marble

¢ where it gripped the breech. His head i

drooped. g
The girl was creeping to her father’s

' side, when out of the breathless shad-
| ows the Pup stirred with a sudden

jangling of the chain which bound Him.

“Jose,” he called, “Jose!” With his
free hand he reached out, grasping his
brother’s arm, “Jose!”

“Bh? What's up—all rf'—"

“Jose!"”

“Hello, Pup—can’t you sleep?”

The girl crept back to her corner.

“My foot is hurting,” said the lad in
Spanish, “a little, and I want to speak
about those horse-thleves.”

“Joe and the Alabama Kid? Go on,
Pup.”

“Alabama had been hére for weeks
making love to Chris, and ghe is terri-
fled. She wrote me.” :

“And why to you?®

¢ She is my wife.” she A‘ :

maging

'ets away from Dandy, and

“Humph!”

“Lane doesn’t know. He’s forcing
Chris to marry Alabama, and her let-
ter was so pitiful, I came.”

“Tramped with an open wound on
your foot. It serves you right.”

“I have not complained, but—"" The
Pup's small hand had grasped the
Blackguard’s fist, “They think I've de-
serted, and I'd rather be dead than put '
to shame like that.”

*“You litfle owl; you did desert.”

“I only meant — Jose, I can’t bear
the shame, the trial, the imprisonment
—what have I done with my honor?
Think of mother and father looking

! down on us now!”
rd .
! busy to worry about a Pup.”
was |
“didn’t 1 tell yous? !

“They’re with the saints, much too

“Jose, lend me your gun.” !
‘To blow your silly head off? No, I |
won't.”
“Iet me escape — to die in the open, |
under the holy sky, as our fathers did.” |
“You sentimental ass! Fine high- !
flown honor, to run away and leave the

“] pever thought of that.”

“You never thought of Corporal Ir-
vine, tried on the oath of two civilian
witnesses for letting a prisoner run.
He'd get reduced to the ranks, and a
year's hard lubor.”

“0, help me somehow — I can’t bear

{ it, Jose.”

A live
any

“Help you to kill yourself?

“Help me to get back my honor.”

The rays of the setting moon shone
full on the faces of these two broth-
gether while they shared this bitter

“you see, Pup,” the Blackguard
threw his arm about.the lad, “it's so

dy and I stung him until he fought us,

We know he's bad; he’'s .

:

suspected of trying all the crimes he
knows about, and for an ignorant man
he’s enterprising and progressive at
everything, from bigamy to robbing a
washerwoman. We’'ve searched the
mau, his shirt and his socks, his house
and his barn, teeth and trousers poc-
kets, but the trouble is there’s not a
shred of evidence.”

‘But I saw him try to shoot you!”

“And his lawyer would prove you
didn’t, see any such thing. No, he
hates the police as a squirrel hates a
gun; he’s. got a fearfully da-
case against the Out-

fit, and when we get back to head-

quarters the officer commanding won't

be at all pleased. He’ll behave like a
bear in a fit.”

“But why don’t you arrest the horse
thieves?”

“’Cause we don't know where they
are.”

“But Chris will guide you.”

“Into traps. She’s not pleased with
us, Pup.”

“With her husband and her father
prisoners? No wonder.”

“And we can’t hunt the thieves,
‘cause we're all cluttered up with
prisoners. Don’t you see?”

“Couldn’t I guard Lane?”

“You’ve taught Dandy to trust you—
in irons!”

“Is there no way, Jose?”

The moon h.l set, and in the utter
darkness there stirred no sound until
Dandy, rolling over in his sleep,
wrenched at the shackles. The lad lay
back, broken with long hours of sleep-
less pain. “Jose,” he w hispered, “you’'ll
laugh at me, but I must tell everything
now. 1 came to save my wife by ar-
resting these horse thieves myself.
Chris and I planned everything. Lane
was to be called away by a neighbour,
and at dawn this morning my wife was
to lead me to the place where the rob-
bers are camped—a mile from here—to
creep into their camp, to disarm them
while they slept, to wake them up, and
herd them to Lane’s wagon. When I
got back to Regina with my prisoners—
0, it was all so easy! And then you
came.”

