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ticipation shining in her face before a

ward had been spoken.

“It was a mistake, wasn't It?" ghe
asked, quickly.

“I'm afrald not,” 1 replied. “The
record gpeems to be about as you told
me, and there is every reason to be-
lieve that it is correct.,” It was cruel

« to hurt her in that way, but it would

(By Homer Greene.)

A few years ago, when I was in
Washington as the representative in
Congress from one of the eastern dis-
tricts of Pennsylvania, the monotony
of a somewhat vninteresting session
was broken for me one April after-
moon by the appearance of a doorkeep-
er at my desk with a visitor's card. It
was simply a scyap of paper on which
was written in 2 woman's handwriting,
old fashioned anfl awkward, “James
Hope's Widow.™

“l think s*e's a little queer, gir,”
sald the duurkéﬂpﬂr. as | followed him
ap the alsle.

In the lobby, walting for me, was a
Iittle woman apparently about sixty
years of age. Bhe was dreased neatly
in bilack, but I noticed that her cloth-
lgg was faded, and somewhat worn ia
spota.

Her face was pale and wrinkled, and
in ber eyes, as she came forward to
meet me, was that searching, wistful
look that one always finds in the eyes
of those who have long pursued a cer-
taln object without success. g

“I've been a good while gelting my
courage up to come and see you,"” she
sald, smiungz “Bat 1 couldn't make
out to wait any longer. I'm from W."
paming a small village In one of the
countles of my congresslonal district.

People were pushing heedlesaly past
her, and pressing about the door. “I'd
llke to sce you mlone, If | can,” she
sald, looking timldly about her. “lt's
80 noluy here It kinds of upacts me.”

1 led t¢e way (o one of the alcoves
fa the Houce Nbrary, and gave her a
chair 2t one side of. the small table,
while | sat at the other. She came at
ode Lo tae object of her visit

“My husband wnas killed at the bat-
tle of Charvcelloraville,” she sald, “or
died of his wounds.l don't know which
Or mas Le he wan laken prisoner and
diad in the South, | never honrd any-
thing from him after that battle. BPul
anyway. hio'a dead. | know Jim's dead,
and | koow he died fghting for his
eountry: and I'm Jim's widow.”

| suppeeed, of course, that she had
made application for a pension, and
had foun) difleulty in establishing her
elaim. 8ol zaid to her:

“l presume the department requires
more eiact data concerning the time,
place and canse of jyour husbandse
death [s It po?™

“No." she replied, "It lan't hardly
that. They won't acknowledge that he's
dead at all. 1 can’t seem (o make Lhem
belletra It Not dead'”™ she exclaimed,
softly, “not dead' and I living for 30
years In the old home! He thought
the world and all of me, Jim did!™

“Yes but, my dear lady,” sald I, "you
must prove hla death In the way re-
quired by the department befors you
can hope to receive a widow's pen-
alon.”

“1 don’'t want any pension'” she rx-
elaimed. 1 don't need it; | wounldn't
take it. They all make that mistake.
But that's not what I'm after.”

“Youn don’t understand.”™ she enntin-
wed, rapidly. “1 ought to bave told
you before. Can any one hear me?”

fha glanced nervously around the
alcove, and out Into the alsle. [ as-
sured her that no one was listening,
and then the bent over the table and
whispered to me:

“Well.yon know down here in Wash-
ington they've got Jim matked on the
books as a deserter. Put it's not so!
It"a false! Jim was no coward. He's
dead. He died fighting. I know it! I
know It!”

“Well” 1 said, a liitle wearily,
“what can | do for you? As the case
stands, 1 dom't see how [ can be of any
assistance to you. ™

She relapsed into her former timid
manner as she replied, “"Why, they told
me—they told me that | must see my
eongressman, and maybe he conld get
ft all changed for me.”

I pow comprehended her object In
seeking my ald, and further question-
fng drew from her the facts.

On the books of the war department
her hushand was set down as a deser-
ter. She wished to have that record
bilotted out.

“It yon could only make out to do
that for me.”" she eald, rising to take
her leave, “if you could only make out
to do that, I'd—I"d—I'm not riech. |1
faven't got money. There’s only my
iittle place np in W, but you can have
it and welcome.”

