
VI 4 WÊm
À

THE HURON SIGNAL FRIDAY, AUG. 3, 1888.

W wgTti
m

with]

!»re.

P

• the tetieet___,
1 *“■ of my time et Hereaid.
1 tew him walking one dee 
wrple through the oellege 
Mt reellj and truly jeeiooe

• Ute deer old days before 
Marple then taught 

i and Sophomores in 
..., = are-halls, Blsie was still 
JM Cambridge, and I wee El- 
ored admirer But that after- 

own, when I met Elsie a little later.
lb* old Law School, near the 

^fmdggeenm, I eras half angry with 
’“ "•Wking to Tyaok. She blushed 
M*?*■• ePi end I pet a wrong inter- 
pretgtlon on her blushes. “Elaie,” I 
tt'd, fee I Called her even then by her 
. Bsm,t “that fellow Claude’s
"dl here talking with you !"

looked me f0]j j0 the face with 
“L utown eyes, and answered softly, 

belter, and I’m very sorry for

“Sorry for him !” I cried, somewhat 
hatin the face. “Why sorry! What’s 
h*wO*n doing or saying that you should
breorty for ?”

I spoke roughly, I suppose. I was 
yMmg and I was angry. Elsie turned 
her big brown eyes upon me once more 
and said only, “I’m very sorry for him. 
Poor, poor fellow ! I’m very sorry ”

"Elsie,” I answered, “you've no right 
ks speak so about any other fellow, 
peek’s been making love to you. I'm 
■ro of that. Why did you let him ? 
Tou're mine now and I claim the whole 
^Tou.”

To my great surprise, Elsie suddenly 
Bust into tears, and wsilked away with
out answering me anything. I was hot 
wad uncomfortable, but I let her go. I 
didn’t even try in any way to stop her 
or ask her why she should cry so strange
ly. I only knew, like a foolish boy as I 
was, that my heart was full of wrath and 
resentment against Tysok.

That evening I met him again in the 
dining-hall—The old hall on the college 
square that preceded the big memorial 
building we of the Harvard brigade set 
up long afterwards in honor of the boys 
who fell in the greet struggle. I looked 
st him angrily and spoke angrily. Af
ter that we went out together in the cool 
Sir. Tyack was flushed and atill angrier 
than I. “You want to triumph over 
■>e,” he eaid in a fierce way, aa we 
reached the door. "That ia mean and 
■ngeoerona. You might do better. In 
your place I would have more magnanim
ity-”

I didn’t know what on earth[he meant, 
hut my hot French blood boiled up at 
°oce—the Poneards came over with the 
6™t Huguenot refugees in the Em7igile

and I answered hsstily, “No mail call* 
ne mean for nothing. Wow follows 
word with men of my sort, Tyack, In
sult me again, and you know what you’ll 
get fur it.”

“You are a fool and a coward," he 
cried through hia clenched teeth. “No 
gentleman would so treat a conquered 
rival. Isn’t it enough that you have 
beaten me and crushed me ? Need you 
dance upon me and kick my corpse after
wards ?”

I don’t know whai I answered back, 1 
failed to understand him still, but I saw 
he was furious, and I only felt the ang
rier for that ; but I struck him in the 
face, and I told him if he wished it to be 
open war, war it ahould be with no quar
ter.

I could hardly believe my eyes when 
he drew liimaelf up to hia full height and 
without uttering a word stalked haughti
ly off, hia face purple with suppressed 
wrath, and hie lips quivering, but self- 
controlled and outwardly calm in hia 
gait and movement, I thought he must 
be going to challenge me—in those days 
duelling was not yet utterly dead even 
in the north—and I waited for the chal
lenge with aome eagerness ; but no chal
lenge ever came. I never saw Claude 
Tyack again till I met him in the Second 
Connecticut Regiment, juat before the 
battle, trembling with excitement, and 
after our easy American fashion asked at 
the door to see Mist Elsie. Elsie came 
down to me alone in the dining room ; 
her eyes were atill a little swollen with 
crying, but ahe looked even lovelier and 
gentler than ever. 1 asked her what 
had passed between her and Tyack, and 
■he told me in simple words a etory that, 
angry as I was, sent a thrill of regret 
and remorse through my inmost being. 
Tyack had come up to her that after
noon in the Elm avenue, ahe said, and 
after gently leading up to’it by half hinta 
whose meaning the never perceived till 
afterwards, had surprised her at last by 
asking her outright to be hie wife and 
make him happy forever and ever.

