
¢ 
: 

10 PROGRESS, SATURDAY, JUNE 27, 1896. 
m— 

THE RANSOM. 

PART I. 

Methuen wriggled himself into a corner 
,of the hut, rested bis shoulder against the 
adote wall and made himself as comfort- 
able as the rawti’e thorgs with which be 
was tied up would permat  *Well,” Cal- 
ver', said, ‘1 hope you quite realize what 
an extremely ugly hole we're in 

‘Garcia will bang the pair of us before 
sunset,’ I replied, ‘and that's a certzinity. 
My only wonder is we hiven't been strung 
up before this.’ 

‘You thick a rope and a tree's a cer- 
tainty, do you? 1 wish I could comfort 
myie f with that idea. I wouldn't mind a 
simp’e gentlemanly dose of hanging. But 
there are mora things in heaven and earth, 
Calvert—' He broke off and whistled 
droarily. 

I moistened my dry, ciacked lips, and 
asked him huekily what he meant. 

‘Torture, old men. That's what we're 
being saved for I'm very much afraid. A 
Peruvian guerilla is never a gentle-minded 
animal at the best of times, and Garcia is 
noted as teing a myst vindictive f:llow to 
be found between the Andes and the Pacific. 
Then, if you'll kindly remember how you 
and I tave barricd bim, and shot his men 
and cut off his supplies, and made his lile 
at rment énd a thing of fremors ‘or the 
past four weeks, you'll cea he bad gota 
big bill agairstus. If he'd hated us less, 
he'd have bad us shot oa sight when wa 
wera caught ; as itis, I'm afraid he felt that 
a couple of bullets in hot blood wouldn't 
pay off the score.’ 

“If he thinks the matter over calmly, he'll 
not very well avoid seeing ttat it h2 wipes 
us ont there'll be reprisals to te looked tor.’ 

‘And a great lot,’ replied Matbuen, 
grimly ; ‘he'll care for the chance of those. 

It we are put out of the way be knows 

quite well that there a:e no two other men 

in the Chilean service who can keep him on 

the trot as we have done. No, sir. W © 

can't scare Garcia with thet yarn. You 

think that because we're still slve there's 

hope. We'll, I've sufficient faith in my 

own theory for this; it anyone offered me 

a shot through the head now 1'd accept it 

and rick the chance.’ : 4 
‘You teke the groomy view. Now the 

man’s face 1s not altogether cruel. There's 

humor in it.’ i 
‘Then probably he'll show bis funniness 

when Le takes it out of us,” Methuen ie- 
torted. ‘Remember that punishment in 
tha Mikado? That bad ‘something 
humorous’ in i*. Boiling oil, if I don't 
forget.’ 

Involuntarily I shuddered, and the raw- 
hide ropes cut dezper into my wrists and 
limbs. I had no great dread of being 
killed in the ordinary way, or I should not 
hive entered the Chilean army in the m'd- 
dle ot a hot wer, and I was prepared to 
risk the crdinary woundings of action in 
return for the excitement of the fight. 
But to be caught and h:ld a prisoner and 
te deliterately tortured to de:th by every 
cruelty this malignant devil Garcia could 
devise, was a possibility I bad nct courtad 
on tefore. In fact as the eruvians had 
repeatedly given out that they wou'd offer 
no quarter to us English in the Chilean 
tervice, we had all of us naturally resolved 
to die fighting rather than be t ken. And, 
indced, this despercts feeling paid very 
well, tince on two separate cccasions when 
Methuen and myselt hid been cornerad 
with small bodies of men and would have 
surrecde:el it we could have been guaran- 
tced our lives, as it was we weot at them 
each time so furiously that on cah oceca- 
sion we broke through and escaped. But 
one thinks nothing of the chances of death 
sud maiming in those times. There isa 
glow within one’s ribs which scares away 
all {race of fear. 

‘I suppose there's no chance of rescue?’ 
I said. 

‘Nene wratever,’ said Methuen, with a 
little sigh. *Th nk it over, Calvert. We 
sta't out from the lacienda with an escort 
of five men, sing out eur adios, ard ride 
away fo «njoy a ten days’ leave in the 
mountains. The troops are leit to re ruit ; 
for ten days they can drop us out of mind. 
Witbin twelve hours of our | aving them, 
(Garcia cleverly ambushes us in a canycn 
v here nct three p-ople pres in a year. The 
pocr beggars who form cur escort are all 
gastados.’ 

‘Yes, but are you sure of that?’ 1 in- 
terrupted. ‘I raw them all drop off their 
Lorses when we were fired upon, but that 
doesn’t prove they were dead. Some might 
tave been merelv wounded, &nd when 
the coast cleared, it is just possible they 
crawled back to cur post with the news. 
Still I own it’s a small chance.’ 

