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" SEEN IN A DREAM. i 
We were young and vigorous. The 

girl was tall, straight, almost as strong 
as I, and mile after mile dropped behind 
•us. The air had the crisp, fresh coolness 
of a South Carolina winter, like a north
ern day in autumn. The sun, climbing 
steadily toward the heavens, shone in 
full splendor and in an atmosphere as 
pure as that over the sea. We could see 
far to the right and to the left and be
fore us, but we saw neither men nor 
horses, just the rolling hills and valleys 
and the straggling forests. 

"So much the better," I said to Julia, 
"for the lonelier the country is the less 
obstacle there will be to our flight 
Morgan is retreating toward the Broad 
river, and as we surely have passed 
around Tarleton by this time we ought 
to overtake him by night. I hope he 
will have plenty to eat, for I think that 
you and I will miss our dinner." 

"Do you know," said she, " I begin 
to hope that Tarleton will not overtake 
Morgan at all? It would be an awful 
scene, and perhaps some of the rebels 
are good men after al l ." 

"Perhaps." 
"Couldn't the war be ended in some 

way without more years of fighting—by 
some sort of compromise? Suppose each 
side should give up a little." 

"We might make the proposition, 
you and I, to congress and the king." 

"Don't jest, I'm m earnest." 
"Then I'm afraid there's no chance 

for a compromise, and there hasn't been 
for four or five years. Either we go free 
or we do not You English like to boast 
of your courage and tenacity, and we 
make the same boast of ourselves. It 
has to be fought out to the end, win or 
lose." 

" I am sorry." 
She spoke truthfully, for she looked 

her sadness, but the wind soon blew it 
away, bringing back the sparkle to her 
eyes and the rose flush to her cheeks. 
We stopped about noontime to rest, and 
Old Put made use of the opportunity to 
hunt for green grass, stopping at times 
to iook benevolently at us and to indi
cate that his state of mind was content. 
We were both hungry, but we had 
nothing better to do than to watch Old 
Put nibble for his dinner, which he did 
very industriously until I called to him 
and told him it was time to start. 

Julia again refused to mount the 
horse, and we strolled on together. I felt 
safe now, and, coming to a cabin whose 
owner had been bold enough to remain 
and guard his own, I offered to trade 
him the fine British coat I wore for any 
coat of his own, however old, provided 
i t would hold together on my shoulders 
He produced the coat and made the 
trade, by which he was a great gainer, 
and asked me no questions, differing 
therein from the country people of the 
northern regions through which I had 
campaigned so long. Moreover, he look
ed very curiously at the tall girl with 
me. 

"You are American," he said to me 
just before we started. 

"Yes." 
"The lady looks English." 
"She is English." 
" I t is very strange." 
"You are right. It is stranga " 
Such were my thoughts as we walked 

away. The man who seemed to live 
there alone, half hunter, half farmer, 
stood in his cabin door and watched us 
until we passed out of sight. 

I prevailed upon the girl to ride for 
awhile, but after an hour on horseback 
she dismounted again, saying that she 
preferred to walk. About the middle of 
the afternoon we met a farmer who con
firmed my belief that Morgan had pass
ed on toward the Broad river, though 
he knew nothing of Tarleton. An hour 
later as we were passing through thick 
woods some one cried out to us to hal t 
I almost sprang up in my astonishment, 
and the girl uttered a little cry of fright, 
for neither of us supposed any one to be 
near, having seen nothing and heard 
nothing, and Old Put, I suppose, was 
tired or dreaming. 

"Stop," I said to Julia. " I t may be 
friends." * 

Two men cm horseback came from a 
position among the dense trees. They 
were dressed in rough homespun gray 
and looked like Americans, the two 
facts together inducing the belief that 
they were militia scouts of Morgan's. 

"An American and his lady," said 
the foremost to me. You are a soldier, 
are you not?" 

"Yes ," I replied. 
"And on the way to Morgan, too, I 

take it. Keep straight to the northwest, 
and you will overtake him. We are 
good patriot* too." 

' ' Thank you,' ' I said. ' • Morgan seems 
to keep a good watch. I hope that we, 
Will overtake him before nightfall." 

