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Literature.

ACROSS THE BEAD LINE.

It was a disagreeable surprise to us
heavy artillery men when our regiment

was detailed for prison duty during the |

war, not only because it was distasteful
work, but we thought it derogatory to
our branch of the service; and indeed it
is a mystery te me to this day why we
were selected.

But the command having been given
we were soon on the march and one sultry
summer afternoon arrived at our destina-
tion.

We found that the prison consisted of
a long, low shed surrounded by a palisade
about nine feet high called a stockade,
and this again encircled by a raised plat-
form at such a height that sentries placed
upon it could look over the top of the en-
closure and observe the prisoners inside.

This was necessary because at some
distance from the shed was a shallow
ditch, dubbed in military parlance ‘‘a
fence,” although a more absurd name
could hardly have been chosen, since it
could be crossed by a single stride, and at
night it was so indistinet that a line of
lighted lunterns had to be placed near it

in order to prevent the prisoners from

stepping inadvertently over it.

There was another and more sinister
name by which the fence was known to
guards and prisoners alike; it was called
“‘the dead line,” because a prisoner found
across it was ordered to be shot.

We had been encamped about a week
when, one stormy evening, I visited a
brother offiicer in his tent, and on leav-
ing his quarters on my homeward jour-
ney found the night so dark that T lost
my way and did not know where I was
till I brought up against the stockade.
At that moment a rift in the clouds let-
ting out a moonbeam, I saw distinetly
through the palings a man in a tattered
grey uniform looking up in astonishment
at a sentry who was violently gesticulat-
ing. The fellow was throwing his arms
about in a way that made him resemble a
scarecrow in a wheat field during a gale
of wind.

I was at a loss to understand his ae-
tions till, on looking more closely at the
prisoner, I observed that the line of black
lanterns, whose light had been extin-
guished by the violence of the wind, was
behind instead of in front of him. The
prisoner’s face was toward the moonlight,
which was at my back, and I therofore
could see his features plainly, and knew
by the expression of them that this grim,
determined-looking man was quite un-
aware of the danger of his position.
After a second or two it seemed to dawn
upeon him; he stepped hastily backward
and was soon lost in the black shadow of
the prison shed.

Theard the sentry resume his measured
tread but could see nothing further, for
the moonlight was again curtained by the
clouds.

Alone and unobserved I had witnessed
a dereliction of duty on the part of the
sentry that if I reported it would prob-
ably be fatal to him; what was 1 to do?
If I did not report him I myself would be
as guilty as he.

I stood rooted to the spot in the still,
black might, for the wind had entirely
died away in an ecstazy of agony. The
perspiration broke out in great heads on
my forehead and my hands were clenched
till the nails wounded the palms.

If the moon had only not come out, all
would have been well; the priosner, what-
ever may have been his intentions, would
never have been discovered by the sentry
or myself, and I should have groped my
way to my tentin blissful ignorance of
what was now causing me so much mis-
ery.

While I was thinking this, or rather
immediately afterwards, a thin, smail
voice sounded in my ear--to this day I
cannot tell where it came from—but it
said distinctly, ‘‘The United States ex-
pects every officer to do his duty.” And
slowly I dragged myself to the officer of
the watch and reported what 1 had
seen. ‘

Immedjately on my report a posse was
detailed to arrest Number Six and re-
place him by another man. The sentries
on the platform were numbered accord-
ing to their position, and therefore T knew
exactly which sentry had been in fault.

In the morning a court martial was
held, at which, of course, I was the soli-
tary witness against the prisoner. He
was brought in weaponless, between two
armed guards. During the preceding
night I had not been in a position to ob-
serve his countenance, therefore I was
greatly horrified to find that this" tall,
thin stripling, scarcely twenty-one years
of age, whose lank, sandy hair hung over
the collar of his coat, and was almost the
color of his complexion, was a lad I had
especially befriended, with whom 1 was
as intimate as an officer is permitted to
be with a private in the same regiment.

The boy was a most determined young
fellow. He had been singularly well
conducted and a great interest was taken
in him by all of his officers, because it
was well known that he was the son of a
Southern planter, and that he had run
away from home on the breaking out of
the war and enlisted in the Federal
ranks. He stood faeing the judge, very
erect, his arms straight down by his sides
in the attitude of attention; but I thought
I detected, notwithstanding the grimness
of his features, a certain gray shadow

| stealing over his face that made me shud-
der, for somehow or another it put me in
mind of the shadow of death.