‘And you way divest yourself ¢f even 
that thin rag ot hope. While you were be- ! 
ing slung senseless across a borse. I saw 
that m:n without the ears go round with a 
machete and—well, when the brute had 
done, there was no doubt about the poor 
fellows being as dead as lumps of mud. Ah, 
and talk of the cevil. 
The earless man swung into tke hut. 
‘Buenos, senores,” sa d he mockingly. 

“You will bave the Lonor now being tried, 
and I'm sure I hope you will be pleased 
with the result.” 
“I suppote we shall ficd that out later,” 

said Methuea with a yawn, ‘‘but anyway 
1 don’t think much of your hospitality. A 
cup of wine now after that ugly ride we've 
had to-day would comein vcry handy, or 
even a n'p of aguardiente would be better 
than nothing.” % 

“I fancy 1t would be a waste of good 
liquor,” was the answer, ‘but you must 
ask Garcia. He will see to your needs.” 

A guerd of twelve ragged fellows armed 
with carbine and machete hid followed the 
earless men into the but and two of them, 
w hilet he talked, had removed the szizings, 
from our krees and ankles. They helped 
ui to our feet, and we walked with them 

in the dazzling surshine outside. 
“I'll trouble some of you for my hat,” 

said Mathuen, whenfthe first glare blezed 

down on him ; and then as uo one tock any 

ro‘ice of the request ke lurched against the 

earless man with a sudden swerve and 
knocked bis sombrero on to the brown 

baked turt. “Well, I'll have yours,” said 

he ; “‘its better than nothing at all. Pick 

up the thing and put it on my head.” 

The guerilla bared his teeth like an 

arimal and drew a pistol. 1 thought he 

would stoot my comrade out of hind, ard 

by his look I could see that Methuen ex- 
ected it. Indeed, he had deliberately 

irritated the man to that end. But cither 

because the nearness of Garcia and fear of 

his discipline stayed bim, or through 
thought of a finer vengeance which was to 

( 

| 

come, the earless man contented himself 
by dealing a battery of kicks, and bidding 
our guards to ward us more carefully. 

In this way we walked along a path 
between two fields of vine, seni passed 
c¢own the s'raggling street of tle villiage, 
which the guerillas had occupied, and 
brougkt up in a little pi zx wh ch faced the 
white-walled chapel. In the iturret a bell 
was tolling doletully in slow #trok's, and 
as the sound came to me through the 
heated air, it did not require much imeg- 
ination to freme it into an cmen. In the 
center of the pieza was a vast magnolia 
tree, filled with scented wax-like flowers, 
and splashed with cones of coral pink. 
We drew up before the pieza of the 

principal house. Seated under its shade 
in a split-cane rocker Garcia awaited us, 
a small meager dark man, with glittering 
teeth, and fingers lemon-colored from 
cigarette juice. 
He stared at us and spat, and the trial 

such as it was began. 
I must confess that the proceedings as- 

ton:shed me. Animus there certainly was; 
ths guer.llas as a whole were disposed to 
give us short shift, but their chiet insisted 
on at least some parade of justice. The 
indictment wss set forward against us. 
We bad shct, bargid ard barried, and in 
fact used all the harcshress ot war. Had 
we been Chilears in the Chilesn service 
this migkt have been pardonable. But we 
were a'ien; from across the sea: were 
freebooters, fighting not tor country, but 
each fir bis own hand; and &s such we 
were teyond th? pale of mili'ary courtesy. 

We had earned a puniskment. Had we 
any word to speak why th's should not be 
given? 

(Garcia looked toward us expectantly 
and then se® himself to roll a fresh cigar- 
ette. 

PART II. 

I sbrugged my shoulders. It scemed use- 
less to say anything. Metheun said: 
“Look here, sir; you,ve got us; there's no 
mistake about that. It seems tome you've 
two courses te‘ore you, ard they are these : 
Either you czn kill us, more or less bar- 
barously, in which case you will rise a 
most pestilential hunt at your heels, or 
you can put us up to ranson. Now, neither 
Calvert here nor myse!f are rich men; but 
it you chocse to let us go with sound ekins 
we are prepared to pay 10,000 Chilean 
dollars apiece for our passports. Now how 
does that strike you ?’ 

Garcia finished rolling bis cigaratte and 
lit it with care. He inhaled a deep breath 
of smoke. “‘Serior,” he said (‘h2 words 
coming out from between his wkite teeth 
with little puffs of vapor). ‘‘you do not 
appear to under:tind. You fight as a 
soldier of fortune and I am merely in arms 
as a patriot. I am no huckster to treflic 
men’s lives fer money, nor am I a timorcus 
fool to be ecered into rcbbing a culprit of 
his just dues. 

