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the records of the
war department appears
the name of Henry B
Clitz, who- was a major
in the regular service.
and who rose to the rank
of a brigadier general of
volunteers while in the
Union army during the
Clivil war. Old army of-
ficers remember Clitz
well, but possibly mil
lions of civillans have
well nigh forgotten him. After the short
official story of bis service written on
the now time-stained paper hidden
away in a vauit of the war depart-
ment, these words appear: “Mysteri-
ously disappeared In the year 1888."
The disappearance of Henry B. Clitz
is one of the mysteries of army life

On other records in the war de-
partment are brief official lines, also
on timestained paper, telling of the
career of Jasper A. Maltby, colonel
of the Forty-ifth Illinois Infantry.
more famillarly
known in the darker
days of the country's
history as the “Wash-
burn’s Lead Mine
Regiment." Maltby's
mame was brought
back not long egn
sharply to memory
by the death of his
widow in Bt Luke's
bospital, Chicago Bhe
was a little snow-halir-
ed woman who had
borne life’s burdens
for just the time al

clan, if her eyes wan-
dered about the walls
of her room, it Is
probable that for the
first time In many
years when within
any room chosen by
ber as am abiding
place, they failed to

200. They- say
Major Clitz
fought that
day as he did

g flag. at Cerro Gor-

The storles of Gen- do, only a lit-
erals Clitz and Malt- tle more so.
by were storles of The regulars
sterling patriotism, of resisted stren-
action and of wounds vously for an
received In the dis- bour or two
charge of duty. Mys Finally some
tery has added its in- of the men
terest to the life's gaw Major
story of Mejor Clitz Clitz go down
perhaps one should A big wall of
84y to his death’s gray was fall
story, though there fng on them
Is always o possibil OURCMNASED A RAWROALD T/CHET FOR just then, and
By that at s gremt A LANE C/TY many others
&ge the major some went dowan
where in some condition still has left in him 8  too. When the fight was over, and afterward. when
#park of the spirit of life which moved him to  some order came out of the chaotic bell, this re

soldler deeds.

Recently a brigadier general of the regular
Bervice, many years retired, came to Washington.
In the lobby of a hotel he met a veteran as griz-
tled and wrinkled as he, but still of an upright
physical bearing. The gefieral looked at the
man a moment actually aghas: and then with
Words that came out in the disorder of a “route
step” gasped:

“John | heard you were dead. | would as soon

~ have thought of meeting Clitz.”

The two bad been subalterns In Clitz's regl

“ ment during the Civil war and after, and bhad
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bim It was perhaps the flashing thought
an anniversary of a disappearance at hand
sent the mturned soldier’'s thought to Major
t2 when in the lobby of a Washington botel
‘met the former comrade, who he had heard
dead  The army archives bear mo stranger
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“retards than that of this case of General Henry

B. Clitz—he was only a major, however, when be
won distinction by his gallantry. It is twenty-
three years ago now that Major Clitz was lost.
Twentythree years, but a man may be found
after twenty-three years.

Major Henry B. Clitz, Twelfth infantry, U. 8
A was once dead and buried and was alive agaln,
lost, and-—the other word that sbould natur
it here is elther yet to be supplied, or for-
{8 to remain unwritten There are scores
of soldlers today. old soldiers—but once a soldler
always a soldier—who, in the memory of what

" huppened after Gaines Mills, think that one day

may agaln clasp this side of the grave the

"band ot Comrade Clitz
Henry

B. Clitz of Michigan entered West Point
the gear 1841, graduating four years after.
was & schoolmate of Grant, McClellan, Sheri-
and Burnside Clitz went Into the Mexican
gnd won praise on the fleld and a brevet
afterward for consplcuous gallantry at Cer
Gordo Cltz was a fighter. He proved this
@very time he had a chance, and during his
forty-five years of service he had chances in
‘plenty
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When the Clvil war bhad been on for a time
Clitz found himself major ol the Twelfth regu

“Jars. He was transferred to that outfit from the

; Third., another fighting regiment
" toward the time of Mechanicsvilie and Gaines

It came along

The Twelfth and the Fourteenth were ly-
close together. When the Galnes Mills

was on and war's hurricane was at Ita
helght the Twelfth and the Fourteenth were given
: to hold. The two regiments were at-
overwhelming numbers, but the num-
pers weren't overwhelming for a long time

two regiments of regular Infantry. The wave of
battle €imply bad fo come down om them and
engulf them. Afterward when (General Sykes

Mills

wrote a report about the Twelfth and Fourteenth .

and the fight that they put up. he said the ranks
of the Twelfth were “decimated.” General Sykes

" had probably nmever studied “English Lessous for

English People™ Unless things have changed,
dectmated means the cutting out of one In ten.
This is the way the Twelfth was “decimated.” It
went into the fight with 470 men; came out with

port was turned in by General Sykes: “The
Twelfth and Fourteenth were attacked by over
whelming numbere. The ranks were decimated,
and Major Clitz was severely if not fatally lo-
jured. Around his fate, still sl_mmdad in mys
tery, hangs the painful apprehension that a ca-
reer so noble, no soldierly, so brave, has termin-
ated on that field whose honor he so gallanily
upheld.”

