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CHAPTER XIX.
1N THE SHADOW OF DEATH.

Once inside his tent Colonel Maynard
paid:

“*Corporal, I want you to get me the
uniform of a private soldier. You must
do so without exciting suspicion. "

*Qi don’t know how Oi'll do it, colo-
mel, without goin back to me own
m "

«] fear that will take toolong. Can't
you steal one from one of the tents near

L 11]

“Oi moight be able to do it, and Oi
might spend the whole night tryin.
Qi can get one at me camp certain. '’

“] woula take your jacket, but I
want your assistance. There’s no other
way but for you to go to your camp.”’

“‘Colonel, 0i’ll ride hard.”

“'‘Ride, and remember that every mo-
ment is worth yearsat any other time."

Ratigan lost no time in mounting and
was soon galloping on his way. Once
outeof the camp from which he started
he found no guards to pass and was able
to drive his horse to the utmost. The
night before he had chased the woman
whom he had then known as Betsy
Baggs in a mad race to capture her. Now
he was tearing along in a mad race to
save her from the consequences of his
capture. Past woods and waters flew
the corporal, over bridges and hills,
throngh hollows and rivulets, till he
came to his own camp. There he at
once sought the quarters of Private Flan-

agan.

“Flanagan,’”’ he cried, shaking the
private, ‘‘yer wanted!"’

““What is it, corporal?"’

“Let me take yer clothes and ask
no questions. '’

“Take 'em. And divil a question
will Oi ask except what ye do be wantin
‘em for."

Ratigan seized the bundle, and, with
an injunction to Flanagan to keep his
mouth shut if he wanted to save him-
gelf from future trials, mounted his
horse and was again flying over the
ground back to Colonel Maynard's head-
quarters.

It was now the small hours of the
night. The corporal cast his eye to the
east and saw a faint streak of white
light there. Digging his spurs into his
beast's flanks and urging him with his
voice at the same time, rider and horse
sped on in arace between life and death.

_*'Go on, ye beast!”’ cried the corpo-
ral. . ‘‘Goon, me darlin. Stretch yer
cussed legs, for I don’t careif ye kill
yersilf if we lose mno time. What's yer
loife compared with hers? On with ye,
me beauty! Win the race with the sun
that is eHowin his light there, and
0i’ll worship ye forever."

With such contradictory and incohe-
rent phrases Ratigan urged his horse
till he conld go no faster. Again did
hills, vales, woods, waters, fences fiy
by till at last the corporal dismounted
at the camp he rode for, and in a mo-
ment was in Colonel Maynard’s tent.

The corporal started back. A man
gtood there whom he did not recognize
for a few moments as Colonel Maynard.
He had no beard, while the colonel had
had a heavy one. Hig hair and eyebrows
were black, while the colonel’s were
light, and the hair which had hung be-
low his hat in short curls was now crop-
ped. ’

*‘Give me the clothes, quick!”

The corporal handed him the bundle,
and Maypard lost no time in getting
into them.

“Corporal,’’ said the colonel, ‘'let me
explain what I am about to do. I know
something of the blood that flows in
the veins of Caroline Fitz Hugh. Sho
will never accept her life at the price I
intend to pay for it. She must not kncw
that I intend to save her by violating «
trust, by incurring my own downfall,
or she will not leave her jail. Do you
understand?”

*I do, colonel. She would chide me
if she knew I was doing thesame. "’

‘‘While you have been away I havn
placed threc horses in the wood yonder. '

1 see, colonel.”

*‘Corporal Ratigan, every man has
bis own part in life to perform. Thc
distinctive feature in mine seems to be
to decide quickly between conflicting
duties. I am going to violate a trust, to
perform a sacred obligation. If you will
aid me, follow me.”’

Taking up a slip of paper lying on
his camp cot, on which he had written
an order, the two left the tent. They
were challenged by the sentry on post,
but giving the countersign proceeded
till they were again challenged by the
guard at the temporary prison. There
the colonel advanced and gave the coun-
tersign and passed into the house.