Elsie was so breathless at this unex
pected declaration that she had not even 
presence of mind to tell him at once of 
our virtual engagement ; and Tyack see
ing her hesitate and temporize, went on 
begging in the profoundeat terms of love 
ana affection, till her woman’s heart was 
touched with pity. “He said he could 
never know another happy moment,” 
she whispered, “unless I would have 
him, Walter ; and as he said it I knew 
by hie eyes that he really meant it."

“And what did yon answer?’ I aaked 
in an agony of doubt, my heart misgiv
ing me for my anger that evening.

“I said to him, ’Oh, Mr Tyack, I 
know you mean it, and if it weren’t that 
I love Welter Ponaerd with all my soul, 
I think out of very pity I should have to 
marry you. ’ ”

“You said that,” I cried, the devil 
within me getting the better of me for a 
moment.

“Yee, Walter, I said that. And Mr 
Tyack gave a sort of low. suppressed, 
sobbing cry like » man whose heart is 
thrust through, I think, and pressed hia 
two hands upon hia breaat and itaggered 
■way aa if I had shot him.”

“Elsie,” I cried,taking her white hand 
in a fit of remorse,” I understand it all 
now. I hope to heaven we haven’t be
tween ua, aent that man Tyack to blow 
hia brains out, or jump into the river.’

When I got back to my rooms a little 
past midnight, I found a note lying on 
my table. This is what it said :

Walter Ponsard : You have treated 
me brutally. No honorable man would 
act aa you have done. Yet, for her 
aake, I refrain from returning the blow 
jou gave me. But whenever my own

tarn Domes, without treating her, trust 
ese, you will find you heve provoked a 
dangerous enemy.

Claude Tyack.
1 breathed freer. Then he would not 

kill himeelL I don’t mind hie threat of 
vengeance, hat I should have been sorry 
to bear the guilt of hia blood upon me.

Next morning Tyack had gone from 
Cambridge, and nobody knew where he 

takehad betaken himself.
IL

Before Chattawauga, I was passing 
through camp in my uniform aa a aer 
gant in the Harvard battalion of the 
Third Massachusetts, when I saw an or
derly coming from Holditch’s regiment, 
with a note fer the General from Col. 
Holditch. He wore the gray stuff, with 
blue facing, of the Second Connecticut 
We recognized each other at the firet 
glance ! It was Claude Tyack.

Everybody in the north volunteered 
in those day», and aome of na who vol
unteered rose fast to be field officers, 
while others of ue equally well born and 
bred, remained in the ranks for months 
together Tveck and I were among the 
rpeiduum. He glanced at me curtly and 
passed on. I somehow felt. I don’t 
know why, that the hour of hie revenge 
could not be fer distant 

I eat down in my tent that night end 
wrote to EUie. It was Elsie who had 
wished me to volunteer. I wrote to her 
whenever an occasion offered, A mail 
was going out that evening from the 
field. I told her ell about the expected 
battle, but 1 eaid never a word about 
poor Tyack.

Juat as we were turning in for the 
night a United State* mail was distrib
uted to the detachment. I opened my 
letter from Elsie with trembling fingers. 
She wrote aa ever, full of tears and hop- 
i. A little puet-acript ended the letter.
I hear," ahe laid, “that poor Claude 

Tyack is with you in Burnside's divUion. 
I shall never cease to be sorry for him. 
If possible, try and make your quarrel 
up before battle. I couldn't bear to 
think he might be killed, and you unfor
given.”

I eat long with the letter in my hand. 
A battle ia a very serious thing. If ïj- 
ack bad been there in the tent that even
ing, I think I should have taken Elsie's 
advice and made it all up with him. 
And then things would have been very 
different.

As I sat there muting with the letter 
atill in my fingers, the drum beat sud 
denly, and we heard the signal for form- 
battalion. It was the night surprise: 
Whelock and Bonaejour were upon ua 
suddenly. Everybody knows what Chat 
tawauga was like. We fought hard, but 
the circumstances were againit the 
against the Harvard battalion. Though 
Burnaide held hie own in the centre to 
be sure, the right wing had a bad time 
of it, and aeventy-two of ua Harvard 
boys were taken prisoners. . I am not 
writing a history of the war, to I shall 
only say, without attempting to explain 
it, that we were marched off at once to 
Bontejour’a rear, and aent off at once to 
Richmond. There we remained for five 
months, close prisoners, without one 
word from home, and what to me was 
ten thousand times worse, without pos 
aibiiity of communicating with Elsie. 
Elsie, no doubt, would think I was dead. 
That thought alone was a perpetual tor
ture to me.. Would Tyack take ad van 
tags of my absence ? Elsie was mine ; I 
knew I could trust her,