The next day 1 went down to the war
department, and with the help of the
data she had given me, looked nup her
hushand’s record., Bure enough, there
opposite James fpe’s name, 1 found
the hateful entry, “Deserted April 20,

1863." ;
+Tt appearsd also that thers had been

some correspondence on the matter un-
der a claim that the entry was incor-
reet., and the clerk produced from the
#iles, and showed to me, affidavita of
men of Hope's company and his regi-
mental officers, which left no room for
doubt that he was A dessrter.

1 went from the office with a sad
heart. ﬂ;&m fo meet her again.
When ahe 4 cofne 1 gaw pleasant ah-

have been more cruel to decelve her.
When I had finished she sat for a long
time very still, looking out from the
window into dbme vagne distance.
Then she straightened herself up again
in her chair and spoke without the
least hesitation and without the slight-
eést tremor In her volce:

“Well, I'm obliged to you. I'm very
grateful to you, Indeed. But as for
Jim Hope, he's dead! And he died as
brave as any of them. [ haven't any-
thing to say against those that say he
deserted. They are just simply mlis-
taken.”

Then again fire came Into her voice.
“Jim Hope desert his country! Jim
Hope desert his wife! He might In-
deed have deserted one of us for the
other. He was just wrapped up In
each of us. But to desert us both!
Never! Never'! They don't know Jim
Hope, they that say that—they never
knew him!* 5

“1'm goilng to live long enough to
show them they're mistaken! 1 shall
find somebody who saw him dle. 1
shall find his grave. God will help
me'! | shall prove to all the world that

Jimm Hope was a hero.”
& & @

Slx weeks later | saw her In the Na-
tional Cemetery at Arlington. It was

“I'D LIKE TO SEE YOU ALONR."
AMemorial day. | was passing down the
walk from the main enlrance toward
the Lee mansion when | came unex-
pectedly upom her. She was standing
alone, reading from one of the tablets
that line tha walk, a verse of O'Hara's
noble poem, The Bivouac of the Dead.”

“Ive read "em all,” sahe sald, enthual-
astically, after surprised greeting, “ev-
ery one of 'em, from the gate to here
I think this one la very beauntifal.”

Hlowly and with Imprezsive emphasis
she repeated the familiar lines:

“HReat on, embalmed and salnted dead!

Dear as the blood ye gave,

No Implous footstep here ahall tread

The herbage of your grave.”

“But abowt your huaband,™ 1 sald;
“have you found any record of his
death or burfal ™

She looked up at me wearily, and |
conld see that In the few weeks that
Iintervened ginee our last meeting she
had visibly faded and falled.

“No.” she replied, sadly, “no;: ['ve
got to ba almost afraid that 1t's a hope-
lems task. ['ve Deen to all those gov-
ernment cemeteries Im the South. He
isn't In any of them, and they tell me
positively he isn't here”

She ralsed her eyes and looked wist-
fally over the long rows of little mar-
ble headstones stretching away under
the green trees in endless perspective,

“1 waa afraid,” [ mald, “that yom
wounld find it a fruitiess task. The gov-
ernment records are usoally correct.”™

Again there came Into her face the
same look of faith. of determination,
of persistencs that I had seen in it on
the occasion of her visit to me at the
eapitol.

“I know,” she sald, softly, “T know It
doesn’t logk reasomable, but I'm satls-
fled that'Jim’s dead, and I'm jost as
well satisfled that he dled In the serv-
lem of his country. Nobody can ever
make me belleve any differently, and
gsome day—I feel it In my soul—some
day I shall lay flowers on his grave.
Maybe today! Stranger things have
happenad. See!™ She held up a great
bnneh of old-fashioned flowers. i |
thought I'd bring "em along anyway,;
one never knows, and I thought maybe
God would take pity on me today—
today—and show me Jim’s grave hera”

Aftar A momént we started to walk
on toward the mansion. We came at
last to the massive stons that marks
the resting place of the bones of the
ngknown dJdead, and at her request |
read for her the Inseription, eloquent
in ita simplicity and thrilling with pa-
thoa.