"He had ridden very close to me. 
" I don't think it, my fine fellow," 

he said. "We will take good care of 

both you and the lady, for we are Tarle-
ton's scouts, not Morgan's." £$ 

I saw then that the appearance and 
manner of the men had deceived 'me, 
but no thought of •surrender to them en
tered my mind. I snatched at my pistol. 
The man, who ^pas as wary as a pan
ther, saw the movement, and, drawing 
his own weapon, we fired almost at the 
same time. I saw him reel in his sad
dle, but not fall, and I was conscious 
of a thrill of pain in my head, followed 
by a heavy, crushing sensation, as if I 
had been struck by a hammer. I stag
gered, falling to the ground upon my 
hands and knees. Consciousness left me 
entirely for a few minutes and then 
came back dimly, just enough for me 
to dream and to create events for my
self. 

In this dream I saw a girl with tawny 
gold *hair and blue eyes raise a pistol 

and fire at the secona man, wnq naa 
drawn a cavalry saber. The man, shout
ing with pain, dropped his saber, clap
ped his other hand to his shoulder and 
galloped after his comrade, whose horse, 
frightened by the shots,' was running 
away with him. Both disappeared in 
the wood, and tne girl, who stood for 
a minute or two watching, the empty 
pistol in her hand, seemed to feel sure 
that they would not come back, for she 
rushed to the wounded man on the 
ground and raised his head in her arms. 

I watched her with a curious inter
est, this blond girl who had been so 
bitter of speech and yet so much the 
master of herself. The man had risen 
to his knees once, ,but had fallen back 
from weakness. His eyes closed almost, 
his face became very white, and there 
was blood on his hair. She raised his 
head and kissed his face, once, twice 
and more, and begged him not to die. 
"Livel Live for yourself and forme, 
Philip, for I love you, my hero!" shv, 
said, and a great bay horse stood look
ing and listening. Then she flew to a 
little brook she saw flowing through the 
wood, and bringing water in her cap 
poured it upon the man's face, while 
the horse nodded approval. Then she 
washed the blood out of his hair and 
bound up the wound with something 
white. "No, Put, I will never leave 
him," she said, " I will never leave 
him, for he has saved me from death 
and worse, and I love him—I tell you I 
love him!" whereupon the great horse 
nodded his approval with extreme vigor. 

I came to myself, and I was sorry that 
the dream was over. It had been«pleas-
ant, very pleasant, and I was willing to 
dream on. I had a headache, but when 
I put my hand to the spot which ached 
I knew that the wound was not serious; 
that it was nothing but a trifle. A bul
let, clipping under the skin, had glanced 

said. 
I did not reply, but I was willing to 

accept my responsibilities. % 
Old Put, who was walking slowly 

behind us after his custom, raised his 
head and neighed. It was not a whinny, 
but a loud, sonorous neigh that could be 
heard afar. It was full of meaning coo. 
And a quarter of a mile ahead of us on 
one of the open ridges I saw the cause—a 
troop of a dozen horsemen riding toward 
ns at a half gallop. Old Put neighed 
again, long, loud and promptly. 

"Ought we not to escape into the 
wood?" exclaimed Julia in alarm. 
"There is time yet. Those troopers may 
be English." 

She did not seem to notice the strange
ness of a suggestion from her that she 
hide from the English, ha* I was con
fident. 

"They are not English," I said. 
"They are Americans. Old Put 
"knows his friends. Trust him." * S&J 

In truth, the horse uttered his loud 
and joyous naigh a third time, and I 

had not the slightest apprehension, for 
it was impossible to deceive Old Put 
when he was wide awake. 

The horsemen saw us and quickened 
their pace to a gallop. 4 As they ap
proached I could recognize the Conti
nental buff and blue, and, telling Julia 
that it was all right, we walked grave
ly on to meet them. Old Put, his dem
onstrations of joy made, followed after 
with equal sobriety. 

They were dashing riders, those men, 
and their curiosity must have been 
aroused by the sight of the girl, for they 
came on at the long, swinging gallop of 
the good cavalryman and quickly in
closed us. 

-"Good evening, colonel," I said to 
the leader, saluting. " I am happy to 
see you again and to join yoilr com
mand." 

It was Colonel William Washington, 
the distant cousin of our great com
mander in chief, one of the finest cav
alry commanders of our time, a fine, 
open faced man of about 30. 

"Why, Marcel—Phil Marcel 1" he 
criedjn surprise. "Is it you?" 

fought on this continent, and neither 
Colonel Tarleton nor I nor any other 
can tell yet what'the result will be." 

Julia was standing by me, and her 
old spirit suddenly flamed up. 

" I can," she said, "and I only hope 
that instead of tailing m the battle you 
will be taken a prisoner, for tomorrow 
night your army will not exist." 