Major Clitz went on the list of the dead and
what was left of his regiment mourned him as
few soldiers are mourned.

Bultable orders were issued lamenting the death
of this hero of Cerro Gordo and Gaines Mills, but
before the period of the real mourning was over,
though the ofcial kind had been over for months,
the dead came to life again. Major Clitz had
been shot through both legs and in one or two
other places, but on his showing & few signs of
Jife the Confederates made a prisoner of him and
sent him to Libby. ;

Major Clitz was paroled. When be went back
into the service again and when the war was
over he put in twenty years campaigning on the
plains. In 1885 he retired after nearly half a
century of service, and went to live in Detroit,
Mich. Two years later his old command. with
which he had stood in the bullet storm at Gaines
Mills, passed through Detroit on its way to take
station at the posts of the great Iakes. There
were not many then in the Twelfth who were in
it in the old days. but it was the same outfit with
the same old tattered regimental banners.

Major (then General) Clitz met the command
and old memories stirred him to tears. The
Twelfth cheered Its old officer and then Detroii
was left behind.

Was It the stirring of old memories or what
was 1t? His old comrades in arms had been gone
but a little while when Major Clitz went to the
rallroad statlon from which the train bearing the
soldiers pulled put. and there purchased a rall-
road ticket for a lake city which held a garrison
of United States troops. From the hour of the
purchase of that ticket no one has been found,
soldier or clvillan, to say that he has ever seen
Major Henry B, Clitz. The army records give in
detall the story of his gallantry In battle, and at
the end of the shining record are these words,
“Mysterlously disappeared in the year 1888

There was no mystery of disappearance in the
case of Brigadier Generai Jasper A. Maltby. He
died as the result of wounds recelved in action.
His widow who survived him many years and who
died at St. Luke's hospital in Chicago held the
Ameriean flag and her husband’s memory as the
most cherished things in life.
long absent from ber mind,

How many men are there today, bar a few old
soldiers, to whom the name Jasper A. Malthy
would mean anything unlese it were coupled, as
is the above, with some specific  Information?
Yet this man Jasper A Maltby was chosen by
General Grant, on the advice of ‘McPherson and
Logan, to lead, with his single regiment, the most
desperate enterprise at the slege of Vicksburg,
and, as some historians have It. one of the three

Neither was ever

most desperate enterprises of the entire War.
There are today surviving members of the
Forty-fifth Illinois in whose veins the words “Fort
Hill Mine” will make the blood tingle. It was
only a week before the Fourth on which Pember- |
ton surrendered the Confederate city In Logan’s ‘.
front lay Fort Hill It was decided at a council |
of the generals that its sapping and mining and
the subsequent: seizing and bolding of the em-
brasure made by the explosion would be of tre
mendous moral and strategical value to the Unilon
cause. The place was commanded by Confeder-
ate artillery and by sharpshooters In a hundregd
rifie pits. It was known that if the explosion of
Fort Hill was'a success that few of the men who
rushed into the crevasses could hope to come out
alive. It would be what the Saxous called a deed
of derring-do. Owing to the limited space’'to be.
occupled only a single regiment was to be named
*o jump into the great yawning hole after the ex-
plosion and to hold it against the hell fire of the
enemy untll adequate protective works could be
thrown up

There was as many volunteers for the enter-
prise as there were colonels of regiments in
Grant's army. The choice fell on Jasper A Malt-
by and hia following of lllinols bovs

The time came for the explosion The Forty-
fitth lay grimly awalting the charge into death's
pit The signal was given: there came a heavy
roar and a mighty upheaval Sllence had barely
fallen before there rose one great reverberating
yell and the Lead Mine Regiment, led by its col
onel, Jasper A. Maltby, with his leutenant col
onel, Malancthon Smith, at his elbow. hurled
itself into the smoking crater The lieutenant col-
onel was shot through the head and mortally
wounded before his feet had fairly touched the
pit’s bottom. The colonel was shot twice, but
paid Httle heed to his wounds A battery of
Confederate artillery belched shrapnel into the
ranke and sharpshooters seemed fairly to be firing
by volleys. The guestion became one of ng
some sort of protection thrown up before the en-
tire regiment should be annihilated Certain men
in the pit were tolled off to answer the sharp
shooter's fire and to make It hot for the cannon
aders In the Confederate battery They did what
they could, but it avalled little to save thelr com.
rades, who were toiling to throw up the redoubt
Men fell on every side

