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beg your pardon,” said colonel
breuking off abruptly ‘* personal
reminiscences are always a bore.”’

"* Go on,”” said the major; '* when
people have reached our ages they
are entitled totheir reminiscences.’

There was evidently a story in the
colonel’s mind that he needed little
urging to tell, but he gave a depre-
cating little wave of his hand as he
continued :

‘I was just remembering Uncle
Ike's story about his young master,”’
he said. *‘It was something so fine
and dramatic in its way, we should
say it was touched up if we saw it in
print, but I knew all about it in its
beginnings,

“You see, old lke's young master
and I were boys together, plantations
joined, and we were inseperable, “We |
went to school together, hunted and
fished together, were beaten for the |
same juvenile offenses, and when the |
war came along we fought it out side |
by side. 1 don’t think,’”’ said the
Colonel, slowly, "'the good God ever
made a finer man than Billy Bayn-
ham-~handsomae, clever, brave, loyal,
he was one of the men who capture
your fancy by their charms and hold
you by their real worth. There was
a fire and vim and enthusiasm about
him that carried everything before
them. Gentle and affectionate asa
woman, too, but under all his airy
sweetness of manner and geniality
was an lron will and determination,
and once rouse his hatred, he was
implacable in his dislike.

"It goes without saying that such
afollow a8 he should have a love af-
fair, and should love with all the

assionate dervor of his nature,
‘hat is it, Carrington, you beard-
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ticularsof Diana Worthington's mar-
riage. The Bayn

another in was
swallowed up in maelstrom
war. Old Mr. Baynham had specu-
lated in Confederate money, failed,
of course, died ; and when Billy came
home he was absolutely penniless.
Diana had no notion &f wasting her

ic

1 3
nam estate, like

many the South,

;
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{ charms on an impecunious husband,

and a wealthy man coming along,
she married him. It was all very
commonplace and unromantie, and
—usual—only, yousee, I knew Billy.
“Well, I came on here to try to
retrieve my own fortunes, which were
bad enough, God knows, and I rather
lost sight of Baynham. Of course I
knew +he studied law, and after a
while was elected Governor, but I
didn’t know much else until the-other
day when I met Uncle lke, his old
body servant, as I was telling you.

“*It seems that of the slaves and |

possessions that had once been Bayn-
bam’s, all were gone; he had ab-
solutely nothing with which to start

his iron will and determination to
succeed. He stayed for a few days
in the old home, gathering himself
together after the blow Diana had
given him, and then one morning he
called Uncle Ike and his wife into
the house and explained to them his
plan. He was going into the county
town to study law. The old man
protested against t, saying he would
starve, and indeed the chances looked
very flattering for it. But Judy--
his wife—~who had carried Billy on
her tender black breast when he was
s baby, encouraged him init. So he
went. And, by Jove!"” sald the
colonel, with his face alight with en-
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told me this, ‘but |
thin’ mus’ be done to keep Marse
Billy from hangin' that man,
went an’ retch down my coat
off de wall, an’ Judy, she saddie Ma'y
Jane—she's my mule—an’' I put off
to find Marse Billy. All dat night I
rid, an’ de nex' day till "bout dark,
till I come to de cap'tol an’ see Jde
light in de winder, an’ dere sot Marse
Billy. I cross up right clost to de
giass an’ looked in, an’ I see dat he
looked kinder ole an’ wore an” mighty
broke, an’ I 'membered dat I ain’t

wuz
said
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neffer seen de light in his ey2s nor de |

smile on his face since Miss Di marry

Mr. Appleby—not once; an’ I knowed |
‘enuse she done dat no woman would |

ever rest histired head on her breast,

an’ no littie children ever play about |
his feet—an’ then I thought "bout|
{ burros that are driven by thirst to |

what 1 come for, an’ [ 'clar to God,

Marse Dick, I wuz skeer'd to go in. |
| By an’ by a clock somewhere struck, |
{an’ I "membered dere wa'r’t no time
his unequal fight against fute, except |

to waste, an’ I pushed open de do’
and went in.