"Miss Howard, " said Colonel Wash
ington, bowing—I had given her name 
—"we have more admiration for the 
ladies than confidence in their mihtarv 
predictions. » 1 W ^ M # ! ? / ^ " ' 

JM§*£**CHAPTER X."-* 
^Q$W*M EJ MORGAN'S CAMP 

Then we proceeded to the encamp
ment, and Colonel Washmgtou himself 
went with us. his plans being changed 
by my news My head was buzzing 
with excitement We were going to 
fight Tarleton at last, though with all 
the odds against us, numbers, discipline 
and arms, while Tarleton himself had 
won his reputation as the ablest and 
most successful cavalry commander in 
the British service. We might again 
experience the disgrace and disaster of 
Camden, but Morgan was no Gates, and 
perhaps, on the other hand, we might 
equal the exploit of the wild borderers 
at King's Mountain, though it was a 
little too much to hope for that But 
still we would fight, and to a young 
man it always seems better to fight than 
to run. 

"Old comrade," I said to my horse, 
"we fight the enemy tomorrow I" 

He nodded joyously and then looked 
gravely at the bandage around my head. 

" I t is nothing," 1 said. " I will take 
It off tonight My head is welL " 

He nodded again, as if all his trou
bles were over 

The wife of Captain Dunn of the 
South Carolina militia was in the camp, 
a lady whom I knew, my distant kins
woman, and Julia was given into her 
charga 

"Take good care of her, Cousin An
na, *' 1 said. "Remember that she is my 
prisoner " 

"SORRY FOR WHAT?" SHE ASKED. 
along my skull and passed on, inflicting 
a slight concussion, like a heavy blow 
from a man's fist, but that was all. I 
had seen 20 men who had suffered simi
lar wounds in battle and were as good 
as ever the next day. 

"You are not going to die, are you, 
Mr. Marcel?" tearfully asked the most 
modest and demure of blond English 
maidens, standing before me. 

"My intentions are the precise oppo
site," I replied. * " I have so much to 
live for." 

It is curious how rapidly the feelings 
develop under the stress of great hard
ships and danger. The day and a hall 
that I had been with her were equal to 
a year and a half of ordinary time. 

"Would you bring me a little of that 
cool water to drink in your cap?" I 
asked. " I see that the cap is wet al
ready, and it won't hurt i t .", 

She brought the water, and I drank. 
It was as cold as ice and as refreshing 
as nectar as it ran down my throat I 
have seen men lying on the battlefield 
begging for water as if it were the one 
great gift of heaven to man. 

I felt twioe the man that I was a 
minute bef ore. The girl was strangely 
quiet, even shy, and more than everfl 
felt as if it were my chief duty to pro
tect her. -^ 

"No, Julia," I said; "this rebel 
against the king means to live. So far 
from dying, I haven't had anything 
more than a knockdown M aich has left 
a sore spot on my head and a little 
ache inside it, but I can travel as well 
as ever. Here, Old Put is waiting for 
you. Get sp and ride." JV*1 ^ * i** 

But she declined with indignation. 
" I will not do that ," she id. "You 

may be a rebel—in fact 1 «niow you 
are—but you shall not walk while you 
are wounded. You must ride." 

As I was still a little dizzy I yielded 
at last, though I did not like to do it, 
and rode for % couple of hours. Then, 
feeling as strong as ever, I dismounted 
and made Julia take her turn on horse
back. But at the end of an hour she, too, 
dismounted, and we walked on together, 
as before, not talking much, but happy. 
The sun was again retreating ~before the 
night,«and the western skies were aflame. 
The light fell full upon the girl's face, 
and her beauty, splendid and glowing 
before, was tender and spiritual now. 

"We shall be in Morgan's camp soon, 
Julia," I said, "and I will have tare-
sign my prisoner." « 

" I shall consider myself your prisoner 
until I am retaken by the English," she 

"Yes, it fs I, colonel."" 
"And the lady?" 
"The lady is my prisoner, colonel, 

an English spy!" 
"Did she give you that wound on 

your head?" 
" I said a lady, colonel." 
Every hat came off, and there was 

admiration as well as respect in the bow 
that each trooper made. 

"The lady carried the news of our 
most important movements," I said, 
"and I was compelled to hold her a 
prisoner." 

"You have done well, Mr. Marcel," 
said my colonel. * " 

I thought so too. Perhaps I had done 
better than I thought 

"Now that I have brought the pris
oner in , " I said, " I will have to resign 
her into your hands, colonel" * ~ 

" I t will be but for a brief space, for 
the camp of Morgan is only three miles 
back. There are some American women 
there who will take care of her." 

