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THE BELL MARE

By Martha MeCualloch-Willlams.
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(Capyright, 1%1, by the B. 8. MeClure Co,)

Bquire Gleaves refned In at the top of
the hill and looked back down the loung,
gentle glops with eyes of pride,

“They a-mont make it seem like | never
had a real drove hefore,” he sald, noddiag
toward the roadway; “yet I've followed
this droverin’ business better'n Lwenty
yoars—an' not a year but | took wome good
stock down to the cotlon country.”

Johnny Cope, at the Bquire's slbow, an-
awered only with a sigh. It was Johnuy's
mission and privilege to ride ‘Lightly, the
bell mare. HMer fuil name was Lady Ge-
Mghtly—she stepped proudly and held her
head high, an beeame the wearer of a allver
bell, and a great-granddaughter of Diomede,
She was not quite thoroughbred, but blood-
11ke all over, with flat, clean legs, firm, fine-
grained hoofs and muscles like steel whip-
vorda playing beneath her satiny black cout.
If the cold cross showed Anywhere it was
in her quarters—they were powerful enough
for a carthorse. The fact assured that she
could carry welght any distance, notwith-
standing Johnny, who rode her, weighed
Jess than 100 pounds, though he was risiog
11.

Johnny had drifted to the Gleaves place
three years back from nobody knew where.
The Bquirs, who was half easy going and
wholly shrewd, had kent him at first com-
passionately, and Iater because tho lad ex-
actly sulted his turn. Johnny was a boro
rider, light yet bold, strong-handed, clear-
headed and full of the curious magnetie
sympathy which goea subtly along the rein
and makes horse and rider one.

The Bquire, of course, 414 not phrase It
just that way. He sald, the stray boy could
feel & horno's Mind through Its mouth, down
to the tips of hix own toes. Therefore. he
was kept riding the most part of the time.
Drove horaes, broken and gaited, eapecially
saddlo-gaited, fotched eanlly an much again
as those mersly halter-wise. Three parts
of thin Arove were so broken and gaited.
No wonder the Bquire was proud of them-—
200 odd, sleek, all In perfect fettle, gray,
bay, brown, biack, dappled and roan, there
wis not one without a cross of two of blond,
or one whose condition did not do equal
eredit to the pastures and paddocks of the
Gleaves place, nor to judgment of the
place’'s owner.

Five to alx abreast they came up the road
pell mell, Now and again thote at the
edges halted to snateh at Lwigs or aere
roadalde grass. 1t was late Beptember.
Though there had been no hint of frost the
Black gums were full of crimson lsaves and
the taller saasufrasses shot through with
yellow. New blackberry briars showed the
purple of iron cooling from the forge.
Everywhere elne Lthere was the deep glosned
gréeen of midsummer, somewhat ragged In
apots and faintly fretted with dust. There
had been no raln since the drove started
from the grass country eight days back. It
bad just got fairly Into the sparsely sattled
bhalt wilderness, jvhich In the late 20a
stretched between middle Tennesseee aud
the Carvlina cotion plantations.

The road, a well-traveled trace, ran
mainly through woods, Here or Lhere It
crossed & paturs! méadow, ofton many acres
in extent. Grass grew so tall in the low
spols of these ineadows It could be tled
elther slde above a horae's neck as one rode
through. The vanisbed buffalo had no doubt
relished such lusty stalks, but the drove
beasts chose Instead to nip the fine tender
upland bonts which came, at most, B0
higher than the knee.

Thus the big meadow was a noted camp-
ing place. It lay two miles ahead of the
hilltop. There was a clear creek between.
Possibly It was the scent of water which
set 'Lightly whickering, but Bquire Glaaves
sald, patting her neck, ‘S50 you smell grass
and rest—eh, old gal!” Bhe tossed her head
the least bit, whickeriag again. This time
the call was [ouder, more Insistent and
compelling. In answer every hoof behind
quickened, necks stretched, muszles lifted,
sars went flat against the neck. In sinuous,
tumbling column, melting, changing mo-
mentarily the ranks charged upom their
feader, breaking from the walk to the trot,
the trot to the gallop, the gallop to the dead
full run.

