TheGirl With |
the Flag

By MRS. GEN, GEORGE E. PICKETT

(Oopyright, 1983, by Dally Story Pub. Co)

'HE long lines of infantry had

swept up through the green val-
leys of southern Pennsyl.ania and
were weariedly marchirg northward
to a battlefield somewhere, no man of
them could have told where. They
only knew that they were tired and
footsore and hungry, and the rich
green fields they had passed had
brought no comfort.

A young soldier took off his ragged
cap, wiped the perspiration from his’
face and looked over at a little cot-
tage with its encircling vines. It
made him think of another little cot-
tage across the lines, where the vines
bad embowered his childhood.

As the head of the column came op-
posite the house a girl ran out from
the open doorway to the front of
the portico. She had.a United States
flag tied around her as an apron and
she stepped upom a chair that the
whole army might see it and waved it
defiantly at the approaching troops.
. The leader looked around appre-
hensively. Some of his men had come
from the most frightfully devastated
part of the south. How would they
1 take the sudden defant presentation
! of the banner under which that ruin

had been wrought? With a swift,

graceful movement he wheeled his
black battle horse out of line, lifted
his cap, bowed to the warlike maid
and saluted the flag she bore. He
turned to the advancing men, waved
his hand, and evety tattered cap was
lifted and each man as he passed
saluted the enemy’s colors. The

Jeader rode forward to his place and

the long lihe moved on.

“She is a little fighter,”” thought
the boy who had waved his cap to
bher. I should like to have her for a

: sgister, Onmly if she were my sikter
she would wave but one flag.”
' He sighed, remembering the lonely
eottage under the magnolias.

“In love again, by Jove,” said the
older, soldier who marched beside
him./ “Hi, boys! What do you think?
Bhivers is in love with the little
Pennsylvania amazon.”

“Shivers is always in love,” said an-
other. ' “He's the victim of chronic
affection. Do you remember how he
fell in love ' with' the @ guerrilla’s

"daughter :and ‘came near bring shot
for ‘a spy? Some day Shivers will
have a fatal attack of loye and Gen.
Lee will quit lying awake nights try-
Adng to keep at the"h(‘l‘d_f_sfﬂ)gima
in‘ the light“ of ' Shiver's imcreasing
military fame.” ;

“Military fame, indeed!” growled
a rugged veteran. “All the fame Jack
Shivers will- éver get will be for
writing verses and singing love songs
with guitar accompaniments.”

All the while they were marching
on—they. who dreamed of heme and
love, they who professed a
&corn for sentincentalit’es, and they
who went silently to the field where-
on a cause was to die. )

On the morning of the third poor
Jack' Shivers was cne of thse who
lay behind the low, long hill and
looked eastward into the space be-
tween two ranges of fira-crowned
peaks. A man was crouched dowm
beside him with his hand resi'ng on
his shoulder. Neither spoke, but
there was a comradeship in the touch
that told of a love greater than men
put into words.

Beyond the crest they waited as
the slow hours went by—waited till
the order came, and they went down
into the valley of death. What they
did on that fatal field of Gettysburg
I8 inscribed on the page of -history.’

In the beginning ‘of the retreat
Jack Shivers was wounded. ‘The over-
whelming force of the enemy were
closing in from every point.

“He is dead,” thought the man. He
scarce noticed the shower of balls
that fell about him nor_ marveled
over the apparent miracle that not
one of them touched him as he bore
the unconscious boy to a spot of
greater security. Under the Yrove of
trees not quite in the line of fire he
laid his friend on the smooth grass
that had been untouched by the
storm of war. With his untutored
skill he dressed the wound and sat
looking at the still face and trying to
tug with the fingers of hope against
the weight of despair that filled his
heart.

The - boy -moved -restlessly and
opened his eyes. e 3

“Are we dead?”

“No; iunfortunately—we are lone-
somely alive. We'd have more com-
pany if we were dead.” :

“Did we win the battle?”

