
When the General

Was Afraid

Laughter and protests were heard

from their retired excellencies, who

were sitting round a table In Wies-

baden. But the white-headed little

general, who had been speaking, re-

mained grave and said: "Yes • • *

It Is true; In 1870 I was afraid *

s

“Of whom?”

"To this day I know not! • • •”

And seeing their Interested faces he

added:

"If you like I will tell you about It.
It was In the winter, and near Or-

leans. The exact name of the little

place In which we dragoons were quar-

tered has escaped my memory. Bar

rarlans had been in the village before

ns. In the night skirmishes which

had preceded the taking of the village
• troop of Franctireurs who wers cut

off from the main army had been es-

tablished there. Our men desired to

avoid unnecessary bloodshed through
a direct attack, so they fired the back

of the building, and finally the Franc-

tireurs withdrew. Ultimately all be-

came quiet, only the flames still

crackled —and the greater part of the

little castle was burnt down on that

cold winter’s night.
Only the front of the mansion re-

mained standing. The place awakened

gloomy memories. Blood was every-

where—tufts of hair on the walls,
doors forced open In hand-to-hand

fights. It had all come to pass as they
themselves had chosen —they had re-

sisted us-by-force bfAraaa-^-therefore
• • • but, at any rate, the desolate
house with broken window panes was

standing empty when we arrived.
In the stillness of the nighty—so

many people asserted mysterious
sounds had been heard • • *

nu-

merous voices, hushed laughter, steps,

banging of doors, will-o’-the-wisp lights
in the windows. And just this mys-

tery excited a young lieutenant of the

Bavarian Light cavalry. He declared
that for once he would spend a night
in the haunted house; and toward

evening he moved over there with a

mattress and a revolver. But the

others had not yet gone to bed when —

at about 10 o'clock —he reappeared in
their midst and quietly sat down

among them. Why he had not remain-
ed over there could not be discovered.
He submitted calmly to being chaffed,
but kept a scrupulous secrecy, and ul-

timately rode away with his regiment.
And we, their successors, were al-

ready full of the legends about the
caatle. The troops were telling the

most foolish and this annoyed
our adjutant. He wished to prove
that they were false. On the third

morning after our arrival, he said to
ns quite coolly:

•‘Well, boys, • • • I passed the
whole of last night over there!” A

couple of witnesses testified to it.
Everyone asked:

“Well—and * * *?”
“I slept and dreamt of my mother.

• • •
Nothing else at all. * • *”

He laughed and was In good spifits.
although he looked rather pale. To-
ward evening he rode to the brigade
quarters—three villages off—to receive
orders. He has never again been seen.

Some time afterward we were sit-

ting together one evening in thoughtful
mood and talking about our missing
comrade, and how, just the night be-

fore his death, he had been ip that

bouse of which the dark window

frames were distinctly yawning across

the snow in the moonshine. Now it so

happened that I had taken a good deal

of wine that evening, for I had not

been well during the last few days.
But now the wine inclined me to be

as venturesome as I usually was when
a young lieutenant of 26, and I called
out:

“I shall establish my headquarters
over there for to-night.”

“You will not go there.” So spake
one of my best friends beside me; and
I replied:

“What will you bet?”

“My white Arab. She is anyway too

light for my weight! Early to-morrow

•he will be yoprs!”

“Done!”

So at about 10 o’clock I strolled

across the crunching snow to the si-

lent bouse, my servant with me. He
carried the bedding, which he laid

down by the fireplace In the great
hall. He had already lit a fire, and,

pushing forward a few more logs of

wood for replenishing it, he faced

about at my "All right—now be off!”

and was scarcely outside the door

than I beard him running as fast as *

be could. And then all was still and I
Z was aloxus |

I gradually fell asleep—at least. It

was a restless half sleep, in which

reality was ever taking part—now
with a few strokes from the tower of
the little church, now with a few
?olces of dragoons im the street; then
the watchguard sounded the hour, and

between came confused dreams

about home; perhaps peace would
soon be declared—and now' it was all
silent—so deadly silent. • • •

And’ cold, too. I was shivering
under the thick woolen covering which
I had put over me, and I drowsily
looked at the fireplace near me. I

raised myself upon my elbow and with
the other hand pushed a few logs on

to the fire. Then I lay down again.
I was now quite awake, and looked
about the room so brightly lit up by
the moon. And with amazement I ob-
served that someone was standing by
the window—a young officer.