"But I wish to remind you of one 
thing, colonel." 

"What is that?" „ * ' r * / V , \ 
"A lady cannot be shot or hanged as 

a spy, even though she be a spy." 
He laughed the deep, hearty laugh 

that I like to hear from a man. 
"Have no fear," he said. "We are 

Americans." 
Then he laughed again that deep, res

onant laugh which I like. 
" I will send'two men back with you 

and the prisoner, but I am on a scout to 
find Tarleton and ascertain when he is 
likely to attack ns ." 

"Do we mean to make a stand?" 1 
asked. £ j j " J 

For the third time he laughed. * r ^ 
"Why, boy," he said, "you don't 

expect Morgan, who was with Arnold, 
the hero of [Saratoga, to run away, do 
yon? He only wanted a little time to 
drill his men and get his grip on them, 
and now he's ready to welcome Tarleton 
to the fray. " f | l V 

"Then yon will have* Tarleton %j 
morning," I said, and I explained all 
that I had heard or learned otherwise 
in my flight with the prisoner, to which 
he listened with an interest that indi
cated its importance and made me feel 
mine. 

"Good! Good, Marcel!" he exclaimed 
more than once. "This is precisely 
what we wanted to know. And so Mr. 
Tarleton is hot on our heels and will 
attack in the morning? Well, Philip 
Marcel, I think you will see tomorrow 
as pretty a little battle as was ever 

vat 

"Your prisoner, is she?" she replied 
enigmatically "But remember, Philip, 
that the captor often becomes the cap
tive." 

"Cousin Anna," I said indignantly, 
" I hope yon are not going to preach our 
defeat by Tarleton on the very eve of 
battle. It will have a discouraging ef
fec t" 

" I said nothing about the battle. Go 
and attend to your work, Philip. I will 
take care of the girL " i 

To Julia 1 said: , i' 
"We fight tomorrow, and I may not 

see you again." 
Then I bent down and kissed her lips. 
She r«plied very simply and earnestly: 
"May you live through it, Philip!" 
Cousin Annans back was turned, and 

she did not see or hear. 
I turned away and began to examine 

the camp and this field, destined to be 
the scene of a memorable battle which 
was itself the opening of one of the 
greatest, most skillful and successful 
campaigns ever conducted on the soil of 
aur continent 

We were on a long slope, consisting 
of several hills rising above each other 
like the seats of an amphitheater, 
though at a much greater elevation, as 
the slope was so slight that it offered no 
impediment to the gallop of a horse. 
The men were gathering up old rails, 
which they were using for the camp-
fires, and I noticed many old tracks of 
the feet of animals. To my question one 
of the men said: ' -y< 

"We are going to fight where the 
cows pastured. Don't you know that 
this army is camped on the cow pens of 
a very worthy man named Hannah? And 
these rails are the last that are left of 
his pens." 

I {TO BE OONimOED.] 

A * C o n s i d e r e d b y H e r F r i e n d s . 
"They say she threw herself at her 

husband's head." 
"My goodness! She must have been 

a good deal thinner than she is now, or 
the poor fellow never would have 
known what struck him." — Chicago 
Record-Herald. . , 

^ H I G H CLASS BUTTER. ~~ 

B o w t o K e e p P r o d u c t o f D a i r y a t t i e 
Htgrhest S t a n d a r d . 

By using lime daily it is not so diffi
cult to keep down the bad odors in the 
stable, says D. J. De Hoogh of Iowa in 
American Agriculturist. We always 
try to milk as near 3 o'clock each morn
ing as possible and at the same time in 
the evening. The milk is strained into 
a ten gallon can. As soon as milking 
is completed the milk is run through a 
separator and the cream placed in a 
three gallon shotgun can. When the 
weather is warm, we set the cream in 
told water, but during winter time we 
simply set the cream of each milking in 
a separate can and put it in a cellar 
where no vegetables of any kind are 
kept. A day before churning we mix 
all the cream in one vat after it has 
been warmed to 70 or 75 degrees by 
Betting the cans in hot water. For a 
starter we use skimmilk which has 
been kept in half gallon fruit jars for 
24 hours. These are put in a warm 
place and are kept tightly covered. Be
fore putting into the cream we skim 
one inch from the top of these jars. 