Beams were passed into the pit. and these were
put into position as a protection by the surviving
soldiers. The jolsts were placed lengthwise and
dirt was quickly piled about them Colonel Malt-
by belped the men to lodge the beams He went
to one side of the crater where there was no ele-’
vation. There he stood fully exposed. a shinlng
mark He put his shoulder under a great plece
of timber, and, weak with wounds though he was
tie pushed it up and forward into place The bul-
lets chipped the woodwork and spat in the sand
all about bim. One Confederate gunner of artil
lery tralned his great plece directly at the devoted
leader. A solid shot struck the beam. from which
Colonel Maltby had just removed his shoulder,
and split it into kindling Great sharp pleces of
the wood were driven into the colonel's side, and.
be wes hurled to the bottom of the black pit

“The action was over shortly, for the gallant
Forty-fifth succeeded In making that death’s hole
tenable. Then they picked up theilr colonel He
was etill alive, though the surgeon shortly after-
ward saild that it would be hard work to count
his wounds. They took him to the field hospital,
and before he had been there an hour there was
clicking over the wires to Washington a message
carrying the recommendation that Colonel Jasper
A. Maltby of the Lead Mine Regiment be made a
brigadier general of volunteers for conspicuous
personal gallantry in the face of the ememy

A week later Grant's victoriqus forces marched
into Vieksburg

Colonel Jasper A. Maltby or General Jasper A
Maltby as it soon became, lived untll the end of
the war, but no system could long withstand the
shock and pain of those gaping wounds. He died
in the very city which he had helped to conquer
Afterward a flag and a precious memory were
rarely absent from the life which finally filckered
out when the white-haired little widow died at
St. Luke's bhospi:al, Chicago
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Couldn’t Fool Him

wag what he was
er for his;: only re-
it was with trepidation

iater be returned it and
y asked: "Well, what

:

Ancient Marble Canopy lhu;E;hed

During the excavations at Winches-

Pomtof
Honor

Bert burst into the house with &
whoop of delight. He dashed out into
the kitchen, where his mother was
making a ple for dinner, and instantly
took possession.

“Say, mother!” he shouted. “1
want some bread and butter and some
cookies and an apple. And, say, moth-
¢., when you bake the ple will you
cook one Im the little ple dish so I
can have it soon’s it’s done?! And,
say, mother, can | have some of this
ginger-bread? Gee, but I'm nearly
starved.”

When hie wants had been partially
supplied and ‘he was tewing away
bread and butter, ginger-bread, apples
and other trifies, he broke into &
mirthful ehockle.

“Say, mother,” he seld, “If we didn't
have the foxy time at school today, 1
got another guess comin’. Say, gee
you'd ‘a’ died if you had been there
Honest, | thought I'd bust wide open.
1 never thought a fellow could have
80 much fun in school.

“You see, Fred Gunkle, he's the
smartest fellow in the room, I guess.
At least, he knows his lessons best
and he never seems to study mnomne,
too. Bay, and the teacher dikes him,
'eause you can see her eyes twinkle
when he cuts up, and then she turns
her back a minute and when she turns
around again her face is just as sol-
emn, and then she scolds him. but
Fred doesn't mind. He just kind of
stays around after school and jollies
her. 1 bet she llke him best of any
of us, but, gee, who cares? Who wanta
the teacher to llke you, anyway? .

“Well, this noon Fred he come back
early and there wasn't nobody In the
room when he come, and so he takes
some chalk that he gets off the black-
board and he rubs chalk all over the

fronts of the fellows’ desks, so when
they sits down they'll get chalk on the
front of their legs. So when they
gets up, all the fellows and the girls
and &verybuddy, for physical uultnre.i
and begins to march around the room,
every fellow bad chalk on the fromt
of his knees! And Fred had some on
his, too, so the teacher wouldn't know
who done it. ’

“Gee, | thought I'd dle laughin' till
tite teacher's face beging to get red |
and she hollers, just as mud as she |
can: ‘Halt!" Gee, | guess we all
started. And everybuddy wasscared.
Only, of course, | wasn't scared, but
Nellle—she marches right In front of
me-—gee, ehe was scared, and so was
the other girls.

“So the teacher says—and by that
time she was just as pale in ber face
—shie says: ‘Chlldren, she says, ‘1 in-
tend to flud who is the proprietor of
this outrage.’'