“Did we win? Boy, I am too heart-
weary and dazed to know anything
but pain, unless it be thankfulnes
that you are alive.” 3

“But tell me something — where
are we and where are the others?

O, I see; I am wounded and can’t €0 |

on—but you—you must leave me or
you will be taken prisoner or killed.”
“Not much; : old man; hege, open
yQur mouth and take a swig-of this.”
The sun which had risen so bright-
ly upon our hopes went down sadly
on defeat, . and darkness .closed
around the grove, and still the man
sat there, watching over_the helpless
boy. : “After a long time hé saw the
whiteness of the day stealing gradu-
ally: tlirongh the . leaves, lying in
shafts of light arross’thie green car-
. pet of grass. He remembered dully
ithat it was the Fourth of July, He

- JE 4% it the - world were dead and no

. one_ was left but him to keep the
".‘"\." ) -

lofty |

; r.hq-tly Independence Day that was

climbing over the hills of the east.

Jim went to the edge of the woods
and looked mp and down the white
sand road. He heard the crunch of
wheels and presently a man whis-

The sound seemed to bring

him out of his isolation. He was still
in a world where men could whistle.
He stepped out into the road as the
wagon drew up. The driver stopped
his horses suddenly and said in &
gruff, but not unfriendly, tone:

“*Mornin."

“Good morning.” -

“What do you want, comin’ 'yound
skeerin’ my hosses o early in the
mornin’?” :

thing to eat.”

The man took from under the
wagon seat some pieces of
meat and a bottle of coffee.

entertainment. Breakfus’ fer two ef
you wan’ ter bring a friend, an’
trained waiters. Furrin languages
spoke. Guests rekested not ter, fee
the waiters. All
ter the boss. All you want now is &
fire ter warm it by an’ somebody ter
perside at the bar, which I’'m him.”

rugged face and a frank tone in the

.Jim led the way to where his wound-
ed friend lay.

“Purty as a picter. I'd like ter set
him up on the mantel piece ter:look
at, but in a storm I'd rather tie ter
you.” - 7 N

dominance of the picturesque  as to
kindle the fire and heat the:break-
fast for the wounded boy., &

4] allers goes pervided; ‘mo. tellin®
what might turn up.” : 53

“You had brought it for yoursel,
and now you are giving it away,”
said Jim, who had arrived at a stage
where the claims of his fellowmen
began again to appeal to him. "

“That's nothin’. Anybody: : along
the road’ll give me a lunch. - Most of
'em expect a ride in my wagon some
time. It allers makes folks gen'rous
hearted to you fer you ter have
sump'n they wants.”

“Now, you fellers cain’t stay hyer,”
he said after the breakfast Was fin-
ished. “It’s dangerous. Somebody'll

my hotel is the only trav’lin one in
these parts, an’ when it moves:on you
won't have no feed.” Thar's a place
down hyer on the road whar.you'd
be. safe 'nough. I'll take.you. thar,

but they ain’t people to go back on a
feller what’s, wounded, ner, one at's
takin’ keer. er the unfort’nit.”

“Yes; we're rebs. What are you?”*

“I'm a teamster,” replied their host,
with a fine air of neutrality.

They stopped in front of aicottage
with ‘a rose vine growing over it and
pink roses peeping out brightly. A
great Newfoundland dog sleeping in
the yard arose and came to the gate,
wagging his tail in a friendly way._

“Here we are,” said the teamster,
lifting the boy out. As he carried
him‘up the steps, confident_ of. 'the
welcome he ‘did not stop'to ask, a
girl came out on the portico. N

“How are you, Rosalyn? You see
I've brought you a Johnny reb to
take care of.” - B

The girl frowned darkly.