Squire Gleaves drew out to let them
pass. He knew Johnny and 'Lightly could
be trusted—besides thera was water and
the grass. The drove was sharp-set—the
oooaday balt had been in tall, barren wood-
lund, so thoy had had nothing more than
scant mouthfuls of fodder from the wagom.
His mare, roan Mary, was wild te flolm
fn the rush, but he held hard untll his
son Jos came up, with black Sam at his
horse's tall and the big covered wagon
rolling pompously behind. Shadrach.
wagoner and ocamp cook, sat nodding
in the saddle, but still clutched his
single rein and long-lashed whip. It was
wonderful _that he slept, evea with the
wagoon at the snail's pace It had been
going, Jos Gleaves and black Sam had also
long whips and made them crack like nis-
tol shots over the backa of laggards, yet
without touchinz a hair,

“Father! 1 say! Hadn't you Dbetter
ride up?! 8'pose Johnny ocouldn't stod
'Lightly ™ Joe sald, a thought anxioualy.
His father smil¢d—Jos was the apple of
his eye. This forethoughted caution, ipstend
of youlh's natural recklessnoss, pleased him
through and through. He sald over bhis
shoulder, aa he gave roan Mary the spur:
“Bon, I'm obleeged to you—but you've no
heed to worry. 'Lightly knows the busi-

88 nigh as well as | do—this |» the tenth
«ove she's led for me, remember—bplease
the good Lord, she'll lead many more—sha
shows her age as little as [ do mine."

Joo's face waa tense as he watched hia
father galloping ahead, light and straight
Ia the saddle as he was himself. ““The nld
man's good for thirty years at least.,” he
sald half under breath, his mouth harden-
Ing. He wae a handsome fellow, slixht,
but well set up, with darkling eyes under
bent brows, and very red lips, cruelly
thin. He had been striotly brought up and
was outwardly a model all the virtues,
An to whether the virtues struck decp thirs
wore two opinlons. His world for the most
part held that they aid, But theére was &
sharp-eyed molety, long-eared withal, that
whispered in ita most private hours of other
thingy—roysterings and rlotings in Nash.
ville town, whither Joe went for a fortnight
wvery winter—alight-lcng gaming at a cross-
roads the other a'de of the county-—siplen
visits to. the Nashville races and heavy
wagers, lo*t and won,

Still, when all wam maid. he wes no
worse than a hypoerite, throwing dust in
the eyes of a blindly doting father., There
were only himself and his blind slster
Allce to inherit the tidy fortune Bquirs
Oleaves had laid up. Everybody knew Joe
would come Into seven-eighihs of it, so
the harshest of his critles did not blame
hm overmuch for keeping his riotous liv-
ing under cover. To riot openly would
dlstress his father beyond measure—and it
Is everywhere understood that those whoan
can pay his scol la entitled to rlot o his
youth.

“Maybe 1t's 8tfy years—he's just the bulld
tn live to & bundred.”" Joe ropeated still
bushedly, as his father went out of sight.
Then he snatched a walnut from a laden
bough above the road. half turned, and
Ared it at Shadrach, shouting: "Wake
up, ole nigger! Wake up! Are you tryin’
to break your neck, and let us starve, here
In the wilderness?”

"No, sir-ce! Shadrach too hongry! He
oot gwine die dat-er-way, wid meal and
four, am' middiin’ mrat In de wagin,"
ibadrach sald, grinning broadly, as he
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rubbed his eyes: Ayt "taim’t no wonner
I drapt ter sleep. Y'all dribe dem hawsea
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a bit o' figurin,”, he sald “Let's see-the
drove's a little the rise o' 200~they'll aver-
age $160 thke head. That $30.000 In a
lumpin® trade. 1 couldn’t take lesn for
‘Lighty-<not a cen' less

“1 don’t understand—1 don’t want to buv
the drove—"' (he stranger began. Bqguire
Gleaves broke in: I thought you didn'y,
I doubt, In fact, If you ever saw a real

8o pizen slow, de ve'y look er de wagin | horse drove before”

wheels mot me noddin' "’

"Walll Drive for all your team is worth,
now.”" Joe called back. He was a hundred
yards clear of the latest drove laggard.
Far ahead he could see the foremost ranks
bunching and crowding In the ereek.
swung his whip high sbove bis head, made
It anap thres times, and went like the

bhave
| driven—""

certalnly seem looke horses
the siranger saild. Again  the
squire cut him short, "No doubt!" he
sald. “Everybody must have seen that—

four or five horses, or maybe even an dozen.