“Beneath this stone repose the bones
of two thousand one hundred and elev-
en unknown soldiera, gathered, after
the war, from the flelda of Bull Ron
nd the ;mltl to the Rappahannock.

remains could not be identified,

thelfr names and deaths are re-

. in the archives of their country,
ita gratefanl citizens honor them
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When I hag finished she looked up &t
me with tears in ber eyes and on her
cheeka, :

“Maybe Jim's there,” she sald, “un- |
der that stone. Maybe they found his
body and couldn’'t tell his mame. [
know he was at Bull Run and along
the Rappahannock. He used to write
to me from there, and if anybody ever
belonged to the noble army of martyrs,
he did.”

After a moment's pause, she contin-
ued, “I'd rather he lrad a grave of his
own. It would be mere of a comfort
to me to lay flowers on it just for him;
but even this is better—oh! it’s worlds
better than to have it true what's
‘written in that dreadful book over
there at Washington."”

She began to sob a little, and felt
nervously In the folds of her dreaa for
her handkerchief. When she found it
she gave it a little twitch to release it,
and with it came from her pocket
something which floated for a moment
In the air, and then fell to the ground
at her feet, It was a little old-fash-
loned card photograph of a soldier ln
uniform.

A bronzed wveteran who stood near
by, with an empty sleeve pinned to his
breast, stooped gallantly and picked up
the bit of cardboard, and was about
to return it to the widow when some-
thing about the plcture attracted hls
attention. He looked at it steadfastly
for a moment, and then he looked at
her.

“Was he any relation to you?" he
esked, holding up the photograph.

“Why, yes,” she replied, brokenly;
“yes, he was my husband, Did—dld
you know him ™

The veteran was still studylng the
pleture as he replied to her.

“Did | know bhim? Why, [ was his
captaln. There wasn't a man in my
company that [ knew better or loved
more, He was every inch a soldler.
He was devoted to the flag. He was
with us at Gettyshurg. He fought like
a~—like a—why, he was a whole batta-
liom In himself. He was killed there
in the peach orchard. He died with
his head on my arm. | think he was
the bravest man, the most herole sol-
dier | ever saw.”

The little old woman bad grown
taller, straighter, younger with every
word. Pride, Joy, gratituede inexpreasl-

i

Gl e r : E iy F LRI e I R, 2
E b TE TS R o s T 0 P g ! ¥
e - i F + -1-‘ t-. y . :
k|

H e R R Ty
! i
¥ b |
i l:’*"

p o= P ' e 1 » . o ek
o P bty g O e vt K e, Elptmi e
R il i ol i ol s, <l &

Frp—— a

pit ' ".'.!'.I-.:!: L

wl - fi

0 us. He had beep—"
captain hesitated, flushied a little, look-
ed first at the widow and them at me,

“Did you know.,” he sald, “did yem
know that he—that he—oh, I Dave a
letter bere that'll tell you all about
it. I nearly forgot it. 1 found it in
his pocket before they buried him.”

per, yellow and broken with age. In
the meantime I had obtained a camp-
chair from a passing boy, and induced
the widow to sit In it. I feared that
in the reaction which was surve to come
she would be stricken with faintness.
The veteran handed to her the letter.

“I have read it many times,” he sald.
“But I never knew more about his life
before he enlisted with us than this
letter contains, After thirty years of
gearch I had glven up the hope that I
should ever deliver it to the person
to whom it was written. It is a mer-
ciful Providence that has brought u»s
together here today.”

Looking on the faded, fluttering
gsheet, and recognizing, as she looked,
the famliliar hand, the widow's eyes
again filled with tears, her volce chok-
ed so0 that she coull not speak, and she
handed the letter to me with an ap-
pealing gesture, I lald my hat rever-
ently aside, and with none but us three
listening [ read the letter written by
this brave soldler to hls young wile,
thirty years before, on the eye of one
of the greatest battles of the great re-

belllon. This was tha letter:

June 30, 1893, near ﬂﬂlrlburq.
My Deuarest Mury: [ suppose you ve
heard the stery before this time, [ItU's
bad enough, hu{ tha worst thing about It
is that It's true. [ did desert. It was
cowardly. I'll never try lo excusa my-
self to anybody but you; but I was s0
homesaick! | wanted to see you so, and
the baby, 1 would ‘a’ given my Wfs for
Just a glimpse of each of you, [ did go
without leave, one night. [ diagulsed
myself. 1 stole my way to the North.
got 1o W-—— one night after dark
Nobody knew me. 1 wenlt down the road
o our home. [ looked In through ths
window. It was ralsed he lamp waa
lit. You sat there holding the ba on
your lap, and you sung to him, “"Papa Ia
a soldier brave.” And you miopped and
sald, “Yen, and true and good, and we're
proud of him, baby, "cuuse ha la a0 brave
and true and good.” And It came over
me nll of a -mﬂtrn what a coward | waa,
and | just plunk away, and went Kk to
the front and enlisted Iln & New York
reglment,
Now | go by the pnma of Jamea Foley,
I gpot back In time to Nght at Cha -

ble shone In her countenance. She put
bher hands together, and ralsed them

THOUGHTS FOR

. By Carrise Macmullen.

