
TWO AND ONE.

[From Allthe Year Round.]

CHAPTER I.

Far off, on the mysterious, inaccessible
summits of the mountains, Jeep down in
cavernous gorges, on the bare, bleak sides

-ofgranite precipices, the awfui silences of
fallen snow and ice-bound waters were
broken. Great avalanches, awaking dull,
thundering echoes, crashed down from
mighty hights into chasms where the feet
of man had never trod. There was the
plunge and the roar of water- as the moun-
tain torrents, swollen by the melting
snows, tumbled foaming into rivers so
green and 1laid that the stones of their
bed could be seen from the bank. It was

early yet in the year, but spring had come.
InEngland there were daffodils ::!id prhn-
r<>-es in the hedge-lined lanes and fields;
here there was only the pale, tender glint
of new green, -as spruce and pine clad
themselves in their fresh spring rol.es, and
the wonderful tints of the mossee. The
air was sharp and cold, but sweet and in-
vigorating. There is no atmosphere in
Europe t<> surpass the air (:' Norway.
Still it was very cold. The sky was
gray overhead, as if threatening more
snow. A .stoikjaerro war driving, at
rather an unusual speed for Norwegian
ponies, alone the road thai -kirted the
precipitous side of the Romsd en. Two
human bei:.^-. muffled up in furs, occupied
the stolkjaerre. One was tall, powerfully
built,wiii. the strength and decision of a
giant in appearance, an.! i:. manner
the nieekiie*- ami deferent
Itcrushed school-boy. This was the "he."
i ther was slender, dclii ste-faced, with

lost perfect feminine _ I manner
am! appearance, lovely-eyed and sweet-

id; \u25a0 with the Ln] illofa
queen and the bewildering spirit <>i' a
woman. Phis "she" was \u25a0;:<\u25a0':: now;

but she ha ibeen very cross, very unrea-
sonable, very incomprehensive; She hail
been angry with him for having brought
bei :ami yet it bail beeu only at her lni-
perious insistence that he bad consented
d drive h< r from >>'ues. where she had
been spending the winter on the Koms-
dalen Fjord, to Stueflaaten, after
vith a sini .\u25a0\u25a0!! caprice, she had longed.

lie himself had arrived :'t Nae
—

a per-
ranger to her

—
three weeks before.

He was .: Norwegian, she \u25a0\u25a0'.. English-
woman. He was young, and she was
younger. She was beginning to feel un-
utterably dull and depressed. Now that
the long monotony and dreariness <!
winter were over she had begun to wonder
how it was -he had m ;i: before
ti.i1 spring \u25a0 .iino.

The people of the statioi '. very'
to her all the winter. But they had

not been companions in the trui sense of
the word.

She had felt that it was -.when this
young man, with his chivaln us devotion,
his keen cultivated intellect, his generous
enthusiasms, his strength, bis impatience
of all that"was petty auJ morbid and base,
came suddenly into the monotonous, .still
life she was liviiiL'. They had, in those
few weeks, become very <:i>- \u25a0! friends.
Ti: heir intercourse had been
measured mere hours or days, it would
not have • lunted for much, for he spent
most of hi- time out of do* re.

But they met, naturally, as they were
livingin the same house, every day, either
for meals \u25a0:\u25a0 some short period. They had
taken one or two walks together, and it
was in answer to a sudden outburst of hers
that be had suggested that she should
leave Na< -

\u25a0 >r a little and go on to Stue-
fl.iaten.

They !. id had a long day's journey,
leaving the fjord early that morning. It
v- now i \u25a0!>• sin the afternoon, and he
Was afraid she was worn out. From
Onueim, !\u25a0: Last station at whi< h they had

vstoppcd to change horses, he had driven
hard and fast. The valley all Qg which
they had come was magnificent in its
rugged grandeur. In the distance were
the everlasting peaks, shrouded in snow.
Below them the Kauiua rushed and roared
along its stony bed."

1 am afraid you are very cold and
tired," be sad, ;rfter a long silence.

He s|K>ke English with scarcely any ac-
cent.
"Iam very tired and very cold." Her

Voice was sweet as music, but there was a
decidedly peevish note init at this mo-
ment. "And don't speak to me. When
you do, Ihave to look up and see the
mountains with their awful stillness and
wl.ite-shrouded faces. Ihad grown used
to them at Naes. Now this is all strange
again, and— why did you letmeeome?"

He did not understand her in the least.
She bewildered him: but he was a wise
man, and attempted DO answer.

"15r-r-r," be cried to his pony : and he
had the satisfaction of understanding and
lx?ing understood here at any r.ite. for the
brave little pony dashed on in obedience
to his encouraging cry, as it" as anxious to
reach Stueflaaten as be himself was.

Their destination came in Mght at last.
She had been cowering down closeY in her
furs, and had uttered no word since she
last spoke. She did not answer DOW when
he told her that they had arrived. He
drove up to the station, and, jumping
down, helped her to disuiouut. An ex-
clamation f alarm broke :V"tu him, and,
liftingher in his strong arms, be carried
her into the house. The mistress of the
Station cai * to meet the new arrivals.

•The la Iv has fainted," liesaid.
They took her into the nearest room,

the yoong Norwegian still carrying her.
Tin-beautiful, delicate (ace rested on his

l.rcast. Be looked down at ita deathly
whiteness, and his own paled. But, as he
laid her on the couch, \u25a0 faint tremor
stirred her. She opened her eyes, and,
looking up, saw him bending over her.
For a second she gaied up at him. then
color rushed back into her face, ami she
sal nriftly pright

"Please go away and leave me alone,"
she -aid. irritably, but with a shadow of
some deeper feeling in her eye.-. "Has
not my maid arrived yet?" The maid was
following with the luggage. "Goand look
ifyou see her coming.''

Olaf Kr: ssondid not return to the room
tillsupper was laid.