He | But, let me tell you, that ain‘t horse drov-

erin’. A real drover hae get either to
| breed his own stock, or else buy it at

wind In the wake of the plunging beasts. | WeARIA' time and let it graze and grow up

By the time he eame fully up with them
only twenty stood In the atream. [t was
rolled for 100 yards up and down. The
hanks were shallow and shelving—Jos knew
the drove had rushed down them, then the
more whimsical or the least thirsty, bad
crowded one above the other. each eager
to drink from a ourrent unvexed and un-
tu'nted,

As he rode up the bank he maw his
tather, diamounted, bending to rub his
atiffened lege. Johnny had made a half clr-
cult of the meadow—he was fetching
'Lightly back, leaving the drove, which had
followed her, divided betwixt wallowing
and grasing. He scrambled down, and
leaned & minute on the mare's shoulder,
Bhe batted her ears and nipped his arm,

{to follow the bell. Ever hear of a bell
mare? ‘'Lightly's mine. A bell mare must
never have a colt of her own—then she's
;rndy to mother and ritle everything that
(comes round her. When the colts are
| wonted to her, she cam take "em Anywhere
| —one mile or a thousand, it don't matter,
|1t 1 was fool enough to sell you ‘Lighily,
'and you took her away, not one out thers
In the meadow would stop feedin' till he
wan full. But along after dark, when halt
of 'em were ready to lie down, they'd be-
rin whickerin®, whickerin', whickerin', and
| Weep 1t up t) after midnight. Then there'd
jcome & break in spite of me and my men
{and whips and halters. They'd take right
jout on her track and climb mountains or
swim rivers to find her—and they would)

h
“SUDDENLY A BULLET 8
MISSING JOHNNY'S HEAD A BARE
INCH."

then rubbed the saddle lightly back an”
forth agalost him. The Instant she felt it
ungirthed she slid from umder it, letting It
tumble from his hands, gave a low, prank-
ish kick, ‘then ran & little ways through A
level apace, put her nose to earth, turned
twice about, feeling for snage or stones.
then lay down upon It and wallowed hard,
turning over three times, and kicking vig-
orously with all her feet, as she Iay polssd
upon her backbone.

She got up apd stood with her head
slightly drooping nibbling at a handful of
grasa Squire Gleaves held. Johnny went up
to her and made to take off the bridle, but
Squire Gleaves waved him back, saylog:
“'Get the balter ready first, Jack. No horse,
not evem 'Lightly—ain‘t to be depended on
when there's rain in the air. I'm sure it's
goin' to rain tonight—that's what sets the
drove to wallowin' and nickerin’ so, and
cockin' thelr talls so sassy, Thay won't
break out without this lady,'"” stroking
'Lightly's glossy neck; “‘but with her loose,
thar's no tellin’ what mightn't happen—ef
once she took the notion to rum, there'd be
the very devil to pay.’

The wagon clattering up, drowned lower
sounds, at least to hulnan ears, But all at
once ‘Lightly Balf wheelad. stretched her
neck, pricked both ears sharply forward,
flung up her head and snorted. After it she
stood rigid, with flaring nostrils, snorting
faintly with every other breath. She faced
the unbroken woods, thick with underbrush,
which lay upon the other side of the road.
Squire Gleaves stroked her shoulder sooth-
ingly, as he sald te Johnny: *1 do wonder
what she hears or amells? It can't be var-
miot—if it was ahe'd stand forward, ready
to jump at it and trample it. And travel-
ers aln't llkely—not unless they're lost."

“Maybe it's—robbers,” Johnny said In a
whisper. Bquire Oleaves laughed, but not
too easlly—outlawry was s thing all drov-
ars bhad to reokon with. He had known of
droves stampeded, of drovers robbed and
murdered In cold blood, though he himself
had always gone soolL free. He reflected
that it was foelhardy, to have come as be
Bad, thus light-banded, with the higgest
drove, and the mo#t valuable, that had ever
left the grabs coumtry. So he was mare
thap relleved when & single horgdeman broke
out of the bush, apparently unarmed, well,
even fashlopably equipped, and aplendidly
mounted, though hia horse, a raking chesat-
nut, seemed something over-ridden,

With a clvil greeting he got down,
stretched himsalf mightily, unsaddied his
panting horse, then swung upon his heels,
saying: "1 see you mean to camp here.
Wil you take me in?"’

“We are out ourselves—wa don't own
the earth and the sky.'” Joo answersd with
a nervous half-laugh. The stranger did
not notice him. Instead, he addrereed the
rquire;: “We are dead beat—my horse and
I—have been lost all day.” he sald. "“"Whits
Foot ls better off than hia master—he can
eat grass (f there s nothing better. I am
very hunzry—"'

"Well! You

won't stay so—pol long."
the aguire sald, “You, Sam. make haste
with that wood! Tha fire ought to by
burnin' by this—1 struck & light the minyte
1 zot down."”

“With your gua fint?' the stranger
asked, Squire Gleaves looked at him hard.
nodded and added slowl®: “Yes—with mv
gun flint—but yoy, better belleve I primed
the pan well afterward. 1 mever yet aho!
at anything more's a deer ond hope | pnever
shall—but one thing's sure—If ever horse
thieves, or money thiaves try to s'op me
they'll find me ready.”

