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KLCOFMAN'S

FORT

By Charles Lee Taylor

Capyright, 190l by
A. & Richardson

“Aye, it I8 good—it is good.” said old
Kloofman, the burgher, when the
Transwual declsred war against the
English., *“The English have ever made
us trouble, aud mow we shall drive
them beyond the borders and never let
oune of them set toot on our le.nd again.
Ab, but I like this deelaration of war!”

"But the Englisli are many, father,
and they know much of war,” replied
his daughter Alary.

“What of that?" he almoa\ shouted
us he walked to and fro. "“We are
thousands apd teus of thousands, and
we alo Kpoow somwething of war. Be-
sides, we are at howe, and they must
come from ov er the sea. They stand
up shoulder to shoulder to shoot, while
we take cover and make every bullet
tell. They will get lost on the veldt
and swong the kopjes, while we know
every rod of ground. 1 say we ghall
Eill them off llke flles and be rid of
thems forever, and it i8 good -good--
good !

Kloofinan bad passed his eigbtieth
Lirthday, and. though able to oversee
things, there was 1o 1nore actual farm
work for Lhim on the broad acres
Mary, his ouly child and motherless
for severul vears, Was now a girl of
twenty. The farmbouse of stone sat
in the shadow of a rugged mountain,
and the Kloofinan lands stretched
aeross the veldt for two miles.

Within twa days after the declara
tion of war burghers were passing the
touse on fuot and on horseback as
they made haste to report to the near-
est town, There were boys of sixteen
and men of sixty. and when they halt
ed for water and to exchange words
Kloofman looked at the gray bhaired
men and exclaimed :

“Walt for me! 1 will get my rifle and
horse and go with you! Never shall
it be said that Juacob Kloofman tarried
at howe while there was war in the
land and a foe to threaten our liber-
tes.” )

“Nay, nay.”
beard together. “A mgn of sixty is not
old in this mountain alr. but a man of
eighty has seent his biest days and must

“I wili promise,” che sald as a2
went back to her work.

Weeks passed, and one day a8 father
and daughter stood in the docr listen-
ing to the distant rumble of cannon
fren the north the girl's koen eyes
20 <ht sight of red uniforms and gash-
in;, 4rms on the narrow h.ghway.

“Father. the English are coming!®
she said with a gasp.

“(ronl, but is it s0? he shouted.
many, gir); how nmuj"‘"

“Hundreds!”

"t el thov r'de this way to capture.
burn and destroy! Daughter, do you
remernber your promise?’

1 do, father.”

*Tlicn bar the door, shutter the win-
dows and raire the flag of Klonfmain
to the roof. War huas come to us at
last and I s glad. We will show these
Koglishmen how old and young, wen
and woumen, can fight and die for hb-
erty. Ah, my old eyes can dimly sic
thew: now. and I feel like shouting and
laughing™

it was a raiding party of 300 British
cavalry, accompanied by half a bat-
tery  They wiure seizing horses, oxen
and tarts for transportation. but neither
burmuag nor destroying.  But for the
sight of the flag of deiance fluttering
dbove the farmhouse they might have
vivared the fields and sheds und passed
onn. ‘That fiag meant that a score or
more of burghers had guthered and
meat o mahe a fight of It As
skiri:ishers pressed forward two rifies
were discharged and a soldier threw
up his arms and feil upon the grass,
A hundred wen were dismounted and
advanced, and for a quaiter of an hour
they dred brniskly at doors and win-
dows. At 1otervals a rifle cracked in
response 1o the bark of a carbine, and
ut vach a soldier went down to rise no
more. A flug of troce was sent for
ward with 2 demand for surrender,
and it wuas Kloofman who unbarred
the door and stoud barehbeaded in the

“How

replied youth and gray-

sit by his firexide and read of the vie-

tories we shall win.™
“But I must help- 1 must help." stout-
persisted the old patriot. *8hall it

"W’{};/;’

“PATHER, THE ENGLISH ARE COMING!"
SHE SAID WITH A GASP.

be said that Kloofman did nothing for

his country while other men wera

marching and tighting and dying?”’

©guns

" this time,

open and called out.
*(yu back and say that we shall fight
to the deatl. Jacob Kloofman had no

son to seud to the frout and he was

too uld to go himself, but when war
comes to his own door he will show
you English how a burgher can die for
liberty and his home!"”