It was quite simple; while I had
been asleep a comrade had come to
see how I was getting on, and above
all If I really were In the house. Nat-

urally—for no one likes losing a bet,
and such a mare In addition!

So I said quite pleasantly and In a

low tone from under ihe covering:
“Well—which of you is It?” and In

the silence exactly like an echo re-

sounded from the empty'walls of the
great hall, "which of you Is It?”—but

no answer I repeated the ques-
tion louder a second time and angrily
and Impatiently a third time * • *

but the only sound I heard was my
own voice • • • strange In the
still night. The form at the window
took no notice.

And suddenly It became clear to
me, that is our adjutant? Then I

thought again: If it is the adjutant-

well, he is my comrade, my good
friend. The adjutant had been a dark

man of medium fcize. The lieutenant

here, however, had fair hair. That
struck me, for It did not correspond.
It must then be another man. But who

else would be wearing the uniform of
my regiment?

When was It then? Two days ago?
—no, three days ago, I had been

shaving myself that morning and had

cut myself—at the back of my cheek—

under the right ear. The military Bur-

geon who happened to be there, put
on it a little pad of wadding. It was

still adhering. I could feel it with

my hand. But over there at the win-

dow he, too, had it on exactly the

Bame spot. And if that were so, then

apparently that strange officer in the

moonshine was me—and I must be

duplicated in this room. Everything
was in accord—height, size-—every-
thing about the shadowy phantom over

there—-and in my foolishness I thought
when he turns round to me, then I

shall know!

And a morbid curiosity seized me.

He must turn round —you must Bee

yourself once again!—and immediate-

ly he did it, and I noticed whatever I,
at the fireside, was thinking, that one

over at the window immediately did.

My willacted both here and there *

* * through it we were united—and

we looked at each other —and now I

fully recognized myself * • * and

tremblingly thought: If only that

other one does not begin to laugh!
And already he was laughing so that
I could see his white teeth under the

mustache. Thank God —we are ten

paces apart! • • * I must not let

him come nearer—he must not come

any nearer! And in this same mo-

ment the one at the window put him-

self in motion and came with quick

long strides toward the mattress on

which I lay. I sprang up and rushed

like a terrified hare out of the room to

the open hall door, and behind me

were hasty, buoyant steps and soft

clanging of spurs, and I ran faster

and ever faster, and lost my footing
on the slippery outside steps and fell

headlong into the snow.

That cooled me, and gradually my

senses returned. I lay there in clear
cool air and saw over me the stars —

nothing else. Slowly I rose up and

strode away through the snow—any-

thing to get away from that house—-
and I kept nervously turning round to

look back. I did not wish to return

to my quarters. My comrades would

have noticed me and laughed at me.

But nearby was the stable where my

horses and those of the other lieu-
tenants were kept. There, with a con-

stant cold shiver down my back, al-

though it was warm among the horses
I waited for the dawn.

Dawn was already breaking. Prom
the distance I heard a hollow sound —

once, twice * • * then at regular

intervals • * •
cannon snots • *

* I was convinced .that I should not

live through the next day. To die so

young—to leave this beautiful world.
I heard clanging outside. The trump
eters were riding through tne snowy
streets sounding the alarm. In the

hurry of mounting no one observed
my appearance. Only my friend called
out:

“Well—l congratulate you
• • *

the Arab is yours!” And I waved my
hand energetically'

“Keep It! * • • Keep it! • •

*’’ and without noticing his air of
amazement I trotted to my squadron
as cover. On that day we got Into the
thick of the fire. I was not hit * *

•
and I asked myself again, when

will It finally come. * * * But to-

ward midday the firing ceased—the

skirmish was over. * » •

We had dismounted and I was

crouching down by a milestone hold-
ing my head In my hands, staring be-

fore me, when the surgeon riding by
called out to me:

“I say—why do you look like that?”
I answered quite mechanically, "I

am doomed to die! • • *”

“H’m * * * Since when have you
been feeling so 111, Herr Lieutenant?”

