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NOODLES GETS INTO TROUBRLE,
Being Mistaken for s Colored Lady, e Suf.
fors as to Clathine.

(1% T?O’l MY WORD, IT SEEMS TO MR
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Really, you know, it's rathor painfal to recs'l
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the pale bive
trouble 1n matching
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“That suil of clothos is the talk of Wash-
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was a ‘“gravevard”
only in the =imple but
forcible dialect of the
townspeorple.

In refreshing contrast to this little dreary
village of the dead was the village of the living
mear by full of New England thrift and energy.
The people, old and young, were as lively and
gay ns if they were a separate race and never
expected to die, as had those in the little quiet
municipality on the hill.

Thi= field of tired-out laborers contained an
evolution of tombstones, epitaphs and monu-
ments. There were little brown sand-stone
slabs=, some of them 200 yvears old, the names
and figures appearing in cnrve and :;nzl(l' sharp
and distinet, as if ancient Egvptinn artists had
done them. There were sqnare marble tomb-
stones, blurred and blotched by storm and de-
eay; there were a4 few pathetic wooden ones,
planted there by poverty; there were invisible
ones, left o by the hand of neglect. It was im-
pressive to notice how different were the ubodes
of the living. who could care for thems=e¢lves,
and the dead, who counld not.

Sull there was in the cemetery one ample
Scoth granite vase, containing fowers of mem-
ory and glistening complacent smiles from its
sleek sides at the plebeian landmarks around it
This was to emnhasize the poithnmons import-
ance of a wealthy Boston tea dealer, who had
come back to restin sight of the mountains
from which. a8 a bov, he descended to fortune,
and a tall mast of gravite was employed by the
proad little villuge to rebearse daily the fact
that said village had once furnished a governor
for the state commonwealth. There were even
two or three old vaults in a corner of the field.
fn which lay stored broken images that had
bold sgme of the prouder spirits of the neigh-

Jurhood.

It was the 29th of May of a vear not long
after the wor closed. Two middle-oged men
were looking carefully among the miniature
hilltops, which, though eoveriug death, were
themselves overspread with the life of thrifty

¥ tation.

‘ﬁeﬂ men were ex-soldiers. They seemed
mot particularly strong in their movements;
one of them lim and the other raised his
right arm with difficulty. They carried small
American fags. the stafls of whick they were
plunging in the ground at the heads of all the
soldiers’ graves they conld find: these were put
there for the purpose af announcing that such
graves were to be covered with tiowers at to-
morrow’s decoration. A little girl, the grand-
child of one of themw, wis wandering more or
less near by and ocensionally singing softly,
balf to hersell, to keep the child magination
fiom the belief that her doll was crving.

“It seems to me, Barker.,” one of the men
smid, “us if [ was a walkin’ round on a ecrowded
steambont in the night, or at a fuir, or some-
thin'. where a lot of old neighbors got eanght
out away from home an’ lnid down on the tloor,
anywhere they could eateh it, an” went to sleep.
1 find myself steppin careful. every once in
awhile, ns if for fear of huriin some on’‘em.
I don't believe there’s hardly one here (exeept
them that slipped away fore I was born) but
what if thex'd get righ® up an’ look me in the
eyes we d know eac o her.”

Barker did not repls. but seemed to be listen-

m 2 wgy whieh to the other was more com-
plimentary than an answer. The notes of a
smx-horn bugle came softly up from the valley
village near by. It wax the leader of the bruss
band which was to play at tomorrow’s cere-
mounies. He was chanting that old war ode,** We
Shall Meet. but We Shall Miss Him,” and each
note rounded to the scldiers like an old [riend.

“There's fulks here fTom every house in town,
Barker. " he continned. “Folks thet rattled
aroun’ o0 when they wos alive an’ took np so
much room you wounldn't of thoughi they'd
ever be covered up like this. People that was
#o seif-standin’ an’ so independent like vou d
never ve gunessed they'd submit to lvin' ina

vevard with just & rongh stone wall round
ﬁ‘ Bat bere they be—quiet as you please—
under our feet.”

Barker still framed his replies in deep but
sympathetic silence. The little gicl was softly
humming “FRest for the Weary,” or something
of the kind, rocking her doll. which she
i i now to have fallen a<leey. She hplf
-, lay. on the gronnud. and leaned up
aguinst a child’s grave, ns she did it

*Here's Cuptain Stubbers, Barker. What an
up-and-at-it man he was in all military matters
before the war! He recruited the first company
of eful soldiers we ever had here since old
truinin’ times —when we thought war was just
somethin to be read about in the history books,
an spoke in pieces at school, an' played with
by marchin’ from one end o the town to the
other an’ back ag'in.  Captain Stubbers nsed to
declare war in this easv-gouin’ town aboat ence
a month, an” git all the voung fellers around

taggin® after him with muskets on their
shoulders an’ four drums, three fifes an’ a tri-
angle abead to bait "em along. Why, they fol-
lowed him like sheep a bein” salted.. How
straight the captain used to march! He looked
as if be had bad bis head an’ -houlders took off

an’ set omn sgin a little further back.
When the war broke out he never
ot any more southerly than Wash-

gton: he was took «ick an’ had to resign an’
eoms bome. But he was al'ayvs marshal o the
day at politienl meetin’s an’ the Fourth o Juls
—al'ays top o' the chelf. a little higher than the
other dishes. You never wonld o thought that
bhe would submit to a gravevard. He took

rtie lnr pains all throngh the war not to. But
:m be is—right down almost under my left
foot.™

Barker remembered the captain, every inch
of him. He bad been orderly vergeant in this
company that, as an organization. never saw a
battle —not even o sham one, and he was after-
ward an orderly private in a regiment of whom
omly s fifth part brought jeace home with
them.

**Here's old Juhn J. Partridge’s present loca-
tion, ’ continued the other. “What & manner
old Jobu J. had! He was one ¢’ vour vilkige
dukes—a reg'lar old out-an’-out high cocks-
Jorum. When I wasa bov [ used to straighten
n!:all louk ns intepestin’ as [ conld, an’ kind o
pleadin’ like, ef 1 saw him comin’ alung the
street, iu bopes he would give me anod. He
was cousidered rich in them days; woth prob iy
ten thomwsard dollars, easy.