“The fools?' muttered the colonel as
Lhe received the message. It Is a
stone house, and there may be twenty
men insfde of it with rifles, but a few
shyells from the guns will make ruins
of the place. My compliments to ("ap-
tatn Davis and tell him to open fire at
once."”

Five minutes later the three rified
were  burling shell at the old
farmhouse. The missiles tore their way
through the roof and entered by door
and windows. The soldiers cheered
und looked for speedy surrender. There
was no longer any rifle firlng, but the
flag did not come down. When the
guns hiad fired three or four rounds
aplece, 1 white flag wus sent forward
again  No one appeuared in deflance
The man who bore it walked
straizlit to the house and peered In
throuzh the terrible gaps left by the
shells.  Then he slowly returned and
reportexd to the colonel:

“*No one to answer, sir.
must all be dead.™

The dismounted men moved up, led
by the colonel

I think they

No hostile hullet greet.

ed them  In o circle and with earbines

, ready they elosed inoon the battered
house. At length the colonel and one

of his ands «ntered with their hats in

“You cannot ride or fight with us,” -

they gently answered, ‘“but you cap
ald the cause In other ways. We shall
need borses and oxen and hay and
grain, and we shall need lint and band-
ages and nursing. Be ready to give
when we call, and you shall reap hon-
ors with us.”

Days later, when a battle had been
won and there was rejoicing from
house to house all over the land, old
Jacob sat under the big apple tree shad-
ing his front door and wept.

“What is it, father?' asked the
daughter as she left her work to ca-
ress his snow white locks.

*Think of it, daughter,” he continued
as fresh tears came, *Of all the houses
for miles around, mine alone cannot
send at least one soldier to fight for
our liberties. Some send five, some
three, some two. There i’ no one here
to go, and I am grieved and broken.”

“Be comforted,” she whispered, with
a blush he could not see with his tears.
“Karl Onderman has come here very
often of late.”

“Yes, Karl
young man.”’

“He—he loves me, father.”

“Oh—ho!"

“And I-I love him. But for the war
be would have asked you for my hand.
¥ have pledged my love, and he goes
to the war to represent the house of
Kloafmas.”

“That i8 very good, very good,” mur-
mured the old man. *“It is an honor to
as, and vet he is not of our blood. I
tannot go and yowm cannot go, but 1 ask
you to promise me this: If ever the
‘hated English come this way, as the
4ghting goes on, they shall not step
sver our threshold. We have rifies and
oullets. We will barricade the house
and fight them off. Promise me that
'we shall fight.”

“But 1 am only a girl, father, and
¥qu are an old man,” she protested.

“But we must fight them; you must

We must do it because we
ve no kin to send to war. If you
will not promise, them--then/'—

Onderman—an honest

. be spoken of in the boat, and ministers
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Johnson’s sepvices as washerwonarn.

chile's

stor.

serrowfully. ““Dere was an Englishman
dat was pow’ful good to Mr. Johnsing
when ie took-dat foolish trip out wes’
four years ago an’ put him on de cyars
to come home agaln, an” when my hus-
ban’ ax him his namé he smile an’ say,
‘Dey: call me Hoscar when I'm
home,” he say. So ‘when dis baby was
born nuffin would ds but we mus’ call
him Hoscar, after dit Englishman.”—
Exchange.

thelr hands, and the colonel’s volce had

a catelr w itoas e sald !

“Merouneovar' The defenders of this
bouse vere an old man and a yvoung
girl, father and daughter, and they
were torn to death by the shells, Let

them Le buried with our own dedd and
with all the honors, and God rest their
souls'”

Fishermen's Supersatitions,

At the beginning of the herring sea-
monr the crew all try to selze the her-
ring first on board to sce if it be male
or female. 1f it is a male, their fishing
may be expected to be & poor one; if &
female, a good one. Nometimes, how-
ever, the skipper secures It and hides
It away. salting it and laying It past
for the season. The boat must not be
turned agaimst the san. Certain ani-
mals considered® of il omen must not

in this respect accupy the same place.
a8 rabbits, hares and pigs.