“How dare you call him¢ names?
Maybe he was that when he fought.
When he is wounded he is a southern
soldier.” _ i &

“She has brown . eyes,” . thought
Shivers, looking at her with a“long,
slow glance through half shut eyes.
She ‘was not defiant nowh but gentle
and sympathetie, and Shivers thought
she had tears ih her eyes when she
Jodked at him. He could  not see
well. He was dazed By fatigue and
the pain of his wound. Even as he
looked at her he drifted off into un-
consclousness, g

When 'he\came back'to the world
the soft eyes still looked compassion-
ately at him. His thought went back,
groping for a memory of her.

*You are the girl who waved the
flag at me.” r

“Oh, but I wouldn’t if I had known
that you would be wounded. I'm so
sorry.” : : :

“Sorry that I am wounded?”

“Yes, and that I waved the flag.”

“I ani not sorry for that; I'rather
liked it. Perhaps 1 am not so sprry
for, being wounded as ‘I ‘was some
hours ago.” i «

His wound had been skillfully
dressed and the pain was lessened.
Through a window opposite his couch
he looked out into a mesh of pink-
blossomed vines above which was a
glint of blue sky, sun-bathed. And
the soft eyes yet looked at him sor-
rowfully. Small wonder that his grief
was assuaged. )

July dreamed into August, August
drowsed into September, September
awakened the world to a new life,
and then Jack Shivers went to his
southern home, leaving a very .sor-
rowful little maiden in the cottage
under the oak trees, but she held a

|sweet hape in her heart as he held

her hand at the parting and said,
“When the war.is. over—"

The daisies have blossomed many
times on the field of Gettysburg and
the snows of time have descended
upon the heads that then were young.
In the little cottage under the mag-
nolias a white-haired man and wom-
an go hand in hand adown, the slope
of life. When the Fourth of July
comes she lifts brown eyes upward
tg him and says: “Let’s hang out the
old flag, Jack.” He assents and she
brings it from its hiding place. The
passerby might say: that®its colors
were faded 'and its! stars hed lost
their sheen, but.Jack Shivers says it
is more beautiful now then when #
waved defiance to him in the long

“A ride in your wagon and some- |
4] keep a perambulatin’ house er |

perkisites b’long

There was a glint of honesty in the

voice that inspired confidence, and |

He go far yielded to the universal’

come along an’ nab you en, leastwise,:

They’s Yanks en you'’s rebs, I take it,

and |
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THE MAN,AND HIS GOOSE.

il .
#
.

: \

Find the Man's Wife.

A certain Man had a Goose that laid him a golden egg’i:vcry day.
1'Being of a covetous turn, he thought, if he killed hijs Goose, he should
come at once at: the source of" his treasure. S(i
her open; and 'great was his dismay to find that her inside was in no
way different to that of any other Goose. , ;

MORAL~ThLose who ave of such craving and impatient tempers, that they can-

not live contented when fortume has blessed them with a constant and continual
sufficiency, deserve even to be deprived of what they have. /

So he killed her, and cut

THE AMERICAN GIRL.

True Type Is One Whe Is Charmiag,
Companionable and Works
for a Living.

__The real typlical American girl is not
a society girl. Portraits typifying her

&8 ‘such are untrue. She has her so-

clal diversions; she had her parties and
picnics and her social merry-go-round
of pleasure, but they are not her life,
they are mere incidents of her 1ifé, for
her life is. work, says William Allen
White, in Woman’s Home Companion.
QOf course, there are:girls who have

_nothing to do but to amuse themselves

‘year in and year out. Pictures ofthese

\girls, with their kind, in festive gear,

in full dress, in golf-clothes and in
yachting rigs, are doubtless typical of
the class. But the entire class does not
number 100,000 among 70,000,000 people,
and members of this leisure class are
merely flies on the wheel. = Typical

ing-clothes if the drawings represent
the type. So the typical American girl
will not be found in her party dress,
though she wears it becomingly and
with real grace when the occasion de-

.| mands, but rather she will be found in

her working clothes. In her working
clothes—be they of the kitchen, the fac-
tory, the shop, the office, the house-
hold or the schoolroom—she is as real