“An bere s Johnuv Wilson,” continued the
imprompta historien, <tabbivg a mound with
one of the miniature fags in the head of a low,
Bumbly masked grave. “What s fish' He mav
be sober now, for he has been dend quite a good
while. but ef o be win't responsible. An’ still
he was the life o our whole company when he
wasn t in the guard honse,

Just theu & young ludy rode slowly along the
=1|h clay -tm:‘ tlmti ! skirted oue side of the

aryi gronund. er strong. black Lorse
m:?m love every motion olgth' bitdie rein
orw and to more (han obey it. She wasa girl
to be ved, with her Large black evesandstutely
manners, and siill it was evident that the blnck
horse was in love with her ruther than in fear.
eves, while imperial in their expression,
be tender and appealing ut very short no-
. And one never knew which of the two
methods of ruling she was sbout to adopt.

She was known throoghont the Country as
“The governor's granddaughter,” being de-
scen from the great man now Iving under
the monument. People do not always ke thove
they look up to; but everybody liked, respected
and feared ber at the came time. She had a
great deal of the old governor's governor biood,
a8 well as the sweetness of another line of an-
cestors. It was rumeored that she was soon to
be married to the ex-tea dealer's nephew, who
bad just inherited a couple of millions, all made
out of tea in Boston, and it was hoped and be-
Leved in the village that she would make
that #2.000,000 into a series of ghitter-
fragments before the matrimonial

bad been consommated. Her first
lover bad ted south just before the war,
driven there, it wns raid, by her continued half
refusal to wed him. He finally married south,
the coufederste army, died in its serv-

and his coftin, with what few remains it
beld, unembalmed
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“Well, the remainder of him is a good ways
off, probably, anyhow, Barker,” replied his
companion, drily. “Far enongh away so we

n't have any bother with it.”

“I've been a thiukin'about that, t00,” re-
plied Barker. ““There's a few people believes
that when a man dies without havin’ done up
his life to his own satisfaction or any one else’s.
he gets back here, some way, an’ #pies around
to try if he can’t fix it up different.”

“Ghosts?” inquired linssell, with a lnugh in
his tone. As this sonorous monosvllable was
prononnced the little girl forgot about the doll,
raised a small shapely bead and o) her
eves wide, and as round a= the third letter of
the word. Already & mention of the weird
ruce of disembodied spirits had power to thrill
her.

“Yes, ghosta,” replied Barker. “I didn’t use
to bt'liEtE in ‘em, llg ain’'t dond sure that I do
now. It's one of these things almost everybody
believes iu a little; things a fellow can have
confidence in some of the time, and then ag in
he can't. I ain't sure whether I believe ?n. ‘'em
today or not: but I did several times durin’ the
war,

“One night, lyin" in my tent in Vlrgi!u!y,
arter a hard day'» work. marchin’—marchin’'—
marchin’—I was just in that queer place where
thinkin’ stops and dreamin’ begins, when T spied
aman who stood right up over me as plainus [ can
see vou now, an’ plainer too; for my eyes don’t
getany stronger as | grow old. That was my
brother, that [ never agreed with very well, an'
hadnu’t met for gome vears, and can’t really l:['.
that [ wanted to. ‘Hello, Jim,” he eavs, in
queer off-hand way: ‘I stopped in a minute to
apologize for never agreeing with you, and to
make an explanation why we never understood
each other, why we couldn’t hook our ideas and
feelings together, but I've found out that it
wasn't either of our fanlts. It won't be piled
up ag'in either of our doors; it'll all come out
right before long; it was the mistuke of some
of our forefathers, generations ago. It'll all be
expliined when we see each other again, and we
shall be us good friends us we ought to be—1I
ean't stop but & minute now -good-bye.” Sam
died that same evenin' in Buell's army, hun-
dreds of miles away."”

“Just a kind of balf think and half dream,”
objected Russell,

“Well. mavbe it was: but it'sa kind of half
dream 1 don’t have every night in the week,”
replied his companion. *““Atany rate, I believed
in ghosts for a month or two ufter that. Then,
for a year or more, it seemed to me it was all
nonsense ag in. But just as the war was over,
an’ we a goin' to start for home the nex' day,
an' I was as happy as any time in my whole
life—about midnight I woke almost up, an’ my
little boy, that I s posed was to home, rufe and
well, e come an’ put his arms round my
neck s

This part of the story was not finished. There
was 0 mininture grave in one corner of the
cemetery that concluded the fultering speech.
Euseell quietly placed u flag at the head of the
boy’s tomb before he left the inclosure,

“An’ then it's run slong from that time to
thi=," eontinued Barker. The little girl wag
now walking band in band with him, her head
down. She knew that the little dead boy in the
grave, shorter even than xhe was, had been her
“Unecle Froddie.” She had dresmed a great
denl by that tiny little mound, thinking how
nice it would have been. had he lived, to have a
“buby uncle,” forgetting that he wonld have
grown by this time much larger than she.

“It's run along from that time to this,” con-
tinued the oid mmn. thoughtfully. - But last
night I was comin’ along, in the furder edge of
the evenin', past the graveyurd; I wus sort of
old-man tired, an’ maybe a little sleepy: 1
leaned up ag'in  one of the fence posts an’ fell
to considerin’ sbont the different folls [ had
known that hed nileo.re here to dwell ut last—
just as vou was a in" a little while ugo. I
can't believe I got azleep, an” 1 don't jedge it
cud have been o dream. It seemed to me that
Albert Sutherlind rose straight up from behind
an old wide gruvestone.an’ 1 cud see himas well ns
any one could be made out in the night. Then it
appeared as if he spoke, an’ says: ‘Jimmy,
is that vous (He nsed to call me ‘Jimmy'
even when he was a little boy, and I liked it,
from him. )

“I didu’t seem able to get up any answer;
could: 't say a word; nothin’ pertainin’ to me
would move, exceptin® my lhair. and that was
tryin’ to get away by creepin’ up torge the top
of my head. All the reserdne of me just hung
onto that gnte post, an’ stared. But the ghost
went right on a talkin’—or re it appeared to
me.  “Jimmy,’ it said, ‘Tecan’t stav away, 1
had to come back, even for ever so little a time.
I'm now in bell, Jimmy, actnally in hell. I
can't bear to think that my falher an’ mother
is both down om me so becance I fought on
the other side. What could I do, old friend?
My wife was all southern; her relatives, that
had been kind an’ true an’ honowable to me
from the minute I first got there, a poor
yankee schoolmaster—they was all sontherners;
the air was full of it and I had to breathe.
The south seemed to me a country within a
country: and if it stepped out, wasn't I

still in my own adopted land?
What wag the whole country
to any of us except an adopted one? All our

sncestors eame from other paras of the world.
fmiro—I enlisted—in the confedernte army.
. m1 then down came a letter f.om my dear old
Ya kee tiher—I had alwavs loved him, to say
rothing of my sweet mother'—here the ghost
seemed to me to hitch a little au’ choke like —
‘I had hoped to bring my wife home on a visit
next year, and she would have made friends
here with everybody in two days—but down
came this jletter from mv father, and it said:

** *You bhave joined the enemier of your coun-
try and are as much of a truitor as Benedict
Arnold ever was. More, he fought in favor of
the nation before he betraved it. and vou have
never done anything for it, exeept to live on its
bounty and enjoy its protection. Coward!

