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A WAIF OF
THE PLAINS.
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You can’t changs the nature of a human
being any more than the leopard can
change its spots. Take a savage and make
acivilized creature ot him; he will pro
bably behave well while amongst civilized
people, but should he come 1ntd contact
with savages again, the old man will show
itself ; and the reverse holds good. ‘Take
a Christian boy (or girl) and bring him up
with savages, but, so soon as the strange
influence is removed, you will see the old
nature asserting itselt.

I've seen instances of botb. I've knock-
ed about a good deal, and [ know it's a
fact. Why, I met with an instance of the
latter kind whilst I was serving in the
United States army. Ah, yes, I ought to
have remembered before I began talking
that I should let myselt in for an hour’s
yarn spinning and a dry phrout. Well,' I'll
do you the jastice of saying that [ believe
you when you affirm that my throat shall
not be allowed to become parch:d. %

It was the case of a child ot Scandinavian
descent who had fallen into the bauds of
the Apaches—goodness knows how—and
had been ‘brought up’ oy them. Yet she
quickly developed as gool a specimen of
the modern American girl as——. Bat
there, it's a poor way to tell a story by
commencing in the middle ! So here goes to
tell it in proper form.

For days and weeks those of us who had
not flown to the satety of the town and the
larger camps bal watched for the coming
of the Apaches, who had been riiding the
outlying ranches and tbe smaller mining
camps ; and at last they cime.

It teemed as thouzh millions of howling,
sharpshooting demons had surrounded the
camp, and every maa who could handle a
rifle was needed. .

Driven back from the surrounding hills to
the confines of the camp proper into ouc
very cabins. where the women and children
were—bullet after bullet was s:ut after aa
unseen enemy who lay behind the rocks.
Then—

Toere came a bugle call ot which we
knew not the techanical meaning, but we
did know that troops from Fort Bayard
had come to our rescue, aad that we and
ours were saved.

Lieutenant Hortoa was in the thick of
the fight, and so busy choppiog at the
Indians that be never knaw what aid hap-
pen that night, not exactly. He remem-
bered only that whan the trou.le was all
over in this (his first) engagement, he was
the possessor ot a shattered arm, a broken
rib or two, a cut head, and a small, blonde
prisoner, whom he had captured at the
poiat of the sword when the troopers found
the obscure canyon in which tte Indians
had concesled their tamilics. :

Horton’s prisoner csme along with sur-
prising willingness. Her complexion was
tasned by the sun and winds almost as
oark as that of any Apache, but the same
influences had served only to bleach her
naturally light hair to an unmistakably tow
and molasses color. She must have retaln-
ed some recollection ot her Scandinavian

rents, else she had not come along with

. Horton s> willingly, tor she had a
temper, as was presently discovered
by several persons. Yct she could not,
or would not, speaka word aside from
the Apache dialect, and we could leara
nothing through tne interpreters of her
origin or as to the time she bad lived
among the Indians.

It was embarrassing to all of us to know
what we should do with this wait. Those
of Apachs parentoge w3 could, and would
return to this reservation. Buat tuls one.
%y The women had talked it over with
doubtful shakes of the' head, when John
Marcus Horton strode modestly into the
breach, and offered to send ber to his
mother in Obio—an offer gladly accepted.

And as it was arranged, O'g as she was
called was sent to his mother 10 O io. A
couple ot months atterwards he obtained
a leave ot absence, and was away for three
weeks. Daring tbat time be had been to
visit his people, to return with glowing
accounts ot the mnner in which Oiga was
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getting on with her studies and the ways
of polite society.

&e mansged to get away for a day or
go at fairly frequent int:rvals, and after
each ot thiase trips it was ‘Oiga this aad
‘Olga that,’ until we were tired of hearing
of his little ‘Norwegian Apache,’ as one of
the bove uogillantly dubbed her one time
when Horton was not present. In fact we
grew quite tired of it.

Bat when, atter his third visit east,
Horton returned to Silver City, bringiog
with him his moth'r and the httle ‘Nor-
wegian Apache, what a change of ideas
and a surrender ot hearts ! [nstead of an
angular, awkward young persoa, possessed
with points that migat make her, when de-
veloped, a beauty of the ‘iily’ type, behold
a petite young woman, with a wealth ot
pile golden hair, beautiful teeth, complex-
10n ot roses and cream, and a decidedly
vigorous constitu‘ion waich called for lots
ot horseback riding and other cutdoor
exercises. All of us, even the ladies, were
charmed with her.

Ther thay began to think that it would
be well it Olga captivated one ot the young
men an | left the wealthy Horton for one
of the girls, and upon this basis ,campaizn
went on, much to the evident amusement
of Olga, who, with womanly intuition and
a knowledge ot the ways ot women far be-
yond her years, put two and two together
aud told Horton it was all very funny.
‘Fancy those army frumps, Jack, being
jealous ot me—poor me ! Jack’ (this with
mock solemnity), ‘are you in love with
me P’

*Olga, I wish you would not talk in that
frivolous maoner. It isn't like you, and
you should have enough consideration for
me to believe those people sincere in their
attentions.’