The sergeant in charge met them and
asked what they wuuted. The colonel
handed him the paper he had brought
with him. It was an order for the per-
son of the prisoner. The place was only
lighted by acandle, and the colonel took
care to stand with his back toit. But
this was not necessary, for his disguize
was complete. Corporal Ratigan re-
mained without the door, on the porch.

The sergeant looked from the paper to
the man who stood before him inquir-
ingly.

“‘This is very strange,’’ he said.

Maynard made no reply.

*‘Here is Colonel Maynard’s order,”
the sergeant added, reading it over
again. ‘Do you know what he wants
with her?"’

“Do you suppose I don't know any
better'than to ask cuestions when I get

an order?'’ replied the spurious private
grufily.

The sergeant went into the room
where Miss Fitz Hugh was confined and
led her out, pale and wondering.

“'It isn’t sunrise,'’ she said in a voice
svhich it was difficnlt for her to keep
from breaking.

*‘Come,"" said the colonel. She fol-
lowed him to the porch, and Corporal
Ratigan joined them, but it was too
dark for the prisoner to see who he was,
ard he did not dare to make himself
kriown, As soon as they had got toa
safo distance he whispered:

“Darlin!"

“Rats!”

“Not u word till we get further
awayr. "’

They walked on at an ordinary pace,
thouzh all desired to hasten. After pass-
iz sume disanco frou: the house May-
pard turned and glanced back. He saw
the sergeant watching.

“We must go to the tent,’’ he mut-
tered, and the three walked on. Before
cutering he looked again.  The sergeant
was still watching. He ev.dently wish-
ed to ake sure that all was right. All
entered the temt, while the colonel,
standing at the frout and peering be-
tween the tent flaps, watched for the
sergeant to go back into the house, Pres-
ently he did so and left the way clear.

“‘Now come on."'

Leaving the tent, they walked a short
distance down the road. Not a word
was spoken. Presently they turned aside
and entered the wood. There they found
the horses. ;

“Mount,”” said the cclonel to tne
prisoner.

Putting a foot in his hand, she spraug
ap on to a horse's back. There was no
sidesaddle for her, but the high front of
a “McClellan’’ served very well, and
ghewas so good a horsewoman that she
could have ridden sideways on the ani-
mal's bare back. The stirrup was fitted,
the colonel and' Ratigan mounted, and
the three rode rapidly away.

“'We must dodge the picket,’’ said the
colonel. *‘Even the countersign might
pot avail us with & woman in the
party.”’

“‘What does it all mean, Rats?"’ ask-
ed Miss Fitz Hugh. ‘I thought you
were going to do your duty at all haz-
ards. "’

““Well, there’s different kinds of du-
ties, and sometimes they won't work
together. If savin a woman's life isn't
a duty, then me mother didn't bring me
up right."’

“Who's the other?’ she asked while
Maynard was riding a little in advance.

“‘One who this night makes me his
slave.”’ '

“And I from this night will be iu-
debted for my life to both of you if you
succeed in saving it. But I can't bear
to have you sacrifice yourselves for me.
You may be committing an unpardon-
able sin toward your comrades, but I
cannot believe you are committing asin
toward our Father. And one day it will
be all ended, Rats, and then who will
care?"’

“0i know those who will rejoice.”

Ratigan now took the lead, having
passed over the route before several
times and being familiar with the best
way to get between the vedettes. Colo-
nel Mayrard dropped back beside the

| prisoner.

*“Who are you?'’ she acked.

‘‘One who serves you."'

The voice sounded familiar, but was
disguised, and she did not recognize it
as Colonel Maynard's,

““Were you sent by Colonel May-
nard?"’

“No. "

“YWhy should you try to save me?"'

“' Ack me rather why Ishould not.”

It was plain the man, whoever he
might be, desired to remain unknown,
and she desisted from further question-
ing.