‘a8 ‘God intended her to be. But mark

you, even then the chief point about. her
is that she knows how to wear ‘her
frocks, knows how to .dress tastefully
at a small expenditure, and that what-
gver her work, she is 'at pains and is
ambitious to make herself look well.
And she sicceeds. Whatever her sta-
tion, you will be pretty sure to find a
girl worth looking at. The true type
of the American girl will always show
& pretty, young woman attractively
dressed : : 3 s

" The typical American girl, then, is
one who is charming and good looking,
who lives in the spirit of fraternity and
who works for a living. But in this
connection the word “living” does not
mean “board and keep.” It meansliv-
ing in the broadest sense of the word—
growing, aspiring, becoming. The
American girl who ‘works - with\ her
hands does 80 only that she may rise to
better condition of soul and mind and

-heart. It is not the bread-and-butter

problem that is making a wage-earner
of the American girl. Fathers and
brothers can take
the soul problem w to live; how to
get all the best out of civilization; how:
to grow in grice. Young men are not
the only beings who shall “see visions.”
The American girl also sees visions, and
she is fired with an ambition as resist-
less as her brother's. :

A Bargain, ; :

It was in the fFaspberry season, and a
freckled, barefooted little girl in a torn
blue calico gown came to the door of a
country boarding house to sell some
berries she had gathered. TNAT RS
v *How-much are your berries?” asked
the mistress of the bouse. ke

“They are 15 cents a guart, ma’am.
But,” she added in the ngme breath, “if
you don’t want them, you'can have them
for ten.” “Y§ (e

“I don’t want them; so you may give
me threa quarts,” replied the:lady, meér-
rily.—Woman’s Home Companion. = -

‘ American Grit. 5, 3

“I’'m used to being drowned,” writes
& Kansas City merchant, “but it lis
crowding the imourners’ to have - the
price of beef rjse because the Missouri
river does.” That humorous stream,
whicirmow, takes away your'farm ‘in
the Dgﬁt,,_l{ldé-trmfm it to, your
““ﬂn r,' BOW: annexes his- holdings
ta your own, now overflows you alto-
guther, is a good .symbol of American
fortupe. Bury the \dead, get a ' new
sait of ‘clothes on credit, and W work
again!—Everybody's Magazine,

What Imagination Can De.
w»She had a singing in her ears.
\"‘Someone is thinking of me,” she

murmured. AR
A gentle emile wreathed herruby 1i
and lfngered as:she sank to '.mmb:.f,

' >

ago. Then they both fall 'to*dreats. | mon hes, P JPauitowent to work —New-

ing of the Fourth'of July in '68,

ark Newi.' ! o

Americans must be drawn in their work-

of that. It is

| SEAMLESS BRONZE STATUES.

Newly-Discovered Semt of Greek
Sculptors Now Being Used ia
' Indianapolis.

The lost art of the Greeks, by which
they cast “seamless” bronze statues, is
beingemployed in'Indianapolis, says the
[naianapolis News. It was only a féw
years ago that German sculptors, who
had been knocking at the door of the
secret for many years, found the key to
it ‘and began to turn out ‘‘seamless”
bronzes themselves quite as perfect in
detail asthe dld Greeks themselves ever
turned out. Rudolph Schwartz, the In-
dianapolis sculptor, who became tired
of sending his casts east, as all western
sculptors have to do for large castings,
last fall began to build a bronze casting
furnace at.the side of hisstudio. Heim-
ported German bronze casters and with
them the newly discovered secret of the
Greeks. Several small castings have
been made at the Indianapolis plant,
but it was not until the last month that
big ton,ton and a half and two ton cast-
ings were made.