“*You had the best of New England blood in
your veins and as goud teaching as I was able
to provide.  All the worse that you have done
as you did.

**Yonu have probably fallen into such a slongh
of treachery nnd disgrace that the eontempt of
u mothe? and the curse of a father are of no ac-
conut to vou: but remember, traitor, you have
them. However this unbappy war may termi-
vate, never presume to come near my door
aguin -never send us a word. Vvon are not
even dead to me: you are as though vou uever
| existed. I do not say good-bye—any more than
I would to a stone or n stick.’

“*Anud then the ghost continned ahead —on its
own hock: ‘I went throngh the war, Jim, as
bravely as 1 could, and tried to do my duty.
Bat it bore bard on my home. Long before it
| was over my wife was Jdend. my dearest friends
| killed or self-exiled and —# it any wonder if I
| #hhonld hail death a# a relisf?
| * *Tell me about mv father and mother. Do
| vou know whether they still hate me? Do you

know—"

**And just then a girl an’ & feller came along
spoonin’ and 1 roused up, an’ the ghost was

one.

“Well, I declare, Barker.” replied the other,
“vou are gettin' queer, no mistake. I al'ays
thought yon was dreamy, an’ bad too much
imagination to the square inch: but this is a
beat, even on yerself. to say nothin’ about yer
memory, in bein’ able to repeat all that. Do you
stippuse a 'ril‘Lem‘l from the eternal world,
apt to stand t'other wide of a fence post from
you, with its elbow up on one o' the ruils, an’

ive you its war record? From all I've ever

&

tightly in one
ntter to its comfort.
“Oh, I saw it—1 saw it—I saw it!" she

“‘Saw what, you little desertin’ daughter of
the regiment?” laughed Russell.

“The ghost!" excluimed the child, her blue
eyes flashing with unheulthy excitement. *It
came out of the old tomb. It kind of rose
right up and tried to where 1 was. It
spoke and said: ‘Little girl, don’t be afraid. I
won't hurt you." And I answered, ‘I guess you
won't if I can help it,” and ran right toward
where [ heard you culling me.”

“You see what a bad effect your k stories
have on the infant mind,” said Russell, jokingly.
**The little thing don’t mean to lie, but she lis-
tened to every word you said, an’ now che’s got
the ghost distemper herself.”

“*Maybe the little girl saw the same one that I
did,” wnggested Burker.

“Perbaps,” laughed the other iromically.
“They #ay children can see spirits when no one
else is able to. Muybe that explains both cases.
P'raps you've entered your second childhood,
Barker. But, ufter all, I'm inclined to think we
can explain the whole thing ko far ns you are
concerned on the ground that spirits is apt to
eanll forth spirits.”

Parker shook his head in half-sulky silence,
and they left the little settlement of the dead,
with its buried fragments of humanity, its
mists and its mysteries,

CHAPTER IL

The little village and surrounding townships
turned out very creditably the next day to
decorate their soldiers’ graves. The sun was as
bright and life-giving as if it had never seen a
faneral; there were two or three companies of
soldiers, commanded by numerous officers, one
of whom hud succeeded in becoming colonel in
time of profound ; there was a brnss
band, which might have reconciled the whole
E:pulution of the cemetery to death, could they

ve nwnkened long enough to hear one tune,
and there was a large number of citizens, not
caring particularly for public display of grief,
but many of whom kept their offering: to the
country in this little place and now wanted to
typify their thoughts and feelings toward them
with the most beuutiful flowers that it was pos-
sible to finil,

Among these was a gturdy, firm-featured old
man who might have been & Cromwell, a Bis-
marck or a Gladstone if blessed and eursed
with the same environments, who had many of
the elements of greatness within him. more in-
tense, perhaps, from the limited scope of their
display. Muny of these were shown with the
features of this old semi-mountaineer, bat that
distinetly New England product—determina-
ticn—wus the most prominent one. The reticent
soil and unbending climate of his life-long
home had conspirved to make this the most no-
ticeable portion of his nature.

His wife wus a motherly woman who had evi-
dently started out in life with o disposition of
unqualitied sweetness, but had from year to
vear ubsorbed some of the granite of her hus-
band(s character. It is impossible for a sharply
contrasting conple to live long together in peace
without obtaining more or less of cach other's
qualities. Nor hed her own influence been idle
all these years. There was un oceasional line of
tenderness among the marks of time and emo-
tion in the old man's face, as if they had erept
there with mild but dogged perceverance and
clung in spite of everything.

“Poor, poor Albert,” sighed the motherly
woman, us they drove toward the cemetery, *1
do not know whether they will let n; decorate
his grave or not. There was xo much talk against
even our barying bhim hsre when we birouglht
him home from the south.”

*But he was buried here, all the same,” eaid
the old man, bringing his tecth together firmly.
“It's my cometery lot, and there wasi t enough
fanuties in town to keep oar own fle-h and
blood out of it.” Aund the sume old hand that
had forwurded a father's curse to th2 only son
because he had joined the confederate army
came down with acrash upon the avm of the
wagon seat, in defense of that come son—or,
ra®her, of the old gentleman him elf,

“Poor, poor Albert,” repeated the old lady.
“He mnﬁlu't belp doing what he did. He
thought he was right.”

“Well. I ain’t so sure of whelher he even
thonght ke was right,” objected the old man,
giving his favoiite road horse two or three
geutle but decided touch s with the whip. *“I'm
inclined to think (an' to hope, too,) that he
let others do his thinkin’ for him.” (And his
heart added, if not his tongue: “*He ought to
have let me do it for him; then it would have
been done right.” The old gentleman's counte-
nance and manner thowed that he was perfectly
ready to do the thinking for almost anvbody, )

The wife did not unswer: a sudden little
storm of tears had swept across the bive skyv of
her eyes. It came as ii having o rieht to, for it
was a daily visitor. Every mother knows that
there had not been a single wakeful-hour when
she had not thonght of her cnly s0n.