The judge asked the prisoner his name,
which was only a formality, he knowing
quite well, being his colonel. On hear
| ing it. the judge continued, —

“You are aceused, Percy Livingston,
of develiction of duty last night; what
have you to say iu self-defence!”

“Who is my accuser, sir?’ asked the
youth, his keen, gray eyes roving round
the room.

“Colonel Blank over iﬁthere,” replied
the colonel, nodding in my direction.

The lad gave me one swift look and
then turned his eyes away. There was a
whole sentence of reproach in that quick
glance; it said: ““You, my friend and
mentor, to whom I looked for advice in
every difficuity! I could not have believ-
ed you would act so like a traitor!” It
made me feel as if I were the real cul-
prit.

“Private Livingston, if you have any-
thing to say concerning the reason why
you allowed a rebel prisoner to escape
punishment last night, say it now.”

The soldier made several ineffecual ef-
forts to answer the judge, but each time
a dry sob choked his utterance; at length
he stammered:

‘“‘He was my father, sir.”

I shall never forget the hoarse murmur
of horror that came from those war-seas.
oned, hard-featured scldiers, gathered for
2 matter of life and death; it was succeed-
ed by a silence that could be felt, that
seemed to hinder one’s breathing.

The majors and captains and lieuten-
ants bit their mustaches and gazed fur-
tively at their colonel tm see what effect
the words had on him; but he gave no
sign, his visage being as immovable and
expressionless as that of the Sphinx.

Turning to the orderlies, he command-
ed them to search cut the rebel prisoner,
Livingston.

A most unsvldierly looking man came
striding in; his figure was slouching, his
manner ungainly, yet, for all that, no one
could look at the tall stooping giant with-
out feeling that he belonged to a ruling

aste.

This man, in spite of his stoop and his
slouch was accustomed to say to other
men ‘‘Do this” and it was done.

There was a puzzled expression on his
face as he looked at the judge; it said
“What am I wanted for?”’

*‘Is this your son?’ asked the colonel.

The Southeraer had not looked at the
lad since he came into the room; now lre
turncd with a perceptible start and fixed
his gaze on the boy; he evidently had fail-
ed to recognize him the night before; he
gazed long and sternly on him, but the
young fellow’s eyes were on the ground.

As they stood together in the open
space in the centre of the room, no” one
could doubt the relationship existing he-
tween the two; six feet two, every inch
of it, both of them, with square, high
shoulders, long, thin neck, a figure too
narrow for its height, and the same grim,
thin-lipped mouth; and yet the elder turn-
ed to the judge and said,—

“No, sir.”

‘“‘He says he is your son.”

The old man drew himself up, folded
his arms across his breast, and said in a
hard voice,—

“He was my son, but I recognize no
child of mine in your ranks.”

*Captain Blank, is this the man that
crossed the fence last night?’ asked the
colonel.

“Yes, sir,” I answered.

““You have no doubt about it?”

““No, sir.” i

“Prisoner Livingston, what have you
to say?’ j

“It was so dark that I could not see the
line, the lantern light having been blown
out by the wind.”

“But you saw the sentry waving to
you?’

“Yes, but only when moonlight came
from the clouds; it was he who directed
my attention to what I had done.”

“You are aware, of course, that this
man has forfeited his life to save yours,
as his orders were to shoot any prisoner
found across the line.”

“Perhaps he—he—recognized me sir.”

“‘He will have to accept the consequen-
ces of disobedience,” said the judge, in a
hard, dry voice.

The planter turned and looked at his
son, but the boy had never lifted his
eyes.

The grimness had faded from the old
man’s face, and after one long, wistful
1ok he faced the judge. The pride of
the haughty ruler of slaves was humbled;
it was a suppliant who said in a broken
voice:

“I, too, am a soldier; let me die in his
place, judge; he is so young.”

“No. I forbid it!” called out the boy
in a strong, stern voice. ‘‘I have broken
the rules of the army and must pay the
penalty.” |

“He is right; the army in such a case
accepts no substitute,” said the colonel.

The son stretched forch his arms im-
ploringly to his father, and in a broken
voice begged for forgiveness and recogni-
tion.

““It is for the last time, father.”

The planter’s face became gray as with-
out a word he opened his arms. The son
flew into them as a swallow flies to its
nest, and while that military crowd clear-
ed its throat the father and son wept on
each others neck. But the old colonel
still sat immovable.

Presently the father cried out in the
language of David;

“Oh, my son my son, would God I had
died for thee.’

Then he stroked the boy’s head, kissed
him on the forehiead and gently pushed
him away, and ithe two tall soldiers of
opposing armies stood side by side, await-
ing the sentence of the jndge.

