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<Wl, Iwonder. There cannot be any good in the world
if that (be so.' He thought of her and took out hispurse; there was so litftle money in it, too, every cent
maa© a big hole in his store ;, but the consciousness ofa good deed was worth something. '

1mayn't have thechance to do many more,' thought the lad, buttoninghisworn overcoat.
He slipped off without a word at a station ana senta telegram to Denver.
'lo Samuel Blair '—for he had caught the namefrom her talk,—' Your Aunt Hannah Blair is on the W,

and W. train coming to you.1
It was only a straw, but a kindly wind might blowit to the right one after all.
When he was sitting there after his message had gone

on its way,, she leaned over and handed him a peuper-mint drop from a package in her pocket.
1You don't look strong, dearie,' she said ; 'ain't yeno folks with ye?

''
None on earth.''We're both lone ones,* she smiled, 'an' how sad ii,

be there ajn't no one to fuss over ye. An' be kerful ofthe draughts, an' keep flannels allus on your'chist; thatis
good fur "the lungs.'' Yqu are very kind to take an interest in me,' hesmiled; '.butIam afraid it is too late.'

Another night of weary slumber in the cramped
seats and then the plain began to bie dotted with villages,and soon appeared the straggling outskirts of a city,
the smoke of mills, the gleam of the Platte River, anda network of iron rails, bright and shining, as the
train ran shrinking into the labfyrinth of its destination.' This is Denver,' said the lad to her, and I'll lookafter you asft wellasIcan.''

Iwon't be no burden,' she said brightly. 'I'vetwenty dollars yet, an' that's a sight of money.'
The train halted to let the eastward-bound expresspass, there was an air of excitement in the car, pas-sengers getting ready to depart, gathering up luggageand wraps, and some watching the new-comers and therows of strange faces on the outward-bound.
The door of the car slammed suddenly, and a bigbearded man with eager blue eyes came down the aislelooking sharply to right aad left. He had left Denveron tne exprctes to meet this train.
His glance fell on the tiny black figure.
'Why, Aunt Hannah!" he cried, with a break ifhis voice; and she— she put out her trembling handsand fell into the big arms, tears streaming down thewrinkled face. ('
I knowed Providence would let me find ye, Sam,'she sa.id brokenly, and no one smiled when the big mansat down beside her and with gentle hand wiped her

tears away.'
Why, I've sent John twenty dollars a month forfive years for you,' he said angrily, as she told himwhy .she ran away, '

and he said you could not write,
for you had a stroke and was helpless, and Ihavewritten often and sent you money. It's hard for a manto call his own brother a villain.'

'We wun't, Sam,' she said gently, 'but just forgit ;
and Iwouldn't be a burden for ye, fur Ican work yit
an' for years to come.'

'
<

'Work, indeed ! Don't Iowe you everything? ' hecried. '
And my wife has longed for you to comeThere are so few dear old aunts in this country, they're

prized, Itell you. Why, it's as good as a royal coat-of-arms to have a dear, handsome old woman like youfor a relative.'
TT hsnh5n5n

'h<; flound ollt w/ho ?ent tlie telegram, anS paid
the lad, who blushed and stammered like a girl, and didnot want to take it.'

Isuppose you want a job ?
'

said -the big man.Well, Ican give you one. I'm in the food commission'business. 'Give you something ligfht ? Lots of yoursort, poor laSs, out here. All the reference Iwant isthat little kindness of yours to Aunt Hannah.'1Here's the depot. Aunt Hannah, and you won'tseebars and injuns, nor the buffaloes ; sunniest city you
e\er set your dear eyes on

'
He ricked iup 'the carpet-bac, faded and old-fasihione'dpot a bit ashamed of it, though it looked as thoughNoah might halve carried it- in the ark.They, said good-bye,, and the last seen of her washer hanpy old fare beaming from a carriage window asshe rolled! away to what all knew would be a pleasant

home for aTI her waning years —Exchange.