“Well, we're here,” said the old gentleman ot
last in a dry tone. He did not like displar and
coald mot help making little sharp, biting,
Yankeeish remarks when he saw it

“T'he soldiers are all ont.” he muttered. “It's
the same old story sgain— war in the time of
peace. It's queer how many fellows there are
who love to put roosters’ feathers in their hais
and mareh aboat whenever they earf get the
chunce. Bome of thee chaps know how to
march, though —they did it 10 the army; all
commanded now by a peace officer.”™

The sweet-fuced old wife did not say any-
thing; a deep problemn was in her henrt. she
had bronght along a few bouguets to place upon
the soldiers’ graves, and s fine une hud been re-
served for thut of the son whom 1 he had loved
and lost. She could not benr to thiuk of all the
other soldiers geltiug wreaths and her son huv-
ing none. And yel, in conver-ation that morn-
ing. her stern old husbaud had decided that the
boy was not worthiy of any fowers; tha! al-
though the young man wa: hit own von he
thould be made an example of even in his grave.
It was the Roman father act brought into New
Eng‘hmd.

‘Lhe procession was a good one for a conntry
town, and the soldiers made a very eredi able
display. There wus also amoug their number a
society of Odd Feilows, a company of firemen
und a long line of school boys aud girls--all
anxious to do their shure in decornting the

aves of the dend heroes, Although it nasa

oliday, it was o mournful one, and seemed
much lihagrmt open-air funeral. The day
had not then become us it hasin many ploces
since, a leisure time of pleasure and festivity;
the graves were too new; the deaths were all

recent.

This field of the dead was not all filled with
tomba. A portion of it on one side was still
vacant country, very suggestive to tho:e who
might sume time reside in it. Pari of it was in-
deed accusied today, but by living people. A
small stand had been erected for speakers and
musicians, and this was surroun by the

crowd that gathered. The glee club
turned for the day into a dirge elub, sung a ve-
lection, half hymn, half song,praising the fallen
heroes; a prayer was offered by the most
popular clergyman in town, and then ecame the
oration by a nei judge, who still bere
marks upon his face of the fatigue which he had
ex in trying to keep politics out of it
while writing it. But the exercises were over

at luat; another was n? entitled ““The
Nation Weeps and ‘lourm " in which
the comedian basso seemed

::‘ln it, only, 3
ouldn’t hev had to be here today, weepin' fur
them that fit fur it.
boy lies there with only a third part of his life
lived out:an' though T'm his uncle, as hadn’t
ought to be, I want to say right here that it's
my opinion that if we had all the flowers fhat
grows on the sides of every mountain in sight
0’ this—this—camp o’ the dead there wounldn’t
be any more than enough to tell his praises.
Yes, friends and feller citizens, he fit fer his
country, an’ not ag'in it.”

Half a dozen pretty girls, composing com-
mittee No. 1, now eagerly grasped huge bouquets
and disappeared in the mists to decorate the
grave of Henry Worden.

“‘The second grave upon my list,” continued
the marshal, “is that of Samuel 'i‘nyiur. His
cousin, Peter Taylor, who was in the army with
him, will pronounce his eulogy.

Peter Taylor rose, his eyes full of tears. He
tried hard to speak, but could not for a time.
At last he blurted out:

““There wasn't no Johnny ever seen a stitch
o' his coat tails, now 1 tell ve. He was a lookin’
right torge 'em all the time. The night he

l re—

The speech here broke down, but its frag-
ments fell upon the people with more effect
than symmetrical oratory could have done.
Many of the honest townspeople shed tears; the
dead man’s mother wept umlibly; few of the
other speeches which followed produced so
great an effect, though some were studied and
eluborate.

At last the marshal of the day looked again at
his paper and said:

“*The next name on the list is Albert Suther-
land. It was put here against my advice by the
majority of the committee, but it's my duty to
read it.  You all know he was a soldier—on the
wrong sxide. I don't know whether there's any
one 'here wants to suy any eulogy on him or
not.’

The silence that followed seemed the deepest
that had ever been known in that cemetery.
Nobedy had a word to say: the very stillness
seemed to the mother of the voung man a v@ce
erving against him. The mist among the peo-
ple und the graves grew deeper and deeper.

All ut once the hard old father rose and came
around in front of the stand. He was well
kuown and respected. and liked as one might
like a cold, bracing winter day, and people
all listened to him. His voice was tigm, and this
made the oceasicnal slight falterings in it all the
more noticeable and pathetie.

*My friends and neighbors,” he said, “this
is one of the most painful days in my life, and
there have been plenty of 'em —more and more
of "em as I've got older. I didn’t want to be
here today, and still T counldn’t help coming —
for it's the duty of everyvbody to stand up for
their country on such a day as this, and I joved
some of these boys here as if they were my own
#ons. I'm #aid to be a kind of hard-hearted old
fellow, and my nature, I suppose, is more or less
strewn with rocks, but there wasn't a single one
of these soldiers went down into the south coun-
try but my heart went with him, though my
body was too old to do so. You all know that
Albert, whose nate has just been read here,
wis down south when the war began teaching
school, and had married a very sweet, hand-
some sonthern girl, nccording to her photo-
graph, which he sent me. Friends and neigh-
bors, 1 don’t deny that I was proud of my son
when he was here among us. Who wouldn't
bave been? But he went into the wrong army
(although he claimed he had a good exeure for
it}, but it's mv opinion no wan ever had a :
excure for fighting agninst his country, It=+ e
me angr. more #o than 1 can tell, and I di
owned him, put him awny out of mv hear. and
wrote und told him so. I kept the feeling up
ull through the war, but when the news cifuc
that he was dead I couldn’t help baving him

brought home, and here he is in this
graveyurd. And somehow I find, now
the war §s  throngh, that the ald
feelings keep coming back to me which I had

before he left home, Something keeps raying
to me: “He wasn't entirely to blume; there s
two sides to every question, even if one is the
biggest.” He secrns more and more like a son,
and less and lew like o foreigner. SoJ just
want to say & word or two in favor of my som.
He made a mistuke in life, bu’ before that he
was o giraight, honeat, manly fellow. He waa
as good o son ns ever a fa'her need have and his
mother loved him—-""

The mother commenced sobbing quietly, but
deeply. These were the tirs! tender word: she
bad beard her husband speak of the boy for
vears. Everjbody was listening intently pain-
fully, tears were in some eves. The old ‘man
continued:

*We—we have a few flowers here, which, if
;:‘o_-rmi::_l‘-l.l_. we wouid like to lay on his grave.

ey

The old man broke down for the first time in
his history, The whole company did the snme.
A revulsion of feeling o- the the revelation of
a feeling that already  existed came over them
They had all liked Albert when he was a boy and
they seemed to enter into the same spirit now.
Three young ladier, led by governor's
granddaughter, quietly took large bouguets
from-thoseYemuining and vanished in the mist
toward the Sntherland lot, .