‘“After all, my death would not profit
the Federal cause,’” she gaid. ‘‘My lips
will be sealed to any information I may
possess. "’

“‘Your information would be too late
in any event. Had it been otherwisc
this plan would not have been attempt-
ed.”

“Why so?"’

“‘Your commander in chief of the Ar-
my of Teunessce has delayed too leng
already. He will attack us almost im-
mediately. Your information would not
now hasten that attack."

“‘How do you know?"’

““We have captured prisoners show-
ing that your men have been re-enforced
from Knoxville and Virginia. General
Bragg has ceased toretreat and is about
to fall upon us with a concentrated ar-
my' £

“You are right in assuming that nei-
ther you nor I can have influence for
or against cither sidenow. These troops
bave been coming from Virginia for a
month, They are nearly all arrived.
You may expect to hear the opening shot
of a great battle at any moment.”’

The corporal, who wasin front, rein-
ed in his horse and held up his hand in
warning. They were on the edge of a
wood and within a few hundred yards
of the creck and could see to the right
and to the left.

“My God!" exclaimed the corporal,
“‘there are vedettes there, and vedettes
there,"’ pointing north and south. “‘And
they are both comin this way. We
must go back.”’

Colonel Maynard rode forward to see.
He glanced at both parties of vedettes,
then in front of him. From that front
at that moment there came a horse's
neigh. It was answered by aneigh from
behind the three on the edge of the
wood.

*“Your people are where that horse
neighed. Can you keep your seat in the
saddle for a dash?"”

“Yes. "

““We are surrounded. It is the only

chance. Are you prepared? Ready! Go!"

The two men dug their spurs into
their horses’ flanks, and all three shot
out toward the ecreek. They had not
gone a hundred yards before they heard,
“‘Halt there!’ immmediately followed by
a shot. They paid no attention to either,
but dashed on over the uneven ground,
the two men riding close on either side
the prisouer for fear she wonld lose her
balance. Her horse stumbled, but recov-

“On, on!" he said.
ered. A volley came from the vedettes
riding from the south, but no one was
hit. In crossing a gully Miss Fitz Hugh
tottered sidewnys, but Maynard canght
her aud righted her.

“QOn, on!" he said. “‘A few hundred
yards, and you are saved."

Then came another volley, this time
from the party advancing from the
north, Corporal Ratigan swayed in his
saddle, but recoverea himself.

“They are advancing to meet us!
Quick! Down the bank! Throngh here!
It is not knee deep!"’

A third volley came, but it did no
harm, It was too late to stop the fugi-
tives now. They rode right into a party
of Confederate officers. .

Friends gathered about Miss Fitz
Hugh. Her brother, being in presence
of others, restrained his desire to throw
his arms about her neck. He lifted-his
hat to her as politely as if she were as
nearly related to the rest as to himself,
then took her hand and kissed it. Sud-
denly, in the midst of a shower of con-
gratulations—a wild, irrepressible cheer
that burst spontaneonsly from the par-

ty—Caroline Fitz Hugh gave a shriek. ’

Corporal Ratigan had fallen from his
horse and lay white and bleeding on the
ground. Springing from her own horse,
she bent over him and raised his head.

“0 God, he's dead!"

CHAPTER XX
CASHIERED.

The cheer, the shriek, Miss Fitz
Hugh's words, sounded in Colopel May-
pard’s ears as he put spurs to his horse
and dashed away up the stream jn a di-
rection parallel with the Union lines.
The cheer was the announcement of the
completion of an act by which he had
parted with what he held most dear—
the confidence of hissuperiors, his peers
and the rank and file of the army. Ho
had given to Caroline Fitz Hugh to seo
the rising of the sen whose light was
now broadening in the east. He had
called down upon himself what to him
was the bitterest of all degradation, per-
haps to meet the fate that had been in-
tended for her. Riding up the creek un
the bank nearest the Confederate lines,
he approached a wood. This he entered,
crossed the creek unobserved and emerg-
ed 1o see the men by whom the esoaping
party had been chased returning toward
the ridge. Not caring to be questioned
by them, he rode back into the wood un-
til they were in a position not to see
him. Then he trotted slowly to the ridge
and over it, making his way back to
his tent.