When be entered the room he found her
re-ting on the couch. There was sotue-
thing so ex':,:;:isted in her attitude that he
vrenl op to \u25a0\u25a0- anxioasly. Bal -lie sat up
and mot bis look with a frank,
merry . j
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"How y . mnat have h:\tcil me for
making suvh :\ fuss!" she laid. "J'.ut it

Uld fatigue that hurt me—
it was the iwftllsilence :<n.l strength of

: ;]'l*hl mountain*. All life
seeui paralyzed by them. Icoul.l not
l<rt-;ithe. !:'lt in the gra-p of a itiu-1.
pitiless i r that was slowly crashing
out allmy willand individuality. I;was
thecnlmin \u25a0! what 1 have been feel-
ing all the winter. Thoae TroM tintierne
irerealowing leading me mad. And. thi>
aftenn i had not been with me, I
<vi;lilnot have endured it. Bat you -•

and you were so good to
me.

"

A .- . iike a flame of tire, leaped
into iii> eyes. Bat aha waa so mow
the passion which had suddenly swept over
her, her eyea were so intent ujKin some
far-oti point iview, that she saw nothing
M neat aa the young man by her side. A
sodden thooghi flashed through hi> brain
that she waa Baaing tack at a past in her
life,witli which lie had nothing to do.
She was bat a stranger who had OTOOnd
his path. He knew absolutely nothing of
her life,save those three short week.* |DSt
passed.

The fire died from his eyes."
Let's leave the mountains alone and

have supper," he said, in a matter-of-fact
tone. "They don't trouble about us."

The note brought her back to the pres-
ent, with a sodden shame for her self-
betrayal. She laughed, though the sound
was a littleunsteady.

"That's just it." They don't care, and
it's that that makes our madness. You
see, if one could only stir them ever go

little
"

She stopped. A door behind them
opened, and a man came into the room.
She' looked round at him for a second, her
face suddenly growing as passionless and
cold as if she, like those mountains, would
never be moved again. Then she turned
away and sat down at the table.

The new comer walked painfully with
the aid of sticks. His face was pale and
contracted, as ifhe had gone through some
probation or sharp pain. He was a thin,
slightly built man, \u25a0boot the medium
height". At the tirst glance there was
nothing remarkable about him. The sec-
ond glance made one look again. After
that no one could forget bis face

—
pale,

refined, highly intellectual, with strength
and indomitable willinevery line.

lie bowed slightly at the cither two, and
came walking slowly and with i'reat diffi-
culty toward the table. Hr aatdown at
.the farthest end. Olaftook bis place near
Mr:-. Aylmer. Stowed reindeer, cheese,
pancake-. > great jug of cream, formed the
meal. The cooking was capital. The best,
Mrs. Aylmer said, she bad found since
landing in Norway. She was decidedly
frivolous over her sapper. Olaf 1
bad never yet seen her so light-hearted.
He roused himself froma vague depression
that had come over him, ana :U intoher
mood.

-
They had the conversation all to them-

selves.* The other gnest at the tal
stilland stern, taking no notice j>( either
of then;.

Onlj cure he looked up and glanced in
a Btrange, keen way from the yo ing Vr-

in totthe beautiful Englishwoman,
'\u25a01 have never tasted pancakes anywhere

like Norwegian pancakes," said Mr-. Ayl-
mer, laughing. "1 begin to think now
that they were the savin.' of my reason till
you came into niv existence, Mr. Ei
For three dayi

—
-when the wiud ra<red

likea hundre ! giants let I -\u25a0 in the val-
ley ami the snow fell till we were almost
buried

—
Iate nothing but pancakes, i

wasn't frightened. Under other circum-
i should have enjoyed thi

But, somehow or another, 1 seem* .1 to give
way. mentally and physically, ..nil they
bad to I'i'c.H me on pancakes. They said
I wouldn't touch anything else. No. light and frivolous diet satisfied
the natural bent of my mind."

"What were your friends thinkingof, lo
allow you to come and shut yourself upa
whole winter in a lonely station in the
rlomsdalen? It was not right.""

My friends had nothing to d" withit.
!wished to come—and !came. I.iuitree

te and go h 1 wish."
( taee more that vague chill touched

him, but it vanished as she laughed softly
and kindly again.

Iyou only just came in time. Mr.
Ericsson. Even pancakes were failing to
satisfy me. Idid not know what 1 want-
ed. Then you arrived, and Ifound iat
that 1bad staid long enough at Naea and
wanted to move i n.
It was at this point that the man at the

other end of the table glanced up. Olaf
didnot see the glance, as he was Looking
into the lovely, smiling lace near him.
Mrs. Aylmerdid not apparently notice it
either, a> she continued laughing and
talking. But her color had deepened, and
when she arose a few momenta later to
leave tiie table, her cheeks, usually rather
tco pale, were burning with a beautiful
crimson blush, and her eyes almost daz-
zled the young Norseman with their starry
brilliance^

She left the room, and the two men
were alone together.

An he vi later Ericsson joined her in
another room, at the opposite side of the
entrance hall. It wa- a large, eniptv
apartment, with two doors

—
one, in the

coiner, opening into the kitchen. The
voices and laughter of the household, at
sapper there, could be heard. The sounds
broke, with a sense of cheerful, simple-
hearted life, on the silence and emptiness
of this other room.

It was only lighted i>y the wood fire
burning in the great, old-fashioned, Nor-
wegian tire-place. It was built in the cor-
ner of the room opposite to the kitchen.
The pine logs blazed on a raised stone
hearth, standing out into the room. Above
it was a wide, deep chimney. The fitful,
leaping flames cast strange shadows on the
bare wooden wall and shone red on to the
motionless figure seated a few feet from the
raised stone of the hearth. All the rest
of the great, empty room, except just
round the corner fireplace, lay in deep
shai'^w. The slender figure in the red,
flickering light sat very still.

