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THE CAPTAIN'S STORY. 
Captain Harry Beaufort was a tall, band- 

some middle-aged man who traveled for a 
leading Chicago firm. In response to a 
rcquest for a story to while away the time 
as we traveled from Vincennes to Cincin- 
atti, he said: ‘“As [ was going to stop cff 
at my bome this trip I beaeve L'il tell you 
about my little Yankee prisorer. lit me 
see” —introspectlvely—*1t was in Novem- 
ber, 18/3, when our brigade—the o'd 

Stonewall brigade—was lying below Win- 
chester, Va., momentarily expecting an 
wtta k trom the Federals. We were a rag- 
ged set of devils, I tell you. Half ot the 
brigade were coatless, and hundreds were 
shoeless, and all ot us were hungry. One 
night I was put on guard in a little hollow 
facing the Yankee tront. The glade was 
surrounded on three sides by low hills cov- 
ered with underbrush, with an opcning 
Cirectly st my front of several hundred 
yards. Immediately surrounding my po- 
sition there was a growth of low bushes, 
so thick that it seemed almost impossible 
for a man to penetrate it. In my rear all 
was clear ot growth of any sort, so you sze 
tkat I was not likely to be surrounded and 
captured if I kept my eyes open. Well I 
had been standing there perhaps an hour 
when 1 heard a thrasting and a crashing in 
the bushes on my leit. It seemed to me so 
much like the sort of a ra kat that an old | 
cow tengled in the brush, would make, 
that I paid little attention to it until a | 
heavier crash than common, followed by 
‘Durn the brusk!” in accents of annoyance, 
attrac'ed my attention to a point about 
thirty teet away, and while looking, ¢ xpeci- 
ing to see the draggled maketelieve unitorm 
of one of my regiment, I was astonished to 
see the b'ue unitorm ot a Yankee emerging 
from the b usb. 
“The fellow, who had not yet seen me, 

was little more than a boy (I was only 
eighteen years (ld myself at the time), and 
a pale faced, fair haired boy at that. 
‘Halt! Drop that gun, and stand where you 
are, Yank! I ordered. 1 needn't have 
told him to drop his gun, for he was so 
much astonished that he did it involuntar- 
ily, ‘Well, I'll be darned! You're a 
Jobrny Reb, ain't you? What are you do- 
ing herc?”’ were a lew of the questions he 
rattled off in his surprise. ‘Yes, I'ma 
Jotnny Reb, Yank, und I'm on guard 
bere,’ said I, as | acvanccd and picked up 
his gun. ‘And you are my prisoner,’ | 
added. 

“*Prisone:? You don’t mean to say you 
fellows Fave cupturcd the whole camp 
whi'e I was out toraging, do you? I didn’t 
Lear any finng.' 

* Where the deuce Co you thirk you 
are, anyhow, Yank?” 

** ‘Right here, within one bundred yards 
of our brigade Lcadquacters,’ he rephed. 

***Well, you're not. Your camp is over 
a mile away in that direction,” I replied, 
po nt nz toward my leit, 

**¢T'hat’s just my luck,” said he. ‘I 
might have known that I would get lost in 
these blamed Virgina hills. 1 wouldn't 
give a tea-acre tarm of an Indiana prairie 
tor en miles square ot this wooden ccun- 
try.’ 

“*Ought to have stayed there,’ said I. 
‘Bit you won't get back soon, Yank, for 
you're bound for Libby prison in short 
meter.’ 

“ *Libby pr'son! Holy Mcses! I hope 
not. But [ say, Johnny, got any grub? 
I'm blamed nexr starved, I've wancered 
about trying to cou fiscate something to cat 
ever since 3 o'clock, and to tell you the 
truth, I'm too hungry and tired to talk.” 

¢ “That's nothing,” said I. ‘I've gone 
three days without anything to eat except 
green corn, and that on the ear. But I'll 
tell you what I'll Co; I've got a bunk of 
corn bread in my grub bag over there un- 
der that little tree. You can have halt of 
that.’ 

