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How Warren Saved the Baby.
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For an hour Warren had lain under
water. bis toes buried in the muddy bot
tom and his hesd beneath the long prairie
grass which drooped over the edge of the
lake like a fringe. The water was not cold,
for it was August, enl the sun shone down
waraly enough.

No, it was not the temperature of the
water which bad chilled the boy through
and through and left bim there at the lake
edge, balf piralyzed. It bad been a slow.y
ascending column of esmoke, spreading
1 ke a cloud at the top, a cloud wh'ch seem-
ed to shut out light and warmth—acd
bope. For the smoke came from the burc-
ing of his home, a quarter of 4 mile awsy
across the prairie; and be had lelt his
mother and his baby sister there but a
short time before. He had dsred venture
no closer, and had thrown himself into the
lake, because a dozen middened Siouvx
Indians were circling about the building as
it burned.

The scene was in Minnesota, far out in
B'ue Earth County, on the prairie beyond
the bead of Butterout Valley,—the Coulee
des Noyer Bl:nc of the restless old Sieur
Le Sueur, who bad come upon it with his
little company of voyageurs in his felacca
and birch cances back some time in the
eighteenth century.

It was now the year 18¢2; snd on this
August afternoon, his father being away
at the viliege ot New U'm, Warren Heath
bad chanced to go tothe house of their
nearest neighbor, a mile sway, on an er
rand, leaviog his mother and the baby at
home. He could not foresee, any mcre
than could the thousand eettlers so soon to
be maesacred, that it was to be the day of
the bloody uprising of Little Crow and his
band.

It was while the boy wes returning that
he saw the flimes ard the Indians on their
ponies, and threw himself ivto the lake,
to escape what he felt must already have
been the fate of the two defenceless beings
in the house.

He bad been in the water an hour, never
once tsking his eyes from the column of
smoke. Now 1t was beginning to grow
less, and he realiz:d thst he no looger
heard the s range cries of the Indians. He
drew himselt up so that he could sce the
beap of tmoldering ruins, but the savages
were gone. From a little rise of ground
a few steps away he could see them riding
rapidly oft, driving the cattle before them.
There was not & movemant around the
house.

Warren clutched st the trunk ot a little
cotton-wood for support, and turned bis
eyes away, and for the first time looked in
other directions. There was a column of
smoke coming up from the neighbors house
he bad just left; and in other directions
were other rmoke columns. The savages
had come in separa’e bands, and had wiped
out the litt!e settlement in an hour. Per-
baps he was the only living pereon leit.
He felt he must do some hing or he should
faint ; suddenly he started, and ran blindly
toward what had been home.

He stopped in the gerden, gasping for
breath, his heart thumping wildly. Ilouse
and bern were but two blackened, smolder-
ing moulds. But be thought alterwards
that it was the most joyful moment of his
lite because, as he cast his eyes down,
there, almost at bis leet urder some breac-
spreading rbubarb leaves, were his mother
ad the baby—alive.

The woman started up as he sank be-
side her on his knees. ‘Go back, go back,
Warren !' she said in a strange whisper;
dou’t come here—they will see you! She
took ber hand from where she had it clasp-
ed tightly over the baby’s moutb, but clap-
ped it back sgain as the little one uttered
8 cry.

‘No, they've gove.’ whispered the boy.

. “*Don’c smother Milly.’

She sat on the ground looking at him in
& drzed way, the baby in ber lap, her hand

still stifling its cries.
‘They've gone,’ he went on; ‘I saw them.

I was in the lake. We can go somewhere

and be safe.

She was still looking at him. Then suc-
den y she said, stiil whispering : *‘Come, we
must get to the cornfield. We can hide
there. They'll ccme back. Help me a
littie—I think I hurt my ankle«I fell go-
ing /down the cellar stairs. What—what’s
th- matter with my arm ?'

H r leit arm was hanging helpless by her

side. Warren feit of it. ‘It's broken,
isn'c it P’ he eaid, simply.

‘No matter—we must get to the corrn-
field. I saw them corming and ran dywn
cellar with Mi'ly. I fell on the stairs. Then
I beard tlem breaking ooen the cellar door
and I came up the outside stairs and got
here. Tbey were all inside and didn't ree
me. I must have burt my arm. too, when
[fell. I can’sc wsalk,” tha added, sinkig
back on the ground, ‘but [ can crawl as far
as the corn. Hurry, Warren—tl e, il surc’y
coms again !’