He stood in the doorway looking across
the room at her. He watched her for a
moment or two; then something in the
rigid stillness of her attitude filledhim
with a vague fear

—
a presentiment of

coming ill. He hurried across the room
to her side. She heard him coming, and
Started up, turning to face him, her eyes
fullof terror and anger. But it almost
seemed as ifshe had expected some one
else, for. as she discovered who it was, the
angry repulsion ami shrinking vanished.
But he had startled her so that she was
trembling from head to foot."

1 could not bear the dining-room, with
its stove." she said, trying to speak lightly.
"The heat and closene-- stifled me. Sol
come inhere.'"

They might have given you a light."
he said, with a resolute effort stilling the
passionate throbbing of his nerves. "You
looked like the -pint of some incantation
scene, sitting here so stilland silent in the
red light."

"Suppose we have a light now." she
-ud inher brightest and frankest voice.

He colored; he knew that she had
hear the passionate note that had broken
through bis attempted matter-of-fact tone.

'All right: I'll tell them." he said
quietly. I<ut he did not seem in a hurry
to go. He was thinking ho* lovely a
pretty woman could look in the firelight.
Full of this conviction, he said the tirr-t
thing that came into his head. '•Ican't
say much for the nrxnners of our fellow-
vi-itorhere, though he is a countryman of
your own, Mrs. Aylmer. He's the surliest
fellowiiithe world. I tried to lie civil
after you left the table, but was never so
snubbed in ray life. His name is Hol-
land, liecame here three weeks ago, and
met with a bad accident out -hooting. At
first they thought it was touch and go with
hi- life. But he ha*pulled through. Not

I that he seems prood for much now. lie
lookl awfully ill,and can scarcely <lrajcr
himself aboot. Vet he told me, jot a.- he
m goingback to his room. that he rnnana
to leave here to-morrow. It i* the only

irk he volunteered to me, and that
seemed :i kind of after-thoaght: and I
can't for the life of me think why he *aid

[ it. It-nothing to me if he goes tomor-
row or to-night. He's not rnnch :iciuu>i-
tion any way."'

'\u25a0 Why did mi think the remark ra an
after-thought ".'"'

She had turned to face him, and her
k beiog to the fire her eyes wore in

shadow."
I don't know

—
except that he had

elj answered a thins: Isaid. He got
op abruptly from the table while Iwas

ing something"' (he colored slightly)
\u25a0 iboot your having been brave enough to
-, ii<la winter alone in Norway. He* :i

j brute '." aavagely recalling something he
had nea in the Englishman's face as he
\u25a0poke of Mrs. Aylruer.••

What made him tellyou, then, that he
was leaving?""

Heaven knows! He stopped suddenly
just afc he was going into his room, anil
turned round to tell me so. Why, Mrs.
Ayltner '. What is the matter?"

The blood-red color had rushed over her
face. She put up her hand ina dull,con-
fused kindof way to her head, and swayed

unsteadily on her feet. He flung out his I
arms, but before he could touch her she
had caught the back of the chair, and,,
straightening herself, broke into a little
constrained laugh.

•\u25a0 The winter has tried me more even
than Iknew," she said. "It was foolish
to come, butIfelt that Imust get away."
She stopped and looked down into the fire
again. He watched her face with a
searching that was painful in its intent-
ness. Not that breath of a doubt had
ever sullied his trust in her: but he had
often wondered what had brought her

—
young, beautiful, alone

—
to spend the win-

ter in the Norwegian mountains. That
there was some mystery, he had suspected.
Now he was suddenly sure. And some-
thing in the pale, delicate face, the proud
mouth, told him that it was a tragedy.
He never knew what prompted the im-
pulse, unless it was the fire that had been
kindling in his heart, which suddenly
broke through allrestraint.

•'You caiue because you were unhappy,"
he said, in a voice of forced ijuiit. "

And
you were unhappy all the time. It was
not the white cold and the ice that
harmed you ! The stillness and strength
of the mountains wouldnot have oppressed
you. Bat your lifewas sorry, and every-
thing hurt you. Even the very lonliness
and silence ! The very first moment Isaw
you Iknew you were sad. Even when
you laughed 1could hear the same note,
and to-day you are sadder than ever!"

She looked up at him, startled out of all
self-control. She put out her hand as if
to stop him. But he went on; the ijuiet
breaking into impetuous passion.

"There have been moments when the
terrible pathos of your eyes has been al-
most more than 1 could endure. Ihave
longed to ask you to let me do something
to help you. It was presumption —

mad-
ness. ButIcould not help it. To-night \u25a0

and all this day —Ican't define it—
but it,

has seemed as ifyou needed help mure j
than ever. Perhaps it might only mean >

ac to whom you could say a word
—

with whom you could exchange a thought.
Can not you trust me? Can not}'
that 1 wouldhold it the grandest honor to
be able to serve you in any way? You
know nothing of me

—
but. believe me, I

would be to you the truest friend a woman
could have. Try me."

\u25a0\u25a0 Ido trust you." she said, "but 1may
cept your friendship

—
nor that of

any man. Ihave put myself in the p isi-
ii"nIam inby mj own deliberate i.
and Iwill and must take its consequences.'>ne is that 1 must live apart from friend-
ship and sympathy such as you offer. Per-
haps it you knew all you would not otter
it. But Iwill prove my faith in you by
this: Iwilltell Jjuu that 1 am unhappy.'
My life seems to have been set aj a. Per-
haps Ihave sinned. Dp not men say that
everything that goea wrong is a woman's
fault? But whether Ihare done wrong
or right, 1 would do as Ihave d< ne all
ovei again—

even though it musl cost me
the friendship of such men as yon ; lam
unhappy now, bat 1 was a hundredfold
more miserable before."