*“ *Thanks, Johnny, I'll do the same for 
you some day,’ ccolly said tte little Yank, 
and without any 1 ore ado, off he hustled 
and got the grub. 
“The fellow was hungry and no mistake. 

Ile lit into the chunk of corn bread like a 
hungry wolt, and while i stood looking at 
him and laughing at bis efforts to get a 
four-inch section of corn-pone into a two- 
inch mcu'h, I'm blamed it he didn’t gobble 
down the whole mass, crumbs and all. 1 
saw 1t going, but I couldn't stop it to save 
me, and I don’t really believe I would have 
dore it it I could, hungry as I myself was. 
“But you should have seen that Yanks 

face alter he had gotten away with the ra- 
tions. ‘Durn my riggin’ said he, ‘it 1 
haven't gone and swullowed the whole of 
it. ['m mighty sorry, Jobnny, but——' 

“ +Oh, never mud,’ said I, tor It was 
plan that the half-starved fellow tad not 
been really ccnscicus of his abuse of my 
hospitality, and although I was mad encugh 
to give him a good lickirg, my sense of the 
rid:culous preponderated and I couldn't 
help laughing to save my lite. The wkole 
affair | ad been so contoundedly ridiculons 
that I laid down my gun and actually rolled 
over and over until n y sides fairly acted. 
“The little Yankee looked at me a 

minute or two, and then the comical side 
ot the affair suddenly struck rim, tco, and 
tle next minute both of us were laughing 
like schoolboys. 

“I bad been a soldier ever since the 
breaking out of the war, and had seen 
meny sad and many comical affairs, but I 
never saw anything so supremely comical 
as the little Yankee's expression when he 
realized the fact that be had eaten up all 
of my grub. 
““Wken both of us had laughed until we 

were completely exhausted we sat down 
together under the little tree and had a 
long talk. He belonged to an Indinia 
regiment and had been in the service about 
six months. He said his parents were liv- 
irg near Brownfield, Ind., on a prairie 
farm, ani spoke of his father and mother 
in terms of the greatest affection. He had 
a httle sister—Jennie—two yeers old, 
whom I saw that the boy fairly worshiped. 
There had been three other ctildren, but 
they were all dead. 

“Before tke war I bad a number of 
friends in Indiania and I spoke of them, 
ore or two of whom I found were known to 
my prisoner. Of course I told my story— 
¢ . how, with thirty-five other school boys, 

bad left school before I was seventeen 
a + had joined the Contederate army, and 
o tl « many battlés we had been in. There 
w «at that time but seven of the thirty- 
Lv lit alive. 
“Well, to make 2 long stery short, we 

l ad not talked an hour betore we felt that 
we had known each other for a lifetime. 
It sadCened me to thirk of that jolly, fun. 
cyirg ‘ace in Libby or some other of ou 

prisons, with their necessarily short tare 
and miserable quarters. Somehow I 
thought [ could «ee that boy's mother ap- 
pealing to me with her eyes to save her 
boy trom prison. 

“It may have been some hypnotic or 
clairvoyant force or some psychic power 
unknown to me, but, however that may be, 
I determined to do the best I could to get 
my little Yankee out of trouble. I had 
scarcely come to this determination when 
the reliet guard came up. The cflicer 
merely atked me where I got my prisoner, 
and when 1 told him he ordered me to take 
him to camp and turn him over. Our fel- 
lows were allowed considerable lice 1se, and 
I took advantage of the fact by going back 
with my prisoner without any other escort. 
It was very dark in camp, and I had no 
trouble in escaping observation with my 
companion and getting into my tent. 

‘1 suppose I'm a goner, Johnny,’ 
said my little Yank, after we strctched out 
on a blanket. 