He took the baby, and, half snpportirg
bis mother, they made their way slowlyany
paintully to the sheltering corn. The littls
one though balf-"exd with the way its
mother hid held it to still i's cries, k-pt up
8 vigcrous protest. -

Warren and bis mother t:lked it over
and decided that Mr Heath was proba’ly
safe at New Ulm, as he had not deriled to
stirt for home tiil late in the altenoon. He
wouid eurely come with help. Even if he
did not come till morning, they would be
pretty safe there in the corn. The great-
est problum seemed to be food for the baby
which had been weaned, yet could not be
kept alive on the solid food that the boy
and his mother might subsist on.

Just as it was growing dark Warren
crept ou* to the house and sncceeded in
fishing up from the ce!lar srme sal pork,
halt cooked by the fire ; be also threw some
ears ot corn into the hot asnes ot the straw-
stable, and allowed th¢m to roast. These
woulu sustain bhimselt and bhis mother, but
they would not do for little Milly..

‘3urely they’il come in the mornirg, it
they don’t get here to night,” said Mrs.
Heath; ‘ttey or the soldiers from Fort
R dely

Even the baby slept pretty wel’, though
plammly in want ot 100od. But morning
brought no foo ' for her. Sue rij cted the
scorched corn and the halt-burned meat,
though the other two foundit accep'able.
The sleep had helped the woman’s spirits,
and she was even more bopetul than on the
mgbt before. And she needed all her hope -
fulness, for the day passed withcut sight
ot human beirg except for a band of
Isdians galloping by a balf mils to the
north. But the baby was in a sad way.
She had at last sucked eagerly at the
strips of 1at pork, but it bad disagreed
with her, end as nieht approached she
grew hot and feverith. When the sun,
big and red, went cown uprn thim for
the second time there among the corn, the
woman said :

‘Warren, there is no help coming to-
pight. Perhaps everybody is killed, and
there is no one to come. Perhaps your
father is  killed,” and she choked back a
sob. ‘You and I, Warren, couild live
bere for a Jong while, maybe, tut Milly is
sick and stsrving. I want you to take her
in your arms like the big, strong boy you
are, end carry her to New Ulm. Never
mind sbout me. I will stay here until
they come, or— You must go now, to-
night, while it is dark, and you w 1l be less
apt to be seen by the Indiavs. Don’c
think about me—save yourse/f and Milly.
God, I am sure, will take care of you—and
perhaps of me.’

The boy set on the ground silentiy
lnokirg at her for & long tjme; then he
rore, and without a word began to pre-
pera for tha journey.

The stars were shining brightly, and
there was a faint glow in the eas*, as ot
moonrise, when Warren, the baby in his
arme, crept down the rough road to the
Minn: sota river. He was already three
miles on his way, having come down Butter-
rut Valley to reach the main travelled
road which ran along by the river to New
Ulm. The bouses on the way he bad found
to be blackened heaps, and he had seen no
sign of life.

The baby at first bad cried and moavned,

but had now sunk into a nervous sleep,
from which she started every few moments
with a little plaintive cry. As he came
Jdown to the main road, which bhe'e ran
close to the river, he caught tbe fi st
elimpse ot the moon over the bluffs. It
was a welcome sight to Warren, siace to
carry the haby gently over the rough
rords he need. d all the light possiole.

He had gone a little way up the miin
road whep, coming round a turn, he heard
a splash in the niver to the right. He
crept b-hind some rumacs and koelt down.
Trees sbut off most ot his view of the river,
but he could see the nesrer shore. The
splasbing in the water continued, and he
was soon ceriain that some one was ford-
irg the shellow stream. His first thought
was of soldiers from Fort Riigley. He
strained eyes and ears, but bis hopes fled
as a dozem horsemen scrambled up the
bark to the road ahead of him, and he
made out by their blanket and head dress
that they were Indians. They paused ia
the road. At that instant the biby again
nastled about and cri.d out plaintively.

‘Hush, Milly, hbush!" he whispered,
rocking her in .bis arms softly. She
struggled and cried louder. He cast a
glsnce abesd and saw thit the Indiavs
were 1n & listening atti'ude. The baby
started to cry ag io, when, in a sudden
impulse of terror, he turned and ran back
along the road as fast as he could, past
where he had joined it and on down the
river till he sank in the shadow of some
bushes, exbausted.