It was now broad daylight. As he
dismounnted he noticed a detachment of
cavalry marching on foot, under the di-
rection of an officer, toward the house
where Miss Fitz Hugh had been con-
fined. On arriving there they halted,
and the officer went inside. In a few
minutes he came out and strode over to
Colonel Maynard's tent. The colonel
bad gone in. He bad thrown off his
cavalry jacket and was waiting for what
was to follow. The officer entered the
tent, and not recognizing Maynard,
ghorn of his beard, asked for the colonel
eommanding.

“I am Colonel Maynard, "

*“Ah! I did pot recognize yom, colo-
nel. Thave just called for the spy in the
house where I expected to find her and
was told by the sergeant that he had de-
livered her soon after widnight to two
men bearing an order from you.'"

“Well?”

I suspect something must be wrong.
Was the order a forgery?’

thg' "

“‘Then the prisoner is in your keep-
ing?ll

i lN°. "n

‘‘Escaped?"’

lIYes‘ "

The officer was too astonished to ask
any more questions at once.

**Who is responsible?'’ he asked pres-
ently.

III nm‘ "

" You?!'

““Yes, I. Youn will march your men
back to camp. You need not make any
official report of tho matter unless you
choose. Iwill report the escape myself."’

The officer bowed, and with the same
astonishment on his face that had been
there throughout turned from the tent,
and going to the men standing in the
road marched them back to camp.

Colonel Mayuard eame out of his tent,
and mounting his horse rode to the
headquarters of his division command-
er. He rode slowly, his head bowed al-
most to his saddlebow. Reining up be-
fore the general's tent, he sent in his
pame by an orderly, and was soon ad-
titted.

‘‘General," he said, "I have come to
prefer charges. "’

“Ipdeed, '* said the general. ‘‘Why

| not forward them in writing in the reg-

nlar way?"’

“‘It is becamse of the person against
whom I am going to prefer them."

““And that is?"’

L} lMysclt "

The general looked at him with a
nuzzled expression,

‘‘Colonel, are you ill?"

*'No, general."

I suppose it would be ridiculous to

_ask a man if ho is all right here?'’ and

e tapped his forehead with his finger.
“I am sound of mind and body."
““Well, well, colonel, what does it

all mean? It's too early in the morning

¢or joking,' and the general yawned.

“T have to report that the spy left in
‘wy chargo has escaped and throngh my
sonnivance. "’

“Good Lord!" exclaimed the general.
"*That is u serions matter."’

Maynard remained silent.

“*And tho explanation?”’

“There is none. "’

The general looked into the melan-
choly eye of Colonel Maynard and felt
a cold chill creep over him. He knew
there was some reason for the act which
wonld explain if not excuse it.

“*Colouel, you are a dashing fellow,
with a tinge of romance in your nature.
[ trust you have not yielded to an ab-
surd notion as to taking the life of a
woman. "’

“*No. I have mot.”

“Then give me some explanation. 1
fear it will go hard with you, but I will
doall I can for you if you can give a
satisfactory reason.”

*'I have no reason to give.”

*Of course I must report the matter.
Better speak now. It may be too late
hereafter."’ .

*1 havereported the fact. Thatis all
the report I have to make."

“‘Then, colonel, it is my duty to or-
der you to your tent under arrest. You
may leave your sword here with me, if
you please. An order will be issued
placing Colonel ——, next in rank, in
charge of your brigade.”’

Colonel Maynard unhooked his sword
from his belt and handed it to the gen-
eral. Then he rode back to his tent, and
as he entered it he felt that he had left
his former self ontside; that, as in the
case of a fallen comrade, he would nev-
er see this being of the past again. As
for his present self, that, if suffered to
live, could only live a life in death.