“Private Livingston,” began the judge
—*‘ahem.”  The ofticers glanced at each
other in astonishment, and the glance
said, “‘Our tough old colonel has broken
down.”

“Private Livingston,” he began again,
then cleared his throat for action in a
very fierce way. Youare sentenced to—
acquittal—in consideration of your rela-
tionship to the rebel prisoner.” :

An irrepressible murmur of approba-
tion broke from the court of war, and one
stout and red-faced major, who had not
so very long ago been a private himself
and was a respectable shoemaker, burst
out with an “Hooray.”

~‘Silence, sir,” commanded the colonel,
“or I'll have you arrested for contempt
of court.”

The discomfited major sat down again,
while his fellow offiers passed their hands
over their mouths te conceal their smiles.

“Private Livingstone, you can conduct
your father back to the stockade.”

As the two men passed out arm in arm
a general handshaking took place in the
court room, and everyboedy congratulated
everybody else on the happy termination
of what promised to be an awful tragedy.

The Spanish Throne.

One of the Boston papers says Don
Carlos ought to be King of Spain as he is
the rightful heir. 1 think he or whoever
wrote it is in ervor.  Princess Mercedes
is the rightful heir— after the death of her
brother Alfonso. Atthe death of her
father she was proclaimed queen when
only abont 6 years of age, and held the
title till the birth of her brother the little
Alphonso of now who was born some 3
months after his father’s death. The
trouble began when Ferdinand VII died,
though he had trouble enough while he
lived. He left no son to succeed him and
the Spanish law forbade a woman on the
throne. He took the precaution to have
repealed that law, to please his queen
and to make strong the heirship of the
young Isabella. This act, however, mor-
tally offended Ferdinand’s brother, the
original Don Carlos, who thought he
ought to have the throne because he was
the only male heir, and he was not slow
to dispute the 1ights of Isabella, for
whom the law was repealed. From that
day to this he and his descendants have
made life a burden for all those who have
since tried to rule Spain, and since the
claim was originally supported by the
church it is a very strong one among cer-
tain classes of Spaniards. It is the fear
of this faction which has made the settle-
ment of the Cuban question so difficult.
The crown of Spain is heavy and at pres-
ent a burden and Don Carlos is waiting.
Through his first wife he inherits the
title to the Fronch throne as her father
was the last male heir of Louis XIV and
from his second wife he has obtained a
fortune which is more to the point in
pressing his claim to the Spanish throne.
His second wife the Duchess of Madrid is
a member of the four illustrous houses
of Rohan, Lorraine, Bonilion and Savoy
—the last mentioned house being that
which now occupies the throne of Italy.
She is twenty years younger than her
husband, very handsome, and takes too
many of the airs of royalty. Should a
Carlist insurrection be the result of the
American interference in Cuba this lady
would feel much gratitude to Uncle Sam
for his assistance. She married
April 20th, 1894.

By right of descent Isabella’s title to
the throne would never have been dis-
puted if she had not beeu a woman and
proved herself unfit for her rights. Her
troubles began with the marriage which
was forced upon her at the age of 16, by
her mother, Queen Christina, who was in
connivance with Louis Philippe of France.
The husband which they forced her to
marry was her inferior in almost every
respect, and Isabella no sooner married
him than she banished him. The Spani-
ards for years idolized the young queen,
but her mother was continually taking
money from the treasury, till it became
her downfall.  Isabella was compelled to
flee to Paris, where she is now living—
taking her children with her and for six
years the country struggled between the
attempts of Don Carlos to obtain the
throne and the efforts of Liberals to es-
tablish a Republic. When none of these
succeeded Isabella’s son Alfonso, was cal-
led to the throne. There is a romance
connected with the beginning of his reign.
While the young king was in exile he fell
in love with Mercedes, who was a cousin
of his, and he would doubtless have mar-
ried her whether he had come to the
throne or not. Upon his accession the
authorities tried to induce him to marry
all sorts of Princesses—among them the
present Queen Regent, but he would have
none but Meccedes, and at last they were
forced to let him have his way. Happy
marriages among royal personages are so
rare that it seems a pity this one could
not have been crowned with happiness,
but nothing could be sadder than the
early taking away of the lovely young
bride of scarcely five months. The king
was then compelled to comply with the
necessities of State, and to please his
ministers he married the Princess Chris-
tina, neice of the Emperor of Austria.
He named their first child Mercedes in