But at that moment the whole assembla
looked startled, then frightened, then broke
into a panie. The ghost of Albert Sutherland
came slowly out of the mist and #tood before
them,

The orator of the day, who had just said in
his speech, ““So just was our caure that one
northerner could essdly put to flight two con-
federntes,” leuped headlong from the .ack of
the platform and ran, even at right of <he ghost
of one, leaving his laborioualy written oration
behind, The brass band followed him, throw-
ing their insiruments in every direction, The
Gle2 Club were not fur in the rear and the gen-
cral publie indulged iv asampede. Ruossell
wad Parker retreated a few steps, formed ranks
mechanically and stood in the “ready” position
between advancing ghost and reireating people,
instinetively holding each a phantom gun at
“ehorge bayoneis.””

jd Mr. Sutherland held his ground and
glared ut the new comer. Lut the mother went
nearer and neater to the apparition. She did
not secm afraid of it;she walked up deliberately
and put her hand npon its shonlder, *‘Albert,
Albert, Albert,  #he murmured

To her ruaprize, but not terror, the ghost did
not vunich, give way and yield like thin air to
her hand, us a well regalated apparition should
have done. It pat two very substantial arms
around her, ki sed her, and called her ““mother”
for the first time li“ many years.

**Oh. my poor boy. my poor boy,” she began,
weering piteously aguin a8 scon as she realized
that he was alive. **And so you are not dead at
all,” the murmured. *Poor, poor boy! Why,
we have you buried out there in our lot, and
some youug ladies are Putting flowers upon you
now! .

The young man smiled sadly.

1 was nlmost dead in the ital,” he ex-
plained, “and the man they buricd was marked
wi.h my nume und number by mistake. When

ou ﬂunllymw'ﬁt ﬂ:or me, m& :urnrdod that

¥, or what little was left t it
was mine; and it i# now poor ﬁm
that tlw. girls are covering with flowers ount
yonder.

Meanwhile, the Roman father, whose

An’ now the poor sainted | ladies

This little outburst of half spite, half loyalty,
affected the governor's
ently from what it would
Bhe merely replied :

“I don't blame you. Some of these southern

are very good and winsome.”
“And you,” continued the ex-Yankee con-
federate, “‘you went and became engaged to a
Boston dude because he had a few tea chests
of money.”

This nlso pleased the New England*beanty.
She did not bridle, or say or imply that that
was her. ownaffair. She answered simply and
balf laughingly :

“If being proposed to fifty-two times by a
young man and refusing him fifty-three is be-
coming engaged to him, then you are right.”

*“But what could Ido?" asked Albert,gloomily.
“I had to have love! You would not give it to
me. She was a sweet, lovely woman. You re-
member, you alwave were raving about the
book ‘David Coppesfield.' She and I read it
together, and 1 called ber my Agnes. I had
told hgr about you—we had nothing apart fram
each other—and she ealled you my ‘Dora.’
Only, she used to say, long before she died,
lnughing wearily, for she was never verr well,
‘Yon married your Agnes (as vou mistakenly
call me) first. If anything happens to me you
must go back and tell her that I don’t believe
you ever understood her—that if 1 had known
her I should have loved her and she would not
have disliked me—tell her——"*

The - tear pearls were now having their own
way in the prond eyes of the governor's grand-
daughter. “Have you her picture?" she inter-
rupted softly.

Young man produced it from next his
heart. The northern beauty bent over the
southern one. Ome glince told the quick-
witted and deep-hearted girl that her innocent
and unconscious rival might some time in the

reat future be one of her dearest friends. She
izsed the picture passionately. *Dear, dear
sister,” she murmured. And then to Albert:

**She ix going home with me. You may come
for her tomorrow evening—if you wish. Now
you must talk with your parents—and vour old
friends—all of whom are ready to greet you
kindly."

Everybody gathered around Arthur Suther-
land and wished him well; even the sun eame
out again and raluted him. It was the first
time that the village ever drew a long breath
and realized that the war was over. The band
guthered up their ghost-scattered instruments
and plaved ““Huil Columbia,” *Dixie’s Land”
and “The Btar Spangled Banner.” all within
five minutes; but did not succed in raising

nddaughter differ-
ve a smuller nature.

any more of the dead. Margie, the
“daughte_r of the regiment,” recovered from
her fright and made close friends

with the reformed specter. Evervbody scemed
bappy, and with mingled feclings of joy and
sorrow, with thankfulness to heaven for so
suddenly straightening the tangled threads of
his life, the confederate ghost went homeward
with his rejoicing father and mother, com-
mencing a new life and a new career.
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RIDING IN THIS CITY.

Women Easier Than Men to Teach—Cheaper
to Hire Than to Own a Horse.
66“’(I}IEN LEARN TO RIDE MORE

quickly and casily than men,” said
Washington's most popular riding master to a
STAR writer. **Why that should be o I cannot
exactly tell, but my impression has alwayvs been
that they acquire anything more readily than
the opposite sex, possibly because they give
more nudivided attention to whatever they are
engaged at. Very often a ludy will become a
fair rider with only fifleen or twenty lessons,

“whereas n man cfter twenty-five or thirty les-

sons will sometimes know less of the art of
equitation at the end than he did at the begin-
ning. Easiest of all to teach are children, who fre-
quently get afair rent and a pretty good notion of
riding in eight or ten lessons. With riding it
issomewh:t as with swimming—in youth it is

learned with muach less effort and is never after-
ward furgotte% grown person who has
understood in childhiood how to manage a horse
is always at home on the buck of such an ani-
mal, thorgh many years have elupsed since
mounting one,

*“The most difficult persons to instruet in the
art of riding are thase who have been sat home
in the saddle all their lives,” having been necus-
tomed to the manogement of horses in rorul
parts or on the pliins. They think they know
it all, but the only thing they understand is how
to gnllop. Of the mede of eguilation proper
for purks nnd the avenres of a ecity they have
no uotion wha‘ever. They ure harder to teach
than if they had never wat ina saddle bolore,
beeanse they have to begin by unlearning most
of what thev know, In this respect riding is
like dancivg, for any dancing master will tell
vou that the hardest part of his work is to make

is papils relinquish  the wrong  steps
and style which they are apt to have
previonsly aequired. 1t is almost impossible in
myny cases to induee individuals who have been
used to riding to shorten their stivrnps and
adopt the correct method for the English sad-
dle. Of course the English style of riding is
the only proper one from the point of vfew of
fa hion, Even the French have imitated it
closely.