And Horton turned away with a pained
look ; but Olga's arms were round bis neck
and her tace was close to his. With wet
eyes she whispered :

*Jack, dear, have I hurt you?’

Never before bad John Horton been so
tempted. Should he now tell her what for
two years had been in his heart of hearts,
uaknown to anyone ?

It was a momentary struggle, then Hor-
ton was himselt again.

‘Yes, you have, dear. Please don't
speak ot my triends again in that way,’ he
said, disengaging her arms.

O:ga’s mouth drooped. and there was a
piteous look in her eyes as she replied :

‘I won’t, Jobn.’

Then, with a sudden kiss she walked
away as though sbe iotended to go to her
room for a big, feminine cry.

Horton stood for some seconds, her
parting kies burning upon his chsek, her
path tic tace, as he hai seen it when she
lett him still betore his mind’s eye.

‘I'm an old brute !" be told himself. ‘A
man of my age, (he was twenty-eight)
‘talking to a buoyant, irrepressibl: child
in that manner merely because I am sup
posed to be her guardian ! Jack, you old
scoundrel, you ought to be ashamed of
yourselt !’

It there was a male person in south-
western New Mcxico whd did not fall down
and worship that Jittle ‘Norwegian Apiche’
ne tailed, probab'y through tear, to disclose
himselt, b.t, the case of Danoy ot the
Ninth was the most serious.

He ali but neglected his duties to be at
ber side when she and Mrs. Horton were
stopping at the post, and, even in his in-
fatuation, almost compromised her by fill-
ing in love with one of ber mad fancies
oue day when he had obtained leave ot
absence, and riding with her unchaperoned
to Lordsbury ard back, returning at dead
ot night.

For tbis, Horton took both of them ser-
iously to task ¢s soon as he learned of the
¢ fair, as ne did the evening following
torough his shocked and distressed mother,
who rode into town in an army ambulance
io order to tell him.

But a week or two later he proposed to
her at a picnic given by the ladies of the
garrison in honor of Olga’s depar ure from
toe fort She refused him, she was kind
¢nough to him, and all that, but Danby
took it rather bard and swore he’d resign
his commission, retire to the mountains,
and adopt hermitage as a profession. In-
stead, however, he exchanged to a northern
post, fell in love again and married his
colonel's wite's sister, who was plain, but
who had money ecough to disguise the fact
somewhat. :

Fielding comes next. He was a leading
light ot the local bar at one ot the larger
Arzua towns, and attended to a good
deal ot business tor Horton, who was iater-
e ted in copper over there. He came to
Silver City to contult with his client, met
the ‘papoose,’ and a heart theretotore con
sidered impregnable capitulated at first
glance, and Fielding was lost. He neglect-
ed his other suits to atten! to this one to
such a degree that it hurt bis practice, and
in th: end Le met the same tate at the
charmer's hands as had poor Danby—with
a differenc:. Miss Olga told him that if
he remained of the same mind until the fol
lowing year he might propose again, and
she ‘might’ then censider the matter.

Meéanwhile it Mrs. Horton did not object
he migbt write to her at school, but she
would not answer bis letters.

Poor Fielding was utterly cast down,
not even t.e permission to write sffording
bim any hope. and all that kept him from
suicide was an earnest request from Horion
neither to make an ass ot himselt ‘mor to
die on the premises, after which that severe
guardian lectured his ward quite harshy
for her flighty ways, especially when her
arts were practiced upon his own personal
fricnds.

‘But I don't mean to, Jack, really I
don’s What makes them act so P I can’t
help it P’ soobed the culprit.

‘Yes, you can,’ said her mentor scverely,
adding mentally, ‘out they can’t !’

He looked out ot the window a moment,
then turned to ber.

+Papoose,’ he said in a strained voice.
‘I think 1t best you and mother should cur-
tail your visit and go back to Ohio as 8002
as you can pack up. I'll speak to mother
anout it tonight, and, well, I'll see you at
Christmas, any way ”

R -

There was a quiet sob rom the sofa,
which gave Horton suicidal teelings. and
in another moment he would have gone to
comtort the weeper, but just then he heird
his mother’s step on the walk, and when
she entered Olga had fled to the privacy of
her room.

It was rather more thao a yair later that
Horton wrote his wara a lcttsr somewhat
to the tollowing eff-ct:

‘There has b:en enough ot this sort of
thing. I suppose you do your flirting now
with the hith-rto sedate and dignifi:d pro-
fessors for waat ot bett-r ma'erial. Now,
Olga, this must stop. Here is Jim Field-
ing, one ot the best, brightest, m-st iotel-
ligent tellows in the world, going to the
dogs on your account. I want you to be
serious and think t.iags over, and when
you come do #n here tbis time do give Jim
a chance.’

Olga cams at the regulation time, with
Mrs Horton and it wis very shortly atter
her arrivil—not mo-e than two days—
that Fielding again declared himself.