“ ‘We'll see,’ said I. ‘Stay right kere, 
and don’t move till I get back.» And then 
I slipped out of the tent and managed to 
hook several pieces ot corn bread, one of 
which I ate in short order. Then we lay 

down agam and talked in a low tone ol 
voice until I thought it might be abut 2 
o'clock in the morning, Then [ again stole 
out, and after a little scrutiny managed to 
gt possession of an old gray bat and ):cket 
Lhese I ordired my little Yank to don, 
iesving his blue cap and blouse on the 
ground. Then when all was quiet, I led 
him vuc and by a dark glen whica ran close 
to the camp I got him safely down into tue 
brush-covered glade where | had captured 
him. An hour later, by creeping and crawl- 
ing, we had dodged the pickets and were 
well out of reach. 

** ‘Now, Yank,” said I, ‘we part here. 

There, a little to your right, is your picket 
line. Be caretul that they don’c shoot you 
for a rebel. Good-by!” And back I went, 
getting sately into camp betore day. 
I'he next morning we went into a fight, 

and my Yankee friend was forgotten by 
the other guardsmen. 
“That was the last I saw or heard of my 

little Yankee prisoner during the wear. 
Twenty years aiter, or in 1383, 1 was trav- 
elling then, as now, out ot Chicago, in 

1llinois and Indiana, when one summer 
evening | was sitting in a store in one of 
tLe small country villages in Indiana, in 
company with perhaps fitteen or twenty 
others most ot whom had been 1n the army 
Stories ana jokes were told over our ader 
and pipes, and we were all in good cheer. 
Wkten it came my turn I thought of my 
little Yankee, and told the story just as I 
have given it to you. Oae oi the listeners, 
a tall, broad-shculderec, sandy-vearded 
gi-nt, listened so tently thai l saw at least 
one of my hearers was interested, and when 
I concluded the big 1cllow rote and took 
Watson aside. Watson was the store- 
keeper. Trey talked excitedly for perhaps 
a quarter of an hour before they came 
back, when Watson said: ‘Captain, lve 

been thinking about that order. 1 don’t 
need the goods now, put L'il tell you what 
I'll do. 
days, and give me a day or two's notice, 
I'll give you a goad big order. What do 
you say ’ 

**Consulting my book, 1 found that six 
weeks irom tbat ume | would be in— and 
would have three or tour days’ time with 
nothing special to do. I told Watson that 
I could not reach Lim sixty days hence, 
but would be able ti do so just six wecks 
from that day. 

** “That will do nicely, captain; don’t 
forget the date.’ 
I was not apt to do so, es Watson's big 

orders meant big sales, and so it was a- 
greed. . 

**On the day agreed upon I drove up to 
Watson's store, which I tound tull of peo- 
ple, among whom were masy men who 
looked as though taey might have been sea- 
soned vi terans at one time. I had shaken 
hands with Watson and one or two of his 
friends whom I recogn'zed, when 1 heard 
some one say : 

*¢ ‘Ilere he is now!’ Not thinking the 
remark bad any reference .,0 myself I paip 
po attention until ‘Give us yer paw, com- 
rade,” scunded in my ear. 

“Turning, I stcod taceto face with the 
big, bearded giant, who had listened so in- 
tently to my story on that night six weeks 
betore. By his side stood a tair-faced, 
fair-haired, tlue-eyed man of thirty-five or 
thirty-seven years. The young man look- 
ed me over trom head to toot, then back to 
my face again, as it looking tor some point 
ot identification, until his intcnt look began 
to annoy me, but a minute later his eyes 
brightened and his face litup with a smile 
of pl asure. 
“Don’t know me, do you” said he. 
“-No; ldon’t believe I ever saw you 

before, yet'— as a smile lit up kis face— "yet 
—there’s something about you seems fa- 
miliar.’ 

“ *Didn’t think you you would forget 
your Yankee prisoner. The one who eat 
up your grub down near Winchester in 
‘63.’ 
«+*Wha " 1 ¢jaculated, and then it all 

became clear. 'I'aere was the same sunny 
smile, the same laughing e¢yes, but tle 
man before me was almost middle-aged, 
bearded and stalwart, whereas my prisoner 
had been but a striphng of a boy. I tor- 
got the years which bad elapsed, but that 
all came to me in a flazh and there betore 
me, twenty years afier it had occur d, stood 
my quondam Yankee prisorer. 

