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THE DESERET WEEEKLY.

federate standing looking at her from
behind a tree.

“You here?"

“Yes, Miss Lane; | brought the horse
back. | really did not mean to take
him. Let me explain.” And Fairlie
went on to tell why he left and why he
returped.

. "Anc} you risked your life or capture
or—""

“Your good opinion,” said he, smiling.

She was overwhelmed. “Take him,’’
she cried, *take the horse and go at
once.”

“Many thanks, but I won’t put your
patriotism to such atest I will hide in
this wood to-day and get my own horse
at dusk and be ofl.”

“Let me bring vou some breakfast.”

“1'1l take supper, i you please. You
had better not be seen carrying f)od; it
might arouse suspicions.”

“Tnen I'll show you a nice place to
hide."”” She led the way to a secluded
spot and lelt him.

The return of Pet, and hard ridden at
that, caused mucfl surmising among
the Lane household, and John declared
he smeit a rat, but his mental olfactories
did him no good in nosing out anythin
until dusk of the evening he notice
Lida leaving the house with a coyered
basket in her hand. Silently he crept
alter her

Capt Fairlie began hungrily to dis-
cuss the food before him, while Lida
stood watching hini in a flutter of delight
at the secrecy, daring and romance
generally of the affair.  Jolin crept back
to the bouse, called his father and his
two comrades, and all, well armed, re-
turned to capture their man.

capture. Now he blamed himself and
now the girl tor it, but was never satis-
fiedl never mind where he laid the
blame. As misery loves company, he
was glad to meet among the prisoners
Tom Bowen, a friend of his {rom
Georgia, and he could not keep from
telling Tom ahout his late scrape.

h_"Seems to me, Fairlie, you were hard

it."”

“What do you mean?”

“If you hadn’t been struck with the
girl you wouldn't have been such a fool
as to go back with the horse, Why
didr’t you leave it in some man's pas-
tureand snatch a horse from him?”

“I never thought of that.”

“Of course not! you were thinking of

the girl, and here is where she has
lande;d you, even if she didn’t betray
you.’
* While Fairlie was suffering the com-
bined anguish of iove and hunger, Lida
Lane had not been idie. .She had been
cut to the soul by his suspicion of her
complicity in his capture, and was trying
to devise a schethe for his rescue, when
a week after Fairlie’s capture gohn
Lanc was taken prisoner by alarge band
of Morgan's men as they were making
their way out of the State.

This isfortune to her brother gave
Lida an excuse for acting. She be-
sieged Gen. S—, under whoin John
served, to use his influence to get Jjohn
a special exchange and proposed to be
exchanged for Fairlie. And she frankly
told Gen. S——the reason why.

'] cannot bear for him to think that I
beirayed him,* she said, “and [ wili not
rest till he is free.”

The General was amused at her frank-

“‘You have been so kind to me | shall | ness, so he bestirred himnself, and to the

never forget you,” Fairlie said.

The girl smiled and blushed! the man | managed

before her was young and handsome; to
her he seemed a hero.  And to think he
would risk his life for her good opinion!

“Nor will [ forget you,” said she,
shyly. ‘‘Perbaps when the cruel war is
over we shall meet again.”

““Heaven grantit! But first let me get
away. My horse——"'

*“Has been turned into the pasture;
I've seen to that. When it’s quite dark
you can get him and ride awa{.."

“Not much!” cried John, rushing uPon
Fiirlie. ‘“‘Move out of the way, Lida!”

Fairlie sprang to his feet, but the
.other men threw theniselves upon him
.and he was overpowered and captured.

Quite a commotion ensued. r. Lane
-gave the prisoner a good piece of his
auind for the trick he had played him.
‘{‘ohn openly expressed his opinion that
he was a spy and ought to be hanged.
And his brethren echued his sentimunts
Lida wept and wrung her hands.

“How came you here?” she asked her
brother. [

“¥You showed me the way,"” said John,
roughly.

Fairlie was horror stricken: the girl he
had trusted! that she should betray
him! He turned and gave her one re-
proachful look. )

“I showed you,' cried Lida, stung by
the look. 1"

But her father seized her arm and
forced her away. “You have had too
much your own way,"” he said, “‘and will
yet get me into trouble,”

In pity to Lida's tears John did not
carry out his threat of hanging Fairlie
as aspy, but he was taken to the prison
pen at F—and locked up.

Capt. Fairlie felt very sore about his

great joy of Lane and surprise of Fairlie
to get them exchanged.
Fairlie's astonishment was boundless
when he was informed of the fact and
learned who had been instrumental in
obtaining it At the ptison office where
he went to be mustered out Mr. Lane
and Lida met him.