**Very well, then,” said Me'huen, *‘mur- 
der the pair of us.” 

Garcia smi'e unpleesantly. * You may 
be a very brave mar,’ siid he. ‘‘but you 
are rot a julici.us one. Toa judg: less 
just than myself this insolence might: bave 
added something to your pun’shment; but 
as it is I shall oveilock what you have seid 
and only impose th? penalty I had deter- 
mined upon before you spoke.” 
He hitted his t'in yellow fingers and diew 

a fresh breath of smoke Then ke waved 
the cigarette towards the ms gnolia tree in 
the center of the pliza. ‘Ycu ree that 
bow which juts toward the chapel ?° 

‘It’s made for a gallows,’ saxd Methuen. 
‘Precisely,’ raid the guerill2, ‘.nd it will 

be usea £s cn: inside of t n minutes. I 
shall ¢tring one of you up there by the 
neck to dargle there between heavin aud 
earth. The other man shall have a rifle 
and c:r'ridger, and i', standing where he 
does now, he cut with a bullet the rope 
with which his friend is hinged, then you 
ehall both go free.’ 

‘I be: r you say ic,’ said Methuen.” ‘In 
other wor’s you cordemn onz of us to be 
strang'ed slowly without chance of re prieve. 
But what guarantee have we that you will 
not slit the second man’s throat atter you 
tave bad your sport out of him 

Garcia sprang to hs fect with a stamp 
of passion, and the chair rolled over back- 
ward. ‘You foul adventurer! he cried, 
‘you piid mankiller!” ard then he breke 
off with a bitter ‘Pah !" and folded his arms 
and for a mirute held silence till he got his 
tongue in hand again. ‘Senior,” he said, 
coldly, ‘my country’s wrongs may break 
my heart, but they can never make me 
break my word. I may be a hunted guer- 
illa, but I still remain a gentleman.’ 

‘I beg your pardon,’ said Methuen. 
‘We will now,” continued Garcia icily, 

“ficd cu® which of you two will play which 
part. Afterward I will add another con- 
dition which way lend more skill to what 
ol'ows. 1 will not coerce you. Kindly 
fchocse between yourselves which of you 
will hang, and which shoot.’ 
My comrade sbiugged his shoulders, 

‘I like you, Calvert, old men,” said Le, 
‘but I'm not prepared to dance on nothing 
for you.’ 

‘It weuld be simplest to toss for exit,’ 
I said. 

‘Precisely. But, my dear fellow, [ have 
both hands trusted vp. and no com.’ 

‘Pray let me assist you,” said Garcia. 
‘Cenor Calvert, may I trouble you fer an 
expression of opinion ?’ 

Ie leaned over the edge of the piszza 
and spun a dollar into the aw, I watched it 
with a thumping heart, and when for en in- 
stant it paused, a dazzling splash of bright- 
ness against the red-tiled roof, I cried: 
‘Heads! 
Tte coin fell with a fa'mt¢ tkud in the 

dust a yard from my feet. 
‘Well?’ said Methuen. 
‘I congratulate you, eld fellow. I 

swing.’ 
He frowned and made wo rep'y. Gar- 

cia's voice broke the silence. ‘Bueno, 
Senor Methuen,’ he said, ‘I advise you to 
shoot straight or you will not get home 
even now. You remember I said there 
was still enotker ecndition, Well, here 
you are. You mast cut your friend down 
with a bullet Etefore he is quite dead, or 
I'll string you vp beside him.’ 
Methuen gave a short lau2h. ‘Remem- 

ber whit I s:1d about that fellow in *The 
Mikado,” Culvert? You see where the 
bumor comes in? We've had that coin 
spun for nothing. You and I must change 
positions.’ 
“Not at all. I take what I've earned.” 
“But I say yes. It works this way; I 

took it that the man who was hangip 
stood a delicatz chance anyway, and 
didn’t feel generous enough to risk it. But 
now that the senor here has put it in the 
extra clause the situation is changed alto- 

ore You aren't brilliant shot, old man, 
ut you may not be able to cut m3 down 

with a bullet, it you remember wtat you're 
firing for, and shoot extra straight. But 
it's a certain thing that I couldn't do it if 
I blez d away till doomsday. The utmcst 
I could manage would be to fluke a pellet 
into your worthy self. So you see I must 
wear the hemp, and you must apply your 
thoulder to the rifle butt—laugh,” ke add- 
ed, in English. “Grin and say something 
funny or tiese brutes will think we cared 
for them 
But [ was capable of further speech. I 

could have-jibed at the prospect ot being 
hanged mys:If, but the horror ot this other 
ordeal turned me sick and dumb. And at 
what followed I looked on mutely. 

There wis a well on one side of the 
plaza and tle earless man went and rob- 
bed the windlass of its rope. With clumsy 
landsman’s fingers he formed a noose, took 
itto the great magnolia trce and threw 
the noose over the proj:cting branch. The 
bell of the ltide white chapel opposite 
went on tolling gravely, and they march- 
ed my friend vp to his fa'e over the sun- 
baked Cust. ‘Lhey pested a tkorg around 
his snkles ; the earless man lifted the noose 
to Lis throat; a dozen of the guerillas, 
with shcu's of l:ughter, laid ho!d of the 
bauling part of tke lice, and then 
a voice from behind fell apon my ear 
(rarcia was spesking to me. With a strain 
I dragged my eyes away trom the glare of 
the pleza and listened. He was smi'ing 
wicked'y. 