HORSE AND RIDER.

“It is always an important matter that rider
and horse should be suited to each other. For
example, a short and stout man finds a big,
round-barrcled beast a very uncomiortable
mount, becanse his in the =addle is only
from the thigh to the knee, whercas the tail
and thin man has a grip from thigh to eals.
Accordingly, the latter shonld have the big-
bodicd animal, while the formér chonld bestrida
# slim and well-bred horse.  Grace and cle-
ginee in riding are to u great extent dependent
on the individual; no amount of teaching will
render a clumsy person graceful on horseback
or on foot. In one way women ave barder cn
horses than men, because their weight is not =0
evenly distribnted. On the other hand, men
average at least thirty pounds heavier und ride
faster; but they exercize better judgment as to
giit. A woman, through sheer ignorauce, will
sometimes spoil n horse.

“Onee in a while it happens that a customer
spoils one of my horses by hard riding. In
such a case [ demand payment for the animal
When 1 hire ont a beast worth #200 for £3 for
an afterncon I have a right to expect that it
shall be returned to me in good condition. It
secms to.me that it is a mistake for any person
of moderate means to keep his own horse in
Washington. There can be no doubt that hir-
inﬁnn unimal by ¢he month is much cheaper
an

mote satisfactory in every way, A
fair eaddle horre, with acconterments,
costs about 250, The wages of a
man are about &40 a month; you
cannot get a good one for less. Feed costs 10
a month, shoeing from &3 to 4 a month, and
there are other which mount up.
Young men here in sometimes club to-
gether and hire one stable and a man for five

War a great many large rooms would be re-
quired. When one considers the feelings of
patriotism that aye supposed to have animated
northern hearts during the mighty civil strug-
gle, all beating with one universal throb for
the preservation of the country, it is painful to
think of the fact that from the beginning to
the end of that period of civil strife 268,000
men deserted from the stars and stripes.

The faces in the collection of tin types de-
seribed afford a strange study. In not a few of
them one distinetly recognizes the criminal
type. Most of these represent bounty jumpers,
who make a business of desertion, running away
from one regiment for the purpose of enlisting
in another, and thus obtaining by frand repay-
ment several times over for their patriotism.
Inasmuch as #3300 was offered to each fresh re-
cruit from October, 1863,to May, 1864, this form
of industry was safficiently profitable to afford
inducements to the unserupulous. One fellow
whose picture is tacked to the planks is set
down in the memorandum beneath us having
deserted no less than twentv-three times, al-
thongh he was evidently bardly more than a
}"lulﬁ. His name was Patrick Gallagher. On
the other band, there are many faces in this lit-
tle gallery which are decidedly prepossessing.

THE RECORD OF DESERTERS. &

The number of men recorded as deserters is
considerably in excess of what it should be, in-
asmuch as it was swelled by the names of many
stragglers and other persons who were unavoid-
ably absent from duty, owing to accidents or
unreported disability. It is estimated that only
about 200,000 soldicrs forsook the nation’s flag
during the war deliberately and of their own
free will. These latter figures seem large
enough, but it has been correctly said that *‘no
enuse is 80 just or o beloved that war in its be-
half will not be attended with desertion by its
defenders,” Many causes besides cowardice
and indifference to duty are operative in such
matters—uot least of them love and anxiety for
kindred and other dependents at home, for
whose sake even a patriot may sometimes be in-
duced to run away.

The axperience had by the United States re-
specting desertion and the means of preventing
it was got during the rebellion at great cost.
A long time passed betore it came to be real-
ized that there was but one way to deal effect-
ively with the evil—namely, by the exercise of
the utmost severity. So long as lenient meas-
ures were upplied men dropped out of the ranks
by thousands, undeterred by fears of punish-
meng.  Lives sacrificed, battles lost and conse-
quent prolongation of the struggle were the
fruits of want of vigor in treating the trouble
in the early stages of the war. Thus merey to
those who ran away was really a great eruelty to
those who remained true to the cause. Among
the causes for desertion was the fact that in the
beginning of the condiet a majority of the vol-
unteers had no knowledge of military law and
discipline.

DESERTERS' STORIES.

Another evil brought nbout by desertions was
the discouragement of reerniting by stories
which the deserters sprend respecting the
alieged hnrsh treatment and unnecessary hard-
ships imposed nupon them by officers in coms-,
mand. l"tI is undeninble that the large bounties
offered gave encouragement to runaways, and
the maintaining of so costly a system for se-
eturing fighting men would have ruined the
country finaucially after a while, Therefore it
is contended that a better plan to adopt in the
event of another war would be to do away with
bountics and grant higher pay to voluuteers,
who would thus be enubled to make some sort
of provision for their families left behind.
Naturally individuals who had mever ex
rienced military diseipline were apt to find it
irksome, and it is not surprising that the yurns
told by deserters of cruelties which *they
were obliged to undergo should have done harm.
For example, the accounts they gave of having
been “tied up by the thumbs™—a ecompara-
tively mild punishment for.refractoriness —
were constried as signifying “‘hung up by the
thumbs,” a very different and extremely bar-
barous performance.

BEFORE THE WAR.

Prior to the beginning of the war the army
regmlations gave a reward of #10 for the arrest
and delivery of a deserter, Such arrests were
usnally made by the police of the cities for the
sake of the rewmrd. During the spring and
summer of 1861 large bodies of volunteer
troops were calied into service and desertions
became  very frequent. Accordingly, there
should have been an increase of the rewards
given; but, on the contrary, an order was issued
from the adjntant genernl's office September 7,
1561, reducing the reward for the eapture of a
deserter to £5, which was to cover all expenses
involved. This action, intended as an economy,

roved extremely expensive in the long run.
t effectively put u stop to arrests, and the mis-
chicl grew apace.