“For about a week * * * an( j
last night * * •” I broke off. He

was not listening—but quickly un-

fastened my co&t. My whole chest was

covered with red spots. I had not seen

this —and he said:

“Now we know what it is! What
do you mean by running about ihe

world with fully developed typhus on

you? Why the devil didn’t you give
notice that you were ill?”

I was silent. * * * The doctor
called his hospital assistants, who

packed me up and carried me off.

It was a severe attack—and It

brought me to tie very brink of the

grave, hut, nevertheless —when I look
back—l prefer this end to a terror
than a terror without an end. "TT

—

*‘T

—Country Life.

“I WILL TELL YOU ABOUT IT.”

COFFINS THAT ARE RENTED.

Temporary Resting Places of the

Poor In Mexican Cemeteries.

The average Mexican cemetery is a

grewsome spot The one at Matamo-

ras is no exception to the rule, says a

letter from that city. The bone 3of
the dead are treated with little respect
by the municipalities or men in con-

trol of the different burial grounds.
The poorer the person is in worldly

goods, the more ignoble will be the

treatment accorded his bones when he

has passed the way of all flesh. Of
course the people of wealth or even

moderate means are able to have tfceir
bodies cared for In a more or less

luxurious manner after death. It is

the lower class whose crumbling re-

mains are shifted about from place to

place, and finally fall into dust, and

are scattered to the four winds.
The bdnes of the dead are usually

piled In big heaps in of

the larger towns. The bodies are

given room in regular graves at an-

nual rentals. When the rent lapses
the body is moved from its resting
place to give room for some other

bodies. The hones of these disposses-
sed tenants are cast into the refuse

pile, where they remain until carted

away and scattered over the land as

if they were so much garbage. It is

rare that a body of the poorer class

is kept in a grave more than two

years.

Until recently the bone pile In the

cemetery at Matamoras was large. It

was carted away to give room for a

fresh accumulation of non-paying ten-

ants of the graves. In one corner of

the cemetery are several cheap caskets

which are used from time to time for

temporary resting places of those who

can afford to pay the stipulated rental.

In some of the cemeteries of Mexico

are interesting catacombs that have

been in use for two or three centuries.

Guanajuato is widely noted for its

catacombs. A large underground
chamber in the cemetery in that city
Is filled with solemn rows of standing
skeletons. Some of these bodies are

mummified and are of lifelike appear-
ance. This chamber of horrors was

formerly a favorite visiting place for

curious-minded American tourists.

The grinning skeletons occupied a va-

riety of poses, the keeper of the ceme-

tery deriving no little amusement in

exercising his ingenuity in making the

silent occupants of the cavern as ter-

rifying as possible to the visitors.
¦When Guanajuato became the scene of

great mining activity a few years ago,

caused by the advent of many Ameri-

cans, the newcomers made protest to
the government authorities of the hor-

rifying spectacle in the underground
chamber. In response to this protest
the authorities issued an order that

these skeletons must be clothed so as

to hide their shimmering bones from
the eyes of the visitors to the place.
The effect of this order Is to make
the occupants of the chamber more

grotesque and terrifying than when
their nakedness was exposed. Each

grinning skeleton now wears a full
suit of clothes, which hang limply
upon the bones. Some wear hats that

are tilted at Rakish angles.
The big pile of hones that formerly

occupied one of the Guanajuato cham-
ber of horrors has been removed and

an effort is now being made to keep
the place in fit condition for the recep-
tion of American and other visitors.

Still in the Ring.

“Billinger used to be one of the
biggest fish liars I ever met.”

“Has he quit?”

“He quit lying about fish some time

ago. But he’s more than making up
for it by the lies he tells about- the

smartness of that 4-year-old ktd of
his.”—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Lot’s wife may have looked back—-

and then again she may have

back.

Smiles
OF THE Day

Why He Wanted More.

A suburban chemist has been adver-

tising his patent insect powder far

and wide. One day a man rushed into
his shop and said excitedly:

“Give me another half pound of your

powder, quick, please.”
“Oh!” remarked the chemist as he

proceeded to fill the order, “I’m glad
you like the powder. Good, Isn’t it?”
' “Yes,” replied the customer. “I

have one cockroach very ill; if I give
him another half pound he’ll die.”—

Ladles’ Ho&e Journal.

—Craving for Variety.