When the cream and the starter are 
in the vat, we put a cloth over it and 
s t i r o f t e n u n t i l t h e c r e a m b e g i n s t o 
thicken. Then it is wheeled into a cool 
place, uncovered and left until the next 
morning. It is then churned. If the. 
room is not cool enough, the cream is 
cooled by placing a large can full of 
cold water in the cream vat. We churn 
at a temperature of 52 to 58 degrees, 
using a gasoline engine to supply the 
power. We do not care how long it 
takes, but the time usually varies from 
40 minutes to V/2 hours. A 60 gallon 
barrel churn is used. As soon as the 
cream begins to break we throw in one 
or two pails of cold water. This, I 
think, helps to separate the butter more 
completely from the milk. 

When the butter comes in granules 
about the size of bird shot, the butter
milk is drawn off and a small hair sieve 
used to catch the butter which tries to 
escape with it. After draining for a 
little while a few handfuls of salt are 
thrown in for, say, 50 pounds of butter 
and 25 to 40 gallons of cold well water, 
which is usually below 50 degrees. The 
churn is turned quite rapidly for a half 
minute, when the water is drained off 
again as quickly as possible and two 
ounces of salt added for every pound of 
butter. The butter is raked to one side 
of the churn by means of a large wood
en fork and the salt sprinkled in dur
ing the operation. 

If everything has been satisfactory, 
the butter will rake like a pile of wheat. 
Under these conditions there is no trou
ble to apply the salt evenly. After the 
salt has been, added the churn is closed 
and given a few turns and allowed to 
stand for 20 to 30 minutes. Then the 
churn is turned until the butter comes 
together in balls. Care is taken in re
moving the brine which accumulates 
during this process, so it will not drain 
away all the salt. After the butter is 
accumulated in balls the faucet of the 
churn is opened and the butter given a 
good pounding with a heavy packer. It 
is then packed into tubs or jars as cir
cumstances require. 

DISHORNING CATTLE. 

PLAN FOR BARN ROOF. 
D o e s A w a y W i t h P o s t s I n M o w — S u p 

p o r t e d b y C o r n e r B r a c e s . 
This plan of a barn roof is without 

posts in mow to support the roof, says 
W. A. Sharp in Farm and Home. The 
roof is supported by four braces, c c c c, 
which extend from each corner of the 
barn to the center of the roof at the 
top. They are 4 by 12 and fit at top 
ends on a 4 by 4 block, 12 long. On top 
of the four braces a 2 by 8 piece Is 
spiked to prevent braces springing side-

BABN BOOF ELAN. * 
ways. The purlin plates, b b, are spiked 
to the four braces so that the tops of 
the plates will be even with tops of 
braces, so the rafters will lay on plates 
and braces alike and be spiked fast to 
them., All the supports required are a a 
at each end of the purlin plates. 

A hay fork can be arranged to work 
from either end of the barn. The 
braces can be made larger or smrller to 
suit the barn being built. The size 
given is for barn 36 by 40 and can be 
used on barns 60 feet long, but would 
prefer two or three sets of braces for 
long barns. 

'*" So f t o r S l a s k y B n t t e r . 
'Soft or slushy butter may result from 

several causes, says a Pennsylvania 
dairyman in Farm and Home. I would 
recommend the feeding of coarse 
wheat bran, cornmeai and a small 
quantity of cottonseed meal. A better 
quality of butter can be made by feed
ing some good clover or timothy hay 
instead of all fodder or straw. The 
condition of the ereahi is also impor
tant. It may be churned too sweet, not 
be properly ripened or churned too 
warm. Cream should have plenty of 
acidity, be thick, be churned in a cool 
room, starting at a temperature of 56. 
The buttermilk should be washed out 
with cold water and not pressed-out, 
then slightly worked and pressed into 
prints. This is the way creamery but
ter is made, and they do not put any
thing in to keep it hard and firm. 

' - - ' *• & • * % * " 

-& $ t r y 

T h e M e a n e s t Y e t . ^k#-*« 
Mrs. De Gabb—Of all mean, selfish, 

Inconsiderate people I think that Mrs. 
De Blank is the meanest 

Mr. De G.~What has she done now? 
Mrs. De Gabb—-She was the only res

ident of this neighborhood who had a 
telephone In the house, and she's had It 
taken out. * 

W h e n P r o p e r l y D o n e , No B a d R e s n l t s v 
F o l l o w — P o t a s h M e t h o d . 

