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Serious Than
Trifling

Woods Hutchinson, M. D.
E idea of regarding measles with
respect I8 & comparatively nDew
one, In our childhood dave we
sd 1o hear them spoken of as some-
ny little worse than a joke, and th~
pet vivid recollections we have of
m personally are more likely to e
lOF Jellles and and broths and rest in
Bert and Invalld privileges and petting
g menerally thun of smarting eyes Or
f*more throat or headache.
; '_Al we were among the survivors,
ir remembrances, naturally, are only
©f the milder forms, und we nre ulmost

sasles More

EAR MISS FAULKNER: |

D | have read nearly all your

stories in the paper and think

they are interesting. Will you please

put a soldier story in the paper for us
next Sunday? Yours truly,

JOSHUA BRINDLEY.

By GEORGENE FAULKNER.

M dnclined to count them in with the rest
B of the ro=y llghts of the happy aays of
4 ehildhood, and 1o use them principally |
&% a date-mark, expressive of extreme
maturity—"1 haven't done so and so
& pince 1 had the measles!” Iven our
4 babit of alway= referring to them in
PR the plural, as If they were not big
‘A seems a part of the general attitude of

2 ﬂrod-nn.turml contempt,
£ o

S F L -
‘& One of the many mlilitary maxims
fAltributed to Napoleon |« that the most

' dangerous mistake possible In war Ix
10 despise your enemy. And never was
idhere a more striklmg truth than
U measles. We discovered our mistake
W aolely by adopting good business hab-
2 jts and putting in a get of account
f books in our health pusiness
] ' Before we began lo "keep hooks” we
E® regarded measles with a tolerant and
" & rather cheerful eye, because for
wvery child that died of it 30 recovered,
L and a 20 to 1 chance was scarcely
worth worrying over; but the moment
" that the first balance was struck at
" the end of the vear we discovered to
‘our dismay, that this trifling affatr of
Vred eves and headache and three davs
& in bed had carvried off over 10.000 chil-
L dren In these ['nited States, and that
. this was only an average unnual per-
formance

One cause for this extraordinary un-
derestimate of the seriousness of the
diseare was our short memaories. Al-
L most all chilldren attacked, except two
" or threa in a hundred, would apparent-
_ v recover fronn the measles; that (s to
U aay, from the lirst stage of the attack,
£ The fever would siubislde, the eyen clenr
By, the rash dHsappenr and the child
= though still weak and uncomfortable,
L would be much better.

But a week or 1% davs later the 1it-

e ofie would suddenly develop a sharp
attack of hronchltls or pneumonia,
which sadly often resulted fatully, Yet,
cause this Intler attnek often came
on’ after sonie exposure (o the weather

" or a chill, It was put down as due to a
eold and counted as a new disease un-
der the title of “caplllary hronchitis”
or the hronchinl-pneumuonia of ¢hildren,
Although Individual physlelans had
for many years heen warning their pa-
tlents of the dungers of fatal bron-
‘ehitls following mea=les, It was only
b jby careful follow-up work and records
. eovering thousunds of cases that we
L proved convincingly that the hronchl-
" tis following measles wus really o la-

U ter mtage of the disease [iself, or al
~ least entirely due to |t
" 1f the little patient's lower lp lIs

pulled down, the muecous menbirnne of
. _the inner surface will be found dotted
L. with little reddish or whitish ralsed
= mpots, known as Kopllk's spols, from
' “the discoverer. These show that the
o _'erupﬂoﬂ fs not merely upon the skin,
“"but also In the month and throat, and

probably extends clear down to the

windpipe und bronechifa]l tubes, which
1 helps 1o explain how ensy It is for
bronchitis and prneumonla to develop
Imter in the diseuse

| Soldier's Widow Is
Convicted of Arson

Wanted to Sese Husband and Thought
She Conld Get Him Leave of Ab-
.memoe by Making Herself Destitute,
Berlin, May (1. N S3—In the

criminal court of Lueneburg Mrs. Anna

Barge, the young wldow of a =oldler,

ha® just besn convicted of arson and

sentenced to one year Imprisonment.

Her hushand, @ small farmer, was
called to the front shortly after his
marriagse at the beginning of the war,
Last fall he wrote of the terrible bat-
tles In Russia and sald that he ex-
pected to bhe killed mooner or later.

His wife bronded over Lthe leliter and
decided to apply for a Ileave of ab-
sence for him. To glve mora welght
t» her petition she made herself destl-
tute by setting her house on flre,

The Investigation started hy the po-
lice led to the arrest of the woman
and while In prison she received the
news that her husband had been killed
by a Russian shell before she applied
.the torch to her home.

-

NE of the soldiers who
fought for the Union
during the Civil war
tells this story of “The
Brave Little Drummer
Boy."

The soldier
“When our regiment was about to march
to join General Lyon and the troops at
Wilson's Creek, the drummer of our com-

to the hospital.”

The night before the soldiers were to
march a negro was arrested and brought
before the captain. “‘What brings you
here?” asked the captain sternly.

“l know a drummer boy, massa, who
would like to join this yere company, and
1 done come heah to tell you all!”