‘So your pluck bas coz:d sway ?' he was 
saying, as the cigarette smoke welled up 
from between the white walls of bis teeth. 
‘Well, of course, it you do not care for the 
geme, you can throw up your Frand at 
once. You've only to say the word, and 
you can be danglirg on that bough inside 
of a couple of minutes. It's quite strong 
enough to ca'ry more fruit than it bears al- 
ready. But it’s rather bard cn your friend 
not to try 

My wits came to me again. ‘You fool,’ 
I cried ; ‘how cin I shoot with my arms 
trussed up like this ? It the whole th'ng is 
not a mock, cut me adrift, and give me a 
rifle.’ 
He b :ckcnzd to one of his men, and tke 

fell>w came up and cut off the lastings 
: from my wrists and elt ows; and then, with 
a sour smile, he moticned some of the 
others, who drew near and held their wea- 
pons at the ready. ‘I dare wager, Senor 
Calvert,’ Le raid, ‘that it yon'd use me for 
a mark you would not score a miss. So 1 
wish to insure tha you do not shoot in this 
direction—' He raised his voice and 
shou’ed across the baking sunlight : ‘Quite 
ready bere, amigos. So up with the 
target.’ 

PART III. 

Now up to this point [ am free to own 
that since our capture I bad cut a pretfy 
poor figure. 1 had not whined, but at the 
same time I had rot seen my way to put 
on Meithuen’s outward show of carlese, 
brézen courage. But when I watched the 
guerillas tighten on tle 10pe and sway him 
up till his stretched cut feet swung a 
couple of hand-tpars above th: ground, 
then my coclcess returned to me, and my 
nerves szt like icicles in their sockets. He 
ws sixty yards away, and at that dis‘arce 
the well rope dwindied to tle bigness of a 
shoemaker’s th:cid. Moreover, the upper 
two-thirds of it was invisible because 
it bung before a backgronud of s'adows. 
Bat tbe eighteen inches stove my poor 
friecd’'s head ttood out clear and distinct 
agairs’ the white walls of the chapel be- 
vond, and as it swayed to the pulting of 
the body benea‘h, it burned itself upon my 
eyesight till et all the rest of the world was 
tlotted cut in a red haze. I never knew 
befcre how thorovgtly a man could con- 
centra‘e limself. 
They barded me the rifle, loaded and 

cocked. It was a single shot Winches'er, 
and I found out afterwards, though I did 
not know it then, that either through fien- 
dish wish to further hamper my aim, or 
through pure forgetfulness, they bad leit 
the sights cocked up at 300 yards. But 
that d d not matter; the elevation was a 
detail of minor import ; end, besides, I was 
h:ndling the weapon as a game stot fires, 
with head up, and eyes glued on the mark, 
and rifle barrel {o'lowiag 1 he eyes by instinct 
alone. You remember that I hed no 
stationary target to aim at. My poor com- 
rade was writhing a= d swaying at the end 
of his tether, and the well rope swang 
hi‘ber and thither like some contorted pen- 
dulum. 
Once I fired, twice I fired, six tix es, ten 

times, and still tte rope remained uneut, 
and the bullets rattled harmlessly against 
the white walls of the chapel beyond. With 
the eleventh shot came a tink'e of broken 
glass, and the bell, after a couple ot hur- 
ried nervous clangs, ceased toiling together. 
With the thirteenth shot a shout went up 
from the watcting crowd, I lad stranded 
the rope, and the body which dangled be- 
neath the magnolia tree began slowly to 
gyrate. 

Then came a halt in the fing. I bad 
handed the Winchester back to the fel- 
low wko was reloading, but somehow or 
other the exploded cartridge had jammed 
in the breech. I danced and ragea before 
bim in my passion of hurry, and the cruel 
brutes yelled in ecstasies of merriment. 
pow, Garcia did not laugh. He rolled a 
fresh cigarette with his thin yellow fingers 
and leisurely rocked hims:!t in the split- 
cane chair. The man could not have been 
more unmoved if he had been overlooking 
a performance of Shakespeare. 

it and clawed at the jammed cartridge my- 
self, breaking my nails and smearing the 
breechblock with bloed. If it bad been 
welded into one solid piece it could searce- 
ly have been firmer. But the thrill ot the 
moment gave my hands the strength of 
pincers. The brass cuse moved from side 
to. side ; it began to crumble, and I drew 
it forth, and hurlcd from me a mere ball of 
shapeless twisted metal. Then one of the 
laughing brutes gave me another cartridge, 
‘and once more I shouldered the loaded 
weap: n. 
The mark was easier now. The strug- 

gles of my poor friend had almost ceased, 
and though the well rope still swayed, its 
movements wera comparatively rhythmical 
and to be ccunted upon. I snapped dowa 
thz rights, pat the butt plate to my shoul- 
der and cuddled the stock with my cheek. 
Here for the first time was a chance for 
something steadier than a snap shot. 