Fishermen do not like to lend any
thing to a neighboring boat lest their
lack should go with it. If they lend a
match. they will contrive, secretly it
possible, to break it and keep part,
hoping thereby to retain thefr luck.
Thelr dislike to have anything stolen is
increased by the fear that the thief
may have stolen their luck with it. To
ask the question, “Wlere are you go-
ing?” of any one who is going on board
is equivalent to destroying all his
chances for that time. Persons with
certain names are held to be of bad
omen, the dreaded names being differ-
ent in different villages.—Notes and
Queries.

With am H,

“What's your baby's name?’ asked &

visitor who had called to secure Mrs.

“I'm 'most ‘$hamed to tell you dat
name,” said Mrs. Johnson,
“’case de folks round here say it soun’
like he was an Injun. But his name,
dat his paw ’'sisted on gibing him-his
rame gt Hoscar, missy.”

“Horsecar?” feebly repeated the vis-

“Yes'm—Hoscar,” s8ald the mother

to

. he exclalmed scornfully.

; he did anything
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{ THE TRICK |
{ 1HAT %
: BARRY DID = §
b4 BY DAVID H. TALMADGE ¢
¢ Copyright. 1301, by D. I. Talmadge b
$00090909 0400 $0SIQ0$0S0G0H

Tom Rurry, conductor of train No.
3, a freight which leaves Goose River
Junction egch morning, running the
devious length ot a hranch to Dorling-
ton. and returns each night, Is & man
marked among his fetlows. There are
several reasons for this although one
is sutlicient to prove the statement—
he bLag nover yet been known to lose
s self pussession. “To quote Banley,
who is the poet us well us the cugiuser
of No 34, “he pever ratties though all
the world may shake,” which is put-
ung 1t pretty strong, as soy reasonable
person will readily =amit.

It goes without saying, therefore,
that Tom Rarry is a man of bnerve.

His acquaintances will tell you sto-
rles if given hualf a chance which
make the records of a score of gilt
laced soldiers whom I might mention
pule into the most sickly Insignificance.
Yet I suppoxe the space his exploits
bhave occupled in the uewspapers would
not exceed sixteen inches In its entire-
ty. The only wention, for fustance, of
the exploit known on the branch as the
affair of the clreus special was this
ftetn in the Dorliugton GQazette:

“"We lhear that the morning train
brobe {u two shortly after leaving the
Junction Monday of this week. The
excutsion trafn for the elreus at Wheel.

1 BEGAN TO Duor
CAR AND THE CABOUSK.

THEM HBETWHEEN THU

erville was a short distance bebind,
and it narrowly escaped being bumped
into Ly the runuway carg’™

Buunley bLrought the paper to me and
pointed out the item with a trembling
foretinger. Woulda't that erimp you?r”
“Four lines
to cover as pretty a bit of herolsm as

was cver spleled by an elocutionist!
Not a word abiout ‘Tom! We hear—nar-
rowly excaped belpg bumped fnto
Lord!” Ie erumpled the paper into a
wad and threw it to the ground, grind
fng it heneath his heel.

"I don’t suppose Tom cuares. Do
sou?’ I said

“Tom? No. By George! Just be
twien jou and me and the steam

gauge I don't believe he realizes that
worth printing. It
tahes a sort of coward to appreciate
But, all the same, if {1 hadn't been
for him there’'d have been a smashup
that'd have rent a shudder clesn from
Orhkorb to Yuba Dam. Eight bhundred
prople—men, women and children—on
that special! Think of it! Two hun-
dred of 'em. as such things go. would
have been killed outright: 400 would
have been hurt. Heaven only knows
how many dollars’ worth of relling
stock would have been knocked into
splinters. And it narrowly escaped
belng bumped into—bumped into, mind
you—bumped! 1 tell you, Tom's life
wasn't worth a shovelful of cinders
while he was doing the trick that
raved all the trouble--mo, not a tea:
spoonful!™

What Banley sald was true. No. 34
had pulled out ¢f the Jjunction that
Monday morning with twelve box cars,
four flats loaded with ties and the ca-
booge. It Is a steady climb for twelve
miles at that end, when a train's nose
{s pointed inward, as the boys say,
and the last five miles of the stretch
are the sharpest grade on the run. At
Morton, seven miles up. Tom had in-
dulged in his regular morning spar-
ring match with the station agent, and
the station agent had knocked his pipe
from his mouth, in reward for which
achievement Tom had made him a free
gift of the pipe. Two miles farther on
the accident occurred.