* ¥ *

“Bring the drummer here early tomor-
row morning, and if he will enlist for a
short time we will see about it.”

The next morning very early the colored
man returned, bringing with him a middle-
aged woman dressed in deep mourning and
her son, a small boy about 12 or 13 years
of age.

She told her story simply and directly.
She had lived in East Tennessee, but her
husband was killed by the Confederate sol-
dlers and her home was destroyed, so she
had come to St. Louis to find her sister, but
she had been unable to find her. As she
had no money, she felt that it would be
best for her boy to enlist as a drummer
boy in the army, while she found employ-
ment for herself.

»

All the time that she was telling her sad
story the little boy stood watching the cap-
tain keenly. He felt that the captain was
about to say that he was too small to
march with the men, so he spoke up quick-
ly and said: "Don't be afraid, captain—I
can drum!”

The captain laughed at the confident lit-
tle lad, and he said: “Very well, sergeant,

R

said:}

pany was taken sudenly ill and was carried

T he little fellow followed him faz'thfully and showed himself to be master of the drum.

bring the drum and order our fifer to come
forward and we will hear this drummer
boy."”

* ¥ *

The fifer was a tall, good-natured man,
over 6 feet in height, and his eyes twinkled
with amusement as he bent down over the
small drummer boy and said: “My little
man, can you drum?"

“Indeed, yes, sir!”" answered the boy
“l drummed for Captain Hill in Tennessee.”

Then the fifer straightened up his tall
body and he played “"The Flowers of Edin-
borough,” which was one of the most diffi-
cult pieces he could select, but the little
fellow followed him faithfully and showed
himself a master with the drum. The fifer
was very much pleased and the boy looked
up at the captain eagerly, to see what he
would do.

The captain turned to the mother. “We
will take your boy, madam; what is his
name?"

“Edward Lee,"” she replied simply. Then
suddenly, as she realized the danger that
her boy was going into, she choked down
a2 sob as she said, “Captain, if he is not

killed"—then she bent down over her hoy
and held him tightly in her arms as she
kissed him good-bye. *“Oh, Captain,”" she
said, "he is all that I have; you will bring
him back to me, won't you?"

“Yes, yes." said the captain. “He will
certainly come back with us soon. Do not
worry, madam.”

* ¥ *
An hour later the tall fifer and the

small drummer were playing “The Girl 1
Left Behind Me” as the soldiers marched
out of camp.

The long-legged fifer was very fond of
his small companion, and often on a hard,
long march he picked up the little fellow
and mounted him on his back, and he al-
ways carried him actoss all the streams
and mud.

The little drummer was a favorite with
all the men, and when anyone had any spe-
cial food, he would always share it first
with Eddie.

At the battle of Wilson's Creek the men
fought across the creek and through the
valley and from one hillside to another, and
the fighting was fast and furious.

The company in which Eddie marched
was with Totten fighting fiercely down in

the ravine. At last Tutten drove the enemy
from the ravine and then came the sad
news that General Lyon was killed, and

soon after, when hostilities had ceased upon
both sides, the order came for a retreat.

The soldier told this tale was on
guard for the night, and he said: “'When
| went out to take my place 1 found that
it overlooked the deep ravine in which so
many of our men had fought during the
day. It was truly a Valley of Death, and
all was still except for the dismal howling
of a wolf in the timber.

**The moon had gone down and the stars
twinkled feebly through the hazy light, the
night passed slowly away and | was glad at
last to see a faint streak of rosy light in the
eastern sky. Then | heard a drum beating
the morning call; at first | thought that it
came from the camp of the enemy across
the creek, but as 1 listened the sound
seemed to come from the ravine below me,
Something about the steady beat of that
drum sounded strangely familiar, and then |
knew it was our little drummer boy from

who

| my way through the thick underbrush.

Tennessée. Just as 1 was planning to go
to him 1 saw the officer of the guard and
two men approaching. We all listened and
agreed that it was our little Eddie, and that
he was doubtless wounded down there in

the ravine.

* ¥ ¥
“*‘May | go to the boy?' 1 asked. The
officer of the day hesitated and said

shortly: ‘Orders are to march in 20 min-
utes. Yes, go to him, but be back in that
time.’

“Then 1 started down the hill, pushing
At
last. led by the sound of the drum, 1 came
down into the valley, and there | found our
little boy seated the ground, leaning
against a fallen tree, with his drum propped
on some bushes in front of him, pluckily
beating his drum.

“When he looked up and saw me he
dropped his drumsticks and said, ‘Oh, cor-
poral’ 1 am so glad you hive come for me;
| hoped some one of our boys would come;
alease give me a drink,” and he stretched
yut his hands eagerly toward my canteen,

vhich was empty.
* ¥ =

on

“1 went toward a little brook near by
and filled the canteen, and as he saw me
start away, h+ called: ‘Don't leave me,

corporal; 1 can't walk!" 'l shall not leave
you, boy," 1 answered. 'l will bring back
some water.” And after | had given him the
water and satisfied his thirst | looked down
ats him and saw that both of his feet had
been shot away by a cannon ball.  He saw
the look of pity on my face, and he took

hold of my hands, as though he needed
strength, and, looking into my eyes, he
said beseechingly: "You don’t think that

I will die. do you, corporal’ Ihis soldier
in gray said | would be all right; that a
skillful surgeon could cure my feet.