The big ten-ton 13-foot seated statue
of ‘the late Gov. Pingree, of Michigan,
which is just now being completed in In-
dianapolis for the city of Detroit, is the
first big statue that has been trued out in
Indianapolis and in the west by the new-
ly _discovered process. By the process
the original cast in which the bronze
is gen ly poured 18 used in making
a perfect statue in white wax. 'The
mold is broken away and the wax is in-
spected for detall lines and defects are
corrected. Another mold is made on this
wax:cast. The materixl used in mak-
ing this mold is proof against heat and
when thoroughly set and dried on this
perfect wax statue a hole is made in the
base of it and it is placed over a slow
heat, which thoroughly bakes the mold,
and, heating the wax on the inside, re-
duces it to a liquid state so it will run’
out of the opening. When the wax is
thoroughly melted out a perfect hollow
mold is left for the bronze to run into.
This mold is vuried and tamped so that
every point has strong resistance. The
bronze {s then ‘‘poured” and when it
sets the mold is broken away and a
seamiess bronze is the result.

In ‘making as large a bronze as the
Pingree statue, it was necessary to cut
it in several pleces. Ia doing this the
wax statue was of even greater service
than in making a single casting, as it
was cut in sections followjng the lines
of the deep seams and folds in the cos-
tume. The quartering process can be
done so ‘skillfully that when the cast-
ings are made and the pieces assembled
they fit and’ dovetail into these natural
crevices in the statue and almébst defy
detection. -

Several of the pleces of thé Pingree
statue which have been “poured’” dur-
ing' the last week, weigh over 2,500
pounds. There is an element of danger
in this work for molds have been
known to break, turning the stream of
molten metal loose. Many lives have
been lost in bronze-casting factories,
but no serious accident has happened
in the mew Indianapolis plant as yet.
The “pourings,” as a rule, are made
in the evening and the scemes are more
spectacular than even those at iron
fopndries, The process, in the rough, is
much the same, however, but requires
much more skill, for failure on a 2,600~
pound bronze cast means heavy loss.

Death Is Gradual.

It is becoming understood that death
As often—if not always—a gradual pro-
cess, cells or tissues remaining alive for
hours or even days afterthe organism as
a whole is dead. Professor Hering points
out that this is especially noticeable in
some of the lower animals. The action
of ciliated cells from the gills of a clam
or the trachea of a dead frog may be ob-
served for a long time under the micro-
‘scope, and when supplied with nutrient
solution cells from a frog’s brain have
been kept allve for more than a week.
Hearts of animais often move long after
removal from the body.. The heart of
a frog will beat for hours, and that of a

turtle or snake sometimes for a week,—
Knowledgs, : s

o

Give Waming of Approach of.[lore

Serious Trouble.

.., Do you experience ‘fits of depression with restlessness, alternating
with extreme imvitability, bordering uﬁon hysteria? Are your spirits
easily affected st;th,ntoneminuteyou ugh, and the next fall into con-
vulsive wee -

Do ougel:fsomethinglikesball riging in your throat and threaten-
ing to choke you; all the senses perverted, morbidly sensitive to light
and sound; pain in the ovaries, and especially between: the shoulders;
sometimes loss of voice; nervous dyspepsia, and almost continually
cross and snappy, with a tendency to cry at:the least provocation ?

If 50, your nefves are in a shatte condition, and you are threat-
ened with nervous prostration. : E

Undoubtedly you do not know i, but in nine cases out of ten this is
caused by some ute disorder,and the nerves centering in and about the
organs which make you a woman influence your entire nervous system.
Something must be done at once to restere their natural condition or
you will be prostrated for weeks and months perhaps, and suffer untold

ry. ]

Proof ‘is monumental that nothing in the world is better for this
P than Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound; thou-
sands and thousands of women have written us so. ,

How TIirs. Holland, of Philadelphia, suffered
among the finest physicians in the country, none of
whom could help her—finally cured by Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound. ‘

“Dear Mrs. PrnkHAM : — For over two years I was a constant suf-
ferer from extreme nervousness, inditgeation, dizziness. Menstruation
was , had kache and a feeling of great lassitude and weak-
ness. I was so bad that I was not able to do my own work or go far in
the street. I could not sleeg nights. »

_“I tried several splendid doctors, but they gave me no relief. After
taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound 1 soon to
feel better, and was able to go out and not feel as if I would at
everz step. I continued to take the medicine mntil cured.