" THE PROVOST MARSHALS AND DESERTERS.

Several general orders followed at intervals
for eollecting stragglers and deserters, &e., but
it was not until March 3, 1863, that anything
really effectual was done. Onthat date Con-
gresa passed the first enrollment act, making it
the duty of a provost marshal lft:neml in Wash-
ington to maintain correspondence with pro-
vost marshals in every congressional district
respecting deserters and means for their appre-
hension.  The law required all officers in com-
mand of regiments and battalions not attached
to regiments to report each month the deser-
tions from their commands during the month
El‘miuu:t. They were obliged to make out

lanks, giving the n:me, description, residence
and probable whereabouts of each such
choentes.  These reports were duly classified at
the office of the provost marshal general in
Weushington and iaformation was sent to the
provost marshals in the various eongressional
diztriets about the runaways who might be ex-

eted to be foundgn their respective neighbor-
Btuuln. The provost marshals were ordered to
arrest the delinquents when they could be
found.

REPORTS FROM THE FIELD.

At the beginning it was found very difficult
to get the commanding officers in the field to
send their reports of desertions with regularity.
Obviously, they were very b with other
things, and such clerical matters fatigued them.
However, a way of getting over that trouble was
quickly discovered, orders being issued to the
effect that the ny of such ofticers as failed to

8

cealing or employing knowingly of &

deserter
a criminal offense, punishable with i;:rbu-
ment and erime. About that time it d come

girded to the body by a thick
woolen belt, binding tightly to ’ﬁl fig-
ure the nmr edge of a narrow nrlﬂ of
striped woolen homespun, very brilliant in
color. A kerchief is usually worn om the head
and the feet are habitually bare. On Sundavs
and fete daye the girls exchange the course
garments for others of choicer texture, the
chemise being fine and carcfully ted and
the apron of mull or muslin, delicately embroid-
ered with white. Tall red moroeco boots, with
vellow heels and soles and curions pointed toes,

adorn  or rather di the feet, and
around the neck are hu many rows of
gaudy beads. The bair s elaborately
plaited in a broad band, which s brought

over to the foreheand and then turned back

This is held in place by dozens of
ping with ornamental M-J and all along
the edges of the braid behind is o thick row
of bits of a fine green aromatie herb, while in
the hair itself at the back, as well as around
the face, bright-colored niums, marigolds
and other flowers are -&iml_v arranged. On
their wedding day they cover their heads with
a wonderful square structure, more like a
pastry cook’s piece montee than s bonnet,
wear an ample white lace shoulder cape, a
brilliant scarlet petticost, with white lace
apron and tall red boots. This dress is pre-
scrved with jealous care and is mever pro-
duced except on Sundays and holidays. q‘h-
men’s costume consists of loose linen trousers,
like a divided skirt,a full tunic, s waistcoat
with silver buttons, hussar boots and s small
round mt. Both sexes have for an outer gar-
ment either a sheepskin  cloak or a great coat
of very thick felt-like white woolen, with broad
square collar, and sleeves either sewed l}p ut
the bottom or else in short, rudimentary form.
These coats, and also the sheepekin closks, are
often richly and gaudily ‘embroidered.

Two Poker Hands in Tennessee,

From the Pittsburg Dispatch.,

He was a quiet-looking elderly man, in a pas-
toral sort of black broadeloth suit and s felt hat
with a broad brim, such as are worn by
“colonels” and “majors.” Next to him in the
car sat two young men, who were telling
stories about personal experiences on the road,
One of them related with much gusto an en-
counter which he had recen ﬂyhdﬂﬁldol‘;:
ate western man, the weapons being cards.
game was . the special oceasion wae
that old familiar “‘big jack pot” which so often
figures in profane history, and two
wflﬂ- u;n:c’]: u‘medi with straight ﬂmluh. “It was
ado imit gume,"” remarked young man,
“and we bet gixtv-seven times, amln‘thenl
called him. He bhada sequence flush, queen
high, and [ had one king high. You should
have heard him swear.” I noticed that the
old man listened with great sttention to
the story, and at its conclusion he ex-
ciimed with much candid astonishment:
“You called’ him!" The youngster blushed
and acknowledged his guilt. “Well! well!" said
the old man, shaking his head, ““these times is
suttenly not what they usen tubbe. You see, I
cum from Tennessee, and we an't up to this way
er doin’ things. Why, I'm playin' & band yit
thet wuz dealt to my pap in '57. Him an’
ole Jedge Dubbin of M they
et into &  game one night in Bep-
tember of 57, and they bet, an' bet,
an' bet. An', when they run outer cash, they
bet mules, an’ then horses, an’ then niggers, gn’
ut las’ they tuk to bettin' acres of lan’, an’

¥ run outer evervthing, an' it was lﬂ?-ed

that the han's shud be &u: in sealed enve!
an’ marked un’ kept in vault of the bank
both on 'em got more stuff. Well, it went on
that way off an’ on till the war cum, and the old
edge had died and pop was killed at Seven

ines, an’ then young Jim Dubbin he tuk his ole
man's place an’ I tuk dad’s. Well, gen'elmen,
we're jist bettin® yvit whenever we git the cash,
and there ain’t no signs of guittin’; but I wud
suttinly like to see them han's of pop's an’ ole
Jedge Dubbin’s atore I die,” and be sighed
long sigh of patient resi ion, while the two
youngsters and the other man in the smoking
compartment regarded him as one worthy of
veneration even if it was only as a liar,

Solving the Domestic Problem.
From Truth.
Mrs. Morris—*“Don’t you find it hard to get a
domestic?’
Mrs. Essex—*I don't try to get a domestic. I
get the imported.”

A STINGING REBUKE.
Or the Adventure of Johnuy and the Bee.

tache, “I think it is pretty mnch the  heese my
self. However, | should rather put 5t in the
past tense tham in the present, and thervin b
the sadness of the story | was about o wll. [
wias going along 19th street yesterday im-
mereed iu thought .

“Munst have bheen over your head,” interjocted
Simpkins rodely.