There wasa moment's silen c. He was
very pale. He understood prefectly what
she had intended to convey to him. The
friendship lie h.nl offered to ber was but a
disguisefor the great,overmastering tumult
offeelings which were surging t!
him. What was their name? liehad not
known until she had taught him. She
had wished to save him from ;m infinite

gradation. He had known from the
:lr-' that she was not a free woman. Bow
could he have blundered into this awful
mistake? Another moment and the false
veil of friend-hip would have been rent
and the pent-up feelings would have broken
into a torrent of passionate word

—
the

deadliest insult he could have done ber.
Ik*stood white and dazed for a moment,

trembling at the thought of what lie might
have done.

Then she could bear the look inhis eyes
no longer, and a low.bitter cry broke from
her.

'\u25a0< >h !
"

and she stretched out her hands
as ifin mute appeal for his pardon. "

1
can see to-night that Ihave made a mis-
take with my life. It wouldnot matter if
our mistakes stopped with ourselves; but
they don't. They go out to others and
hurt them. 1have been prom], and hard,
and bitter, and thought of no one but my-
self

—
and my husband. You remember" I

told you whenIfirst met you that Ihad a
husband."

It was the only direct allusion she made
to the scene that had just passed between
them, the undertone of which they had
both sj wellunderstood.

But the burning blush died quickly
away, and she went on again :
"Ileft my husband last year. Mylife

had become intolerable to me. IfIcould
have thought for an instant that it was
hard forhim, Iwould have staid. But he
did not care. It was nothing to him how
Isuffered. He was hard, cold, merciless.
He believed that women were to lie but
the reflection of men. He lived his-life,
and thought it sufficient for me to live in
his house, -it nt his table, be fed and
clothed by his hand. Iwas to have no
willof my own, no mind of my own. IfI
reproached him, he did not understand.
He was so strong, so cold, so self-contained,
that he could feel no need in hi- life that
1 could fill. Besides, he believed that wo-
men had their place, and should keep it,
and their place was only the oiit-ide court
to the men's holy of holies ! Men could
come, if they choose, into that outer court
but DO woman's foot must iiress the sacred
precincts of their inner life. Yet he loved
me once."

Her eyes took a lonely, dreamy ex-
pression, and she stopped a moment and
looked down into the fire. She seemed to
have forgotten the young Norwegian. He
saY U,and passed, his band '•lowly across-
Ins big. fair mustache.

"Ifhe had not loved me Ishould never
have married him. Ishould have known
by my own heart that be did not love me.
But h| did: and Iloved 1 im, and gave
him my live—oh, how willingly

—
and it

came to this. Day by day we drifted
farther apart. If!"had not'loved him it
would have made no difference; bat, be-
cause of love,Icould not bear it,and I
left his home. Itoldhim that fromhence-
forth our lives should run as apart as ifwe
had never known each other; that ifI
met him Iwould neither speak to him,
nor even show by look or sign that Ihad
ever known him. Igave up even his
name! And," she added, breaking into
soft crying. "my husband i- here I And 1
know why the winter has been so long and
cold: why the stillness and whiteness of
the snow have almost killed me

—
because

love i> not dead, but has l>een lyingstarv-
ing inmy heart, and the pain' of it has
been more than Icould l>ear."

Neither noticed, how, among the dark
shadows at the farther end of the room,
one drew back, through the half-open door,
into the hall out-ide.

The voices and
'

laughter from the
kitchen, at the other >i>ie. grew merrier.
It struck Olaf as being Strange thnt any
one could laugh and jest. Then he turned
to her.

'\u25a0Good-hre —Mr-. Aylmer," he said,
gently, hesitating slightly before the name,
\u25a0\u25a0 and my heaven btms you. and give love
back again into your life."

Then he, too, turned from the firelight
into the shadows, and passed from the
room.

The next momint; Mrs. Aylruer'* maid
told her mistress that Mr. Ericsson had
gone. Be had left the station at day-
break. Mrs. Aylmer had her breakfast
in her room. When she came down she
was ready dressed for a walk, and *he
went straight out of the house. It waa I
glorious morning ; the sun bright and
warm. The air was full of the sights
and sounds of spring. She took a road
that led her across the valley to the hills
beyond. Abroad road went winding up-
ward between birch and pine. Every
blade of grass, e\ers tuft of vivid-colored
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Imoss, every glint of pale, tender green was
instinct with new-born life. Only love
was dead. She thought of Olaf, and was
fullof pity and remorse. But she thought,
too. of iier husband : and, when she
thought of him, Olaf was forgotten. He
had ueen dangerously ill;had been close
to death, they said. And she had left him
to be nursed by strangers

—
she, his wife.

But he had not loved her. Others could
do for him what should have been her
dearest privilege. He was as wellsati>-
fied.

With hard and bitter rebellion in her
heart she walked on tillshe came to the
wooden bridge that spanned a mountain
torrent which tumbled, a little lower,
into a broad stretch of water fringed with
pine.

She stood on the bridge, looking into
the seething, foaming, eddying waters be-
low. J>he"was roused by hearing n step.
She turned sharply, and saw her husband.
His face was very pale, and there was
something init she had never seen before.
She could not move nor speak.