At the end of five months the other 
men were released on parole. They of 
fered me the same terms, but 1 refused 
to accept them. It seemed to me 
question of principle. I had pledged my 
wordelreedy to fight to the death for 
my ceuntry, and I couldn't .forswear my 
self by making terms with rebels. We 
of old New England stock took a serious 
view of the war and its meaning ; we 
didn't look upon it as a vast national 
armed picnic party. Even for Elsie's 
aake, I would not consent to purchase a 
useless freedom by what I regarded as i 
public treachery. I could not have lov 
ed Elsie ao much, “loved I not honor 
more," aa the poet of our common coun
try phrases it.

I was left the only prisoner in the old 
barracks in Clay street, Richmond, and 
of course I was accordingly but little 
guarded. A few weeks later an oppor
tunity occurred for me to get away. A 
wounded eoldier from the front, atragg] 
ing in by himself from the entrench- 
menta, feinted opposite the Clay Street 
Barracks, and waa hastily hurried in and 
put to bed there, the hospital accommo
dation in the city being already more 
than overcrowded. In the dusk of 
the evening I conveyed clothe a 
to my own room, and next da y I put 
them on, e tattered and bloodstained 
Confederate uniform. Then, having 
shaved off my beard with a piece of hoop 
iron, well sharpened against a bone, I 
passed out boldly before the very eyes of 
the lounging sentry, and made my way 
acrosa the streets of the half-beleagured 
city- I waited till nightfall in the ro
tunda of the Exchange Hotel in Frank- 
iln street, where a man sat and smoked 
and discussed the newe ; and when the 
lamps began to be lighted around the 
State ^ Capitol, I slunk off along the 
riverside, so as to avoid being hailed and 
challenged by the sentries, who held all 
approaches from the direction fo Wash
ington.

In those days, I need not hardly say, 
strong lines of earthworks were drawn 
around Richmond city on the north, 
east, and west, where Loe was defend
ing it ; slid it waa only along the river 
southward that any road was left fairly 
op' n into the country- I went up the 
river bank, therefore, onward and on
ward, till the city lights faded slowly one 
by one, into the darkness behind me.
I passed a few soldiers here and there on 
the road, but my confederate uniform 
sufficiently protected me from any un
favorable notice. If any of them hailed 
me with a "Hullo, etranger ! where are 
you off this time of evening ?" my ans
wer was easy, “Straight from the front. 
Sick leave. Just discharged from hos
pital in Lee’» division." Southern 
chivalry nodded and pasted on without 
further parley. I was going in fact in 
the wrong direction for my questions to 
t>e asked me in passing. Everybody 
f om the south was hurrying to the front; 
a wounded soldier struggling homeward’ 
attracted but little attention.

I walked on and on, always along the 
bank of the dark river, till I had almost 
reached the point where the Appomat

tox fa’ls in the James. I wanted to 
reach the northern lines, and to get to 
them I most somehow cross the river.
It wee pitch dark, now, a moonless night 
in early December, and even in Virginia 
the water at that season wee almost ice 
cold in the tidal estuary. Bet 1 knew I 
must swim it, sooner or later, and the 
sooner I tried it? the better were my 
chances. I had eaten nothing since leav
ing the barracks end I should probably 
get nothing to cat until I reached Burn
side’s army. Tonight, therefore I was 
coropartively strong ; the longer I delay
ed, the weaker would my muscles grow 
with hunger. To lie ont all night on the 
ground in the cold is not the best pay of 
preparing one’s self for swimming a 
mile's width of chilly river. Besides, I 
wee almost certain to be observed in the 
daytime, and abet like a dog, by the one 
as a spy, or by the other as a deserter. 
My only chance lay in trying it by night, 
ao I plunged in boldly just as I found 
myself.