I pressed home the trigger as the well 
rope reached one extremity of its swing. 
Again afew loose ends sprang from the 

At last I tore the Winchester from the | 
bands of the fellow who was fumbling with | 

rope and again the body began slowly to 
gy:ate. But was it Methuen I wis firing 
to save or was I merely wasting shot to 
cut down a mass of cold dead clay? 

I think that more agony was compressed 
for me into a few mioutes then than most 
men meet with in a lifetime. Even the 
overlooking guerrillas were so stirred that 
for the first time their gibing ceased, and 
two of them of their own accord handed 
me cartridges. I slipped one home and 
closcd the breechlock. The perspiration 
was running in a stream from my chin. 
Again I fired. Again the well rope was 
snipped. 
oe more shot. God in heaven? I 

missed ! why was I made to be a murderer 
like this ? Garcia's voice came to me cold- 
ly ‘Your Jast chance, senor. I can be 
kept waiting kere no lorger. And I think 
you are wasting time. Your friend seems 
to have quitted us already.’ 

Another catridge. Isank to one knee 
and res‘ed my right elbow on the other. 
The pliza was hung in breathless silence 
Every eye was trained to see the ou'come 
of tke shot. 
The body span to one end of its swing: 

I held my fire. It swung back, ard the 
rifla muzzle followed. IL.ke some mourn- 
ful pendulum it passed through the air, 
and then a glow of certainty filied me like 
a crink. 1 knew I could not miss that 
time; and I fired ; and the body in a limp 
and shapeless heap fell to the ground. 

With a cry 1 threw the nfle from me, 
and raced across the sunlit dust. Not an 
arm was stretched out to stop we. Only 
when I bad reached my friena and loosen- 
ed my {rend and loosenel that horrible 
ligature trom his neck did I hear voices 
clamoring over my fate. 
*And now this o her Inglese, vour ex- 

cellency,’ the earless man said, ‘shall we 
shoot him from here, cr shall we string him 
up in the other's place ?’ 

But the answer was not what the fel'ow 
expected Garcia replied to him on a 
shrek «f passion. ‘You sleughtering 
brute,” he c1i:d, ‘another cfler like that 
and I'll pistol you where you stand! Ycu 
heard me pass my word; do you dream 
tbat I could break it? They have 
bad their punishment, acd it we see 
one anoth r again, the mee'iag will be 
nore of my looking tor. We leave this 
puebia in five minutes. See to your 
duties. Go. 
The words c:me to me dully through 

the heated air. I was almost m.d with 
the thought that my friend was dead, and 
that the 1au't was mine. mine, mine alone! 

I listened tcr his kreaths; they did not 
come. [felt for a heart-tbrob; there was 
not so much as a flatter. His neck was 
seared by a ghastly ring. llis face was 
livid. And yet I would not admit even 
then that be was dead. With a cry I 
geized his arms and moved them fi: st above 
his bead till he looked like a man about fo 
dive, and then clapped ttem against his 
sides ; repea’ing this an iofinite number of 
times ; prayirg that the air I drew through 
his Jungs might tlow 7g inst some smould- 
ering spark of humanity and kindle it ence 
more into life 
The perspiraticn rolled from we: my 

mouth was as a sandpit; the Leavy scent 
of the magrolia tlcssoms atove sickened 
me with its strength; the sight departed 
frcm my eyes. I could see notling beyond 
a small circle of the Lot dust round, wkich 
waved and danced in the tunl'ght and the 
little green lizards which came and looked 
at me curiously and forgot that I was bu- 
man. 

And then of a sudden my comrade gave 
a sob, and Lis chest began to heave of it- 
self without my laboricus aid. And after 
that for awhile I knew very little more. 
The sun-baked dust danced more wildly 1n 
the sunshine ; the lizards charged to darker 
colors; the light went out; and when I 
came next to my senses Methuen was sit- 
tirg up with one bard clutching at lis 
throat looking at me wildly. 
‘What bas happened?’ be gasped. ‘I 

thought I was dead, and Garcia bad henged 
me— Garcia. No oneishere. The puebla 
szems dererted. Calvert, tell me.’ 

*I'hey have gone,’ I said. ‘Weare alive. 
We will get away trom here as soon as you 
can walk.’ 
He rose to his feet, swaying. ‘I can walk 

now. But what about you?’ 
‘I am an old man,” I said, wearily old. 

In the last two hours I have grown a hun- 
Cred years. But I think I can walk also. 
Yes, lock, I am strong. Lean on my arm. 
Do you sce that broken window in the 
chapel ? When | fired through that tke bell 
stopped tolling.’ 

‘Let ts go inside the clapel for a few 
minutes before we leave the village, said 
Methuen. ‘We had a very narrow escape, 
old man. I—I—feel thankful.’ 
There was a faint smell of incense inside 

he chapel. The odor of it lingers by me 
still. 