"Come back to me, May,
"

he said, un-
steadily, "Ican not live without you. I
have been blind

—
mad ! Idid not under-

stand. Rut this year, without you. has
taught me what love is. Forgive me. and
come back to teach me what love should
be. I.:ist nigh: Iwas fullof bitterness. I
meant to go away this morning." A doll
flush reflected the blush that flamed into
her nice. "Believe me, Idid not donbt
you?1 he exclaimed, hoarsely. '"Last
night Iknew, as Iknow to-day, as Iknew
the first hoar Iever met you, that you
were the truest woman on earth. But I
was mad. Life had become intolerable
without you. And then meeting you

-
suddenly, so unexpectedly, and seeing you

roud aud indifferent to -me, so gentle
to him, 1 lost my reason. 1 sent th.it
message through him. thosgh I really
never

"
She flung out her hand, a- even the ex-

planation would have humbled them past
recall. He colored red again, but his eyes

d straight into hers.
"1 have something else to say. Last

niirht. after Iwas able to think. Ileft my
room to look for you. 1 wanted t> tellyon

\u25a0 It before he could give the
that Ishould go aw iv to-day —

that you
need Dot fear that 1 should pain you \u25a0\u25a0<.. t than I\u25a0 with my

in tin- house. I meant to ask
yi i. to !"• ::_i\.' d s before we parted once
more, and then Ishould 1: \u25a0\u25a0 . way

trii 1:\u25a0 \u25a0 \u25a0 jam. But —
when lcame to the n orn Ifound yon talk-
big I him. Iheard what you laid. May!
May! Can not this springtime bea new
beginning foi 1 love yon! My
life i> ;', poor, maimed thing without you.

le back to me mplete i:. and
Inever more .-hall you have to doubt. My
love has never failed :it was only mv mad
folly—

"
"
It was all my mi-take, Paul !"she said,

the tears raining down her lace. "Can
you forgive me?"

The waterfall thundered on down the
rocky gorge. The scent of rising sap and
ar mau< resin perfumed the air. All
round, febove, below, was the stir of new
kindling life. When these two, standing
hand in hand in the midst of it all,should
long have passed on to the end, and have •

a forgotten, these things would con-
tinue, as i:' tlu-ir little human life Btory
had never come near them this bright
sprint; morning. But what did that matter
to them? Love was eternal, audit- glory
was -hining even now into their newly
sanctified lives.

ANUISANCE.

One of the worst ofnuisances is
ill-c \:h)< who's i:p.'itearly dawn

Maklog ilie lawn mower ziziziziz,
Rasping the whiskers oil the lawn.

The hateful whir
Of the tierce machine,

The bus and the tiurr
Excite th<- spleen

Of the mini whose sleep
Is driven away,

And withcurses deep
He begins the day.

But the lawu mover chap
His ardor whets.

And he's n.ver so liap-
Py as when he gets

Upclose to the room
Where his DeighPOl lies

Intne mornine Kllom,
With staring cyeV,

And twists and lurus.
Till,half insane,

At last he learns
'Tis all invaiu.

He cannot sleep.
Allhope is dead.

And witha leap
He bounds from bed.

Oh:
One of the worst of nuisances is

The chap who's up at early dawn
Makiug the lawn mower zi/.iziziz

Rasping the whiskers offthe lawn.
—SomerviUe Journal.

The Romance of Chess.
The great game has its tender, its ro-

mantic side, as no game can have at which
more than two people play. Itsmiles on
lovers, and can even be the cause of love.
Only a few years ago a chess player con- Jdetuned to live in the country solaced his
solitude by playing games by correspond-
ence. Post cards daily brought or daily
took his move. Hisantagonist was a lady;
before the contest was over lie had got to
know this lady, and their acquaintance
ripened into intimacy, intimacy into love,
and love was crowned" with marriage. And
this couple, not unmindful of the kindly
influences which had brought them to-
gether, determined that the very rites of
their marriage should 'something savor"
of the game. So they invited from Lon-
don a certain clergyman, whose genial
face

—
"the front of Mars himself"

—
is

well known in chess circles; none but a
chess player of his eminence should cele-
brate their union. And when bridegroom
and bride rose from the wedding breakfast
it was only to sit down to a game of chess—

the first of their wedding life. Ah!
happy, happy pair, under what happy-
auspices did you start on the highway of
marriage! What a fine air of romance, of
sweet tenderness, lingers round these lines
of Lord Lytton:

My little love, do you remember,
Ere we were grown so sadly wise,
Those evenings inthe black December,
Curtained warm from the snowy weather.
When you and Iplayed chess together,
Iheekniated by each other's eyes"
Ah !stillIsee your soft, white hand
Hovering warm o'er qneeu and knight.

And so on to the sad close when the
l>oet laments:

That never, never, never more.
As iv those old stillnights of yore,
Pro we were gronu so sadly wise,
Can you and Ishut out the skies;
Phut out the worldand wintry weather.
And eyes exchauging warmth witheyes.
Play chess a« theu we played together.—

\u2666

How Fact Talks.
You should not crow tillyou have tried

The battle aud succeeded.
Go whip your man ;you thus provide

The precedent that's needed.
You want more than assurance of a cure

for your maladies. You want examples,
such as these :

Drs. Starkey >t Pales :—
'• Your Com-

pound Oxygen Treatment cured me of
severe hemorrhages of the lungs.

'
Mrs.

H. A.Chapmane. I'epperell, Mass. Drs.
Starkey A Falek :

—"
My wife was en-

tirely cured of bronchial trouble by the use
of your Compound Oxygen Treatment."
W. K.Churchill. Mohawk, N.Y.

A brochure of 200 pages, containing
the history of the Compound Oxygen
Treatment in cases of consumption, bron-
chitis, asthma, catarrh, dyspepsia, nervous
prostration, rheumatism, neuralgia, and
all complaints of a chronic nature,
will be forwarded free of charge to
any one addressing Drs. Starkey &
Palkk, No. 1529 Arch street, Philadel-
phia, Pa., or 120 Sutter street, San Fran-
cisco. CaL

Steamship Purser
—

"Who's this high
roller ouboard with a couple of dray loads
of trunks and half a dozen body servants'?"
Clerk

—
"That's the ten millionaireDose-

urn. He is the proprietor of a great uni-
versal consumption cure. Ireckon he'll
die. though, before we are half way across.''
Purser—What's the matter with him?"
Clerk

—
"Consumption."