Medical Boards and Councils

in America Approve of

Paies Celery CGompound.

Devised by an Eminent Physician, the Ablest and Most
Noted Practitioners Recommend It.
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Frcm the Atlantic to the Pacific coart
tbe most renmowned and distirguished
Medical Boards and Councils bave heartily
approved of Pain.’s Uelery Compeund.

The indor:a ion of Paine's Celery Com-
pound by men bhigh ia the medical protes-
sion was vot & hasty conculiion. Their
verdict in its 1avor wai pronounced only
after severe tests and pro.is of cures.
Paine’s Celery Compound tucceeded n its
wcrk ot life-saving a t+r otoer medicines
and prescriptiors had tailed; it cured dis-
eases snd troubles ot lorg standirg. and
t.ithfuliy carried out all that it claimed to
do.

Medical evidence freely g ven by unbiased
aod bonest physicians is suffi-nt to place
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Paive’s Celery Compound far ahead cf all
prescrip ions and medicine as an infallible
cure for neivousnees, prosiration mental
exhaustion  sleeplessness, rheumatism,
neuralgia, hesdache. dyspepeia and all
troub'es arising trom a sluggish and impure
condition of the bleod.

As a spring medicine, Painc’s Celery
Compound is so far abead ot all other
remedies in its streogthenirg , nerve-re-
storer, blood-making and health-giving el-
fects. that it has no worthy competitor.
I'be old ‘Cures,’ one by one, in the last
few years bave dropp d bv the way, until
to-day the sisles of Paine’'s Celery Com-
pound in every civilized land are larger
than those ot all other medicines com-
bined.
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Whetter your burden of dicease be of a
simple or serious nature, we urge a trial ot
Paine’s Celery Compound ; you bave the
guarantee and r¢ commendations of thous-
ands of cuted men and wcmen that the
great medicine w.ll overcome and banisk
your distresses.

It ycu are despondent, fretful, unable to
sleep. without appetite, bothered with
headache, sideache, backache, or have sny
symptom of kidney trouble, we honestly,
urge the use ot Paine’s Celery Compound,
the approved medicine of America’s best
pbysicians.

A trial of one bottle will surely add
your name to the tens of tbousands who
now sing the praises of eartL’s best medi-
cine.
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Th= flight seemed to have qute tired
out the baby, also, and she ouly moved
her arms weakly and drew her breath in
quick gasps. Warren listened, but he
had no pursuers, so ke concluded that the
Indians had not made out what the nois:
was ; but he instantly decided that the idea
of kus going to New Ulm must be absndon-
ed. In the other direction lay Mankato,
a dozen m:les or a little more away.

His father was at New Ulm, bat after
all, the important thing was to reach
people who bsd tood for the baby.
Indians might be lurking betweer him and
Minkato, but he knew positively th.t they
were in the other direction. It could not
be much, it any, past eleven o’clock, and
he wouli hurry to Mankato.

Two hours later Warren was still tramp-
ing on. The moon was now high, and there
was no d fliculty in tcllowing the road,
wbich was fairly good. He had seen or
heard nothing ot Indians. He had passed
two or three blsck ned piles were houtes
had evidently stcod, but mostly the road
lay close to the river, where the lani had
not invited settlement.

The baby seemed to be growing weaker

and her cries fectl.r and more pla ntive ]

Much ot the time she lay in a sort of
stupor. Little as she had always secmed
to him—and she was small tor ber age,—
she was proving a heavy burden fer so
long a walk, and hi¢ arms ached. DBut he
torgot it all when she opened her eyes,
clutched wildly at the vacant air, and be
gan to cry with ber old strength.

He spoke to h r soohingly, and
changed her position. She cnly screamed
the louder; then she stopped, her whole
frame relaxed aid her breath came in
choking little sobs. Warren stopped
and lovked at her; then suddenly he was
struck with a greater terror than when he
bad seen the Indians.

‘She’sdving ! She's dying " he cried.
‘Milly, Milly! Ob, I must get some-
where, and find somebody!” and he
started on a run down the road.