I shall never forget that awful swim 
in the dead of night aoruea the tidal 
water of the Janie* river. The stare 
were shining dimly overhead through the 
valley mist, and by the eld of the Greet 
Beer (tor I did not know the pole star 
then) I swam roughly in what 1 took to 
be a general northeastward direction to
ward the shore opposite. In a hundred 
yards or so the southern bank became 
quite invisible, sud I could not hope to 
see the northern until I bed come within 
about the same distance of it All the 
rest of the way I swam by the aid of the 
•tar* alone, ao far as guidance or compass 
went and this compelled me to keep my 
eye* straining pretty steadily upwards, 
and to hold up my head in a moat diffi 
cult unnatural position on the surface of 
the water. The ice-cold stream chilled 
my frozen limbs, and the gloom and the 
silence overawed and appalled me.

I don’t know how long I took ewim 
ming across ; lime in such circumstan 
cee cannot be measured by more mm 
utee. I only know it seemed to me then 
a whole eternity. Stroke after stroke, I 
swam mechanically on, each movement 
of my thighs coming harder and harder. 
My trousers Impeded my movement 
terribly ; end though I had thrown off 
my coat on the further bank, to leave 
tho arms free, the boots which I had tied 
around my neck made swimming more 
difficult, and weighted my heed from ob 
serving my star guides. Still 1 went on 
in dogged fashion, my limbs moving as 
if by clockwork. I must have been 
nearly three-quarters of tha way across 
when I became aware of a new terror 
unexpectedly confronting me. My eyes 
bad been fixed steadily upon the stars 
ao I had n„t noticed it before ; and the 
noiaeleasa working of the little screw had 
escaped my ears, even in that ghastly 
silence. Rut, listing a hasty glance 
down the river sideway, I noticed all at 
once, with a thrill and horror, that 
small steam launch, making up steam 
waa almost upon me. I knew imraed 
lately what she must be—the launch 
the Rappanhannock, a Confederate iron 
clad, on her way up from Chesapeake 
Bay to the quays at Richmond.

I mint live it out to get back tc EUie. 
That waa the one thought that made up 
my whole being, sa I lay there motion
less, floating on the atill water, numbed 
with cold, and half dead with my exer
tions.

I dared not move least the launch 
should see by the dancing reflection of 
her light on the rippled waves I made, 
there waa something astir ahead, nnd 
should give me chase and capture me aa 
a deserter. I floated like e log on the 
silent surface, and waited with upturned 
face end closed eyes for the launch to 
pass by me—or run over me.

Aa I floated I heard her screw draw' 
nearer and nearer. I wondered whether. 
I lay direct in her cource. If to, no help 
for it ; ahe must run me down. It was 
safer ao than to swim away and attract 
attention.

I turned my eyes sideways and opened 
them cautiously aa the notes came close. 
By heavens, yea ! she waa heading 
straight for me !

At Harvard I had always been a good 
diver. I dived now, noiselessly and 
imperceptibly ; it would almost be truer 
to say I let my self go under without 
conscious movement. The water closed 
about my face at once. I seemed to feel 
something glide above me. I waa dimly 
aware of the recoil from the ecrew, I 
shut my eyes once mere, and held my 
breath in my fall cheat. Next instant I 
waa whirled by the after current back to 
the surface ia the wide of the screw, 
and saw the white stars atill ahiniug 
above me.

“Something black on the water,” 
shouted a voice behind. "Otter, I take 
it ; or might be a nigger contraband 
bound north. Whichever it is, I’ll have 
a cock-shot at tt, Captain, anyway.

I dived again at the word, half dead 
with cold and fear ; and even aa I dived 
felt rather than heard the thud and hiaa 
of a rifle bullet ricocheting on the water, 
just at the very point where my head 
had rested an instant earlier.

aible. I dragged myself op land, over 
the moddy tidal flat, and found myself 
in the midst of that terrible, desolate, 
swampy region known at the Wilder- 
new, the scene of the chief early strug
gle where Lee aod Stonewall Jackson 
stood at bay like wounded tigers.

When I came to realize my actual 
: flight I began to feel what a fool I had 
jeen to ton away from Richmond. I 
•at there on the bank frozen and drip- 
ling from heaflfto foot, my soaked boots 
tanging useless round my neck, my 
blood chilled, my limbe shivering, my 
heart almost dead, and yet with a terri
ble sense of fever in ipy cold lips, and a 
a fierce throbbing in my aching heed. I 
had no food, and nil ehance of getting 
any. Around me stretched that broken, 
marshy country, alternating between 
line bartene ana swampy bottoms 
icouta and pickets held the chief points 

everywhere ; to show myself before 
them in my wet and ragged Confederate 
uniform would be to draw fire at mo
ment’s notice. What to do I hed no 
conception ; I merely eat there, my head 
in my hand», and waited and waited and 
waited still, till the sun wee high up in 
the blank blue heavens.