*‘It would be useless for me to atiempt 
to describe the scene that followed. I can 
only do it by saying that for days afterward 
my arms ached trom the shaking they re- 
ceived from that little squad of one-time 
Yankee verterans. As to my Yankee, 
nothing would do but 1 must go with him 
and his friends to see his old mother. 
I tried equivocation it wouldu't go. Then 
I spoke or my brvisness—my sales to Wat- 
son was as bad as the rest of them. 

“ ‘you'll have to go, Captain. You 
shall have your order when you come back 
day after to-morrow, but not a cent’s worth 
will you get betore.’ 

‘It was now clear to me that the whole 
«flair was a put-up job, and, as there was 
no way out of it, mn half an hour I was 
mourted on a fine horse and galloping 
down the road. Two hours liter we were 
trotting up a long avenue of cottonwoocs, 
toward a beautiful white mansion em- 
bowered in vines. As we rode up to the 
broad veranda which taced the avenue, the 
hall door opened, and a sweet-faced, 
motherly cold lady, accompamed by a 
beautiful, fair-haired, blue-eyed joung 
womar, stepped out. The elderly lady 
stood at the head of the steps, and as [ 
advanced ste placed her bands upon my 

it you'll stop, say witmin sixty | 

shoulders and, bending forward, kissed me 
on the forehead. 
“(yod bless you, my son,” said she, 

while the tears streamcd down her cheeks. 
‘I have prayed to see this day.” The 
younger woman pressed my hand grate- 
fully, but my eyes were moist, and I could 
scarcely see, either, 

“Boys, it seemed to me just like a home 
coming after years ot absence, and the 
feeling did not abate as we became calmer. 
Somehow that sweet-faced old lady did not 
seem to me like a ‘stranger. On the con- 
trary, I felt as though I had known and 
loved her as a mother all my lite. I don’t 
pretend to account forit. I had always 
been of a retiring disposition where women 
were concerned. but from the moment, I 
firstjsaw Mrs. Northup (that was the name 
of the family) I felt completely at ease, 
except when some one referred to some 
imaginery goodness or tender-heartedness 
when the story of myselt and my little 
Yankee prisoner was told and retold. as it 
was, over and over again. Young North- 
up—or Frank, as I soon learned to call 
Lim—insisted on his friends dismounting 
and remaining to dinner, and we were a 
happy party, if ever thire was one. I 
remained that night, and it was diflicult to 
get away even the next day, brt business 
demended my attention. [ promised to 

every time [ could get a day off. But 
here's my stopping place, and there's my 
wile and mother-in-law and the babies. 
That blue-eyed woman is my wife. 
“You have guessed it. She was Jessie 

our mother.”—Chicago News. 

HORSES HID A BAITLE. 

Seventy Five of The «. Had a Fight with very 

Disastrous Resul 8. 

Just at sundown, and while we were at 

supper, a drove of wild horses numbering 

eighty-eight suddenly emerged from That- 

ground of the valley. They had made use 
of the pass to cross from Climax Valley, | 

where grass and wat:r might have failed 
them, or horse hunters had appeared to | 

give them a fright. They emerged from 
the pass in single file, led by a spotted 

stallion, whos> mane reached almost to his | 
| knees, and whose tail touched the ground 

when he was at rest. He wasn't ¢s hand- 

some as some of the drove leadzrs to be 

met with in the days ot the wild horse, but | 

he was vet a king among horses. 

remainder of the herd about thirty were 
fine animals. "I'he others would hardly be 

worth the catching. Three or four were 

the march, and twice that number had col- 
lar marks to prove that they had stampeded 

| irom some immigrant train. 
| When clear of the pass hey formed in 
| line and advanced upon us to within a quar- 

ter of a mile. We had seventy-five horses 
at the lariat pins, and for half an hour we 
had all we could do to prevent a stampede. 