"“They generally go round men thev
know te be ready,” the stranger sald,
lsughing sweetly, and looking hard across
at Joe. Then he turned to 'Lightly. ran
hin hand un and down her forearm and cm
down to the coronet, then back with n
aweeping flourish untll it rested upon her
throat. ‘“‘Sound lega—a head that looks
over the moon,” he muttered as though to
himself, then to Bquire Gleaves: | want
her. Name your price*

This time {t was the squire who laughed.
Joe frowned and rasayed to speak. His
father held up his hand. “Wall. It takes
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not stop to eat much nor drink often by
the way."

The stranger lnughed. “Droving must be
profitable—undcr such conditions,” he wuid
| demurely. “As I understand (t, the bell
mare comes hack with you—"

“Oh! I'm honest enough to warn folks,'
8quire Gleaves sald, also laughing, but
'lrlmly. "l swear '‘em to keep stock they
buy of me stabled or hoppled through two
springs, After that the beasts either fors
get or fall In love with the place they live
or something about it. But as true as you
stand thers l've had horaes come home
after six years. Seems llke the springtime
sets ‘em wild to see (he place they were
fonled in—and no matter how far off it |s
they sense the course.

“How far have you known
come?" the stranger asked.

“Flve hundred milee—maybe more,"
Squire Gleaves answered. The siranger
whistled, then with a change of manner,
sald: ‘““‘Since | must impose on your hos-
pitality—my name fs—Robin—Lucas Robin.
I thank ycu very much for a chance of
supper and a place at your fire."

Johnny Cope wondered why Joe Gleaves
got 80 white as bhe heard the stranger's
nanie. But fate and nature had conspired
to make him a sllent 1ad, so he kept the
wonder to himself. Indeed, he never talked
to anybody except blind Miss Alice. He
sat with her of Sundays, when the rest
went to church, and to ber he told of all
he saw In the woods, the pastures, the
farm yard. In between he read to her,
baltingly, but (ntelligently, the Psalms,
the Ten Commandments, the Sermon on
the Mount. Miss Allce was older than Joe,
frall, but cheery, and the soul of kindness,
especinlly to Johnny, who seemed to her
80 pititully lost and lonesome. In return
Johnny worshiped her and was ready to
die for her or for anybody she loved.

He fell anleep to dream of her, beside the
campfire after the watch had been set.
Bquire Gleaves and Shadrach were to ride
around the drove until midnight—from then
until daybreak Joe and Black Sam would
be in charge. Johuny's last conscioun sight
was of Joe ataring into the fire, while Lucas
Robin spoke low and eagerly in his ear,
Lady Golightly, securely tethered a little
way from the wagon, was nuszling the re-
malos of her fodder, making little dry,
tinkling sounds that somehow wove them-
anlves all through Johnny's dream.

When they fell sllent he awoke with a
start. The fire was dead. Ry tho stars he
knew It was long past midnight. A north-
west wind hadsswept away the promise of
rain, and, though there was no moon, a
clear gray brilllance filled the sky. He
scrambled up and stirred the brands—they
were dank and cold. Water had been
thrown upon them, Just outside the fire
circle Joe lay, breathing heavily Black
Sam was snoring a yard beyond. Johnny
shook them hard. They did not stir, He
fprang toward the blanket spread for Lucas
Robln, It was empty, tossed into a huddled
heap. Trembling all over he ran toward
the meadow, In the edge of it Bhadrach
sat his horse, fast asleep. SBquire Gleaves
was nowhere visible. But the drove had
begun to stir, neighing here or there, koen
complalnt.

No apswer to the complainings! Johony
knew what (hat meant ~the bell mare had
been stolen. Lucas Robin was the thief
Intultively the Mad snatched a halter and
rushed Into the thick of the drove, now all
vtanding, and balf of it whickeripg distrass,
The horscs sneried and edged away as he
wound In and out. More than ono let fly
at him with viclously nimble heels, but he
kept on undaunted until he found what he
vought—Damsel, 'Lightly’'s ¢-year-old half

them to

gleter and her match In speed and stay.