A YEAR'S SUNSHINE 

‘Will Not Fade Garments Dyed 
With Diamond Dyes, 

No other method of home dyeing gives 
colors one-half so fest and beautiful as 
Diamond Dyes. The colors are full, rich, 
bright and handsome, and so fast and firm 
that a year’s sunshine will not cause them 
to fade. 

It :s not so when garments and goods 
are dyed with tke poor imitation dyes that 
manv dealers cell for the sake of large 
profits. 
Goods colored with the ciude dyes soon 

fade, and become dingy and ugly. It should 
be borne in mind, that the ccmmon dyes 
cost the same price as the tested and pop- 
ular D'amond Dyes, but cannot for a 
moment te compared with them. 

If you would save money and time, put 
your trust at all times in the never-failing 
Diamond Dyes ; the user is never dis- 
appointed. Refuse inferior dyes offered by 
dealers, and insist upon having the 
“Diamond.” 

Tommy—Pop, what is the difference be 
tween a political editorial and & screed ? 
Tommy’s pop—Well, if it favors your 
political party it's an editorial, and if it 
favors the otker side it's a screed.— Phila- 
delphia Record. 

Rheumatism cured in a Day.—South Amer 
ican Rheumatic Cure, for Rhemmatism and Neu. 
arlgia radically cures in 1to 2 days. Its action up- 
ou the system is remarkable and mysterious. It 
removes at once the cause and the disease immed 
ately disappears. The first dose greatly benefits, 
75 cents, 

THE COUSINS. 
‘But, dear, I can’t ¢flord it.’ 
‘What nonsen:e, Kate. Youare actually 

getting stingy.’ 
A flush came into Kate's pure pale face. 
‘I am sorry you should think so, she 

said. ‘But saving is a ma ter of duty with 
me. 
Arme Devereaux was impolite enough to 

say ‘Fudge! But as the two were cousins, 
the freedom ot speech was over'ooked, 
and Annie went op, determined to carry 
her point : 

‘Just think, Kate Carter, what a chance 
this is! You may never bave another. It 
isn’t often that tuch singers come so near 
us. And we should have such a charming 
drive. Ttat part of the treat shan’t cost 
you 2 cent. And for us who bave never 
been out of our own neighborhood, fo to 
speak, tow delightiul it will te to have 
cous'n Jobn meet us, as he has promised, 
and t.ke us to thy Warren House after 
the concert. Why, Kate, I never in my 
whole life ‘put up’, as they say, at a botel.’ 

‘Annie, { esugot go, ani that is tte end 
of it,” said Kare. ‘I'ake Ella Brown with 
you.’ 

‘Mother's ultimatum was that if you 
wouldn't go, I must stay at home. 1 think 
you are as mein as you can be. You 
haven't the least disposition to oblige.’ 
So saying, Miss Anrie rushed out of the 

room, slamming the door after lerin a 
vixenish fashion, quite unlike her usual 
amiabulity. 

Kate, left «lone, could not restrain a 
*‘good cry.” The concert was es oreat an 
attraction to her as to Annie. The drive 
end the supper appealed to ber girlish 
tastes. But she had male a promiss. 
The promise was to herself, and Annie 
would have considered that she might 
rightluliy break it; Kate considered it 
sacred. Bcth Kate Carter and Annie 
Deveresux were working girls. Each 
lived with a widowed mother, and they 
filled positions not over lucrative in the 
two most important dry goods stores cf 
their bustling manufacturing village. 
They were bright and attractive, and 
customers, found it pleasart to be served 
by ttem, so ladylike were their manners 
and their attire, so pleasant the expression 
of th ir clear eyes, so deft ths flishieg 
movements of their nicely-kept hands. 
To an ordinary observer, the cousins 
seemed to possess grest me ii. But in 
Kate there was a strength of pvrpo.e and 
will, drawn from underlying principle, 
that Annie largely lacked. 
About a month affer the ccncert and 

Angie's disappcintment, it was announced 
among the young people of Baawick that a 
sleighing party was on foot. This tims, 
Ka'e Carter did not refuse the invitation 
that came from Mr. Alec Forrest. Truth to 
tell, she anticipated keenly the ride, and all 
tke more that snow was a rarity so near 
the sea-coast, tke village ¢f Banwick skirt- 
ing a broad bay into which the tide brcught 
daily breaths from the gre:t ocean-world 
outside. 
The morning ol the ride wes the brightest 

and rosicst ot the winter, so fair. As Kate 
lifted her head from the pillow, she uttered 
a little cry of joy at the marvellous beauty 
that met her eyes. Fresh snow bad fallen 
during the night, and now lay as a feathery 
coating of dazzling white on every branch 
end twig of the great horte-chestnut by 
ber wirdow. Itmade the apple tree in the 
vesr-by garden look as if they hid sudden- 
ly burst into a pa'e imitation of their May- 
time blooms. A short dis‘ance away, the 
bay, full to the brim with the moraing’s 
tide, glistened in the beauteous hight, while 
tie seil of of a vessel, like a great wlite 
wing, was perfectly refl:cted in the clear 
depths. On the opposite shores, pzls blue 
wreaths of smoke were curling from the 
chimneys, and masses of evergr: ens, pow- 
dered with silver, caught the pink flush of 
tke coming sun. 