I won’t describe the eight deys of 
speechless agony in the Wilderness, 
wandered up end down through the 
scrub end pine woods, not daring at firet 
to show myself openly, and then, when 
hunger and fatigue at Iwt conquered my 
fear, not knowing where to leok for the 
Federal outposts. Night after night I 
lay upon the bare ground, in the highest 
and driest part of the wild pine-barrens, 
end saw the cold start shining above, 
end heard the whip-poor-will scream 
shrill overhead in the thick derkm 
It was an awful time -, I dare not trust 
myself even now to recall it too vividly. 
If it had not been for the wild persim
mon trees, indeed, I might hare starved 
in that terrible week. But luckily the 
persimmons were very plentiful, and 
though a man can’t live on them forever 
with absolute comfort, they will serve to 
keep body end soul together somehow 
for a longer time than any other wild 
berry or fruit I know of.

At last, on the fith morning, at 
ley asleep on the ground, wearied and 
feverish, I felt royaelf rudely shaken by 
a rough hand, and,opening my eye* with 
a stare, caw to my joy the northern uni 
form on the three men who stood around 
me.

“Spy !” the eergeint said briefly. “Tie 
hit «banda, O’Grady. Lift him up. 
March him before you.”

I told them et once I wee e soldier 
the Harvard Battalion, escaped from 
Richmond, but of course they din’t and 
couldn’t believe. My Confederate uni
form told too false a etory. However, 
waa far too weak to march, and the men 
carried me, one of them going on to get 
me food end brandy ; for, spy or no spy 
one thing was clear past all doubting 
that I was so faint and ill with hunger 
and exposure that to make me walk 
would have been sheer cruelty,

“Take him to headquarter*." my cap
tor or my rescuer eaid in a short voice 
aa soon as I had eaten and drunk greedi 
ly the bread and meat and brandy the 
first man had brought up for roe.

They carried me to headquarters and 
brought me up before three officers. 
The officers questioned mefcloaely and 
incredulously. They would hear noth
ing of my being a Federal prisoner. The 
uniform alone wee enough to condemn 
me. “Take him away and search him,r 
they said peremptorily. The sergeant 
took me to a tent and searched me ; and 
found nothing.

I knew then what would happen next 
They would try me by a rude rougb-and 
ready court-martial, and bang me for 
spy that very morning.

As I‘marched out from the sergeant 
tent again, absolutely dispondent with 
fatigue and fever, an officer in a major’i 
uniform strolled casually toward ua. 
Promotion waa often very quick in those 
days. The major I saw a*, a glance, waa 
Claude Tyack.

He stopped and gazed at me sternly 
for a moment Not a muscle of hia face 
atlrred or quivered. “Sergeant," lie 
eaid, in a cool, unconcerned tone, eyeing 
me from head to foot," “who’s your 
prisoner ?"

“One of Lee's spies,” the sergeant an 
swered, carelessly. “Took him thia 
morning out on the Wilderness. Fourth 
we’ve taken thia week anyhow. The 
Reb* are getting kinder desperate, 
reckon.”

I looked Claude Tyack back in the 
face. He knew me perfectly, but never 
one instant quailed or faltered. “What 
will you do with him ?" he required.
“String him up,” the sergeant replied, 

with a quiet grin.
I stood still and said nothing.
They took me back and held a short 

informal drum head court-martial. It 
all occupied five minutes. A man’s life 
counts for so little in war time. I waa 
half dead already, and never listened to 
it. The bitterness of death waa past for 
me long ago. I stood bolt upright, my 
arms folded desperately in front, and

there, he would not only wipe out old 
•cores, but he would also in time marry 
Elsie. . ...

1 saw these very word» peeemg rapidly 
through hia angry mind—“If it were not 
that I love Walter Ponsard with all my 
soul, I think, Mr Tyack, for very pity 
I should have to marry you !”

She would have to marry him ! He 
would go beck, oertein of my death ; he 
would tell her all,save this one episode; he 
would plead hard, as he had pleaded be
fore and then, for pity, Elsie would 
merry him 1

Out eye» met atill ; I returned his 
•tare ; tall and pale he stood confronting 
me ; he gloated over my misfortune ; 
we spoke never » word to one aputher ; 
and yet we two men knew perfectly in 
our own hearts each what the other was 
thinking.