In a twinkling he had scrambled up and
was out on the rond. There he lot his
slogle rein fall loose—Damsel herself munt
choose the way Onte she was pettled in
the course he knew he could come up with
tha robber. The others had been drugmed.
no doubit—he recalled that Robin bhad made
them drink after supper from his pocket
fMlask. Johnny had refused the offerad dram,
because he had promised Miss Allee never
to drink until he was 21, Miss Allce! He
was going to bring back the bell mare and
uave the drove—for her. She sald Ingratl-
tude was the blackest ®in of all—so0 he
could not let himself be ungrateful

From the Big Mradow the trace ran
south, stralght and almost level for ten
miles, Then 1t branched, one fork lead-
Ing late the fouthills that twenty milen
further on were the mountains, the other
keeping well to the plainge.  Damsel whick-
ered throe times, turning her head now this
way, now that, listened a breath's space,
snorted, then struck Into a trol, and went
due south. An owl flew across the way, a
Hitle higher than Johony's head, hooting
loudly. its eyes showing flery in the dusk.
In the dark woods, either hand, there were
long gleams of fox-fire—mintx rose white
from the damp places, crickets shrilled, and
whippoorwille sent out thelr weird erying.

Johnny was superstitious. He had no
fear wheatever of Lucas Robin, but the
owl, the fox-fire, the whippoorwill daunted
him-<he was about to turn back. But as he
pondered it, cholee loft him., Behind him,
through the starlit dusk, there sounded the

thunder ef 200 hoots, following & new leader
to seek out the old. Damsel was galloping

swung Into a dead rum. Johnny could do
nuthing but alt #till, keep her head up and
let her run. The drove was In mad stam-
pede. 1f he tried to turn back It would
trample him. 2

On, on, they flew, mlle after mile, yeot
still the welghted racer led the unwelghted
ones. In that free course, as upon all
others, blood told. Beforo half of it was
past only the plck of the drove ran hot
upon the young mare's heels. Johnny eat
far forward. His terrors had left him—
be had caught the spirit of the race and
was ready for any fate, Once when he
heard a lone cock-crow faint and far off he
answersd with a gquavering yell. Once, too,
a fox barked and he mocked It with »
ehriller bay. Damsel swerved a little as
she heard the erying. Thus gray Gllder ran
up to her and even got hall a length In
front. Johnony flung himeelf prone long her
noeck and shouted In her ear, shrill, aweet,
half-articulate, maddeningly eclear. Ehe
knew the call and anewered It gallantly.
In three bounds she was clear of the gray,
running strong and free, as though she
nover meant to stop. A hundred yards fur-
ther on she nelghed joyously. Johnny's
heart came In his mouth—for down wind,
low and keen he heard an answering nelgh.

He was coming up with the thief, with
'Lightly, What should he—what could he
do? He had a claspknife In his belt—
otherwlee he was unarmed. Btill he did
not despair. If the man led ‘Lightly in-
stead of ridding her she would break from
him and come back to the drove when she
heard Johnny's call. Then he must mount
her and ride for It. 8he would run for him
as for nobody else In the world, White-

foot, the (fagged chestnut, would never
catch her. Of course there was the chance
that Lucas Robin might shoot—maybe

that was what the owl and the fox-fire and
the whip-poor-will had meant. But it was
too Iate now to change anything—doggedly
he rode on, consclous of nothing but that
he meant to sive the horses, because, In
a way, they belonged to Miss Allce.

Dawn broke red and c¢lear, the wind
freshened. Suddenly a bullet sang past,
missing Johnny's head & bare lnch. It
came from the roadside—Iin the strength.
ening light he could distinguish there
Lady Golightly tugging at her halter and
larhing out with her heels at the fagged
chestnut. The chestnut's rider was swear-
ing loudly—his second pistol had flashed In
the pan, Johnny saw that in his anger he
had put it to the black mare’'s head and
flung up his hande crying out at the sight.

“"Here, you boy? Are you a sensible lad?"
Robin called as the drove and its leader
charged down upon him. Johnmy sat
stralghter. “If I was, | reckon I wouldn't
be here.” he sald. “But | try to be honest
—that's why I came after 'Lightly."

“You won't get her," Robin sald, with
& speering laugh. '“Bhe's mine—lawfully
mine—Jos Gleaves let me have her to pay
one of his gambling debts—the drove was te
pay the others and leave something over for
him, Joe Is a coward—he would nol let
me take her openly—I had to drug the lot
of them and slip off llke a thief—**

“You are a thief—and worse,” Johnny
sald hotly. With an oath Robin spurred
at him, meaning to ride him down. In the
rush he dropped 'Lightiy's halter. Johnny
wheeled Damsel, whistling as she wheeled.
‘Lightly ran to him—before Lucas Robin
could check and turn, Johnny was on the
bell mare's back and riding for life throush
the woods, toward the Blg Meadow.