“l looked at the man lying face down-
ward on the grass; he was dressed all in
gray. one of the enemy, who had been shut
and had fallen near our little lad. He knew
that he could not live and he had tried to
encourage our little drummer boy through
the long hours of the night.

* ¥

“*He was my f{riend,” said Eddie with a
sad smile, ‘but now he has gone. Do vou
know, corporal, when he saw me lying here
suffering he crawled over me on his
hands and knees, he was so badly wounded,
and then he took off his own buckskin sus-

to

The Brave
Drummer

penders; see, he has bound them tightly

around my legs to try and stop the blood.

It hurt some, but I did not Cry out, fur he *
tried so hard not to hurt me,
“You are a game little kig' Now, don't
you worry; they will -ome along soon and
carry you to the hospital and you

and he said: ™

will be

fixed all right in the morning
“*Then, corporal, after a time. just as
the morning was breaking. his lips grew
tight as he smiled at me. and then he

rolled over un the grass, so that 1 could not
see his face; bur o, carporal, 1 know
he is dead,” and {rars streamed
face of the little drummer boy
“lust then we heard the
hoots and a

that
Jdown the .
trap of horses’
of the enemy
came down into the ravine 4nd | was taken
prisoner. 1 explained about the wounded
boy and asked the officer tor 14k e Eddie up
on his horse, and he did so. lift i the little

cavalry trowgp

fellow with great tenderness. 11, held him
in his arms as carefully as a tathe would
hold his own little son.

"But when we reached the camp o the

enemy our brave little drumnier by
closed his eves in his last sleep.  He had
gone to  join friend and comrade of
the battlefield, the brave soldier in gray,
who had ministered to the wants u!“l
wounded little drummer bov in blye.™

(This story is retold and adapted from
the story called *'Loyal Drummer Boy.'" in
“Romance of the Civil War."” _\ounc.i-'cad-
ers in American History, by Albert Bushe
nell Hart.)
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Easing His Feelings.

"I 1 let you brush my clothes,” said Mr,
Feever, "l suppose you'll want & (ip.”

“I'll expect the tip anyhow," replied the
porter “But I'm willing to brush your
clothes, so as to let you feel that you are
getting a little somethimy for your money."

had

his

- -

Nothing Romantic.

“What are that lady's
slipper in Looking for a
Cinderella?’

you doing with
your pocket?’

“Naw: my wife wanted some stockings
to match. 1 couldn’t cut a section out of
the slipper, so | had to bring the pesky
thing along,"”

————

Social Uplift.

“I'm asking a raise,” said my pretty stenog,
“Far I'm planning a regular spree.”
“Very well," was my answer, "I'm never a2

hog.”
And | raised her—right up to my knee,

=

) CARTOONACRAMS ®

CHARLES A.
OGDEN

Some Picture Trickery for Memorial Day

0ld Soldier Wins
German Iron Cross

Veteran of 1870-71 Who Is Now 65
Years 01d and Nine Others BuoCess-
fully Eeld Trench,

Berlln, May 27 —(1. N. §)V—The
general staff reporta that hristian
EKunziger of Heilhronn, one of the old-
eat moldlers of the German army, huas
been decorated with the Tron Cross of
tha first class When the war broke
out Kunziger, a veteran of 1870-71,
volunteered, although he was over &5
years old. He was at first refected
but finally attached

. Later, after his promotion t1a the
ing himaelf transferred to the front
and four weeks afterward he earncd
the Iron Crosd of the second class by
consplcuoug bravery. Thae first class
crosa has been awarded to him for
auccesafully defending a trench with
nine men against a vastly superior
foroe of the enemy.

English Soldier

" > 1V 00! )
" o

§° Tommy Successfully Evaded Surgeons
4 and When Later Deformity Discov-
1 ered Proved Mis Ability to March, |
-4 London, May 27.—(I. N, 8.)—When
$ I* was announced some time ago that
2 a man with a wooden leg had entered
(8" . the British army, most readers thought

it was a joke. But Private J. l.. Jones,
army ordnance corps, who has an arti-
ficisl limb, is really about to go
atroad on military duties,

He s a strapping Liverpool man,
over 8 Teet tall and 23 years old. When
axamined by the army doctors at thy
reocruiting offlce he successfully con-
cealed the presence of the wooden lex
.an@ marched past them without a

limp.

 On the discovery of the deceptibn,
the army authorities let Jones give
D of physical stamina and march-
and then accepted him out-

Ly -

rang of sergeant, he succeded in hav- |

to munitions  |[ul ol el AT i - i ”
» transport as a corporal ® unition [ o M * * [ * Jour * h** e *_L * *"‘— *
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| The sddier is bidding his wife
§oadlye as he leaves for the war

Now we must turn the picture
upside down like th

18 —
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this manmer

—and add some more lines
J in

Then a little é.hadirns- gives us this
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picture of a youthful defender of the Union
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