A court martial was convened to try
Colcenel Maynard with as much dispatch
as had attended the trial of the escapod
woman. The charge was ‘‘giving aid
and comfort to the enemy,’’ the specifi-

" covion “‘himself adding in the escapo of

a spy in the service of said enemy."

Tlie court met on the afternoon of the
day on which Maynard had reported his
act. Men of his own grade, or near it,
sat about a pine table in a wall tent anil
proceeded with the formalities attend
ing the case. As Maynard pleaded guil-
ty to both charge and specification therc
was little to do except to come to a ver-
dict. Before doing so the president ask-
ed the nccused if he had anything to
say in his behalf, any explanation to
make.

“Nn,"" was his reply.

“‘Colonel Maynard,' said the presi-
dent, ‘‘you have served this army with
distinction. You have bLeen respecterd,
trusted, beloved as few other men in -
You have confessed to having commit.
ted one of tho most atrocious erimes
that can como under the jurisdicticn of
a military court. Nothing can excuse
it. There may be something to palliate
it. I ccnjure you to speak before the
court bLeings in a verdict and names
your puaishment.”

“*Mr. President,”’ replied Maynard,
“‘for my act toward this army I am nac-
countable to you as n court martial con-
vened to try me; for my act as one of
right or wrong, of honor ur dishonor, 1
am accountable only to n tribunal with
which you have nothing to do. Do not
waste valuable time. Before the sun
gets twice, if I mistake not, you will
have a more important work to doin
the reccotion of the enemy. Do your
duty as a court, and do it with dis-
patch. "

There was not an officer present but
locked at Maynard with a curious ad-
miration. It was plain that he had sac-
rificed himself, though it was not en-
tirely plain why. Even those who con-
demned him most bitterly seemed to
hesitate to bring in a verdict which
would naturally carry with it the pun-
ishment of death.

““You are mistaken, colonel,’ said
one of them, referring to Maynard’s
predictiors. ''The cnemy have been in
full retreat ever since we left Murfrees-
boro. I only fear he's going to give us
the slip again."’

“I regret your confidence, sir,”’ re-
plied Maynard. *‘I am aware that oth-
ers feel as yon do, and it is a mistake
which will cost this army dear.”’

“Nonsense. Haven't we''—

“'This is not the place to discuss prob-
lems for which only our commanding
general is responsible,”’ interrupted the
president. ‘‘Let the prisoner leave the
court."’

Maynard was led wway, and the court
proceeded to consider u verdict. There
was little time spent on it, for there
was but one thing to do, and that was
to make it *‘guilty of the charge and
guilty of the specification.”” Then be-
gan o discussion of the punishment.
Oune of the members stated that it was
personally known to him for a fact that
the accused had one year before visited
Chattanooga as a spy, when the place
wad held by the Contederates, had been
captured, tried, condemmned and ren-
tenced to be hanged; that Jacob Slack,
a boy who was now serving as his or-
derly, had been with him; that he had
contrived to get news of Maynard’s con-
dition to Missouri Slack, his sister, at
Jasper, Teun.; that she had gone to

Chattanoogu, had entered his jail, bad |

exchanged clothes with the prisoner and
thus effected his escape; that he had
been concealed and afterward helped
through the lines by a Miss Fain, whom
he had married on reaching the Union
lines.

I put it to you, gentlemen,'’ he con-
cluded, ‘‘could one whose life had been
saved by women carry out a senteunce
of death upon a woman for the same
offense for which it was intended he
should suffer?"”

The speaker knew nothing of the re-
lations existing between Mayuard and
Fitz Hugh. It is impossible to know
what might have been the effect had be
possessed this knowledge. The court
ncted only on the information commu-
nicated by the officer who told the story
of Maynard's experience as a spy, and
the main facts in this were known
throughout the army. The circum-
stances of the nccused's sentence oy
Confederates to be hanged for a spy rd
bis escape, the valuable service he ! .d
rendered the Union cause, the reasous
he had for not wishing to shoot a wom-
an, saved his life. The sentence of the
counrt was that he be dismissed tho serv-
ice, with forfeiture of all pay and emol-
nments.