**Oh, wbat a day for our ride!’ exclaim- 
ed the happy girl, 8s the sprang up end 
began the morning toilet. And as she 
brusted the soit waves of her Lair, she 
could but see that the face in the mirror 
was as fair as tte morning ; that the blue 
of the waters was in her eyes, and the flush 
of the skies in her sott oval cheeks. This 
set her thinking of one who was never far 
trom her thoughts Ste should see him 
two hours later; and all day his voice 
would be in her ears, his Jooks in her 
heart. Otter maidens, no doubt were 
looking in the glass and indulging in simi- 
lar reveries apropos of the same outing to 
deligkttully ¢nticspated. 

In due time the gay periy was on the 
road, their nerves keved to the utmost ex- 
hilaration by the delicious atmosphere. the 
presence of congenial friends, and the rap- 
id motion of the spirited horses. 
Kate Carter felt that she had never been 

so bappy in her life. Alec Forrest had 
paid her many little attentions in the past, 
but never betore had he shown his choice 
ot her society in so marked a way. Besides, 
there was a softness in h's glance, an ac- 
cent to his words that, spite ot herself, set 
her heart thrilling. 
They were well on toward the end of 

their sleighing, when Alec began telling 
the story of his li'e, not doubting that the 
sweet girl at bis side would be a sympath- 
etic listener. It was a story of struggle, 
of work of stlf-denial for the sake of a 
widowed mother and yourg brothers and 
sisters. 

‘Ard,’ raid the young man in serious 
tones, ‘I ¢m still prevented from making a 
home for myself. My brother Fred must 
go through college before I can think ot 
that. My mother bas always taught us 
that doing our duty is better than pleasing 
ourselves. Bat, Kate, I thould like you to 
know bow glad I should be to pl:ase my- 
selt in one thing.’ 

Kate's blush was an encouraging as well 
as charming reply. But as the lover wait- 
ed for some word of sympsthy, there broke 
into their mood a sharp cry—‘Caretul! 
Careful ! and then the lcudly spoken words : 

‘I wish Tom wou'da't drive that hall- 
tamed beast when he has Annie alorg. 
I've told him so many a time.’ 

it was the driver in the nearest sleigh, 
who spoke, impressed by the frisky doings 
of the horse driven by Annie's escort, Mr. 
Tom Col'ins Grey. As the last words lef; 
bis lips, the great spirited creature, alarm- 
ed at a tall ghost of a weed by the way- 
side, sprang out of the road, early over- 
setting the sleigh. But the skilful driver 
brought him to the track, and Annie's 
silvery laugh pealed out in answer to the 
little frightened shrieks of the other ladies. 
The destination was sa‘ely reached, the 
dinner was eaten, and a walk undertaken 
to see a frezen waterfall, and the mysteries 

cf the winter forests. The latter pleasure 
lasted so lorg that the party were bungry 
once more. Supper was partaken of, and 
all in a glorious moonlight the young 
ar started on their t omeward ride. 

‘Clear the track, boys!" shouted yourg 
Grey, who was the last of the party at the 
start. ‘My flyer won't te held back.’ 

‘Good-bye,’ called out Annie, as her 
sleigh fairly flaw by the others, and was 
teen for a momert flasking over the long 
white track, tben disappearing in the 
stadows of a bit of woodland. 

‘I'm glad I'm not in ker place,” thought 
Kate, anxious for the daring driver and 
his charge. Five mivutes liter there (ame 
a long, shrill sbriek. 
‘Annie ! Ttat dreadful horse! Oh, hurry, 

Alec ~Mr. Forrist I" exclaimed Kate. 
Some of the taste: horses came up acd 

passed, every driver Coing his utmost to 
reach ths spot of the supposed accident. 
Supposition soon became knowledge. in 
a few moment's all the sleighs had reached 
the place of the disaster. At one side ot 
the road lay Annie on a heap of furs, her 
face as white as the mocn ight. It was 
soon discovered that the poor girl hid a 
broken arm, a compound fracture at that. 
She was taken hom with as little suffering 
as possible to herself, Ka'e Cait. r going 
first to prepere Mrs. Devereaux to see her 
daughter return in such sad plight. When 
the invalid ariived, Kate drew Annie's 
mother info a corner: 
“Old Nichols isn’t fit for a job Like that,’ 

she said. ‘He wculd do his beet, but g 
‘What shall we do?" interrupted Mrs. 

Devercanx. 
‘Telegraph for Dr. Ar:ler st once.’ 
‘But 
‘Leave it all to me, auntie. I will ask 

Mr. Grey to telegraph as soon as possible. 
Poor dear! how she suff:rs! Oh, suatie, 
you can never kncw what a relief it was to 
me when she opened her ¢yes.’ 