The wild horses were finally driven down 
the valley by two mounted men, but 
they did not seem to ba.e much fear of us. 

On the contrary, the leader of the drove 

exhibited such temper that the men feared 

they would have to shoct him. It was an 

hour before cur cavalry horses calmed down 

in the slightest, Every animal seemed en- 
raged at the sight of the free herd, and the 

| captain's Kentucky stallion acted as it 

possessed by a fiend. le had been doubly 

fastened at the beginning of the excitement, 
| and later on this proved a fortunate thing. 
He made the most tremendous effort to get 
free, and, when at length he realizad the 

futility of further efforts in that direction, 
he uttered shrill screams of rage and lashed 

out with his heels till no one dared approach 
him. All night long he stood on his feet 

pawing and snorting, and the camp senti- 
nels reported the wild horses as hanging 

about within half a mile of us. 

Daylight had come, and the sentinels of 

the night were coming into camp, when the 
wild horses rushed into view a mile below 

us. Or the icstant we discevered them, 

and, while four-fifths of the men were yet 
under their blankets, the captain’s horse 

uttered a scream which must have been 
taken as a signal. Ile reared up, shock 

his head like an angry lion, and freed him- 

self of his halter. In the same instant 

every other horse in the command secured 
his liberty ; some pulled up the pius, some 

worked their heads clear of the straps, and 

away went the whole drove down the valley. 

It was not a stampede, as we naturally 
feared. Even had our animals desired to 
join the ranks of the free they would have 
been rebuffed. Our horses were bunched, 

and in a solid bunch they Grove right 
through th: lines of the wild horses, and 

left four of them lying crippled on the 
grass as they passed. The prairie drove 

retrea ed up the valley half a mile and then 

wheeled about in a single line. When our 
drove halted and turned there was a dis- 
tance of three-quarters of a mile between 
the combatants. We were ordered to fall 

The great success of 
the house of Walite 

in 1780) has led 

Baker & Co. are 

facturers of pure 

visit my friends frequently, and did so | 

Northup, and that sweet-faced old lady is | 

Of the | 

recogniz2d as cavalry horses abandoned in | 

in, with a view of advancing upon the wild 
horses and driving them off, but before we 
had gotten into line it was too late. 
The sight was a wonderful one. The 

two leaders advanced as if they meant to 
decide the issue by a fight between them, 
but when within forty yards of each other 
they wheeled and returned .o their respec- 
tive lines. Then we witnessed something 
which only a cavalryman will credit. Our 
horses fell into dcuble line en dressed 10 
the right as perfectly as it a trooper had 
occupied each saddle, and while we looked 

{ the lines suddenly moved forward on a 
charge. When they swept past us the 
alignment was absolutely perfect, with the 
captain's horse on the right and leading by 
about twenty feet. The line of wild horses 
bent and wavered, but did not break until 
struck. It was like striking a drum-head 
with a sledge-hammer. I believe chat fully 
forty horses went down under the shock, 
but all except tour were speedily on their 
feet again. From this on it was a melee, 
the whole drove circling around, and each 

| horse biting and kicking and displaying 
such ferocity as to astonish us. The mob 
tought past us down the valley and back, 

| and right in front of the camp the climax 
came. The battle had been raging halt an 
hour, when the spotted stallion hobbled 
out of it on three legs and bleeding trom 
halt a dcz:n wounds, and that seemed to 

| take the pluck out of his followers. Some 
ran up the valley end tome down, but of 
the eighty-e ght cnly filty-seven got away. 
When tre hottest ot it was over we dashed 
in and secured a horse here and there, and 
in this manner we finally got hold of the 
last one, which was the captain’s. 
O1 the seventy-five only five had escaped 

scot free. Every onesof the others had 
been bitten and kicked, aad twelve of them 
were £0 crippled as to be worthless. In 
almost every instance our horses had kick- 
ed off both hind shoes, and in some cases 
the tront ones were gone, as well. There 

were seven dead and thirty-six crippled 
cher’s Pass and deployed on the level, horses on that battle-ficld when hostili- 

| ties ceased, and of the fifty-seven wild 
| horses which made their escape, many 
were limping badly. Before breaking 
camp we turned to and put an end to the 
sufferings of the cripples, and we were not 
yet in the saddle when a hundred great 
tuzzards and a dozen wolves were leasting 
on the bodies.— Detroit Free Press. 