“That was hard luek.”

“Jose, I can’'t explain all that, and I
twon’t live disgraced, but when I'm
gone you'll know at least that I was—"

“Pup, suppose I take your place,
while you round up your thieves!”

‘But Dandy would be rulned.”

“Who could blame him if he finds me
his prisoner when he wakes?”

“You take the blame!"”

“I'm the Blackguard—a hopeless case
—s0 T don’t have to be good. | If you
succeed, why vou’ll be let off, and
Dandy will be petted, and my misdeeds
won’'t count, and the Cimmissioner will
be as gentla as a wooly lamb with a
lisp. Nombre de Dios! You shall take
the thieves!”

VI

Through holes and cracks of the log
wall came shafts of level sun rays
bright with the dancing motes of gold-
en dust. Lane roused himself, saw
that the day had come at last, strug-
gled awhile with his lashings, sat up,
and looked about him. “Vhar's my
girl?” he shouted,

L& Mancha, broad awake upon the bed,
leoked down at him with a“grave smile,
then carefully sighting his revolver at
Lane's skull, “Down,” he said, ‘‘down,

! dog, or I'll bark too.”

In moving he had dragged the blank-
sharply
wrenched the chain at his left wrist.

“Hello!” said the Corporal, “what the
duce—” He rubbed his eyes and star-
ed. “What on earth have you done
with your Pup?”

“Q, that’s all right,” said the Black-
guard, cheerily, as he swung his feet to
the floor, and sat on the edge of the
bed. “Here you, Lane!” he laughed
aloud, “you witness against the Police,
do you see this? I was on guard, I re-
leased a prisoner, I took that prisoner’s
place, and I take his punishment. You
see?”

“Blackguard,” said Dandy, “you've
done this to save your brother?”

“No, to save you!"

“What do you mean?” o

“Jt's a put up job,” Lane .shouted,
) —r

“Shut your mouth!” said the Cor-
poral, then taking down his waistcoat
from a peg, he found the key of the
handcuffs and unlocked them. ‘‘Where
is the Pup,” he asked angrily.

“Y've sent him, Dandy, to prove that

./ he 1s not a deserter—to prove that he’s

trying in his puppy way to do his duty
by arresting Lane’s confederates. In
another ten minutes he’ll be back with
his prisoners, and 1 take the blame!”

The Blackguard was dragging on his
boots; the Corporal was dressing hur-
riedly,

“Why didn’t you tell me, 1a Mancha?”

“Because you'd have stopped the
Pup.”

“Or gone with him!” "

“Trusted him, Dandy?”

“No!

“It was the only way, and I take the
blame. Hello!”

There came a sound of scurrying feet
in the xard, and the door burst open.
There the girl stood egainst a blaze of
sunlight, staring into the gloom, her
hands liftcd to heaven. “Dead!” she

} screamed, ‘“Dead!”

“Who’s dead?” asked the Corporal,

! gravely.

“My husband! Dead! dead! mur-
dered! Help! He’s dead!”

Dandy and la Mancha grabbed their
arms, bolted to the stables, led out

three horses, mounted the girl first,

! gprang to thelr own seats, and, all rid-

ing bareback, they galloped toward the
sun. The girl led, by a winding trafil
through bushes, over a spuy of hills,
then at the opening of a glade fell
back, veiling her face with her lank
streaming- hair, thrusting out her
hands against the horror yonder which
she dared not see.

Corporal Irvine came first into the
glade, saw the corral full of stolen

| horses, the outlaw camp at its gate,

the robber Alabama Kid, who was sad-
dling to escape.
“Throw up your hands!” he yelled.
The cowboy Jjammed a bridle into

! his pony’s mouth, swung to the saddle

and for an instant stared at the thun-
dering horses, the soldiers, and Dan-
dy’s levelled revolver. He could not
escape, he dared not be cap.ured, but
swift as lightning whipped out his
own revolver. Dandy had fired first.

with steadier aim, and the horse thief
rolled over on to the pony's neck, then
softly to the turf, mortally wounded.