HOME, SWEET HOME.
A Story of the Immortal >iang Tol<l for

the First Time.
[From the Washington Star.]

Some things there are which, by a com-
mon instinct, mankind hold sacred. Among
these are the scenes of heroic deeds, the
precincts of patriot graves, and the birth-
place of sublime thought, inproofof which
need only be mentioned such names as
Lexington, Mount Vernon and Independ-
ence Hall. And within the District of
Columbia there is a spot which the Ameri-
can people, if familiar with its a.-s .. i.i-
tions, would not deem unworthy of men-
tion inconnection with those named.

Half a oentury ago l.eorge W. Talbtrrjt,
then young and unmarried, was the owner
by inheritance of a plantation of 231 acres,
lyingjust across the ea.-t branch of the Po-
tomac from Washiugton. his fee simple do-
main touching the river at a point oppo-
site the navy yard. Here he lived in ele-
gaut leisure, having about 100 slave-, and, ]
to digress for a moment, the visitor may;
still see near his home a row of grave-, j
from which are pointed out the particular
resting placet! of some more distinguished
than their companion- for humble virtues.
One is remembered as the "colored mam-
my" of a person since raised to eminence,
while another is revered for an intimacy
with several family generations. This
young man, ;ossessed ofease snd affluence,
was s boon Companion of John Howard
Payne, who-.- dust has since become so
gacred. Th"c old home still stand-, as it
then stood, in an Eden bower on the hank
of the river, and here, under a venerable
chestnut tree, sitting on a ru*:ir seat that
encircled \u25a0:.- trunk. Payne and Talburtt
used to drink their mint julep, sing theii
merry m.h-s and talk of the lives they were
to lead. Talburtt had promised Payne
that wheuever he wanted a home, it

-
be built for him on the plantation, and
they would spend their bachelor live- to-
gether Much of tiie old plantation is
now within the modern suburban \

of Anacosta, ami on an elevation
commands a view of the National Capitol
and its surroundings which quite ;.

i' \>ith it- beauty, Btands the house,
now owned and o.uijiiei! by ii.\.u<[~-

wold,built in fulfillment of this promise.
'I'll'-site wa- selected by Payne bjmsel! i • -
fore departing on hi- foreign mission, but |
he never returned t> enjoy tin- home of]

be Jang ; and thus absolved from 1.!-
--?ow of celibacy, Mr. Talburtt afterward
married and himself occupied the new •

!:\u25a0 -;:-.\u25a0. in which children were born to
Kirn. one oi whom, .-till a resident

i- tin' mother of •'. Harry>Shan-
non, widely known as the juvenile
But the chief point of interest i- vet to be
told, for notwithstanding the claim that
"Home, Sweet Home," was written in
Tunis or in a London garret, the original
manuscript, in the handwriting
illustrious author himself', and bearing his
own interlineation, is still in the pi --.--
sion of th-.1 family

— Mr. Talburtt having
died in lSt!">

—
and it was on the rustic

seat under the chestnut tree, on the bank
of the cast branch oi' the Potomac, so near
the mouth a- to U- practically on themain
river, and a littlemore than a mile east of
south from the Capitol building, that John
i:ward Payne, with hi- own inspired ge-
nius and an aid-de-camp of mint julep,
drafted this immortal composition. The

seat, he! ia- a precious heir loom i-
preserved in the attic of the old home;
and tin' chestnut tree, now partly •lead.
with it< top cut away ami much of it-bark
chipped oil as mementoes stillmarks the
birthplace of this song, that wili live
while the JSnglish tongue is spoken or a
thatched roof covers the head of an hum-
ble inhabitant of earth.

TuREE-ForBTHs of your ailments arise
from liver troubles, which Simmons Liver
Regulator cures.

«

BACKAMEIsTO DAILT RECORD-TTSIOy, SATPKPAY, JUNE 29, 1889.- EIGHT PAGES.)
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BALING_HAY.
IN ORDER TO TEST THE DIFFERENCE IN*. Bait Rope, about which there is much dis-
cussion, we today used one coil Eastern-made
rope, b'J R)s. which baled 67 bales hay. wui);biug
S3< tons, takitiK about 7 tt.s rope per ton. an.l one
coil of TUBBS CORDAGE iX>:* make, 57 Ibg,
which baled S3 bales, weighiug 11., tons, taking
"1 !f^per ton. These facts prove that it takes
about 40 per cent, more of Eastern rope to bale
a ton ol hay than it does ot the Tubbs Rope.
We UM-ilsix strands to the bale aud not a strand
of the Tubbs Rope broke.

J. R. WRIGHT. Owner.
MARTINWOLLESON, Baler.

Calistoga, June f. ;"'-'.
Ithis day baled my hay with TfflßS CORD-

AGE CO.'S Bale rope, five strands to the bale,
and it took less than 4 lbs rope to bale a ton. Nota strand broke. J. O. BI'TTERKIELD.

Calistoga. June 6. 1889. jelS-MThSlm-lp^w

Health and Happiness go hand in
hand, the possession of both being
necessary tothe fullenjoyment of life.
Rheumatism and Neuralgia have baf-
fled the best doctors to such an extent
that they have been regarded incur-

able diseases until ATH-LO-PHO-ROS
was discovered. This great remedy
is recognized as the only medicine
\u25a0which cures both these terrible dis-
eases, and over three thousand tes-

timonials can be seen at their office.
The worst cases of Neuralgia and
Rheumatism succumb to its opera-
tion. ~*

$1.00 Per Bottle, at all Drug Stores.

The Best
Blood
Purifier

is that which keeps the Liver
and Stomach inhealthy con-
dition.

COOD DICESTION * *
MEANS* COOD BLOOD.