“Ar [ wan saving,” added Noodle, withont
regurding the interruption, “1 was doeply on-
gaged in thougzhe ting a remarkabiv
pretty girl who was walking slong on the sas
side of the wav aboit & quarter of & hlock
ahead, Inasmuch as she was going in the samn
direction I could only wee her back, and expe-
rience has tanght me that the renr view ol &
Young woman 1= extremely apt to bo doceptive,
Most of the girls 1 have pursoed st various
times in such wise hasve tmrped ont to be ea
ceptionally ugly frem the obverse point of
view, ™

“Never heard of the obverse of & gitl,” sug-
gested Boggs gravely,

“Never mind, I{gon will allow me to con-
tinue I will romark that just o T wae begin-
ing to accclorato my pace for the purpose of
overtaking the supposed fair one s gate in o fonce
that I was pussing was suddonly flung cnen and
the entire contente of what must haie been o
very lfrge pan of dish water were thrown Jdi-
rectly upon my person. Of course, 1 was ex-
tremely astonished and came to an  immediate
mlﬂ'. relinquishing all thoughts of tas youug

v abeadl, while the gate was slonnwed 1o in
an instant, and [ hosrd & voice from the otler
#ide sav:

“*Oh, Lordy! T done it’

“ “Yon are quite correet,” I assented, spoak-
ing from the outside of the fence. ‘“Further
more, [ Snd myself complotely and mest un-
El:‘ﬂlllﬂ_l’ soaked.  Be kind enough ta let wun

ve n fow cloths as quickly as possible wily
which to wipe myself off. If you feel aur ho
tation about opening the gute you may chuck
them over the fonce,”

“The mild way 1n which T spoke indncel the
African femnle who hnd thrown the slops 1o
unbar the portal and admit me to the gurden,
where she and two small pickaninnics, pre=mma-
bly her offspring, proceeded to romove from
my gurments what they could of the objection-
able fluid which had bedewed them. Thoir
labors were 8o far effoctive that I scomed 1o be
considerably worse off when they hal finished
than when they bogan,

“lse awful grieved, sab,' said the woman,
l]'l(ﬂlmﬁf‘ﬂ‘_“. us she removed some soup frag-
ments from my cost pockets, *Faet is [ tuis-
took vou for a colored Indy of ma ‘quaintence,’

“ ‘The deuce you did!" I replind,

“Yeu, sah. Daris a colored lndy who lives
‘ronnd de corner of de alley. She an’ Tain's
frien's. Two or t'ree times we've had & sers
ple in de street, an’ more'n half ob de back ht
she's wearin' today once b'longed to me. [
have her "rested Tuesdayve and she has me took
up Saturdays, De rest of de week—"

*‘You are mot on spesking terms,’ I sug-

“ ‘No, sah. Weo throw t'ings. I seen hezgo
by jus’ five minutes ago with & shawl ober Ler
baid, like as if she was goin’ to de v shop
on de corner. 8o, 8'posin’ dat she d soon come
back, I fetched do 1 ob_slops an’ sawe to de
chillun: “You, }'mm.i Willism an’ Carcline
Evangelina, open de gate quick when 1 tell vou
an’ we il spoil de looks ob dat colored Indy
she comes along.™ '

** ‘8o you were lving in wait? T exclaimed, o
better undorstanding of the ocourrence dawn-
ing upon me.

**Yes, sah. We #'posed she'd be back inside
er 'bout fo' minutes. By an’ by we thought we
heerd her footprints, an’ jus’ as dey got oppe-
wite de gute ——

“‘You let me have it in the neck.' T inter
rupted. *While appreciating the effectiveness
of your method of organizing sn smbusoade, [
might perbaps suggest that its operation eonld
be with advantage u trifle less indiscriminate,
For example, some sort of wateh tower might
be improvised from which Caroline Evangelioe
or—er—Frederick William wnldm o
survey the neighborhood and give and
timely notice of the approach of friend or foe.
This moist substance on the brim of my hat [
tuke to be n remusut of mashod potato, Wil
¥ou not kindly make an eflort to remave 1t7°

“Well, dear bove,” continned Noodles, light-
ing a fresh cigarette, “wfter being cleaned up as
well a8 was pructicable under the circumstances
I once move emerged npon the strect. Twe
doors from the nearest corner I found a re-
markably fat colored woman seated on the front
steps of a house, her face bured in bher hands
and apparently in great sufforing, her body be-
ing agitated as with irrepresible solw,  For-

tting my own woes in part, I asked her what

could do to relieve her, when, to ms nstonishe
ment, she suddenly leaped to hor feet niod begam
capering about on the sidewnlk, induolging the
while in hysterical cachinations,

“AWoman,” T said finally, ‘pray tell me what
is the matter with vou, so | may bave some-
thiug done for it if possitile,”

“My remark seemed 10 lm her somewhat,
and she sat down on the ot s ngmin, #till lnugh-
ing hysterically, while the tears stree med from
bher eves, At last she recovered bersell to some
extent and said:

“ sshe t'rowed de slops onto vou?”

b oBhe certaiuly did,” i admitied,

“iDey was meant fer e, said the woman,

st

‘Oh, golly! I shall buost sure—sah, vob, vob?
Then she hrgan RCTRRIUINE RERIT as Dedor,

* *So you are the other party to the disagroe-
ment of which I am the victim™ 1 respuoncd,

not entering into the humor of the thig ot all
“Not getting any farther reply
heap of senseless mirth on the doorstap,
I pursued my way homeward, smeaking around
by the back strects and attracting no attention
save from two messenger bove engaged in
plaving top, one of whom poiuted at me and
remarked: *Say, Bally, that's the sickest looking
dude I ever see.’

“RBilly locked me over while he wound his
top and said: *He's boen sleepin’ all night in
the gutter. Where's a cop’

“At present I am wondering how my bloe

id suit of clothes will look when it comes

ome from the cleaners.”

— -
Killing Them Didn't Matter,
From the Boston Journal

In Dr. Peter's book telling how he fought hie
way in Africa he nwrrates a curious wiory of
the killing of two natives by Lieut. Tiedomann
not far from Victoria Nyanza., The white ex-
pedition had been reccived with much hos-
pitality by Wachore, an important sultan, whe
invited Peters and Tiedomann to his andicnee
hall, where, sursounded by his chiefs and
women, he received them. To impress

fromm ths com=

¥

& Martini rifle, which Wachore handed 10 Petars
to examine. Peters, after examining the
turned it over to Twedeman = l:hilmrlb-

sccident. ;
o ™ he said, “is overwhelmed with

m’&sﬁmm&;m n was londed

and trying to it. 1 think

.
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