The train was puffling and groaning
up the hill at a rate of about ter miles
an hour. The brakeman was sitting
on the tender, exchanging jokes with
the fireman. Tom was in the caboose
alone, busy with some report blanks.
The thought occutred to him presently
that somedsing was not -exactly right,
He was conscious, he said afterward,
of a sensation zimilar to that of being
in a balloon. The sound of the puffing
was gradually hecoming less distinct.
The forward “pull” was gone!

Befere hc had fully aroused himself
the cabecse stopped and slowly began
to run backward. Then he understood
plainly enough what had happened.
He rushed first to one platform, then to
the other, setting the brakes. but the
eaboose, with two heavily loaded cars
behind it, did not stop. He hurried out
to set the brakes on the cars, but found
that on ope the ties had jolted down
against the rod so that he was unable
to tarn it, whife on the other the brake

er;
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he was, atone ca 8 runhiway gathering
speed every minute in its progross
toward & six e~cach special loaded to
the doors with“people. It wae not the
most enjoyable of situnations

It is impossible to déscribe his emo-
ttous, because he himself sald when I
asked him that he had pone, The bal-
loon simile guunlte exhausted his supply
of lmagination,

“I saw,” Baid he slmply, “that there
was going to be the deuce to pay if
something wasn't dene confounded
quick, and 1 saw, too, that whatever
was done 1I'd have to do myself; that
wus all there was to it. The special
was nearly due at Morton, and 1 fig-
ared that I'd be there preity promptiy
too. 1 estimated that at the speed 1
was making and was likely to make
I'd collide with the special on the big
dump about a mile and & quarter be-
yond the station. a regularly nasty
place, owirg to the long slide over the
rocks. And 1 said to myself: *Con-
ductor, it's your life against the life of
0. ('an you spare it7 'No.' said my-
seif to me, *'l can’t, and even if I could
what of it? *“Only this' said 1 to my-
self, ‘there’s just one thing to do, and
that's to throw your cragy caboose and
your idiot flat cars into the ditch. Yes,
said myself to me, ‘but if I do that I'Il
have to go with 'em, and I don't want
to—1 1nuight be injured.’ *Well, said |
to myself hind of disgustedl;, "if that's
the broadest view you cun take of It,
all right; but I shauld think you'd be
nshamed of yourseif. There's mighty
little comfort ahead for you in this life
i you let these fool cars smash into
that special. Resides. are you going to
stay on and smash with ‘em, or are
you going to drop off ana Lreak your
blooming neck ¥

“That was a clincher. 1 saw then
that I was in for trouble anyway. The
question  was decided, and 1 wenmt
stralght to work doing the thing that
promised to leave me the clearest con-
sclence in case 1 didu't have to be gath-
iered up In a basket and shipped home
to Molly and the kids in a pine box la-
beled ‘PPerishable! Rush! 1 climbed
on to the first cur of ties and rolled
one down to se¢ how it would go. It
weut like a leaf In a gale. Then 1 be
gan systemutically to drop ‘em in be-
tween the car and the eaboose. 1 did
this for a long time, snd nothing came
of it. The car was bhouncing up and
down like u cork on the rolling sea,
and 1 was pretty near discournged. |
was tired, too hoavens, | was tired to
the marrow of wmy bones! Ties are
heavy, maybe you know, Section men
never try to handle ‘em single handed.
They go at ‘em by twos and threes and
grunt and sweat. DBut [ kept at it,
hoping that I'd be able to get one foul
of the trucks before I'd unloaded the
car, and 1 did. It happened right in
the yard at Morton. There was a tre-
mendous bump and crash. [ think I
flew up to 3 height of several mlles.
Perhaps 1 didn't, but I'll swear that
the air up there was too rare to breathe,
Anyway 1 didn't breathe. [ struck a
sand plle when 1 came down, | pever
kr_lfw before how hard sand 8. 1
thought It was soft.”

As a matter of fact, Tom wus not in-
jured in the least. He was somewhat
dazed when they dug him out of the
rand, but not a hone was hroken. He
lay there, blinking In a comfortable,
satisfied sort of way at the wrecked
caboose and flat- cars. He waved his
hand limply at the special when |t
, went by, the passengers and trajnmen
" casting curfous glances at the wreck.
After that he looked up luto the face
of the station agent. who was hovering
over him like a mother heu, and spoke,

*Where's the front end of my train?”’
he asked.