Nothinginthe world so sue-
'

cessfully treats the digestive
organs as Mandrake, and the
onlypure, safe and reliable
preparation ofMandrake is

Dr.Schencks
Mandrake

Pills.
For S»le byall Drngglota. Price 25 ct«. jwrbox;

3 boxes for 65 ets.; orRent hymail, postage free, on
receipt ofprice. Dr.J. H.Schenck & Son, Philad'ft.

SMALLIN SIZE. LARCE INRESULTS"
/fJ/OBBfS. UEGEtABLE f^O,

JHOBB'SL&buPILLS!?"
PRODUCE FLESH,

\u25a0&>- cure fta
sick Him\u25a0\u25a0_

53 (ii\sl:l\l»i\,

B"i »Ysn:rsi.\. --^
IMIU.KSTIO-V. «

nii.ioi'sxEss ( }
f- m ALI,lIVFRiSTftMMIICOSPLVISTS. 7&
;L Or. Ilobb-NI.tllleV<-K«-lnl>irIl>V,Pill*win free the DstemofaU tbe ,}s,vJ, tlwiin«uil fiHicrillrijTlrm HieyareVU
-r >ii{»rraatril. do not «.i i|'<' ifSi/ *»rj-Miinll.rm;Inlake.onl.i S>

'V) one piII«dow. They are purely fTy
'«v*»fl«fclf. being • —

v
vLj rumpuunded ofvise- X»/^~V vQ>
?£. tables Inrttepnous to /#ty oj

_
\ /S.•Ju; i':i'.lfi>rnin. Try them. Tf/"/N!'JbJI\E)

f*\4.1 |.III»Ine;ic!i vi:U.I\L*FAjifnN
'\u25a0-^ S3<-ealna vial,three I»,» <ft I<?s
ib)vi:i!s f.>r S5 ctnts, or\ r^S'^JI.m
JS<tiveforW. All ilr.ic- STTrT^J <>S
(I)Rist-o, or sent by mail WJ/f<y forcash or stamps. rSs
V' HOBB S MEDICINE CO.

'
r

-:
5O PntHtton, Sai Franeftco, Cat. U.S.4. (H)

I MTSfELLATHEOrs.

REMtT

DY
BE F>Al*J

ITCONQUERS PAIN
Relieves and cures HEADACHE.

EHEUMATISM, Toothache, Sprains
NKrK.vi.9iA, BBCISBS,

Sciatica, Lumbago. Burns and Scalds
At Druggist* and Healer*.

THECHARLES A. VOGELER CO.. Ba:t;mcre, Mi

THIRD ANNUAL MEETING—
OF IRK—

TWENTY-SIXTH DISTRICT!
4MADOR AND .SACIJ4.MENTO .

—TO BE RCLO AT—

io:n":e! cal.,
August 0, 7. 8 and it, IsI*;*.

Speed Prosrnninic.
Hr-t D«y—Tmsdajr, Aognat 6. ls.s;>.

No. I—BUNKING BTA.KI :
I

"

. *
$60 1 eighths

No. 2—RUNNING StAKtt—Fol
trance; $25 forttit;S. -\u25a0 add< a ol Uich STS

\u25a0

I—TROTTING PCRBE-2:a7 class; t •

Secoud Day
—

Wednesday. August 7. ISS'.i.
No 4—RCNNISG STAKE FOl all tgi

-
trani \u25a0 .

Liters and rei> RUNNING STAKE—For a
enti 1 11-

N\>. 6—l ROTTING PI ,:
year-o
quin, K. Do
Third I)MV-Thur*ila>. Au«u I8, 1889

No. 7—RUNNING 3TAKJE I
\u25a0

No. B—Rl'NJi
-

.:• For tl
\u25a0

ol
"'

I v
on.

No. 9- I
Wllln

- '

Fourth Day— Friday, Aagual !). 1880.
N.. 10-RI N'KING STAKI

entrai
u*lt mile

Ha lI—RUNNING STAKK -1 t all :..
\u25a0

17J u> net ond; "ii<-mile and 1
TaOTTIMi POKSE— Free toi :i

Entr \u25a0 retaiv on JULY20,

Trott! -
\u25a0 0 •'.. Arc '.0 be

best three ;:i Bye. Entrana lit. ou
to &> compaai nomlnatl in. Panes di-

al the n;iL'ol 80 per cent I
cent tn get ond. to per r,-.a. to third. National

to govern.-
of the Si

-
lety to

1 running ra
An extra dajra racing winbe given. 11

trai *>one oi the ben n-.:.i fastest on tb<
No pail

-
'\u25a0> .'.' be *p re Iby the management :•>

have the track in tbe beat :-
1 and Bret-class accoi

Hone will be provided. In tact everything
\u25a0 try for the comfort of our patrons willbo
: v ai ranged -

GREGORY, Pret
W -•\u25a0!

SAUCE. ,

1.

—- "^ •
Signature i;en ererj- bottle of the ffenuine anj

origioAL

JOHN DUNCAN'S SONS, NEW YORK.

LIEBIG COMPANY'S
EXTRACT OF MEATI

Finest and Cheapest Meat Flavoring Stock for
Soups. Made Dishes and Sauces. As Beef Tea, an
••invaluable tonic and an agreeable stimulant."
Annual sale, 8.000,000 jars..

Genuine onlywith fac-ginilleof Justus yon

L.iebig'B signature InHLITKacrostt label.
Bold by Storekeepers, Grocers and Dmggistp.

LIEBIG'S EXTRACT OF MEAT CO.. Ltd
Lotnlon. Bold by LANGLEY & MICHAELS
SHERWOOD & SHERWOOD, and H. LEVI &o >.. ~an Francisco. 03-6mWi?

fj wecordiallyrecemmeM
jM^^B^^^^^^^^M 7

-
r<'n' :; -1«t itnir\j

Mmamr r»r«. i^. knownto us forGooorrhcen
JK9F' TO 5 DATS

•
JHflFGu&raataeJ no; '«^ Wehave srliconsider.
[Cm eaoj« Strfcur*.