was

daughter who was proclaimed Queen at
the time of his death. Queen Christina’s
life was not any too happy while the king
was alive, and once she actually took her
little daughter and went home to Austria.
When the king died her condition was
pathetic. She had not many friends with
the people. Even the Kking's
thought her cold. But her womanly dig-
nity, her devotion to her children, and
her charitableness towards the poor have
won for her a place in the hearts of true
Spaniards. Should anything happen to
cause the death of little Alfonse, his sis-
ter Mercedes would be proclaimed queen
at once. She is now 18 years old. Her
sister Maria Teresa, is just the age at
which her grandmother Isabella was fore-
ed to marry, 16. There 1;, nothing of im-
portance to say about her except that she

sisters

has a Spanish warship named for” her.
The only other women of the Spanish
Royal Family are the young king’s aunts,
the Princesses Maria Del Pilar, Maria
del la Tay and Eulalia who is the most
popular woman in Spain. She has inher-
ited much of the affability and good tem-
per which compensated for so many of
her mother’s failings, and were she in the
line of succession, would doubtless be re-
ceived with open armsas Queen of Spain.
She represented Spain in London at the
Queen’s jubilee in 1887.  Also in Ameri-
ca at the World’s Fair. An English wo-
man who has seen the little king says he
loves to play like all little boys and gets
quite dirty too at times.  His little head
is not very uneasy about the war a'though
while he was taking bis bath a short time
ago, he said—we do not want to fight,
Mamma, do we!

Author of “The Sweet Bye and
Bye.”

The recent death of Dr.
more Bennett of Richmond, 1ll., whe
wrote the works of ‘“The Sweet Bye and
Bye"” has reawakened imterest in a song
that for years was one of the mest popu-
lar—if that word may be used in this con-
nection—of religious musical composi-
tions. It has been sung at the meetings
of every sect of Christian believers, and
at assemblages of people who scoffed at
religious faith, in stately churches and in
humble homes, in solemn death chambers
and in merry gatherings, at funerals and
picnics, on crowded railway trains and
steamers and in the wilds and deserts of
uncivilized countries. It has been played
on church organs and on hand organs,
by bands and banjos, in brief, on every
instrument capable of musical expression
It has been heard in every part of the
world, its words bringing hope and con-
solation to thousands upon thousands,
and its melody touching the hearts of all
who listened.

Tht music of the song was written by

i‘ A. P. Webster, of Elkhorn, Wis, He

3 was a lovable young fellow, it is said, but

; could not get along in the world. He

health was far from good. Music was
everything to him, and he composed
many songs. Two or three times a year
he was accustomed to go to Chicago with
a roll of manuscript songs which he offer-
ed to the music publishers at $25 each.
His most intimate friend along in the
sixties was Dr. Bennett, then lately grad-
uated from Ann Arbour, and trying to
build up a practise. One day he went
into the dector’s office in a very despon-
dent state of mind.

“What’s the matter now,” asked the
physician.

“It's matter,” Webster replied,
“it will be all right bye and bye.”

The phrase struck Bennett, who had a
fancy for writing verses, and he said,
“Why not make a song of the sweet bye
and bye.”

““You write the words and T'll
the music,” was Webster's reply.

The doctor turned to his desk and be-
gan to scribble, and in less than a half-
hour had accomplished his task. Web-
ster had his violin, and after reading the
lines, drew his bow, and without the
least hesitation played the tune which has
been sung the world over.

no

make

Two friends
happened in, and when the composer had
jotted down the air and supplied the
other three parts, the four men sung for
the first time The Sweet Bye and Bye.

Food for the Aged.

At the latter extrvemity of life little
trouble is taken to suit the diet to the
changed requirements. Sir Henry
Thompson warns us that old age, the
time when digestive forces are on the
wane—is not the period for increased
richness of food and condensed forms of
ailmentation. This is an error leading to
much misery in old age. Less meat is
required after middle age and the food
should be light and easily digested.
Dishes difficult of mastication are also to
be avoided, for although the modern den-
tist has done his part toward removing
the necessity, yet the ability to assimilate
the hearty foods is greatly lessened in ad-
vancing years. Undoubtedly many el-
derly persons suffer from anwemia through
lack of suitable food. Plain joints they
can no longer eat with pleasure or bene-
fit and such things as nourishing soups,
minces and appetising made dishes con-
taining varlous cereals and vegetables not
being always available, the appetite not
being clamorous, they go without, thus
becoming bloodless and suffering from
lack of vitality. Fruit, both cooked and
raw, is an invaluable food for those past

memory of his'first wife, and it was this |

middle life as indeed it is at all ages,
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