There was a deadly pause. The pre
siding officer waited patiently. The 
words seemed to slick m my throat. I 
moistened ray lips with my tongue, aud 
wetted my larynx by swallowing. Then 
I said slowly, “Nobody nearer."

The presiding officer waited again. 
Clearly he was loath himself tc condemn 
a man so weak and ill as I was. At last 
he cleared hia throat nervously, and 
turned to the court with an inquiring 
gesture.

Then Claude Tyack took three paces 
forward and a toed before him. The 
men seemed taller and paler than ever. 
Great drops of dew gathered ou his brow. 
His lips and nostrils quivered with 
emotion. A frightful struggle was 
going on within him. The demoe of 
revenge—just revenge, if revenge is ever 
just—for an undeserved insult—I recog
nized that—fought for mastery in his 
soul with right and mercy. “I need not 
identify him,” he cried aloud, clasping 
hia two hands one over the other, and 
talking aa in a dream. “I am not called 
to give evidence. He has never asked 
me !”

“I will never ask you," I replied with 
dogged despair. “You have found me 
oh? my enemy ! I have wronged you 
bitterly. I know it and regret it. I 

ill aak yonr forgiveness, but never 
your mercy.”

Claude Tyack held up hi« hands, like a 
child, to hia face. He was* rugged man 
now,though atill young and handsome ; 
but the tears rolled slowly, very slowly, 
one after another, down bis bronzed 
cheeks. “You shill have mv mercy," 
he answered at last with a groin, “be
cause you do not aak it ; but never, 
never, never, my forgiveness. For 
Elsie e sake, I cannot let her lover be 
shot for a traitor."

The presiding officer caught at it all as 
if by instinct. “You know this roan 
Major Tyack ?” he asked, quietly.

“I know him. Col, Libthorbe. "
“Who is he ?"
The words came as if from the depths 

of the grave. “Walter Ponsard, Ser
geant of the Harvard Battalion, Third 
Massachusetts Infantry, Burnside s divi
sion. He was missing seven months ago, 
after Chatte wanga. "

“The name and description he gave 
himself. That ia quite sufficient. The 
prisoner is discharged. Kergt. Ponsard, 
you shall be taken care of. Tyack, a 
word with you.”

III.

PreperFeet l«r Break rati.
Appetites are apt to be eepriateaa in 

the spring, especially a* regarde break
fasts. Don’t force the family to eat at 
this ae»*ou things which are not relish 
ed. It ia not difficult to provide dishes 
which will be eaten with zest. Oat meal 
should not be served at more than one 
breakfast in a week. Vary the fere by 
using hominy, cracked wheat, wheat 
germ, yellow corn meal, etc. Egg» 
creamed, poached, boiled, aud cooked in 
the form of omelets, should be used free
ly. Broiled fish, thin slice* of ham, of 
breakfast bacon nicely broiled, broiled 
chops, and add occasionally a steak, «alt 
hsh in cream sauce, corned beef hash, 
hashed meat on toast, fricassee of chick- 

veal—here are seasonable diahee. 
Have potatoes c joked in simple, savory 
ways. Let the breed be light and well 
baked. Always have some kind of 
coarse bread, either hut or cold. Dry, 
water and milk toasts, are all good for 
breakfast. Avoid fried food. When 
boiled the meat or hell forme a part of 
the breakfast in spring, it is a good plan 
to have » dish ol water-cresses or radish
es on the table. Have fruit on the 
table when you can, and a few flowers, 
if possible. A few flowers and a bit of 
green bring a great deal of sunshine to 
the table. It takes thought and time to 
prepare those savory dishes which are 
to desirable at thia seaatei, but it pays 
to give the thought and time. To the 
worker—and we are almost ail worker*— 
it maksa considerable difference ell day 
long whether a right start is made in the 
morning, The man or woman who be
gins the day with a but, well cooked, 
simple breakfast will get through hi* or 
her work in » hundred per sent, better 
coédition than he or she who has a poor 
meal. Aa the heaviest part of the daily 
work usually comes between breakfast 
end the mid-day ineal, all housekeeper* 
should do their part to make the battle 
of life easy by providing proper food for 
the morning meal.

The tonic and alterative properties of 
Ayer * Sarsaparilla are too well known to 
require the specious aid of any exagger
ated or fictitious certificate. Witnesses of 
the marvelous curse effected by this pre
paration are to-dey living iu every city 
and hamlet of the lend.