The Professor—l want you children

to go to my lecture to-night.
Robert—Couldn’t you whip us In-

stead, Just this once, papa?—Tit-Bits.

Cruel.

She —You look badly this morning.
He—I have a cold or something In

my head.

She—lt must be a cold.—Harvard

Lampoon.
r—

-
:

—-

The Philosopher of Folly,
“

'Pay as you go' Is a good motto.”

says the Philosopher of Folly. “The

more you are willing to pay the furth-

er you are likely to go.”—Cleveland
Leader^——

A Shell Game In the Choir.

Unaccomplished.

“Please give my friend a job in

your law office.”
*

"Is ire honest?”

“He never deceived anybody in his

life.”

,
“What? And you expect me to take

the time to teach him the rudiments

of the business?” —Cleveland Leader.
* 1 ;

Told In Court:

Magistrate—You say the prisoner

turned round and stealthily whistled.
What followed?

Intelligent Witness—Please, your
worship, his dog.—Sketch.

Unnecessary Question.

Politician—Congratulations, Sarah;
I’ve been elected.

Sarah (with delight)—Honestly?
Politician—What difference does

that make?—St. Louis Times.

Speaking: Scientifically.

“Do you have well water on your

place?”

shouldn’t say It was exactly well

water,” replied the' man who is ob-

sessed by the germ theory, “but the

latest analysis shows that it Is on the

road to recovery.”—Washington Star.

Justified.

“Mr. Bliggins says he is awfully

bored.”

“After talking with him for five

minutes and discovering what he

thinks about,” replied Miss Cayenne,

“you can’t blame him.”—Washington
Star.

Sweet Revenge,

“I suppose you will be too rich to

take in summer boarders this year?”

“Well,” answered Farmer Corntos-

sel, “we’ll take ’em jes’ ihe same.

Mandy an’ the two gals want some-

body to show off their good clothes
and -jewelry to.”—Washington Star.

A Gastronomic Favorite.

“She Is quite a popular, entertain-

ing hostess, isn’t she?”

“Yes; what you might call a regu-

lar dinner belle.”—Baltimore Ameri-
can.

A Doubtful Recommendation.

Purchaser —Is this good, strong un-

derwear?

Clerk--To be sure; I’ve worn It for

years.

And That Set Him Thinking.

“I always feel, after I have spent an

hour or two» in your company,” he

said, “that ifam a better man.”
“It'is very good of you to say so,”

she replied. “Don’t hesitate to come

often.*’—Chicago Record.

From the Faculty.

“I expect a special delivery letter
this morning.”

“Anything serious’”

“Oh, no. I wrote my correspondence
school requesting a half holiday to go
to the ball game.”—Kansas City Jour-

nal.

Sweet Peace.

"Mrs. Nagget,” said the doctor,
"your husband needs a rest; He must

go to Hastings for three months.”

"Oh, splendid!” she exclaimed. “I’ll

be delighted to go there.”

“Very good. You go for three

months after he comes hack. That will

give him six months’ rest.”—Tit-Bits.

The Girl*.

Mabel —That story you just told Is

about fifty years old.

Maude—And you haven’t forgotten
It la all that time? —Cleveland Leader.

Under which hat is the soprano?

His Future Assured.

“So he never brought you candy or

flower®?”

“All he ever brought me was a bag
of peanuts the nlght.-he proposed.”

"I suppose you rejected him with-
out a qualm?"

“Not entirely. It Is something of a

jolt to have to refuse a -man who is
so economical that he Is Just bound to

become a millionaire.”—Washington
Herald.

Beat Way.

“How do You manage to get on so

well with your wife? Don’t you ever

have any differences of opinion?”

“Sure we do, but I don’t let her

know It.”—New York Telegram.

Technically Speaking.
"So there is to be a divorce,” said

the woman who discusses everybody.
“It seems but a little while since- he
asked for her hand.”

“Yes,” replied the rude man. “He

got the hand all right, but it turned

out to be a misdeal.”—Washington
Star.

The Judge in Danger.

“Prisoner at the bar,” said the

portly, pompous and florid magistrate,
“you are charged with stealing a pig,
a very serious offense in this district
There has been a great deal of pig-
stealing, and I shall make an example
of you or none of us will be safe.”—
London News.

Often So.

“Is poverty a crime?”
“It carries a penalty, anyway.”
“Hard labor for life, eh?”—Kansas

City Journal.