Dishorning has rapidly grown in fa-4 
vor during the past few years, and at$ 
the present time it is commonly prac
ticed in many sections, says C. M. Lane^ 
of the New Jersey station in Rural•-
New Yorker. The prejudice and ex-" 
aggerated ideas as to the severity ott / 
the practice are gradually giving w a y | 
Us instruments for doing the work im-a 
prove and farmers and dairymen be—1 
come better acquainted with the op~f 
eration. In our own experience ve- | 
have found it to be practical, rendering;) 
the animals, especially bulls, more-, 
quiet and making them less capable of ] ? 
injuring each other or their attendants. ] 

During our first experience in dis-, 
horning the horns were removed witb>[ 
a saw. While the operation was suc-i 

'TYPICAL ALDEKNEY BULL fj 
cessful and no serious results followed! 
It required considerable time and wasu 
evidently quite painful to the animal. < 
Later a pair of clippers were se-) 
cured, and three cows and one bull 
were dishorned. It required but a sec
ond to remove a horn after the clip-] 
pers were placed over it, and the whole-; 
time required for operating on a sin
gle animal did not exceed more than.' 
four or five minutes, except in case o r 
the bull, where greater precaution was* 
taken to make the animal secure. 

All the wounds bled at the time off 
the operation, but not to such an ex
tent as to cause the animals to show 
signs of weakness. They did not ap-^ 
pear to be in much pain except at t^e 
moment the clipper was in process of 
closing. When taken to the stalls aft
er the operation, two of the cows ate-
as though nothing had happened, while* 
the third refused a part of her feed 
for a day, but her usual appetite sooir 
returned. The operation had a marked^ 
effect on the 3-year-old bull. Previous 
to dishorning he was inclined to be-
ugly, but after the removal of his-
horns he was comparatively quiet andv 
docile. 

The simplest and most humane w a y 
of destroying the horns seems to be to« 
prevent them from developing when 
the animals are young. This may be 
done by the use of caustic potash in the-
form of sticks, which rapidly destroys-
the skin and other tissues when kept 
In contact with them. 

The method of applying the potash is-
very simple. The hair is clipped away 
from the young horn so that the potash 
may come in immediate contact with 
the parts to be treated. The stick of 
potash is rolled up in a piece of paper-
so as to leave one end exposed. The 
exposed end is moistened slightly and 
rubbed on the embryo horn for a few 
seconds or until the skin begins to-
start, care being taken that the whole 
of the border is included in the treat
ment. A surface about three-fourths 
of an inch in diameter will cover the 
parts in calves a few days old. In our-
experiments six calves have been treat
ed. Their ages ranged from 3 to 18-
days. 

Healing soon followed the operation, 
and smooth polls have resulted in every 
case. The best time to apply the pot
ash is between the fifth and tenth days, 
although It has proved eSCectual even 
on the eighteenth day. 

- ' H i s F i r s t S i g h t . 
An untraveled man once treated hinv 

aelf to a tour to the city. There, for 
the first time in his life, he saw at 
schoolgirl go through her gymnastic 
exercises for the amusement of the lit
tle ones at home. After gazing at her 
with looks of interest and compassion 
for some time he asked a boy near if 
she had fits. 

"No," replied the boy. "Them's gym
nastics." 

"Ah, how sad!" said the man. "How-
long's she had 'em?"—Exchange. 

I m p r o v i n g ; H i s G r a m m a r . 
In a school for colored children them 

was a little boy who would persist to 
saying "have went." 

The teacher kept him in one night, 
and said: 

"Now, while I am out of the room* 
you may write 'have gone* 50 times." 

When the teacher came back, he look* 
•d a t the boy's paper, and there waa 
"have gone 50 times." On the other 
aide was written, "I have went boon,** 
—Christian Endeavor World. tJ 

1 

* 

^f^ Sense of Touch I n Surgery. 

There has been of late more or less 
discussion on the use of antiseptic 
gloves. These articles are strongly ob
jected to, however, by experienced sur
geons, who claim that the surgeon ac
quires a sense of touch that is of very 
great value to him in performing deli- d | 
cate and complicated operations. So ^j 
acute does this become that even the • 3 
extent of disease may almost be deter
mined by i t They believe that it is 
possible to exercise sufficient care in the 
washing of hands and the application ' 
of antiseptics to make such gloves-
wholly unnecessary. Be this as it may, 
the best surgeons are very reluctant to -
adopt anything that interferes with the 
delicacy of handling, which is their 
chief pride and upon which to a great 
extent the safety of the patient depends. 
*-Kew York Ledger. "" 
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