La Mancha swept down into the
camp where law the other outlaw, Low-
Lived Joe, his shoulders against the
posts of the corral, a scarlet blunket
thrown across his legs, his dull eyes
turned toward the place where Ala-
bama Kid, his partner, lay dying.

“You are hurt?”’ asked the Black-
guard.

The cowboy nodded. *

“Who shot you?” :

“The cowboy turned his dead-white
face to the trooper. ‘“Who shot me%”’
he repeated, vaguely; “O, yes, yes, you
mean who done for me? There!” his
hand thén clutched to his breast, but
now he stretched it out red with
blood, pointing: “That was a good
boy,” he said, ‘“with heaps of sand—
a-trying to—but Alabama killed him.”

The Blackguard walked slowly . to
where a grey blanket lay spread upon
the body of a man. He took off his
hat, knelt down, and lifted the cover-
ing away from his brother’s face. With
shaking fingers he touched the ivory
forehead, the closed eyelids where
pale blue shadows lay, the lips which
were no longer drawn with pain. He
crossed himself, he rose very slowly to
his feet, looking upward into the glory
of the young day, calling aloud to the
spirit of his brother beyond the abyss
of Death.

“Caballero!” he cried, in his majes-
tic Spanish, ‘“Caballero de la Mancha,
this .I have done, and for this I take
the blame! In that white glory of the
illustrious dead, pray for the last of
the la Manchas, for I am so lonely—so
very lonely—and jealous of thine hon-
or, Caballero!” ‘ 1

NEW ENGLAND'’S
OLDEST WOMAN.

s B e
Enjoys Her Pipe, Chops Wood and
Eats with a Relish.

e

The oldest person in Maine, if not the
oldest in New England, is “Aunt”
Lovicia Tenney Cox of Harrington,
Me., who smokes a pipe, eats beef-
steak and occasionally chops woed at
the age of 105.

“Aunt” Lovicia was born ' in the town
of Columbia, Washington County, on
January, 12, 1799. She has always lived
in remote spots, far from town, and so
has attracted little attention from the
newspapers, but her great age is per-
fecfly authenticated by the town re-
cords of Columbia, and is well known
toe all her neighbors. She has only
one daughter, her sole lving relative,
with whom she makes her home, this
daughter being Mrs. Eliza Ann Shaw,
aged seventy.

‘When a newspaper man went to call
upon the old woman the other day he
found her rocking herself vigoreusly in
an old-fashioned chair and smoking her
pipe, while she read of murders and
wars in’‘one of the big newspapers.

“Seems to me thére’s an awful lot of
murders and crimes and big accidents
nowadays,” said - she, “compared to
what there used to be.”” When remind-
ed that the world moved faster now
than in the days of her youth, and that
there are more ways of killing people,
Aunt Lovicla replied:

“Well, yes; I s’'pose so. They drink
too much licker now, too. Why, they
tell me that even the grand society
ladies drink and smoke opium. When
I was younger miost of them that was
killed got shot in the war, but they
don’t have any wars wuth talking
about now.. That last one of ours was
an awful fizzlee Not much like the
Ofvil War that my old man went into.
He died down ‘there, on the way from
Alexandria to New Orleans. Wasn’t
shot—no; just died. His name was
James Cox. My first husband, Daniel
Tenney, died a few years after we were
married. I had four children to my
second husband, but they're all dead
except Eliza Ann, who tak:s care of
me now. ‘Most every one else that I
ever knew is dead, too.”

When asked about her health, Aunt
Lovicia said, sitting bolt upright, and
smiling at the reporter: ‘“Healthy?
Lor’ bless yer, yes! I don’t feel much
{f any different now than I did twenty-
five years ago. I can eat a good big
slice of beefsteak and then go to bed
and sleep sound, and I like a good,
strong cup of tea. I've smoked ever
since I was thirty, and I've done my
share and more of hard work, all the
way from drudging abcut the house to
helping my husband in the mowing
fleld, besides working out for neigh-
bors.