No one could ever forget the winterat Valley Forge
who was a member of the little patriot army that
starved and froze there, hopeless and helpless. Much
less could. I, Lieutenant Frank Drayton, of the 'Essex
Troop of Light Horse. For only thirty miles up the
Schuylhill, at Reading, li\ed Miss Patty Warburton. the
daughter of a retired merchant, who was acting as a
brigade quartermaster in our army—and Iwas in lovewitn her. In vain didIplead withtreneralWashington
for a lea\e of absence of only two days that 1 might
go to see her. He always answered that the officersshould stay in camp and be an example of fortitude to
the men. His repeated reflus-als were all the moregall-
ing becauseIknew that my rival, Captain Hackett. of
General Conway's staff, was entirely able to go andcome when he pleased, la.rgely because the latter gen-eral, through envy of Washington, took a persional plea-
sure in acting contrary to our Commander's wishes.

So all that winter Isuffered the physical hard/ships
of the camp and the mental torture of knowing that
my rival and foe (although we both fought for thesame
cause) was enjoying the pleasure of Miss Patty's smilesand the luxuries of her rich father's home. So it went
on until spring, when our beloved General at last gave
a reluctant consent to a short leave of absence; and I
mounted my black charger, Hector, and set out to do awinter's wooing in a day.

To my mortificationmy rival was already occupyingthe fiehl, and added to Party's smiles of welcome thesupercilious airs of an assured victor. Patronising
though he pretended to be, he at once made it apparent
that he did not intend to let me have a moment with
Patty alone if he could prevent it, and it was only bya ruse thatIobtained my wished-for audience. Feigning
despair,Iannounced in the evening thatIwould return
to camp, and actually started. Ten miles Irode downthe highway along the river, and then ten milesIgal-loped back..The lights inReading were almostoat whenIarrived, and Iput up at the inn, almost certain ofbeing ahead of the Captain in the morning. An hour,half an hour, ten minutes, were all 1 wanted.

1 'dressed and breakfasted early and presented myself
at the Warburton homestead almost before the familyhad risen from table. And then in the beauty of theearly morning Itook Patty out into the garden and toldher my lo\e lanld asked her to be my wife. The Captain
was not such a laggard in love as Icould have wished,however, for before Miss Patty could decently .answer(for the sake of modesty, of course, she was obligedto show some hesitation), he put in a frowning appear.
ance.

"Now, what a good fortune you have come, CaptainHackett!
'

said Patty, with a- weTcomiftg smile thatpierced my heart like a Knife.
'
Ihave you now to-gether in t-he broad light of day, where Imay compare

and criticise, find fault and praise, and eventually sumup and choose between you at my leisure.1
"It is as Ithought, then,' growled the Captain, bit-

ing his lip ; '
Iha^e a rival.'' Ye-;,' answered Patty. 'Ihave the great honor,

an honor that seldom falls to one of my few graces, ofbeing lo\rd by two men. And as near as Ican judge
both of them are sincere and honorable, and most cer-tainly both of them are as hawdsome gallants as amaiden could sigh for. Ajid both of them are offeringtheir lives for their country, too. Was ever a woman
fo perplexed? In faith, Ican "see no ofibTce betweenyou.'

1You are very complimentary,'Isaid most humbly.'I'll be -dashed if Ican appreciate the compliment,'added the Captain surlily.
Now, I am not easily angered, but the Captain'sremark was as near an insult as a gentleman may deli-ver in the presence of a lady. SoIgave the Captain

a meaning look which he evidently understood, for hecontinued:'
Iperceive you wear a sworrd, sir.'

1Yes,' Ianswerea hotly, ' and it is yours, sir tothe very hilt.'
"Nay, nay,' exclaimed Patty, "I cannot permit this',

gentlemen. You owe your swards and your lives to ourstricken comntry, and you must not fight for so poor a.rri?e as my hand.' And Patty eventually coaxed usinto a, promise not 'to fight each other.'But you shall have all the chance to fl'ght thered-
mats you wish,' said she, ' ami upon your success inthat sort of fighting shall hang your fate with me.Now, listen: the first of you who brings me a buttonfrom a red-coat's breast, with just a little piece of thered-coat attached to it, shall have my hana, and my
heart with it.'
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