‘Otter !” the voice eaid again, as I4 faced Claude Tyack. without
reached the surface, numbed and breath 
less, more dead than alive, and afraid to 
let anything but my mouth and ears rise 
above the black level of the water. And 
the steam launch moved steadily on her 
her way without waiting to take any 
further notice ot me.

The danger was past once more for the 
moment, but I waa too exhausted to 
swim any further, deadened in my limbs 
with cold as I was, and cramped with ray 
exertions, I could only float face up
wards on my bsck, and soon became 
almost senseless from exposure. Every 
now and again, indeed, consciousness 
seemed to return fitfully for a moment, 
and I struck out in blind energy with 
my legs, I knew not in what direction ; 
but fur the roost part I merely floated 
like a log down stream, allowing myself 
to be carried reaistlessly before the slug- 
glish current.

Aa day broke I revived a little. I 
must then have been at least three hoars 
m the ice-cold water, I saw land within 
a hundred yards of me, With one des
pairing final effort, I know not how, I 
struck out with my lega like galvanized 
limb* and made for it—for land and 
Elue,

Would Federal pickets be guarding 
tha shore i That waa my new anxiety. 
If so, my doom was sealed. Fortunate
ly the shore here 
low Mitchell was nngnsrded ; bo

red oubt, indeed, attack
from southward was always held iupoe

flinching. Claude Tyack, who only look
ed on as a mere spectator, faced me in 
return, mute and white, iu solemn ex
pectation.

"Do you admit you are a spy ?” the 
preciding officer asked me.

“No," I replied, “I am a Federal 
prisoner from Richmond, late sergeant 
in the Massachusetts contingent!”

“Can you get anyone to identify you ?”
“In Bumsidoa division—yea'; hun

dreds."
The presiding officer smiled grimly.
“Burnside's division iaa long wav off 

now,” he eaid camly. “It moved a 
month ago. We can’t bring men all tha 
way from Kentucky, you snow, to look 
at you. "

I bowed my head. It mattered little. 
I was too wearied out to fight for my 
life any longer. I only thought of 
Elsie's misery.

Then I became aware that Claude 
Tyack had jstked the ring a little closer, 
and waa looking at me with fixed and 
rigid attention.

“Nobody nearer ?” the officer asked.
I kept my eyes riveted on Tyack’a. I 

could not appeal to him ; not even for 
Elsie. He could not help me. I never 
knew till that moment I waa a thought 
reader ; but in Tyack’» face l reed it all 
—all he was thinking as it passed through 
hie mind ; read it, and felt ecertain I 
rtad it orrrectlv.

If he allowed me to be shot then and j

When I next was conscious, 1 found 
myself lying in a hospital at Washington. 
Elsie, in a nurse - dress, was leaning 
over my bed. She kissed me on the 
forehead. “How about Tyack ?" I 
asked eargerly.

“Hash, hush !" she whispered, sooth
ing my cheek. “You inusn’t talk, darl
ing. The fever has been terrible. We 
never thought your life would oe spared 
for me."

“But Tyack,” I cried. “I must hear 
of him ! He haa’t shot himself ? His 
face waa so terrible ' I could never lire 
if I thought I had killed him."

“He is there,” Elsie whispered, point
ing with her hand to the adjoining bed.

"Wounded the very next day at the 
fijht at Fredericksburg. I have nursed 
you both. Hush, now, hush darling !”

I said no more, but cried ailently. I 
waa glad hia blood was not on my head. 
It he died now, he died for his country, 
in the only just war ever waged on this 
world of ours. He had had hie ordeal, 
and passed through it like a man and a 
soldier.

Late that night I heard a noise and 
bustle at my bedside. Somebody waa 
talking low and earnestly. I turned 
round on my side and listened. Elsie 
was standing by Tyack’* bed, and hold
ing his hand tenderly in hers. I knew 
why, and waa not surprised at her.

“Elsie, Elsie," he said, in a tremulous 
tone, “press ire tighter. It will not be 
long now. I feel it creeping over me. 
Ia Ponsard conscious ?"

I sat up in my bed with delirious 
strength, in spite of Elsie, and cried 
aloud iu a clear voice, “Tyack, I hear 
you. ”

“Ponsard,” he said, turning his eyes 
and, withoot moving his neck, looking 
across at me, "I said once I would 
never forgive you. I am «ony I eaid so. 
If there is anything to forgive, I forgive 
it freely. Before I die give me your 
hand, Walter !”