The next moment he stumbled and feil
headlong. Instinctively he hsld the baby
from bim and saved her from barm, al-
though he was bruised on the stones nim-
selt. As he jamped up end gathered her
agsin in his arms, he saw a building at
some little distance across a field. It
took but a minute or two for him to reach
it. It proved to be a small barn which
bad in some way escaped; the house near

by was in ruins. He pushed open the door

and entered. There siemed to be no life
within.

He laid the baby on a pile ot bay ia the
corner. She was drawing her breath in
short, quick little gasps  He explored the
building for anything in the shape ot food.
There were hLarness:s anl tools scattered
about, showing that the owner had been
driven away or killed by ths Indians.

Warren was turning back to where the
baby lay, disappointed, but again ready to
take up his borden and press on, when ar-
other idea struck him. He ran out and
around the barn. He could see a fence
fartber up the hillside, and started for it.
His heart leaped when he looked over it
and saw cattle lying in & large yard. The
gate stood open—they had eviuently been
browsing about the bluffs when the ladians
came, and so escaped, returning home ac-
cording to custom later.

Warren closed the gite and approached
them. They sprang up, four or five cows
and some calves, and retreated. Kor ten
minutes he tried to get up to the cows,
but all to no purpose. Then he ran oack
to the barn. Tue baby was as he left her.

He began rummaging abou® feverishly,
and soon came upon a long picket rope.
Back up the hill be went, making a slip
noose as heran. He knew the hopelessncss
of trying to throw it over the head ot any
ot the creatures, now thoroughly alarmed
at the appearance of a stranger. so ha
spread the large loop on the ground near
the fence, and stood off at the other end
of the rope, at the same tim3 starting the
cattle along the fence.

The first time he failed, but on the sec-
ond trial be pulled up the rope sharply, and
one of the cows was struggling at the other
end with a torward foot caught in the noose.
She backed into the fence corner, and he
approach:d cautiously and slipped a noose
made in the other end of the rops over her
horvs. Then he tied this to a post and ran
back to the barn, too excited almost to know
where he was.

Yes, the baby was still breathing with the
same little gasps. Could he find nothing in
which to bring the milk ? There must be
something waich would answer ; but search
as he might, he could not lay his bands on
it.

Seconds seemed to him precious. He
seized the baby and ran with her, back up
tbe hill. The next moment he was koeel-

ing at the cow’s side. He propped the baby
up on his knee with one arm, and directed

a warm, white stream of the milk toward
her face.

His aim was poor enough. It went into
her eyes, her nase, and anywhere except
into ber tiny mouth. But at last it did hit
the mark. At first she sputtered and tried
to turn her head; then she caugbt the
taste, and began to swallow the welcome
fluid eagerly. She drank all she needed
for an excellent meal. Fitteen minutes
later he was trudging down the road, the
baby sleeping peacetully in bis arms.

[t was broad daylight, though not yet
sanrise, when Warren came up to a dozen
white men, mouoted and armed, serving as
a guard outside ot Mankato, and told bis
story to them. Oae ot them dismounted
and helped him up, ths baby still in his
arms, and still sleeping peacectully, as she
bad done every moment since thy stop at
the barn. Then with another guard they
galloped away to the village. Here, des-
pite the terror whith the dreadtul mas-
sacre had wrouzht, there was no lack of
kind hands to carz for the biby.

With the little on2 sate Warren had
only one idea—to return and rescue his
mother. The situation of th3 town, how-
ever, was 80 desperate that it was late
aiternoon before those in authority would
detail men to masks the attempt. Then a
band of twenty, we'l mounted, started,
with Warren as guide.

The sur, again big and red, was almost
setting when they sighted the place. Aun-
other little group ol horsemen were turniog
away from the ruins of the bous'. As
Warren came nearer he recogmz d one of
them as his father. The next momect the
man started to grasp the boy ia his arm-,
but Warren drew back and pointed to the
core-field, saying, 'Over there—ske's there
—come ov!' and ne led the way.

And there on the ground they found the
mother, still alive, although too weak to
speak above a whisper. But the tood
which they had brought revived her, al-
though perhaps no more than the signt ot
her Lusband and son and the news that her
baby was sate, so she swood tbe paintul
journey to Mankate, with strength enough
leit to press Mlily to her bosom with her
one sound arm when she came ; although
the next moment the arm was about the neck
ot the boy who bad so nobly carried the
paby through such darg rs.

—HaypeN CARrRUTH.

The man who bhesitat:s is lost, but the
woman who hesitates is won.
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