Bat it was a different Olga to whom he
spoke this time. It was a girl with the
same old way-, the same odd fancies, but
yet a girl who could understand and ap-
preciate h's f eliogs and pity him with her
whole heart, without making her pity on-
noxious. She had koown, she eaid, that
this was coming, and bad dreaded, y«t
hoped for this talk, but she did not tell
him of her stormy inierview with John Hor-
ton that afternoon when that orge had
told her that she must a:cord Fielding a
hearing, or—or—there wouald be infinite
trouble.

‘Will you shake hinds with me, Mr.
Fielding?’ the girl asked tremulously,
when she had finished telling him how she
bad long thouzht it over, and found she
could not love him. ‘I suppose it’s us-less
to say ['m sorry, although I bope you
know [ amn. S)——’

‘I know you are, Miss Horton. I believe
in your sympathy and yeur kindness of
heart as thoroughly as I believe in human
existence. And I believe in mys:lf enough,’
he went on more firmly, ‘to thiok that I
might be the successtul one, were it not
for ano'her—some one. Good night. God
bless you both!

They shook hands as two ordinary ac-
quaintances might hive done, and Olga
disappeared through the hall, and up the
stairs.

That very day, Horton had made him-
selt practecally certain that th: future of
bis giddy ward was assured ; that, true to
his behests and the promptings of a con-
science, he had dooe everything to make
worldly Olga engage herselt to Jim Field-
ing. Then, atter all his guests had gone to
bed and h: was left alone in his i1brary,
this great, big ex-soldier, thinking it was
all over, leant bis head on the table and
cried like a baby.

He was a baby, too, for presently soms-
one entered the room quietly, and, knvel-
ing beside him said .

*Tell me, Jacky—tell your mother.’

Soms women are jealous of their son’s
loves. Jack’s mother was not one of these,
no matter what her other faults might
be.

*You can’t direct « woman's affections,
darling, any mors thau you can direct the
tides or the wiade. Apnd—it seems to
me—you hive done a good deal for Mr.
Fielding in this case.’

There must have been at least twenty
guests at Horton’s house to celebrate the
home-coming. and thise had progressed
through nearly every cou'se, when one ot
the girls who sat opposite Olga, remarked
suddenly :

‘Whby, Olga Horton, where's your
pretty solitaire ? The last time I saw
1—'

Olga flushed, then paled, as she arose.
trem»ling, and showea the solitaire (+ gitt
from Mrs. Hortoa from among th3 ramily
heirlooms) on the third fizger of her lett
haund.

It's just changed hands, that's all,’ she
said, trying to speak brightly, because Jack
and I are to be marriel pext summer.
Then she smiled on them all and was gon2,
and preesent'y Jack, uiterly bewildered,
but entirely hippy, tound her in the garden
crying.

‘Sweetheart !

‘(30 away ! I hate you! I

‘Another li: ' commented Jack judicially
but exltantly. ‘How :ver, you're torgiven
tor the sake of the cause in whizh it was
told. But pere, Sapphira, bow are we to
explain things ?’

‘Why, just go and tell them tba* you're
an old slow-p ke, and a duffer, and tbat
I'm a silly scbool girl, but that what [ say
‘goes’—and Jack, 1t's just seven yesrs ago
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year. too, and, Jack, you're not cross, are
you

‘Of course I am,’ he replied between
kisses. But be did not say it with any
measure of so'emnity. And that proved
what I said at the beginning.
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A young girl was crossing the Public
Garden the other morning says a writer in

the Boston R corl, upon the main path
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this time that you founi ms, anl it’s leap

which crossed the bridge. She was ac-
companied by a maguificent mastiff, who
strode along beside ber in the most com-
panionable sort ot way, looking up 1nto
her face occasionally as if to remark casu-
ally that it was & very fine morning, or to
ask if 'here was anything he could do for
her. The two crossed the bridge together
and finally came to the Charles street gate.
Here the young girl, evidently not wishing
to have the care of the dogin tte busy
streets, turned to bim ¢nd said:

‘There, that is far enough now, Mar:o.
You need not go with me any farther, but
turn about and go back home.’

She did not take her hatds out ot her
muff to point the way, and she spoke ss
she wou'd t> a small brother, ina pleasant
conversational voica Marco looked at
her with his large eves, then looked a‘ross
the Common, wagging bis tail slowly as
though he was thinking how very pleasant
it would be to go tbe rest of the way.

Finally he turned back to her again and
with a mov ment of his h al and eyes ask-
ed as plainly as though the words had come
from bis mouth: ‘Please let me go a little
farther, it is such a fine moroing.’

‘No, dear; I'm going shopping, you
know,’ answered the girl, explaining the
diffi ‘ulty as if Marco were human, ‘there’ll
be crowds of people, and I shall not know
what to do with you. Bat go along, now,
there's a good fellow, and I'll be back soon.

Witbout another word Marco turned and
walked back across the gardens. He did’

not slink away, as some dogs do whea sent
back, but marched leisu-ely along with bis
head in the air. stopped a moment on the
bridge to watch the children skatiog below
then trotted on toward Commonwealth
Avenue. Tha writer watched bim until bhe
had disappeared beyond the gates, then
resum>d bis own way, wondering whether
Darwin loved dogs or not.
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