It was some time before Annie came to 
the realization of the face that her cousin 
Kate bad taken upon herself the responsi- 
bility of s2nding for the widely-known and 
trusted surgeon, acd of paying his large 
fees. But one day when her cousin was 
sitting by her bed:ide, she suddenly burst 
out: 

‘Oh, Kate, if it hadn't been for you 1 
might have lost the use of my arm. What 
with her overdue rent, and her grocer's 
bill, and those dreadful nervous a tacke, 
poor mamma would never Lave dared fo 
send for that great flashing ¢tar of adcctor. 
But this will be a lesson tom>. My salary 
has been just as large as yours, but I have 
spent it all; half of it fcr useless things.’ 
‘Now you are exaggerating,’ said Kate, 

patting her cousin’s pale cheek. ‘1 will 
admit that a part of your salary hes been 
frittered away. ‘You have never appreci- 
ated, de:r, what can be done with many 
littles. I made up my mind when I first 
tegan to earn money for myse'f that I 
would save fifty cen's a week at least.’ 

‘You bave a mind that is capable of Le- 
ing mede up,’ interrupted Annie. 

‘I felt that this was a debt that I owed 
to myself,’ coatinued Kate, ‘and I was sur- 
rised to 1-arn bow easy I cou'd pay it. 
Fhe new gloves were carefully watched for 
the first rip ; the new boots changed for 
old ones on all possible occasions; tte old 
gown wes mace over; the uacerwear re- 
newed, leaving the old garments in a fit 
state for unusual necessities, the s‘ockings 
were darn:d in time; the little excursion 
that I felt I did not need was given up ; and 
so—’ 

*And so you have kept your resolution 
these five years ard have saved three hun- 
dred dollars, and it has all gone for—~’ 

Here the eager, interrupting voice wes 
stiflzd ty sobs that took all Kate's sweet 
encouragement to soctte. 

Alec Fcrrest's brother developed an un- 
expected independence, as well as an apti- 
tude for business, on leaving the prepara- 
tory school. As to college, he atsolutely 
refused to be ‘‘put througn.’ Alec, scarce- 
ly daring to rejoice in his freedom from re- 
sponsibility lest tome new sacrifice should 
present itself, went to Kate Carter with an 
offer of his heart and hand. The answer 
was favorable as the reader will guess. 
But no persuasion could induce tte young 
lady, to promise to become a wife till two 
years had passed. That pericd being the 
time given, in Kate's mind, to saving 
money for h r trousseau and outfit for 
housekeeping. 
‘Why is your cousin Kate so obstinate ?’ 

esked tte young lover one day wh:n Le 
tound himselt eélone with Annie Devereaux. 

‘Obstinate! She is the sweetest, desr- 
est girl in the world. The man who finds 
foult wath her is ro Iriend of mine.’ 
Alec soon convinced Annie that his love 

for Kate exceeded even her own, and beg- 
ged tor her coutinly influence in shorten- 
ing his long probation. When the casz 
was made plain to Ann'e, she blushed 
violently. 
‘My punishment is bard to bear,’ was 

her inward comment. 
Nevertheless, she could help Kate cnly 

by the slow process of raving. And never 
was there a moie penurious ttle miser than 
Annie for the next year. But when near 
the end of that period a tiny legacy came 
to her, and she wes shle to take Kate a 
check for the whole amount ot her indebt- 
edness, she was happier, as she herself said, 
thar she deserved to be. At the wedding 
that toon followed, Annie was a radiant 
bridesmaid. So beautiful, indeed, was she 
in her unselfish joy, and in the well-201sed 
womanhood lately developed, tha. the 
stranger groomsman fell in love with her. 
Wten, later, Annie became a wife, her 

well-ordered home owed much of its suc- 
cess to her improved ideas conc:rning the 
use of money. —Mary F. Butts 

How to Wake a Nurse. 

Don't sleep in the sick rcom if you can 
avoid it. It, however, you have to do so 
and you naturally wish to know it the 
patient reeds you, tie a piece of tape to 
one wrist, and pin the oth rto the patient's 
bed, rear his band, where be can reach it 
essily. A slight pull will then awaken you. 
This plan is excellent, as in illness the 
voice 1s often weakened, and if the patient 
spoke or called you might not hear. 

Relief in 8ix Hours,—Distressing Kidney and 
Bladder Diseases relived in six hours by the *** ours 
AMBRICAN KIDNEY CUE.” Tais new remedy is a 
great surprise and delight on account ot its exceed- 
ing prémpingts in relieving pain in tae bladder, 
kidneys, back and every part ef the urinary pas- 
sages in male or female. It relieves retention of 
water and pain in passing it almost immediately. 
1 yon want quick relief and cure this is your 
remedy. 

“I'm atraid, Mr. Hallroom, that you 
find the beefsteak tough this morning,” 
“Tough!” A boodle alderman would blush 
in its society "—Minneapolis T'mes. 
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