When this sentence was commmunicat-
ed to Colonel Maynard, he was in his
tent, waiting to know his fate. He had
expected to” be shot. He hardly knew
whether be was wore moved by the leni-
ency shown him or more disappointed
at being obliged to live a disgraced
man. But one reason gave him comfort
that he was not to die—his wife. He
knew that, although all others looked
npon him with horror, she would love
him all the more that he suffered.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEDNESDAY.
e ————

BENET.

w.
Tue Exquirer herewith takes pleas-
ure in introducing to its readers Hon.
W. C. Benet, judge of the First cir-
cuit, who will preside at the approach-
ing term of the circuit court, to con-
vene in Yorkville on next Monday.

Judge Benet is a native of Scotland,
having been born in that country in
1846. Hereceived his early education
in the parish and high schools of Scot-
land, and completed his studies in the
University of Edinburgh. He first
came to South Carolina in 1868, and
for a number of years taught school at
Cokesbury and Greenville, at one or
the other of which places he had
among his pupils, Governor John
Gary Evans, Associate Justice E. B.
Gary, Judge Ernest Gary, and quite a
number of other gentlemen, who are
now prominent in public and profes-
sional life. He gave upschool teaching,
however, for the law and after study-
ing for some time under Judge Thom-
son, of Abbeville, was admitted to the
bar in 1876, and continued to practice
until February 1894, when he took
the seat on the bench to which he had
been elected by the legislature in De-
cember, 1898. d

Ever since he first came to this coun-
try, Judge Benet bas been quite promi-
nent in politics. He was Democratic
county chairman for Abbeville for four
years, was several times sent as a dele-
gate to Democratic State conventions,
and in 1884 was a Democratic presi-
dential elector, Tn 1888, he was elect-
ed to the legislature on the Farmers’
Movement platform, and rendered dis-
tinguished service in behalf of Clem-
son college by framing the bill to ac-
cept the Clemson bequest, and also
the bill to establish the institution, and
leading the fight to a triumphant issue
in both cases.

Before his elevation to the bench,
Judge Benet had already won wide
distinction as a lawyer of ability, and
also won an enviable reputation in the
literary field, and though he has been
wearing the ermine but little more than
a year now, on account of the prompt-
ness and soundness of his decisions, he
has demonstrated to a degree that he
is fully equal to the responsibilities of
the high position in which he has been
placed.

His FamiLy's DIsTREsSS.—At one
time Mr. George Stearn pleaded and
won a case in Boston, involving be-
tween £300,000 and $400,000. It was
a difficult case, involving long prepa-
ration, and a plea four hours' long.
After it was all over he asked W. W,
MecClench, who was in his office, what
he ought to charge, and the latter
thought it ought certainly not to be
less than $5,000. He decided, how-
ever, to send in his bill for $3,500.
«T wouldn’t ask you for this,” he wrote
with it, “but my family has been with-
out flour for a week, and my wife
needs a new pair of shoes.”—Spring-
field Republican.

Biscellaneous Reading,

I —

THINK BOYS !
BY GREM.
Think of the baby in the cradle so sweet,
With hischubby handsand chubby feet,
He is the love of the mother's heart,
And with him she would never part.

Think of the boy at 12 years of a;io
When things don't suit he getsin a rage,
He will not his mother's command obey;
But she is uneasy when he is away.

Think of that boy at the age of 18 years,
How he causes his mother to shed tears,
Heis frivoleus, wayward and wild ;
But the dear mother still loves her child.

Think of the boy at twenty and one,
He has bad habits, mother he will shun.
He isashamed of the way he has done ;
But the mother still loves her son.

Think of the man at thirty and two
He is thoughtful, kindhearted anti true.
His mother, at last, has saved her child ;
And on her face, she wears a smile.

Boys you should have a little thought
Of worry to mother you have brought;
Be manly and honest in every way,
Success will crown you some bright day.

“THINK 0" YER MITHER!"