“At Wilson, walting for the special
to pass. They're coming back as soon
as they get the right of way.” .

“Hm-m-m! All right. Where's my
pipe? 1 sort of missed it, and—and I
thought 1'd come back and get it.”

Took America For a Miracle.
He was a tiny chap, but his mother,
who had been a schoolteacher and had
theories of her own concerning the ed-

! ucation of children, had told him many

of the great world stories, amaong them
that of Columbus, the fearless naviga-
tor. He listened with his usual wide
eyed attention until she had finished.
Then he asked, “But why did they call
it America?’ The question delighted
her. It showed his thirst for first
causes, but before she could answer he
exclaimed: “Oh, 1 know. They called it
that because it was a miracle for Co-
lumbus to find it.” Showing fhat even
the carefully trained chfild of a school-
marm sometimes confuses sound with
sense;

Once after he had seen a sham battle
the same little fellow was explaining’
to his aunt that no one had really-been
killed. “Because,” he safd solemnly,
“the guns only had blankets in them.”
And even his father, who had told him
plainly what blank cartridges were,
had to laugh.

Whyt

A certaln little girl named Mary was
noted for her propensity to ask ques-
tions. So fixed was the habit that she
seldom knew when she was asking
questions, and life became to her one
prolonged interrogation. Her mother,
slightly worn by this pecullarity, some-
times took the apportunity of speaking
“a word in sesson.”
“Mother,” cried Mary, burating into
the room one day, “what shall 1 name
the kittensy’ .
“I should think,” said the tired moth-
er, Aixing upon her a meaning eye,
“you might call one of them ‘Why' shd
the other ‘What.' ”
The names seemed to strike the
child’s fancy and were at once adopt-
ed. But the moral refused to #tick,
and indeed its existence was not eyen
suspected, as was shown a day or two
later.
“Mother,” said Mary innocently, lmt
ing up trom a prolonged ;mddllnp

weas ¢ “freakit would.not set tight
. ) ‘
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‘enough to grip the wheels. And thers )

long enough to bring $50 In the open
market am specimens.
to the ears of the authoritics that soms
foreigner was breaking open tombhs and
shipping away bones by the hogshead
they would not set a guard over =a
cemetery. !
In visiting “The Sleep of the Holy|
Dead” at Alexandria I waz actuated.
wholly by curiosity and- was nét even-
looking for a relic or souvenir.
wandered about for two or three hours
when [ came to the tomb of Ayun}:
Musa,
of efther sex, and time hud slipped
past rapidly.
hpur of sunset when I stood before the
rusty gate and sought to deeiphér the
tablets. I had found othey vaults open,
but had not entered, and why I sud-
denly decided to enter here.I cannot
say. i -

gus, with its lid frmly cemented and
nothing to be seen, but I squeered my,
way past the broken gate and deseend-
eqd the steps. At the bottom of thm
steps wus 4 great accumulation of
kaves and dirt, blown in by the winds-
of centuries, and as I climbed over, th;':
heap I struck a mateh to look around.
There was the sarcophagus in the cen-.1
ter of the vault, but before the match }
wert out 1 bad seen that it had no
cover,
g0 | struck another match and ad-
vanced. An Instant sfter the Qaine
appeared L heard a movement in the
sault. 1t was midnight darkness down,}
there uniens one faced the gate:
‘Hame of the match did not shiow even.
the farther wall, My heart leaped aw'f . bquirs
the nolse rzached my ear, and for an§

instant I thought of some evil minded
persoti iying there in wait.
laughed at the iden, These ald vauits’ .&‘
were the home of pats snd bau,qagﬁj

was one of those. creatures I . he
moving about.
loak into the sareophaguss bt e

By Osborne &mtm’
Coprrieht, 1501, by Osborne O'Constr
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If youo have visited Alexandria,
Egypt, you will remembior the five cem-
eteriea in the western suburbs of the
ancient city. In two of these ceme-
teries there have heen’ ho burlals for
the last fAfty years, and in the one
known =e “The Sleep of the Holy
Dead” you will ind the tomb of Ayun
Musa. This cemetery covers about fve
acres of ground, is surrounded by a
stone wall In a more opr less dilapidated
condition, and one might wander there
for days and meet no one to order him
away. Sogreatis the reverence smong
most natives for the ioug buried dead,
and so strong is the fecling of super-
stition in his nature, that it I8 almosat
impossible to {nduce kim to enter these
holy grounds in broad daylight, '