“My daughter has come all the dis-
tance to explain to you--that she did not
betray yob that she did not betray you.
Her brother dogged her footsteps
But she Is right to wish to explain, for I
would blush if a child of mine wege to
betray any one, even if fie be an enemy
and a rebel,”

“And he is neither.” said Lida Lane,
trying to appear cool and unconcerned.

“How can I ever,thank you, Miss
Lanc?” cried Fairlie.

“Indeed, you owe me nothing: 1
should have been wretched if you re-
mained a ptiscner after the circumstan-
ces of your capture.”

“If I live to the end of the war I shall
certainly invade Kentucky again,” said
Fairlie, as he bade his liberator goodby.

“With better luck, I hope,” said Miss
Lane.

“That depends on you, for I have been
captured again,”

Capt. Fairlie kept his word, and Lida
Lane agreed to move to Georgia. —Af-
lanla Consiilution.

Becretary of the Treasury Charles
Foster left for his home at Fostoria, Q.,
vesterday. Eefore going ho eald toa
reporter that he had no conference
with the bankers, here In reference to
the export of gold and the condliion of
the treasury. When asked if there
was danger of & panic, he eaid: *“None
at all. There !s Do occaelon for exolte-
ment or alarm in banking circles.?”
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DRAMATIC AND LYRIC.

A bother light aufionce — mnonstly
wade up of Hebrew la-ilee and gentl -
men ont of compliment to the fair star
—asse ubled at the theater ]ist evening
and watohed with muoch curiosity
Minnie Beligman as the Nihilist in
Mr. Gunter’s play of My Official Wife.
Fhe lady made s decided hit and the
uviny was watched with interest and
amusement. It is an odd and original
piece of work-—very like the odd and
riginal Guaoter himaself, and though
oot af good as Barpes of New York,
still very clever and entertajuing. It
wna put on the stage with wooil taste
and skill, and 1he costuming of the
Russlan court ball was speclally ele-
gant. It inoludes in ite cust such well
koown sctors a8 W. F. Owen, who
nadesopleasuntan Impression here with
Wainwright, and Eflle Gorman, long
+ ehining member of Wallack’s old
compapny. DMr. Gibbe, as head of the
Russinn police, s also a speciall y good
agtor.

Miss Beligman, for a new actress, is
full of promise. Bhe has a beautiful
volce, wondertully strong—a graceful
stage presence and a charm of ma nner
hard to describe, Her gharagter wasa
very difficult one, full of lights and
thiudes, merrily coquettish at ope
rmsoment, jutensely tragic at the next,
but she filled all fta varylug require-
ments—tihe ecene where she ylelds to
the ifnfluvnce of the drug Just as she is
sbout to wttempt the murder of the
¢zar, and the dying ecene ut the close,
being specially well rendered. The
1ady was rewarded with several well
desorved curtaln calls. We wish we
¢uuld eay ar much for the star’s better
halt as for her. Mijes Beliyman’s hus-
pand, fur se enoh he has gained whai-
t«ver fame he enj -ys on the boarde—
was a member of New York swell
socledy and one of the well kpown
amateur actors of the metropolis when
she matried him. In a moment of
rushnenss be declided on going en four
with his wife, and in a moment of
rashness she declded to lot him. The
result is the performance ¢ the youang
Russian officsr seen Jastevening. How
4 ciever manager like Mr. Bangser pan
deliberately § .perll the success of s
expensive a veuture se that which he
has fitted out in My Officlal Wire, by
putting Mr. Cuttlng into so rezponsible

# role aa that of Bucba, 8 a
wyslery most linpenetruble. Mr.
Cutting s pot without talent,

and is a strikingly handeome man, but
he vught to Enow, or if not b1s mans.
zer, or il not his manager, his wife—
that o man atanding nearly seven feet
1n his slockings, and that man an
amuteur, ceuld never briany stretch of
Iroaginlog be tolerated se u lover who
his to make tender love apeeshes, who
bas to Irisk about the stape like a kilt-
ten, and who has to brivg about the
catastropheof the play by stabbiny the
beroine. It wus a pity, but it was
true, that 'the audience tittered last
evening where it ought to liave been
spelivound, and all on acconnt of Mr,
Cutting’s elephantine manner of mak-
ing love. We cannst hlame Mr, Cut.-
ting for not desiring to iemein behind
when 8o lovely a wife went out travel-
Ing, but were we - ln bls place we
hould stick religiomaly to the front
oor,

The play goesagaln this evening;