Lord Nelson is reported to have
said that “he never knew what fear
was.”!  But scores of brave men have
known that terrible sensation and
have risen above it. Courage in cer-
tain persons is an instinct, but in the
majority of brave men it is a moral
creation.

The Rev. J. C. Young tells in his
“Journal,” a story illustrating the fact
that a mother’s influence can create
courage in her son, even though he is
“a coward on instinect.”

The boy, 18 years of age, behaved
with such conspicuous bravery in his
first battle with the Russians at the
Alma, as to attract the attention of a
newspaper correspondent. The moth-
er read the published letter, and
wrote to her son, calling him her
“hero boy.” The son replied with the
frank confession that had it not been
for a sergeant-major, and the thought
of his mother, he should have run
away. He wrote:

“When [ first saw the Russian guns
opening fire, 1 felt disposed to run
away. [ felt that I was a born cow-
ard. My knees knocked together; I
looked over my shoulder to see how
the Jand lay behind me, Suddenly I
felt a strong hand between my shoul-
der-blades, and heard a kindly voice,
in broad Scotch, say :

“iCome, laddies—forward move—
forward ! Duty, aye, duty !’

“Fncouraged by the tane of friendly
expostulation, and by tie brave bear-
ing of our old sergeant-major, I felt as
il a new backbone hud been put into
me. I went on with redoubled cour-
age: but as I drew nearer and saw
more of the ghastly eflect of shot and
shell, I again found mys¢lf looking
over my shoulder,

“Instantly the same hand was at my
back, and I heard: ‘Eh,sirs! come,
come, laddie; ye've done vera weel.
Forward then! Duty's the word—
aye, duty! Come, then—I'm just
proud o’ ye !’

“Inspired to deserve his good opin-
ion, I put forth all my energy until
the man on my right and the other on
my left were shot down, This iwas
too much for my cowardly heart. I
turned around to fly. But both my
shoulders were seized in an iron grip,
and these words hissed in my ears:

‘Fie, fie, laddie ! Thiok o' yer mith-
er!

“Wrought up by your dear name, I
sprung forward, rushed into the thick
of the battle, and I hope, bore mysel
as a soldier should.”

MopIFIED PRESCRIPTION.—Mr. Os-
canyan, in his book, “The Sultan and
his People,” says that a Turkish physi-
cian was called to visita man who was
very ill of typhus fever, The doctor
considered the patient hopeless, but
prescribed for the patient and took his
leave. The next day, in passing by,
he inquired of the servant at the door
if his master was dead.

“Dead !" was the reply; “no, heis
much better.”

The doctor hastened upstairs to
obtain the solution of the miracle, -

“Why,"” said the convelescent, “I
was consumed with thirst, and I drank
a pailful of the juice of pickled cab-
bage.”

#“Wonderful !” quoth the doctor; and
out came his memorandum, in which
was inseribed “Cured of typhus fever,
Mehemed Agha, an upholsterer, by
drinking a pailful of pickled cabbage
juice.”

Soon after, the doctor was called to
another patient, a yaghlikgee, or deal-
er in embroidered handkerchiefs, who
was suffering from the same malady.
He forthwith prescribed “a pailful of
pickled cabbage juice.”

On calling the next day to congratu-
late his patient on his recovery, he
was astonished to be told that the
man was dead.

In his bewilderment at these phe-
pomena, be came to the safe conclu-
sion, and duly noted it in his memoran-
da, that ‘Although in cases of typhus
fever pickled cabbage juice is an ef-
ficient remedy, it is not to be used
unless the patient be by profession an
upholsterer.”

GoT THEIR ITEMIZED STATEMNT.—
A bill 9 feet long was presented to the
Mountgomery county, Pa,, commission-
ers at a recent meeting. The amount
was £2,288.86 for repairs to a county
bridge in Skippack. A previous bill
had been rendered ‘‘in the lump,” and
a request was made for an itemized
statement, with the result noted.-Phil-
adelphia Press.