HER FIRS BLOOMERS. 

She Did Not Know Which Way, and the 

Tallor tian to Tell Her. 

A well-known Washington lady who has 
become a great bicycle enthusiast intenas 

| to take an extensive wheeling trip with her 
| husband. Because of the inconvenience 
ot skirts, she de.ided to adopt bloomers, 

| and left her order and measure with the 

‘ladies department ot a well-knowa tailor. 

In answer to a card to ‘*call at her earliest 

convenience to try'” she dropped in the 

‘other day. The lady fiter at the time 
was not in, but the new women said that 
didn’t make any differance, she would try 

them on anyhow. 
She was therefore ushered into the small 

dressing room and tried the patience of 
the proprietor and cutter, who awaited her 

| appearance, lor she was gone a good 

while. 
When she came out she was in bloomers, | 

' but not in a very equable rame of mind. 
Turning to the proprietor, she exclaimed : 

“This is a horrid fit. I don’t see how 

| you could have made such a boteh. I 
don’t know just how they ought to be, but 

' | know they are not right. I can scarcely 
| breatne. Where they ought to be tight 
| they are loose, and where they ought to be 
' loose they are tight. 
The proprietor looked at the cutter and 
| the cutter looked at the proprietor. The 
proprietor blushed, but the cutter, who was 

' behind the lady's back, smiled, and boldly 
| winked at his employer. 
Then the proprietor determined on 

Gently, but firmly, he | heroic measures. 
| €aid : 
| “My dear madam, if you will kindly re- 
‘turn to the dressing room and put them on 
right side betore, I think you will find that 
they fit all right.” 

Sadly she disappeared behind the curtain 
and said never a word. — Washington Star. 

Eating Before Sleeping. 

| The old tradition that to eat anything 

just betore going to bed was sure to pro- 
duce indigestion and render sleep impossi- 

ble is now happily exploded. It is not 
good as a matter of fact, to go to bed with 

the stomach so loaded that the undigested 

food will render one restless; but some- 

thing of a light, palatable nature in the 
stomach is one of the best aids to quietude 
and rest in Led. The process of digestion 
goes on in sleep with as much regularity as 

when one is taking violent exercise to aid 

it, and so something in the stomach is a 
very desirable condition for the night's 

rest. Some physicians have declared in- 
deed, that a good deal of the prevalent in- 
scmnia is the result of the unconscicus 
craving of the stomach for food in per- 
sons who have b:en unduly frightened 
by the opinion that they must not eat 
befcre going to bed, or who have, like 
many nervous women, been keeping them- 
selves in a state of semi-starvation. Noth- 
ing is more agreeable on retiring for the 
night than to take a bowl of hot broth, like 
oatmeal gruel or clam soup. It is a pos- 
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peaceful slumbers. This is especially the 
case on cold winter nights, when the 
stomach craves for warmth as much as 
any other part of the body. Even a glass 
of hot milk is grateful to the palate on such 
occasions, but a light well-cooked gruel is 
better, and in our climate, during the cold 
months of winter, should be the retiring 
food of every woman who feels, as many 
do, the need of focd at nigkt —New York 
I'ribune. 

MAY BROOM OF BRADNINCH. 