Luckily they were open woods Johnny
lay flat on the mare's back guiding her,
what time she needed guldance, by gen-
tle pressure, now this alde her neck. now
that. It took meore than & mile to skirt
and Rkead the bewl|ldered drove, which
turped in its tracks (o follow the tinkling
bell. Momentarily he expected tn feel a
bullet, better wimed, plow through his flesh.
He could hear Robin behind, swearing hor-
vibly. but to his joy the sounds grew
fainter. And when broad daylight laughed
through the woods they ceased altogether.

But Johnoy dared not sit up, uatil st a

eanlly. As she caugbt the noise behind she |

cross road he ran upon the circult rider
and the hunter who was guiding him to his
next appointment

They went with hith to the Big Meadow,
| whore the sieepers all wars struggling back
to nick consciousness. There Johnny
the whole story—except Joe's part In I,
That he never told anybody until Joe was
gafely dead, for say what you will, he was
Mins Allce's brother, and she loved him
dearly.

WOMEN MASQUERADE A8 MEN,

Several Canes Similar to Recent Fort
Sherldan Incidént Noted,

It seema hardly possible that a woman
disguised in the uniform of a United States
soldler could manquerade as a trocyer for
three montha at Fort Sherldan. The (a0t
would not be credited were it pot woll
avthentiented.

Similar occurrences have taken vlace in
times pant, reports the Chicaxo Chronlcle,
but they wers few and far between. 8t
Petéraburg i noom (o unvell a statue to
a woman, Nadeyda Dourovna. who entered
the Russian army in 1806, disgulaing her-
self am a man. Although her identity
wan soon discovered, she was allowed to
remain In the army for seven years be-
cause of the preasing need of asoldisrs.
The czar, Alexander I, became Intercsted In
her and conferred upon her a commission
In the regiment of hussace. Bhe won dis-
tinction and finally recelved the decora-

tien of the cross of Bt George, Her
Iant years were passed quletly at home
and she dled at the age of 81  8hé wan
henored with & milltary funernl and was
buried In the uniform of the Litovish
dragoons. .

A case nearer home 18 (hat of Deborsh
Sampson, who was the American Jean
d'Are in the revolutionary war. Rhe wns

A dencendant of Miles Stand!sh and also of
Governor Bradford and inherit:d the frar-
Ienaness and militare (nutinet of her ances-
tors. Loning her fathsr whea young-she
was brought up on 4 farm by strangers
In Middleboro. Mass. Farm work was dls-
tasieful to her. &he waa fond of readine
and hud an insatiable derire to travel and
see the world, Duting lelsure hours she
wént to the woods and there made for her-
gelf a mamculine sult from cloth which she
harsell Bad woven. Leaving home |t teak
her seme time to familiaries heiasif with her
clothes and the new part ahe lntended to
play. For some dnys she kept by her-
self In the woods, She soon enlisted at
Worcenter, became a member of the Fourth
Massachusells  infantry and waa ordered Lo
West Point, This wan in 1782

Bhe Ix described an 5 feet 7 Inches In
helght, having ‘‘a blooming complexion and
somewhat masculine alr.”" Her pecullar ap-
pearance was obasrved In camp and she was
known as "‘Molly" and as “the smock-faced
boy,"” but she became a favorite and galned
the reputation of belng “‘a good fellow.'
Misa SBampaon was in several engagements
As sergeant with a squad of thirty men she
mnde an atinck on A gang of mounted guer-
rillas and recelved a saber slash om ths
head and a bullet In the thigh. A sur-
geon Adressed the saber cut. At her own
request she secured permisgion to remain
at a farm house for Len daye 106 puree A
dying companion. Her object was to eare
for the bullet wound. While there the
tory fegmer pernecuted her and his daugh-
ter fell In love with her. Either way the
sltuation was embarrassing.

For a time Miss Bampsacn was the pers
sonal attendant of General Patterson. Later
she was sent on a special expedition to
Philadelphia, was selzed with a mallgnant
fever and taken to the hoapital. Alexander
Corbett, jr., who has Investigated and re-
ported the faots of Miss Bampson's life,
says that while

dier boy Indifferently requited, parted with
him after giving him an outfit of haber-
deshery made with her own hands and &
watch as souvenir,

On her recovery Miss Sampson was sent
with & letter from the hospltal physiclan to
Oeneral Patterson, It revealed her secret.
With the utmost kindness the general as-
sured her she should have nothing Lo fear,
8he recelved her discharge, but with meny
honors and testimonials to her bravery.