* *.>'.e. and in erery case U
a£J . bai^'ven sati&factica

Q^;!°°'-T_^ '»;_ &icott a 1 \u25a0-\u25a0-.

* Pn.« »i.oo.
MWS

CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH

PENNYROYALPILLS
.r^%;X Th-«r1rin«1.0.,1, c.i,..1i,e /^.£7 K( i"i*"Wk

'"'
most n-liablffillfnr<•>:-. V3^^\

ttXiJ^Jf^S *at**Vtl
•nJ «*c'"'"-(C3!i

rv .m,v'^ k'iiuh>'iItlHmonil Itri^nil, \^Ts'
t*s w,'T i'>'«d "'•"\u25a0al;i'- '"v -\u25a0\u25a0'\u25a0\u25a0 i \y
I—l«- ftf'irilhblueriWi.Hi.ainluooept v
I/ W 1 j!i.t. Illlrna1.:. \u25a0

IJJJI )pf pi^t'-boar 1l>.i\'-.»it!i pink wrai'pyrsare
\ nf' a dun|prr»UM counterfeit.—
\_ X/ P.-n.'. Ic. «-a:v.!^ '.\u25a0\u25a0? |firticularl anj
N«—-"' 'Itellrr for l.adlm,- ir. 1.-«, bj

rpturnm^i.. 1O.OOI) te»timniilul>
-

n lABlIS"-"hituiedihna»i:li Sum-*". NAME PAPER.
ChichesterChemicaH'o..MadisonS(i.,Pliila.,P»-

NOTICE TO THE PUBLIC.
"VTOTICE IS HEREBY GIVEN THAT THE
i\ partnership heretofore existing between
H. K. WALLACEand WAI.TKK H/ImiNALM-
?OX. under the firmname of H. K. WALLACE
& CO.. doing business at No. !Oi X street, city

of Sacramento. State ofCalifornia, is this day
dissolvfd by mutual consent. WALTER H. DON-
ALDSON" retirius from the tirm.

H. K.WALLACE willcontinue the husiuess
at the same place, and willcollect all debts ow-
ing to and assume all liabilititsoutstanding
asaicst the late firm. W. H. DONALDSON".

H. X WALLACE.
Dateil Sacramento, June 3,15?9. jeS-4t S

XrOTICETOCREDITORS.— ESTATE OFMAR-
i>| TIN DART, deceased. Notice is hereby
given by the undersigned. Executor of the
estate o"f MARTINDART, deceased, to the
creditors of and all persons having; claims
against the said deceased, to exhibit them, with
the necessary voucher*, within ten months
after the first publication ot ihis notice, to the
said executor, at the law office of CHACNCEY
11. DUNN, 920 Fifth street, in the cityofSaera-
uento, California, the same being the place for
the transaction of the business of the said estate
in the county of Sacramento, State of Califor-
nia.

Dated June 1. 1559. L.S. DART,Executor.
Chavncey 11. DUSK, Attorney forExecutor.

jel-5t.S

XTOTICE TO CREDITORS.— ESTATE OF
XN ANN KAY. deceased. Notice is hereby
given by the undersigned, the Executor of the
estate of ANN KAY, deceased, to the cred-
itors of, and allpersons having claims against

said deceased, toexhibit them, with the nec-
essary affidavitsor vouchers, within four months
after the first publication of this notice, to him
at the office of MATT F. JOHNSON. 607 Istreet,
Sacramento. California. C. F. FORBES,
Executor of the estate ofANNKAY,deceased.

Dated June 1.1889.
Matt F. Johnson. Attorney torExecutor.

jel-5tS

SACRiMEXTQ PUBLISHING CO.

ITHE DAILY RECORD-UNION.

THE SUNDAY UNION.

THE WEEKLY UNION.

A NEW DEPARTURE,
—A SP] ENDID-

SEVEN-DAY PAPER.

The SUNDAY UNION also sont'to all
WEEKLY Subscribers.

NO INCREASE IN PRICE.

The Leading Papers

CALIFORNIA.

They are the pioneer Journals,

which, from early years In the his-
tory of th^ const, have main-

tained the

Front Rank in Journalism,
. Having every news facility with

I the San Francisco Leading Dallies,'
and sustaining the FULLEST PUB-

LICCONFIDENCE.

The only papers on the
icoast, outside of San.
|Francisco, which receive

Ithe full Associated Press
Dispatches and Specials.

Df ALLRE3PKCTS THE

best' advertising

SON THE PACIFIC COAST.

Clean in all Departments, and there-
fora pre-eminently THE Family Journal,

Tbe Best Paper for the HOMESEEKER.
for the Merchant, Fanner, Mechanic,

iand all who desire the fall news of the
day presented in a cleanly manner.

THE WEEKLY UNION,

Sunday Union,

Has the largest circula-
tion of any paper on the
Pacific Slope, its readers
being found in every

•town and hamlet, with a
constantly increasing list
in the Eastern States and
Europe. Special attention
paid to the publication of

truthful statements of the
resources of California
and the entire Coast; Best

methods of Agriculture,

Fruit and Vine Growing.

They will go to
greater lengths to
build up California
than any paper on the
Coast.

ALL POSTMASTERS ARE AGENTS.

DAILY RECOBD-UNION and

SUNDAY UNION" (one year).. ..s6 00
WEEKLY UNIONand SUNDAY

UNION (one year) 2 00
; WEEKLY UNION (alone) 150

SUNDAY UNION (alone) 1 00
THE SEVEN-DAY PAPEE de-

livered by carrier, per month 65

I THE SUNDAY UNION (alone),
1 by carrier, per month 25

ADDRESS:

Sacramento Publishing Co.,
oaCBAMBVIO, CAL.