I cannot say enough in behalf of Lydia E. Pinkham’s medicine,
and heartily recommend all. suffering women to it and find the
relief I did.” —Mrs. Frorexce HorLranD, 622 S. n St., Phila-
delphia, Pa. (Jan. 6, 1902) s

Another case of severe female trouble cured by
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound, after the
doctors had faileds

“Dear Mgzs. PingkmAM:—]I was in
I had female trouble and was not able
felt tired, very nervomand could not slesp. ‘I doctored with several
doctors. They docto me for my stomach, but did not relieve me.
I read in your book about your medicine, and thought I would try it.
I did so, and am now c and able to do my work alone, and feel
good. I was alwsya very poor, but now weigh one hundred and fifty

pounds. -

“I thank you for the relief I have obtained, and I hope that every
woman troubled with female weakness will give Lagla E. Pinkham’s .
Vegetable Compound 8 trial. I have recommended it to many of my
friends.” — Mgs, ﬁu.u Bowzrs, Millersville, Ohio. (Aug. 15, 1901.)

‘Will not the volumes of letters from women made strong by
ia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound convince all of the
es of this medicine ? b {

How shall the fact that it will help them be made plain ?

Surely you cannot wish to remain weak, and sick, and discour-
aged, exhausted with each day’s work. You have some derange-
ment of the feminine organism, and Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound will help you just as surely as it has others.

gor health for several years.’
do my housework alone. I

L

Radisson on the Chippewa.

A new town {n' Bawyer county, Wis., on
the Omaha Road. Located on both the
Chippewa and Couderay. rivérs, in center
of & most fertile and promising hardwood
glhlngt.ln goofnm AT

th rivers. onal oppor-
tunities for landseekers. (i:pltooklng%r s
new location don’t fail to see this new
country. For map and full culars
write to Postmaster, Radisson. Sawyer Co.,
Wis., or to T. W. Teasdale, General Passen-
ger Agent, C. 8t. P. M. & O. R’y. St. Paul.

Toe Buggestive of the Past.
“Noﬁ the Duckleighs never have hay

ever. y
“But I .thonﬂ\;t they had everything that
was fashionable.”

“Yes, but they are a little sensitive
about iny fever. Their father used to
run a feed store, you know.”—Cleveland
Plain-Dealer.

Merit Makes It the Weorld’s Leader.
Merit, greatest medicine ever put into
convenient form for quick, g;y, leasant
kind o
ts the

use—backed by the. right adver-
tising, ven . the great-
est sale in the world among laxative med-
icines. ' Over ten million boxes a year are
now_ being bought by the American people.
Great success always brings out imitators,

d' readers are warned that when 'it
comes to buying medicine the best is none
too good, and whenever a dealer offers to
sell you something just as good, put it
down as a worthless fake, put your money
in your pocket, and go to a store where
you will be treated fairly, and where
when you ask for Cascarets, you will
get what you ask for.

People who tell you they would befrgu
readers if they had the time are notwym‘
aboutit. They are eimjly mistaken.—Waab-
ington (Ia.) Democrat.

A Lack of Coincidence.—Downer—*I am
glad it is good form not to wear a watch
with a dress suit.” Upper—*“Why?”
Downer—*Because I never have my watch
and ﬁdreu suit at the same time.”—
Pick-Me-Up. X

Men and Women

alike find pleasure in profitable invest-
ments. We have a number of interesting

ublications that tell of sections on the

ine of the M., K. & T., where the careful °
investor has an opportunity for placing -
capital profitably. BSend two-cent stamp
to prepay mhge, to “KATY,” Buite B.,
8t. Louis, 3

To slur is human; to forgive takes time.
—Town Topics.

COMPELLED TO USE A CRUTCH FOR BIGHT MONTHS. DOAN'S KIDNEY PILLS
CURED MRS. P. CONLIN, CARBONDALE, PA. )
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