Miss Sampson became the wife of Benja-
min Gannett, & brother of the great-grand-
father of Rev. Willlam OGannett and of Mrs,
Kate Gannett Wells, She mever recelved a
cent of pay untll 1762, when the Massachu-
netts logislature gave her §179. The nation
granted her a pension In 18056, After her
death In 1827 her husband was allowed to
draw her pension of 8 a month,

The Gannett home still stands In the
little town of SBharon, Mawss., and contains
relles of Its former Illustrious occupant.
In the little graveyard is & tombalone
marking the burlal site of Deborah Gan-
nett and each Memorial day the members
of the Brockton chapter, Daughters of the
American Reépublic, named In her honor,
place flowers on her grave and rénew the
American flag which waved there perpet-
ually.

“Garland” S1oves ana Hanges
Awarded firal grize. Paris exposition. 1900

Denmark to e at Exposition.

COPENHAGEN, Oct, 20.—The presen‘a-
tlon br Minister Bwenson of an official
fnvitation to Denmark to participate In the
Bt. Louls exposition has furnished the
Danish government an opportunity te re-
iterate the great Interest It takes In the
exhibition and ita Intention to second the
effort of the manufacturcrs, who ure (2
termined that Denmark shall be fitting ¥
represented, he newepapera here are
heartily suppoiting the movement,

No External
Symptoms.

The blood may be in bad conditicn,
yet with mo external signs, no skin
atuption or sores to indicate it, The
symptoms in such cases being a variable
appetite, poor digestion, aa indescribable
weakness and nervousness, loss of flesh
and a general run-down condition of the
system — clearly showing the blood has
1ot its nutritive qualities, F'as become thin
aod watery. It isin just such cases that
5.8. 8. has done some of its quickest and
miost effective work by bufldiog up the
blood and supplying the elemaents lacking
to make it strong and vigorous,

“My wife used sev-
eral bottles of 8. 8. 8.
as a blood purifier and
to tone up a weak and
rmacinted system, with
very marked effect b{
way of im emen

“"We regard it a
great tonic and blood

urifier."—]J. F. Durp,
neeton, Mo,

is the greatest of all
tomics, and you will
find the appetite im-
provesat once,strength

returns, and nervousness vanithes as new
rich pure blood once more circulates
through all parts of the system.

8. 8. 8. is the only purely vegetable
blood purifier known. It contsins no min.
erals whatever. Send for our free book

on blood and skin diseases and write our

physicians for any information or advice

wanted No charge for medical advice,
THE SWIFT SPECIFIC €2, ATLANTA, 8A
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frollef, we fAind It necesnary In our wark to

Strong Testimony from
Prominent Doctors

After Years of Scientific Researcy and tharougy Tests, Promi
nent Practitioners Presceib: and Indsrse DUFFY’'S
MALT WHISKEY for ail Diseases
of the Throat and Lungs.

They Prescribe It Excludv:'y as

aToie and Simsar Wa:za

the System Is Weak and RuaDowa fean D.sziss or overwark.

The following letters trom prom
dom from maony thousands we hav:

Dr. J. D. Cole, Alexandria Bay, N. Y.
wrote us, on Dec. 5, 1800: “1 have been
using Duffy's Malt Whiskey In my fam. |
ily and practice for the past fifteen years,
with very beneficial results, 1 often pre-
scribe It for anaemic patients and some
forms of Indigestion; almso for convales-
vents after typhold fever, and all wasting |
dissanes. It Is & good tonle for the aged.' |

Dr. H. Cenicola, Bridgeport, Conn., on
Dec. 14, 1000, sent us the following: 1
have prescribed Duffy's Pure Malt Whis- |
koy In my practiee and think it a pure and
baneficinl tonie and stimulant. 1 cheerfully |
recommend .’ ’

Dr. J. A. Hammond, Schuylerville, N, Y.,
wrote us on Jan. 2, 1001, 1 have used
your Malt Whiskey for about séven vears
In my practice and find It very benofclal
In cases of debility and for old peoapla, |
have used It succeasfully 1o canes of typhoid
fever after the fever had left and the pa-
tlent was much debilitatod. 1 cannot ro- |

commend it too highly where & tonle Is |
necessary.”’ l

Dr. George 8. Converss, New Haven,
Conn, on Jan, 18, 1001, wrote: *1 have

used Duffy's Malt Whiskey in my practice
and always found it pure and satisfactory.”
, Dr. Albert C. Smith, President Suffolk
Dispensary, 10 Charter Bt., Poston, Masa.,
wrote us: “In the treatment of the large
number of patienta who come for ald and

use a stimulant which, without question,
I8 abrolutely pure, and we are glad to say
thet In your ‘Duffy's Mall’ we have suc- |
ceeded In obtaining what has been of great
asslstance’ In .many cases of pronounded
danger. Wo should be unwilling to be
without this valuable stimulant.” This |
dlspensary registerod In one year almost |
37.000 patients. It Is one of the largest !
Institutions of 1t kind In the world. |

Dr. W. F. Hooper, Newport News, Va.,

[on Dec. 1, 1600, wrote: *1 have used your |

Duffy's Malt in convalescence from typhold |
and otner febrile discanes with satisfac-

| Jan. 19, 1901

tory results.”