The sentiments responsible for the
eatablishment of decoration day as
an annval memorial to dead soldiers
ure complex, the feelinga of those who
participate In the services are varled.
it ia hard for & reasonable beling to
understand the necesally for the
slanghter of a vary brave and noble
portion of the human race In order to
establiah peace, proaperily and the
right to purswe happinesa for the re-
maining portion. People go to the
cemetoarion on decoration day flled
with mixed emotiona. It Is hard for
a father and mother te understand
why they ashould give up their son In
all the satrengih of his manhood, a
sacrifice on the altar of hia couniry.
The privilege of placing a few Dowers
on hils grave Ils a emall compensation
for the greal losa Lhey have sustained.
If there were no life beyond the tomb
their gray hairs would apeedily
in sorrow to fill other made
gravesa beside that of the hero. A busi-

life la a battle, but the soldler

rlea his life openly In his hand,
ready at any moment to fling It away
as a sacrifice for the benefit of his
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loraville. Since Lhat batll I've gol Lo be
n corparnl. 1 ke my capiain, Has s very
gond to ma. 1 haven't the hsart 1o

MEMORIAL DAY.

men Willing to do or dle they went
forth in thelr might to balch out death

to any who might rise agalnst nuri

fag. the emblem of a fres peopls, or
to treat with American magnanimity
euch foes as might fall eaptives Lo
them. Sces &4 man ia the soldler of
the Usitids Blates army. He ig not an
ideal .aan existing In the Imagina-
tior <f some dreamer, bul a moving,
aege figure, full of snap In the very
Best line of reallam. He Is not a
e with a soul so dead that he has
nevar sald that this s nol his native
Isaf. DBelng true to his country ha I
vy llkely to be trus to hils [ather

ana mother, true to his wife, true 10 | o rnoom shadows resting beavily up-

hia shildren. Many belleve that war
Is 4Jh uvnmized evil, In (ha abestraest
it 4. It la wholesala murder, brought
abyit sometimes by Lhe incompetsncy
of sational powers to arbitrate their
di# wvences and at other times by In-
survectionary uprisings of the people.
In elther case, the soldler, who repre-
senis force, execution of the govern-

ment's demand, s an after consldera- |

tlon. The fighting comes last, and fre-
guently it la the last of the soldler.
Yea, cover the grave wilh beautiful
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COVER THE GRAVE WITH BEAUTIFUL FLOWERS.

stay-at-home countrymen. Deecorat-
ing soldiers’ graves In too sad a wer-
viesa to be considerad lghtly. To

flowers of such a martyr. Little he'll

reck if we let him sleep om In the
grave where a2 Yankes has lald him,

He drew from his wallet a folded pa- |
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identity—no clue to
its way to his “dearest 3

When the reading was ended
fell upon all of us., From the
theater, over the heads of a
eager listeners, ‘came the resonant
volce of the orator: “Let us not forget
that the men who marched under this
glorious flag, who fought under Jt, suf-
fered under it dled for it, did so be-
cause they loved it. And whether thelr
ashes lie at the foot of splendid monu-
ment or in the unknown grave, they
deserve a tribute of esteem and gratl-
tude from all who love their coumtry
and revere her flag.”

At last the little woman found her
volce. “That's him!” she said, “that’s
Jim. He loved his country and revered
her flag; and that other, after thirty
years, surely that won't be counted wp
against him."

Bhe looked up at us beseechingly,
but bafore either of us could frame a
réeply another thought came to her.

“Oh, if I only knew where his grave
ia!" she exclalmed, “ll." only knew!”

Qulck as thought the veteram &poke
up. “It's here, madam, right here In
this cemetery. [ was by it not half an
hour ago.”