“1'd§ do more now, only Eliza Ann
won't let me scarcely stir. She watches
me as a cat watches mice. Says she’s
afraid I'll fall and break my bones.
Still I can chop wood when she isn’t
around, and I often bring in a bucket
of water from that well out at the doer.
Yes, sir, I've seen the cars, and rid in
them, and steamboats, too, and I've
seen the electric lights over at Machias.
There’'s one thing, though, that I've
never seen yet, and want to see, and
that's the Bangor fair.” T like a good
horge, and they have better horses up
fhere than you ever see down this
way.”

“Aunt” Lovicia is twenty-one years
older than the State of Maine, waich
was admitted to the Union in 1820; two
years older than the town of Harring-
gon, where she lives, and lacks but
three years of being as old as her
native town, Columbia. As an illustra-
tion of her great vitality, a local physi-
cian relates that once, about two years
ago, he was called to attend a man
who had been injured on the road near
Mrs. Shaw’s house, and when he ar-
sived, at midnight, he found ‘“Aunt”
Lovicia, then 103 years old, up and
bustling, keeping a hot fire going and
warming blankets for the patient.

MISER DIES OIF HUNGER.
e A
Man Worth $15,000 Perishes of Cold in
His Cheerless Home.

el

DERBY, Conn,, Jan. 13.—With the
mercury at zero, no fire in his house
and every window out, Frank Rogers,
seventy-six years old, who had a one

hundred acre farm and $15,000 in thej

bank at his disposal, was found dead
from cold and hunger yesterday at East
Lynne, where he had lived half a cen-
tury.

During the summer the man lived on
roots, herbs and fruit, but when winter
came he refused to buy food. John
Huntley, a neighbor, took food to him
every few days and tried to persuade
hir- to have a fire in the house, but
Rogers would not, because, he sald, he
feared fire.

When Huntley carried food to the
man yesterday he found that Rogers
had been dead evidently a day or two.

Huntley's previous visit was last Thurs-

day, and the food he had brought then
was untouched.

I ————————
To cure Headache in ten minutes use
KUMFORT Headache Powders,
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At Spandau I was present at a great
review when fifty thousand men, horse,
foot, and artillery, paraded before the

Emperor. It was superb, the shoals of
bayonets, the drifting clouds of cavalry,
the masses of infantry that moved ag
one man, and with the tramp of a giant,
the drums and trumpets—one said in-
voluntarily, “What a glorious thing is
war!”

My friend Colonel von H— said no-
thing. He surveyed the scene through |
the glasses of that fiercest of military !
critics, the retired German officer; be-
sides, he had seen it all before and with |
other accompaniments. {

As we drove home he said, speaking |
as if to the cigar he had just lighted, !
“Yes, war is a glorious thing, no doubt.
What a sight that was on the day when |
our army entered Paris, the four Uh-!
lans riding ahead and the bands play-
ing Schubert’s triumphal march! I
was there, ye't, would you believe me,
the spectacle of that grand entry
haunts my pillow less than an insig-
nificant picture which my memory has
labeled ‘Three Nights after Spicheren.’
I will tell you about it if I can; it was
something like this: .

“I was escorting four important pris-
oners—no matter who they were—and
we stopped for the night at a deserted
wineshop near the entrance to a de-
serted hamlet. Our army held all the
roads.

“It was a horrible hole of a tavern;
the place had been cleaned out, but we
tore up some boards and made a fire,
and' behind .a door of ‘an inner room
we found a dozen bottles of wine pack-
ed in a basket, with a ham, by some
provident soul, and forgotten through
hurry or fear.

“We found a frying-pan, and at the;
sight of it the Frenchmen—all nobles,
mind you—cracked jokes and grew quite
cheerful. One of the four was a prince;
he cut up the ham and showed ug how
to grease the pan. The Uhlaps, their
wet coats steaming in the warmth of
the room, looked on, laughing, yet they
would have brained him without ‘by-,
your-leave’ had he made three steps
toward the door. And that is a thing
which strikes one on looking back at a
campaign. 4

“With the order for mobilization men
change.