Dr. R. P, Oppenheimer, 406 Church Ave.,
Knoxville, Tenn, wrote us as recently an
“1 have used Duffy's Malt |
Whiskey extensively Io my practico for |

1

here a rich Baltimore | following: i
heiress made her an offer of her hand and | key used and dispensed at the Blue Crosa |
fortune, but finding her love for the sol- l Medienl Ald Dispensary. We place no re-

[ Medleal Ald,

ten years, especially among cases requiring
stimulanis and tonles, and 1 take ploasure
In stating that ] fOnd it excels all other
whiskey's." |

Dr. De Witt Brugler of the Blue Croas
1602 Mnarshall 8t., Philadel-
phia, Penn., on Jan. 18 1001, wrote us the '
“PDufly’s Malt is the only whis-

f
llancees upon any other for medical uee.' |'

During the past few years we have re-
celved hundreds of thousands of just surh!

e T

made thelr groat suscensss with DUFFY's MALT WHISKEY:

nnt phystslans waers tiken at raa e«
raeivad from Jdustors, wio hvs

letters as theae. There can be no miore
convincing proof that Duffy's Pure Malt
Whiskey ls the only absolutely pure, in-
vigorating stimulant and tonic 1o be ured
exolusively In all cases where the aystem
needs to be sustalned.

The doctors as woll as tha peaple hava
learned (hat It does not pay 1o il the
aystem full of drugs. Thoy roalize what the
SYBLemn wanis s & tonic and stimulant to aid

[ the elrculation and lend artificisl force to

throw off the disease’'s gorme.

OUFFY'S PURE MALT WHISKEY

CURES Consumption, General Diehility,
La Grippe, Cold«, Bronevitis, M daria,
Low Fevwr, D psprosin, D rassion ond
w akneas from wh ilever sases

It build« wp and wouvishas the bady, it
invigorates the brain, tones up the hsapt
and profongs life.

A leading New  York et waid
“Dutfy's Pure Malt Whiskey is o form
af food a'veady diges el ™

NO FUSAL 0Ol
CAUTION—=Our patrone are cautioned

| againat so-called Duffy's Malt Whiskey of-
| fered for male

In bulk ar In Nasks and
packages other than our patent bottle.
Dufty's Pure Malt Whiskey Is sgold in sealed
botties only. ONered In any other form
itis mot the genuine.

There 14 none “'Just as good as’' Duffy's

| =The dealer who says so 16 thinking of hil«

Insist on
the trade-mark on

profita only. Ask for Duffy's;
getting it. Look for

| 1t in not the genuine.

FnE£ AUV'GE If you arc stek and run
down write our dioctor for
free ndvice. It will coxt you nothing toy
learn how to regain henlth, strength wnd
vitallty, Medicnl booklet containing symp-
tomn, treatment and tee Imonlals sent frov.
All correspondence with our docter (& atect-
Iy confidential, and no testimoniale are
used without permission. All druegiats
and W"n. of direct. §1.00 y bottle,
D‘L:FY MALT WHISKEY 0., Rochester,

Begins Publication Nov. 3, in
The Sunday Bee.
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“No Other Way”

—BY —

Sir Walter Besant

The Last Work of This Gifted Writer.

Unique

o
-

Powerful and Dramatic Story,

in Plot.

system and debtor’s prison.

tious marriage.
With this curious introducti

the keenest
liance.

the eremnstances of a change of
gives a swing to the tale and a
ment which ends only with the ]

Fi.
Ak

I is founded on a most peculiar condition of the English penal

The heroine, a beautiful young

widow, is in imminent danger of being thrown into a debtor's
cell when a crafty creditor shows her how, by marrying a con
demned criminal, she can escape her debts, and as he will soon
be exceuted, she will also escape the ignominy of this surrepti.

on into a plot unique in fiction,

Bir Walier Besant enlists the sympathy of the reader and arouses
curiosity in the final outcome of the strange al-
Contrary to expectations, the criminal does not die, and
the efforts of the heroine to escape her husband, together with

fortune which has come to hLer
rapidity of action and develop-
ast chapter of the story.

Begins Publication
runslé weeks.

November 3, and
lllustrated.