“She rose alowly to her feet, looking
steadfastly at him as though he might
make an effort to escape. *Take me
there!" she sald; “please take me thers
—now!" \

In her excitement her flowers had
fallem to the ground., ] picked them
up and gave them Lo her.

She smiled at me and sald, “I told
you | should need them. I felt It |
knew it."”

Ten minutes later, looking across the

“WHY., 1 WABS HI8 CAFPTAINI"
long rows of grassy mounds with the

on them, [ saw Jim's widow kneeling
by a soldler's grave, her hands eclasped
and her face uplified as If In gratefu)l
prayer. BPealds her stood the gray-
haired vetaran, with bared head, and
on Jim Hope'n grave lay the bunch of

flowers brought by his widow In the |Inson. E. C. Epler of

longing hope that the good God would
show har whers to place them.

“1 wish only to add that a few weaks
later I introduced im the House a bill
to axpunge from the record the charge
of desertion against James Hopa
When the bill came up for final pas-

ow to apply for a pension.
“l eam got along without IL" she
sald. “They've got the books fized all

right now down thers at Washingtom, |

and that's all 1 want. [I'm satisfied

and happy.”

A Brave Man's Gentlessss
The Army and Navy Journal gives a

tonching Incident, which shows how
gentle & nature may exist beneath tha
sternness which at times reckoms not
the lifs of men while in the pursuilt of
victory. The late Commander James
W. Carlin was In command of the Van-
dalia at Apla, SBamoa, during the ter-
rible storm of March 14, 1889. Ona
evening, some years afterward, om re-
tiring to his room while visiting his
mister, he found a mouss that had fall-

en into a basin of water, and was |

struggling for ita lifa. “Thers waa

agony and deflance in that [ittle fel-
lew’s " sald the commander speak-
ing of it next day. “As [ gazed om
that helpless little ereature I thought
of that terrible night on the Vandalia,
and going to the open wind I

ly emptied the contents of

I didn't dry him with my

I saved his 1ife,” the

added.

A Man's Rensomning.

“1 nee,” she mald, “that a couple whe
were married at Philadelphia the other
avening receired 98 clocks as wedding
presents.” “And yet,” be bitterely re
plied, “T’Il bet she’ll never be on time
when they expect to go out anywhere. ™

—Chicago Times-Herald.
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Queery—"Bo you have been married
50 years!” Hornbill-"Fifty

Medical Bodles Flck @feevs:.

] sident, Georgs N R
Springlield; * first vice-president;
ter Van Hook, Chicago; wetong
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cers

president, Denslow Lewis,
permanent secretary, Edward W.-
Will, Peoria; treasurer; Nvale
Brown, Decatur. *~ Res e
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The lllinols State Medical

elected the following officers: 'Y

W. B. Kinnett, Yorkville; ocorvenpis
ing secretary, J. W. M Sk |
Springs; treasurer, J. B, Matthe
Blue Mounds. The convention af
od a resolution to secure the enncli
of a law requiring the appoistment ¥
cireuit judges of the board of medis
expert examiners for use in inssne A

| criminal cases. The soclety ad,

to meet In Chleago next year, 1”-‘-..‘r

Two Killed and Seven Mwrd 0
Ashley.—There wers two men

and seven imjured, three fatally,

exploasion of the boller of the

tive sttached to south-bound

traln No. 21 on the Uiinols Cenl

rallroad at Dubols. The dead

Charles Fricke, enginesr, Cenl

Ill.; Tom Wright, Odia, IIL. T

jured: Bam Ascoff, section , %

dle; John Hampton, section

die: Heary Holtall, sestion

scalded; Frank Johason,

ter, slightly scalded; Charles

soction hand, sealded; William

er, sectlon hand, scalded. The

men, all of Dubols, were standing BERN

the track when the _ .
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four day coaches were badly
up by the force of Lhe sxplosion,
lifted the cars from track,
engine was com

The froniL end of Lhe

broken by the

and the tracks

that It was neosssary

-

Falied to Hieet Ocadjater. '*:_
Peoria —The closing session of U
diocesan comYentlon wase -

| The noxt annnal mesting will-be

L

at Quiney. The following
lectod as the members of the
committee: Rev. C. W.

H. Rudd, R. P. Sweet and ,
E. Chandler, 8 W. Orubb, H. A. 9
chosen chancellor. Board of "&