“e“Dat you, Ike?’ asked Marse
Billy, when he sse me; an’ I say,
* Yessir.”” An'den he ax me what |
want, an’ I tell him an’ I say,

** Marse Billy, I come for Mr. Apple- |
His face~hit looked

by's pardon.”’
like death, hit was so white an'
drawed, an’ then he says ‘' Who's to
prove the truth of what you say?

an’ I answered, ‘‘Degrave.” An’ then
I hear him say, right easy to hisself,
“My revenge is in my own hands—a
lite fora life—an’ they murderod
me.”” Then he say out loud, “'Ina
tew more hours your message would
be too late~the scaffold is already

STRAY BURROS

They Furnish a Desert Indian With

a Livelihood,
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find a mountain gold. The
visions in the packs John has always
appropriated after a certain time
and the burros he has sold to people
in the foothills to whom he makes
periodieal trips. On one occasion a
whole train burros came to his

owners were

place, and the
found, so that John cleared several
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dollars just by waiting under his fig

tree.

0Old John is perfectly happy in his
desert home, and is well pleased to
have prospectors die in the desert, so
long as their burros come to his
spring. He takes good care of the

animals and becomes very friendly |
He never sells any of |
them or the contents of their packs |
| for at least a yoar, but keeps them

with them.

in case any one calls to claim them.
But nobody ever calls to claim atray

Figtree John’s place.
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Babies AreCheaper Now.

There is asign in a photographer’s
window in the city whose wording
might horrify those who are not in.
itiated and do not know that the way
of the advertiser is hard and his
methods to attract attention devious,

‘* Babes reduced to %2 a dozen,”
does not mean that such cammodity
has literally been put at this low fig-
ure, but that likenesses of that num-
ber can be had at that price,

This word of explanation may be
timoly and avoid disappointment on
the part of those who may be in-
clined to take advantage of 8o genore
ous a sounding offer.
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THE SAME TO HIM,

““I saw that Spiffins was going to
ask me to lend him some money, so |
remarked Snaggs
replied
as lief

““Well, that was all right,”
Bellefield, '"Spifins would
have a check as the cash.”’

COMPLIMENTARY.,

Gent—Mademoiselle looks
beautiful every day

Lady-=You have been telling me so
What a hor-
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THE GOLDEN MEAN.

|  ““What is the golden mean we hear |
{ about?"”’

asked one small student of
another.
““It must be a miser,”’

Iatter

replied the

THE WAY IT HAPPENED,

She-—So you wouldn't take me to
be 20. What would you take me for?
He-=For better or worse.

-

Big Chance for American Sculptors.

There is the opportunity of a life-
time for that American sculptor who
can secure the order to model the
gtatue of Washington which the
women of America propose to give to
the French government as soon as
funds for the purpose can be raised.
The Monument Association, of which
Mrs. Stephen J, Field is president,
has just issued a fresh appeal for
subscriptions,

Charlie Ross was stolen on July 1,
iS4

AN EMORMOUZ SNAKE.
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Vrofessor Wang asks himsell what
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ing season is over
ern climate. He does not think
is fear of cold—for many species
jnite as delicate as those which mi-
grate southward easily withstand the
| rigors of the winter, but that they
have an irresistible humor for travel-
ing. Thisis his idea of the fact, but
he can give no explanation.
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One of Fashion's Tyrannies.

One of the tyrannies of fashion,
| from which there is a prospect of
speedy relief, is the heavy interlined
| widely distended skirt. The weight
| of this abomination varies according
| to the quality and quantity of hair.
| cloth necessary to line it; but four
| hands are hardly enough to manipu-
late the folds in such a way as to
keep the skirt out of the dust, and
when a woman tries to accomplish
the task with two her gown is soon
forgotten in her cramped fingers and
she gives it up in dgspair. How any-
thing so totally unfit to be worn in
the street ever became a fashion isa
mystery to everyone except those
who manufacture the haircloth, and
they must have reaped a harvest of
riches. But physicians have de-
nounced the heavy linings as injuri-
ous to health, and this, with the
good sense of long suffering and he-
roic women who have patiently tried
to endure the burden for fashion’s
sake, has brought about a decided
resction against them, and the heavy
skirt must go.