“It is like passing through some mys-
terious door into a new world. A few:
short, sharp rules siupplant the moral |
code in this new. form of society in!
which manslaughter is as;necessary to |

{ walking leisurely.

| soaked in tar called cellur-rars

: glanced at me in passing

one’s life as bread. Abstractions stoy
at the frontier, the moment riles thy'
mind, and a slice of fried ham & ¢
to efface from one’s memory a Usk
lost a
*“So we must not be too haurd on
prince for forgetting disaster wt
sight of a frying-pan, nor on the g
Uhlans, fathers of famnilise gorre

| them, for the use they would have mad

of their swords if he had attsmy
an escape.

“As the prince was placing the pafj
on the fire I heard a sound from thé
road outside, a sound as If & U»
were being kicked along by eome ong
It struck strangely
upon my ear, for common soundr -
times of peace sometimes becoine ve!
uncommon nbises in time of war,

“By the fire lay one of thoee roe8
rae .
and took it to the door: it inad- »
ing torch and showed me a broad strig
of white road spread with pudiles and
lashed by rain.

““All else was the darkness of the pit,
filled with the hiss of the falling rajm

“The sound of the tin can drew neare
er and nearer; then out of the dark and
across the torch-lit strip of road passed
before me a company of specters—in rge
view order, one might say. 2

“First came two women, one young,
one very old. The old woman -was oar-
rying a bundle, and the young woman
had on her back a bundle also. 3

“They both were of the poorest order
of peasantry, and their faces as they
were fllled
with absolute and blank despair. Af-
ter them came a man in wooden shoes
leading a goat; after him a very old
man leading by the hand a child. The
child was crying and dragging along
after it a tin can tied to a string, cling=-
ing even in {ts grief to ths miserable
toy. They vanished, swallowed up by
the blackness; homeless, and going Gody
knows where, :

“I thought of them today. The
wretched family passed in review bes
fore me as the troops were passing iy
review before the kaiser; and through

' ail the blaring of trumpets and beating

of drums I semed to hear the dreary
sound of that old tin can. i
“Yet, after all, after Love what ¥
more attractive to the human heart
than War? The women clap theit
hands as the regiment marches by; and
when little Fritz gets on my knee of
an evening it's always, ‘grandpapa, tell
me of your battles.’ ”’ ok

4

THE TROUBLE ARRIVED.

el
(New York Tribune.)

In an address that he recently de-
livered on: the labor question, W.
Bourk Cockran told a story of his boy-
hood.

“T was born in Ireland,” he said, “and
in Ireland I obtained a part of my edu-
cation. I remember well a school
fellow of mine named Michael, a lad
who was always talking about trouble
and always looking: for it. We are on
the question of trouble now, and there-
fore in Michael’s experience it may be
that there is something to profit us.

“Michael boasted constantly that the
master was afraid to flog him. Why?
Oh, because his father had said that if
a hand was ever laid upon the boy
there would be trouble.- But one day
Michael misbehaved, and the flogging
due was not long in coming.

*“The boy went home indescribably
enraged. He sought out his father.

« ‘Pather,” he said, ‘didn’t you say
that if the school master ever licked
be there would be trouble?’

« ¢ did, the father answered.

* “Well,. I was licked today, and only
for throwing paper pellets about the
room.”

“The father frowned. :
“q never fail, my son, to:keep &
promise,” he said. ‘There is going to ba
trouble. Fetch the strap.”” -

- —
BUTTONED FOILS FOR DUELS.
ey
PARIS, Jan. 11.—Paris is threatened
with a new fashion in duels, Twoe
young scions of fashien had a dispute
in a cafe and decided tg encounter the
jnevitable. To render the meeting
doubly safe it was decided to fight
with buttoned foils. The attack was
so fierce though that one of the coms
batants had an arm badly torn by his

adversary’s weapon.
The incident atracted such attention

fame

»

that buttoned foils may now be con- ’

gidered de rigueur in such affairs.

Poppirg the Question.—“Miss Old-
girl, I have a very momentous quese
tion to put to you.”

“Go on, Mr. Dashleigh—George—I"—

“A question upon the answer ta
which depends my piece of mind.”

“Oh, this is so—but- go on George,
dear.” X

“How old is Ann?’'—Houston Post.
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