Training for Football.

Church—l feel some concern abont
my son.

Gotham—You mean the one in col-
lege?

Church—Yes; you see they are talk-

ing of abolishing fnnthpi] - ¦-

Gotham—Oh, is he a football play-
er?

Church—No, but studying to be
a surgeon!—Yonkers Statesman.

Illness.

“You say you were away from the
office yesterday because of illness?"
said the stern employer.

“Yes," replied the young man, who
knew he wr as discovered. “Several of

the umpire’s decisions made me sick.”

—Washington Star.

Fierce State of Affairs.

Pat and his wife were fighting when
the neighbors Interfered.

“Sure and you’re a fine lot,” yelled
Pat at the meddlers. “It’s gettin’ so

that a man can’t even fight in peace
¦with his own wife.”—St. Louis Star.

To Suit the Fashion.

Askers--Hello, jjhat you got there,
Eggers? A chicken coop?

Eggers—Not quite. It’s only a chan

tecler hat box.

A Lingering Death.
An English soldier supposed to have

been killed in India* was entered on

the books of his company:

“Died on the 24th of June,” etc.

A few days afterward it turned out

that he was still alive, and the honest

sergeant made the following entry:
“Died by mistake.”

At length there came a letter from

the minister of war announcing the

death of the man at the hospital,
when the sergeant recorded the fact
as follows:

“Re-died by order of the ministry."
—Louisville Herald.

The Place of Danger,

Employer—You have an excellent

chance to grow up with the business,
young man, and make something of

yourself; it’s all up to you.

Boy—l’d like de job all right, mis-

ter, but if you don’t mind. I’d just as

lief stay at de bottont You see, sir,
I’m just a little leery about bein’ one

o’ dem fellers “higher up.”—Boston

Herald.

lined to Sensation*.

“Then he wasn’t overwhelmed at the

sight of Xagara Falls?”

“Scarcely.”

“Well, it is Tather hard to impress
a man who sees all the top-liners in

vaudeville.”—Kansas City Journal.

The Lore.

Lady—l want to put in this adver-

tisement for a cook. It will go in

three lines, won’t ii?

Clerk (after counting)—No, madam.

We’ll have to charge you for four lines,
but you can put in four more words,
if you wish.

Lady (suddenly inspired)—Say, “Po-

liceman stationed opposite corner.” —

Tit-Bits.

Cruel Comeback.
_

“I’m doing my best to get ahead,”
asserted Chollie.

“Well, heavens knows you need one,”
assented Dollie—Toledo Blade.

'Within One Came. ;

“Hello, doctor! How are you coming
on with the payments on your sub-

urban home?”

“I am within one appendicitis of the
last one.” —Exchange.

Foolish Coined jr.

Cannibal—How did our chief get
that attack of hay fever?

_

’Nother Cannibal—He ate a grass
widow.—Cleveland Leader.

IN [?]MAIL THINGS—LIBERTY.

Fallacy of Thinking There la Only

One Right Way to Do Things.
Mrs. Templeton, after a day’s shop-

ping, hurried into the car just before
thostarting of the train, and sat down

with^ a sigh of relief. Her daughter,
coming behind, remonstrated:

"Ok mother, the seats at the front -

are so much better; the bald air al-

ways goes to the back of the cat.”

“Very well, dear, I thought we were

nearer our street if we left by the

rear door.” After the train had start-

ed, Mrs. Templeton said:
“Do you know, dear, you remind mo

of Aunt Hannah?”

“Why, mother, how can you! . Aunt

Hannah, indeed! Why, she’s the most

disagreeable Don’t you remember
when she visited us? She always took

the. longest road to the postoffice, and

she wouldn’t let us draw the couch in
front of the fire, and I had to run

away If I wanted to go without a

hat—” -

“She is very kind-hearted; you know

when you were illshe was very help-
ful.”

“Yes, she was good then; but she

made me drink my beef tea without
salt and my lemonade without sugar.
There Isn’t the smallest thing she
doesn’t have ideas about, and they are

usually so foolish. Center street Is
the shortest way to the postoffice, and

the couch is more artistic lhs front of
the fire, and If everybody went with-
out their-—I mean her—hat we should
be more healthy.”^

“Careful, dear, careful! You see you
have some ideas, too.”