“Then the teacher she begins and
she savs: ‘The girls may go to their
seats and the boys may march right
along In front of my desk’ 8o we
marched right along i front of her
desk after the girls went to their
seats and sat down, and every fellow
had to march by himself ‘way from
the back of the room. Gee, when it
come my turn my shoes sounded like
a motorcycle or something, they made
such a awful racket

“Every time a boy came and stood
in front of her desk she'd ask him:
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says, ‘Miss Smith," he
who done it, but T don't feel
better tell, 80 please don't

“Gee, | thought me and the
fellows would dle, we was so
laugh, because, of course, Fred
ed the teacher to think he didn
to tell on some other feligw, b
didn't dare to laugh. Of course,
dared to, but we felt so kind of
ny we dido't
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“Miss Smith she says, ‘Well, Fred,
she says, ‘i It's a point of honor with
you not to tell, of course, | won't
press the question.’ or something like
that.

“Then we all went back to our seats
and she give us a big long spiel about
how bad she felt because some one
in the room had told a lle, because,
you see, Fred was the only fellow that
didn't say he didn't do [t, and she
sald she was glad Fred hadn't told, be-
cause she hated a tale bearer, and,
and she hoped we'd all try to be good.
And, say, she never tumbled that Fred
was the one that did It. And, say,
she took up the whele recitation hour
preachin’ at us, and so when we come
out of school 1 thought we'd die
laughin”.”

‘Bert’s mother looked reproachful.
“That wasn't a very nice thing to do,”
ghe said. “It seems to me Fred just
as much as told a lie, anyway.”

Bert put two cookles into his pocket
and half ‘a banana into his mouth.
“Aw, gee,” he said, with muflied dis-
gust, “don‘t you ever want a fellow to
have a WHitle fun? Anyway, after
school Fred stayed and told her about
it, and 1 thought she'd die langhin’,
‘cause us fellow stayed out in the hall
and -

His Heroism.
Gwendoline—If it were but possible,
in these prosaic days, for you to do
something heroic, something brave
and knightiike, in order fo prove your
love!
George—Well, ain’t | going to marry
you next month on a salary of £2 &
week?" —London Oplnion,

A Sure

Sign.
“How do you know they're man and
wife?” ;

“l just overheard her telling him

not to smoke anotfier cigar tonight.”
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A Thousand Dollar Bj

* x x
By MARTHA McCULLOCH-WILLIAMS

‘There mever was a nicer lad than
Phil," Mrs, Ellis said, sighing. “It 1s
heart-breaking to hear of him turning
out this way.”

“Nobody can make me belleve he
took that money,” Margery Clare,
Mrs. Ellig's ward, sald firmly,

Again the elder woman sighed. “1
have to belleve, much as | hate to,”
she sald. “Somebody certainly' did
get that thousand doilars—and he was
about the only one who had the
chance.”

“That - s more than anybody
knows,” Margery answered with spir-
it. “Jim Franklin admits that he went
to sleep with open windows and omly
the outer doors shut. Neither he nor
Phil heard a sound all night—but that
doesn't prove a burglar didn't get In
and steal that thousand dollar bill”

“Jim thought of that first offi—but
there wasn't a sign of such a thing.
Oh, | tell you he was the worst cut-
up—saild he'd rather have lost the
money ten times over, ill as he could
spare It, than have to belleve
thing of Phil. And you know
g0 to law, in spite of what
tells him.” '

everybody except me thinks he stole
the money, and he has no chance to
prove he didn't.”

“Jim says he'll be punished enough
if he did take it—Ilosing his job and
his friends and—maybe you?" Mrs.
Ellis sald the last word interrog-
atively.

Margery's head went up. “If be
loses me It will be his own fault,”
ghe sald. “I'll marry him tomorrow
—if only he'll ask me.”
“Margery! Darling!™
volce cried from the hall,
Phil Ames had come in noiselessly
to say good-by, just in time to hear
bis sweetheart's avowal. She rushed
into his open arms and hid her face
on his breast, sobbing out:

“Phil! Dearest! Take me! Let us
go away from all this—together.”
“Are you brave enough to stay
face it—with me?” Phil asked tuskily.
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tached tomemu"
of it manfully—inside of six moms
it was indeed a garden epat, 'k
ing scant profits to be sure, but
ising great things in the wext g
ing season. Bt o
appetite, too, heiping thus to
mal mind. She knew hg
constant survelllance—it wag
know the spying saw only &
ing & man's work. :
When people came to sse
accepted them as #f sure the
were pure kindness. Bot g
no visits herself, nelther acos
vitations to join In church af
the dances at the courthouss
formerly she had been a leading g
Phil wanted her to go—he w
to emdure martyrdom for
But she smiled and shook
she meant never to go out
own people until their own
and acknowledged thelr mist
Time went swiftly; almos
she realized it came the
of thelr wedding. The ga
been a modest gold mi
would not let Phll buy
save a flufty Pomeranian |
ing, however, to his pre
they should show
night at the courthouse. =~
It was not & dance, but ®
tainment by a so-called P
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words of pralse from those she
The very women who stifie
it Is wvailn to
listen for an answer where they have
a right to expect It and go on perform-
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