He had never called me Walter before.
The het tears rose fast in my eyes, 

Feeble and ill aa I waa, I sprang from 
my bed Elsie clasped my left hand 
tight and flung the coarse coverlet 
loosely around me. 1 sat on the edge of 
Tyack’» bed, and grasped hia hand hard 
in mine. Elsie laid here over both. 
She kieaed me tenderly with her tremb
ling lips ; then ahe bent down and kissed 
the dying man too on hia white forehead. 
Hia hand relaxed ; his lips quivered.

“Elsie, good-by !’’ he «aid, slowly, and 
all was over.

Elsie flung her arms wildly around my 
neck. “He saved your life,ray darling,” 
she cried. “Walter, I hoped I might 
have saved hia for him."

“It ia better ao, Elaie,” I answered 
with an effort ; and then I fell back 
fainting beside him.

Bade sag Velgar Fra eh arts.
Nothing is ao reprehensible as the 

American habit of saying disagreeable 
things and calling the habit familiarity 
or frankness. There ia a very great ab
sence of that respect for other* which is 
insisted upon in Europe, at from ser
vants to their employers, hotel keepers 
to their patrons ; in fact, from one per
son to another. A lady stopping in a 
western hotel overheard the proprietor 
say to hia clerk, aa they were arranging 
a dinner table : “Well, where is Jim 
Garfield gein' to ait It would Improve 
our national manners did we insist on a 
more proper form of speech.

In Puritan Y’ankeedum there was a de
light in plain truths which waa uncom
plimentary. “Ain’t you lookin' a little 
thin ?” or “Wall, 1 see you are a-gettin’ 
old as well aa myself," or “Seeme to me 
you are e little doen." These ere rude 
vulgar aelf assertions of enry and a de- 
aire to be superior. Let us hope that 
thia spirit will live and die in its own 
mountain».—Mrs M E W Sherwood,

Easily l adersleed.
The cause* of summer complaint, 

diarrhiea, dysentery, cholera morbua, 
etc. , are the excessive heat eating green 
fruit, impure water, over exertion end 
audden chill. Dr Fowler'» Wild Straw-, 
berry is an infallible and prompt remedy 
for all bowel complaints from whatever 
cause. 2

Nothing that could be eaid regarding 
the prolific crops in the Prairie Province 
would be evagge rated. It is estimated 
that the surplus of wheat will be about 
20,000,000 bushels and other grains in 
proportion.

The remedy which most successful 
combats malarial disorder*, ia Ayer’s 
Ague Cure. It it a purely vegetable 
compound, and contains neither quinine 
nor any other dangerous ingredient. 
Warranted to cure chills and fever.

The probability of the success of Stan
ley in relieving Khartoum ia regarded 
with dcirnr'j’-.* Jcalcuzy in milita-
dee.

Vive Them * chance.

That is to *ay, your lunge. Also all 
your breathing machinery: Very won
derful machinery it ia. Not only the 
arger air-paasagea, but the thousand» of 

tnem ‘“h** ,nd Clr,tie* leading from

When thew are clogged and chocked 
with matter which ought not to be there 
your lunge cannot half do there work. 
And what they do, they cannot do

Call it cold, congh, croup, pneumonia, 
catarrh consumption or any of the 
family of throat and nose and head and 
lung obstructions, all »re bad All 
ought to be got rid of. There is just
one .ore way to get rid of them, that 
* U^e Hoschee » German Syrup/which 
«7 dEnggut eiU;el1 y°u at 75 cents a

.i:

doubtless largely exaggerated
di»tinebtton ,1Ar<?mitic Q'ji>>'ne Win* i,

appetising tom forrifier '“"i “ *°

çon.tnuJcydjeuri:ghon?Pre,?nted ,h°
'•ament, is the choice 
convention in Halton.

S35* b.„„ ,b,„ Viet.,,* cX;;
 lrn

aesaion of par. 
of the Reform

Ell’S

CREAM balm Catarrh
IS WORTH

$t,oool
TO ANY MAN. WftTEVEflJ 

Woman or <hl!d|

suffering from

CATARRH.
Not Liquid orduu
«^LpaffcleJ?>!,p,,en int0 ««h nostril and à 

- "»•*'*■ Price «0 cents at Drego-ist, - to
I ïto!' £SKîu,re<1- Ween ta. KL Y b Hod, UruJ 
data, 235 Greenwich-sb.New York, fctt-ly
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