Ayi1 Musa was a soldier and &
statesman whe lived 300 years ago. s
popularity made him cenemleg, whn
conspired and brought about his iguno-
miclous death, und years after hia de-
mise, when it was known that he bad
been an innoceut sacrifice, a tomb was
built in **“The Sicep of the Holy Dead”
to honor his memory. Na one knowa
whether his remains were actually lald
in the tomb or not, and at this late date
it would be hard to find anybody who
cared. .

It i & stoue vault, with a rusty iron
door hanging by one hinge, and tablets ]
on each side of the door giving the,
name, age, date of birth and death,
ete. The vault is a room about twelve

to reason out 1)
the valce of a nitive sy
been. assauited. - A+
somme one heought i,
ently I recovered s y
the name of my hotel wnd
carriage be called. . 1 tnd
emart rap. but & bad sosip.
oo only rosult. - After mo
I wau all right. I bad .
story, and the laudiord. mh
others wimply looked umn
of assdult while 1 way prowliug
the streets ai midnight, The _
I bad been robbed down Yo the:
coln was corrohorative evide
1 received many words of cau!
American Fecklessvess, I did
up my story until I was abl
the chief of pelice in person, .
told him what hed h&ppemd, -
Inughed and said: : ;
"Ah you torelsnm——yqn muﬂt

decelved."

“Then you don’t believe wm I s& '
1 asked.

“You went wanderlog abo!
streets at night. You may hive
love adventure. Tau followed
sharply. and the ‘xefmlt 'ma
herd.
coy. You are old ehough to knqw
these things may lead to™ -

“But I am no fool, 1 tell.you.l
struck down in the tonib ot \
sa, and it must have taken t

feet square, and In the center is & maur-
ble sarcophugus, which perhaps once
held a coflin. 'Ten years agu a tourist|
could enter the grounds, find the vault
for himself, mnd. pussing the hanging
fron door, descend the slx steps into
the grewsome room. If the darkness
and the mold and the
shake his nerve, he could light matches
and take & peep into the great stone re.

. ceptacle and behold dust and spldeuI

and perhaps & dead bat at the bottom,

As it was then, so it probably is to-
day. Your Egyptian has little use for
a dead man, no matter what he was in
life, The reverence I have spoken of
s more Ideal than actual. In my
scearch for mummies I have met many
am Egyptinn who grievad that his fa-
ther and mother had not been dead

\\v' . \ . t
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WENT DOWN IN A HEAP,

Unleas it came

1 had

I had not encountered a person
It lacked only half sih)

I knew there would be n sarcopha- |

I must have & pesp into it, and |
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| clined to rub 1t in on the

§ withs

{ don't get top frew

Thep 1! Tl

carry me away. What were they: %
ing in that placey Why.did the
sault me? If I bad heen
t clsewhere or in any othst
there is no reason why I IM e
By 50.”

“Well?* anywered thy chiet,

“Well, why. not. h:mr thc

searched

“For what yesaoni”

“To discover who In !urkmt
coupse. f
“But why should I cl!'a wlm
ing there?” :

“Don't you care an.
catehing criminals in t
world?’

“Wae catch h\md
Took. for them in the ¢l
I wish you good 1

The official took-it
a fool or:p lar, ml‘!‘

without ‘b,

an Amerlean fron Gh' K0,
told bim the yar

membered in Alex
* covered thete, Theve
on the floor Who ol
rjous and nfuck”
that mr@ophukun W !
of spoild. I hil pobled
houkes, stofes and even
mgst of the stuff was right:th
wateli, pin, ying and $200 iy
only a small bit of the plu
tomb was his hiding pince and)
and he hod deponded. sipon suporatith
to keop intruders awxy. . WQ Y

liim out as a prisoner and gave hix
to the authorities. I wils ag)

lice. He twigged the fact
very wober countennjm.
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