A very pretty name indeed is May 
Broom. The name Dradninch is not 
pretty, but that fact is not chargeable, 
probably, against any of the go.d people 
who live there; and May Broom lives 
there among the rest. And we are glad to 
state, furthermore, that she is healthy and 
happy now as every little girl shculd be. 
For when full grown folks are ill we may 
be sorry for them ; but we somehow feel 
that they have mansged to desarve it; 
whereas the sufferings of the little ones 
seem contrary to nature’s justice. Yet 
what is nature's justice? Ah! dear, that 
is a question to make us scratch our heads 
under the edge of our thinking caps. 

In the summer of 1891, May Broom was 
seven years oll. Living in toe country 
her ckteeks ought to have looked like 
peach blossoms, and her voice to have 
sounded like a brook of laughter in the 
air. Alas, however, for the gap that opens 
between what ought to be and what is. It 
was in that very summer that May’s father 
took her to Sampford-Peverell, near Tiv- 
erton, in Devonshire, to stop awhile with 
her grandmother, hoping that a change of 
air might do the child good. For some 
time previously she bad not been well, 
yet so elusive and mysterious did her 
malady appear to be that no form of treat- 
ment was intelligently adopted. Medi- 
cices in plenty were given, but none of 
them produced any good result. She was 
always tired, weary and languid, and her 
strength grew less and less without an 
obvious reason. Her appetite was poor, 
and alter eating she ‘complained of pain 
at her stomach and chest. Medicine hav- 
ing failed a final hope was placed in a 
change of scene and air, as we have said. 

uding to what occurred after the girl's 
arrival at Sampford-Peverell, her grand- 
mother, Mrs. Elizabeth Broom. in a letter 
dated Feb. 28th, 1893, says: ‘‘I grieve to 
say that the Shenpe disappointed us; it did 
her no good. She co i take only light 

tive aid to nervous peopie, and induces food, and received no strength from it. 
She would sit by the fire for hours together, 
never speaking or noticing anything. At 
other times she would lie down the greater 
we ot the day as if too weak to move. 

hen I took her out ot doors she was 
soon tired and wished to rest. The poor 
girl seemed to be gradually wasting away, 
and her pale face and almost transparent 
skin were sad and melancholy to look 
upon. She had all the appearance of one 
in a decline, and people who saw her said 
she would never get better. One day I 
was in Miss Kerslake's shop, and was in- 
duced by her to try for my grand 
daughter a remedy which is said fo have 
saved many young persons alter both phy- 
sicians and friends had given them vp to 
die. I bought a bottle and began givir’ 
this medicine to May with a faint hope 
that it might help her. In a fortnight she 
began to improve. This both surprised 
and delighted us, as you will readily be- 
lieve. Afterwards she got stronger every 
day, and in three months she returned to 
her home in good kealth, and has ailed 
nothing since. My son asked me what 
medicine 1 had given the child, and I told 
him that Seigel’s Syrup had made a new 
girl of her. Yours, (signed) Elizabeth 
Broom.” 

As confirmatory of the case as alr »dy 
stated, we add tke following from the lady 
referred to by Mrs. Broom: “I remem- 
ber May Broom coming to this place to 
stay with ber grandmother in the summer 
of 1891. The child looked as if far gone 
in consumption, and 1 recommended Mrs. 
Broom to send her back home as I thought 
she could not live long. However, I per- 
suaded Mrs. Broom to try Seigel’s Syrup 
tor May, thinking it would do her no harm 
it it did her no good. To my astonish- 
ment and that of the neighbors the child 
began to improve rapidly, and was strong 
when she returned home to Bradninch.” 
(Signea) Miss Susan Kerslake, Kerslake’s 
General Warehouse, Sampford-Peverell, 
February 28th, 1893. 

Had little May Broom really heen far 
gene in consumption, as Miss Kerslake 
and others feared she might have been 
lying under the daisies this sumer of 1893. 
But her ailment was indigestion and lack 
of good, strong, red blood. That was all, 
but it was enough; and but for Mother 
Seigel’s Curative Syrup it would have been 
as fatal as consumption, which it resem- 
bles. What a lesson for parents is in this 
episode in the life of little May Broom. jy 