“But mine are not so foolish.”
“Not to you, of course. But this

¦norning you insisted on taking the

green cat Instead of the blue one, on

our way to the dressmaßer’s —”

“But„ mother, it was the better
wajt—”

“If I remember rightly, the conduc-
tor of the green car said it would have
been better if we had taken the blue
one. Then when we reached madam’s
you demanded that she cut off the

long sleeves and make them short and

change the hooks and eyes, although
both madam and I thought—”

“But, mother, it was my gown.”
“Quite true, dear, but I fear it would

have been the same if it had been
mine. Then when we went to lunch,
you made the people at the small
table by the window«-most uncomfort-
able by sitting there, because jjhe air

was better—there was a draft directly
on the back of my neck. Then you
ordered salad because it was good for

us, though I never did like It. After
lunch we walked a block to Smith’s
because you heard their gloves were

better than Jones’, and we had to go
to Jones’, after all. And you insisted
on my buying a green veil instead of
a blue, though green makes me look

ghastly—”
“But green Is more frfiionable.”
“Somehow I can’t help thinking ol

the days when Aunt Hannah and I
were girls, and went shopping togeth-
er. Perhaps if I had been more de-

cided then, Aunt Hannah would ba
less so now; and I certainly don’t
want my dear daughter on my con-

science. Really, these things are not

Important. It Is a fallacy to think
that there Is only one right way to
do a thing. In matters of principle,
of course, we must stand firm; but
to have ideas about every little thing
and to insist upon carrying them out
will make one as unlivable as Aunt
Hannah, who has the best heart In the
world, but who makes us all uncom-

fortable from morning till night.’.’
After a moment the daughter asked:

Would you like to change your
seat?”

Mrs. Templeton laughed. “Oh, no,
dear, since we get out at the next sta-

tion.”—Youth’s Companion.

True to Traditions of Sex.

“It was an Interesting experience,
but I must own to being a little shaky
about the knees when the crucial mo

ment arrived,” said Mrs. Irene Buell,
in discussing her recent visit in Wash-
ington, where, on April 26, she was

admitted *to practice in the Supreme
Court of the United States, according
to the St. Paul Dispatch.

“Of course,” she continued, “the
whole affair is much more awe-inspir-

ing than the State Supreme Court, be-

cause the judges come in dressed in

their imposing silk gowns, having been
cried out by an impressive bailiff, who

closes his remarks with a “God save

the United States.”’

Mrs. Buell spdke of the extreme for-

mality observed and said she was ask-

ed to remove her h&t before proceed- •

ing to the council table to take the

oath.

“The first thing I said when they
asked-me to do that was: ‘Bat I don’t
pee any mirror here.’ It seemed the
natural observation to make until ]
heard Senator Clapp, who was my

sponsor, chuckle and murmur, ‘The

eternal feminine!’ Then, after a for-

mal address had been made to me, 1

took oath on the same Bible that Clay
and Calhoun swore upon, that I would

defend the Constitution and conduct

myself In every way as befitted my

office.’ ’’

The Ideal House.

“My wife’s found an ideal bouse at

last.” *

“Is that so? Where Is it?"

“On 14th avenue.”

“Shucks! Nothing-Ideal about that
house. That’s the very pne my wife

wouldn’t stay another month in."—De-

troit Free Press.

Not for Him.

Johnson—That girl is a jewel.

Morrison—Why don’t you marry
her?

Johnson—l can’t furnish the setting.
—Smart Set.

It doesn’t mend matters to fix the

responsibility of » railroad wreck.

MX EVENING PRAYER.

To-night I lay the burden by.
As one who reeta beside the road,

And from his weary back unbinds
The whelming load.

t Kneel by hidden pools of prayer—-
¦till waters fraught with healing

power;

Sh God’s green pastures I abide

This longed-for hour.

Iknow that day must bid me face 7

Courageously my task again.
Serving with steady hand and heart.

My fellow-men.

To hold my sorrow In the dark.
To fight my fear, to hide my pain,

And never for one hour to dream
> The toll Is vain—

This be to-morrow; now, to-night.
Great, pitying Father, I would be

Forgiven, uplifted, loved, renewed.
Alone with thee.

—Grace Duffleld Goodwin.


