
Som*. of the Carious Things that Were
Known Centuries Ago.

It is not generally known that the
custom of keeping birthdays is many
thousand years *ld. It is recorded in the
4th chapter of Genesis, 20th verse: "And
it came to pas* the third day, which was
Pharaoh's birthday, that he "made a feast
unto all his servants."

One of the most celebrated peals ofbells
in London is that of Bt. Mary-le-bow,
f.-heapside, which form the basis of a pro-
verbial expression meant to mark em-
phatically a London nativity. Brand
speaks of a substantial endowment by a
citizen for the ringing of Bow bells every
morning to wake up the London appren-
tices.

The modern names of sizes of books are
derived from the foldingof paper. When
the sheet is not folded ita called a folio,
and this size is very fashionable through-
out the sixteenth and seventeenth centu-
ries. The folio sheet doubled become* a
quarto; another doubled constitutes the
octavo of eight leaves or sixteen pages.

There is in existence a curious class of
knives, of the sixteenth century, the
blades of which have on one side the
musical notes to the benediction of the
table, or grace before meat, aud on the
other side the grace after meat. The set
of these knives usually consisted of four.
They were kept in an upright CMC of
stamped leather, and were placed before
the singer.

The bamboo tree does not blossom until
itattains its thirtieth year, when it pro-
diuvs seed profusely and then dies. It is
said that a famine was prevented inIndia
in 1812 by the sadden dowering of the
bamboo trees, where 50,000 people resorted
to the jungle to gather the seed for food.

The most costly undertaking of a liter-
ary character ever undertaken by a single
individual is the magnificent work on
"Mexico," by Lord Kinesborough. This
stupendous piece of work is said to have
been produced at an enormous cost to the
author. It is comprised in seven im-
mense folio volumes, embellished by about
1,000 colored illustrations.

Air cushions are supposed to be an in-
vention of modern times, but that this lux-
ury was anticipated as long ago as the
time of Ben Johnson is evident from a
passage in the "Alchemist," where Sir
Epicure [Mammon enumerates to Surly a
list of good things to lieexpected. Among
these indulgences is this prophetic fore-
cast of modern inflated india-rubber bed
and cushions: "Iwill have all-my beds
blown up, not stuffed"; down is too hard.''

Toward the beginning of 1700 the
crowns of hats were mostly round, much
lower than before, and had very broad
brims, respmbling what are now occasion-
ally called (Quakers' hats ;the protrusive
encumbrance soon suggested the conveni-
ence of their being turned up infront.
Fashion dictated the unbending of another
side or flap, and ultimately a third;so
that, by this process, in 1704, the regular
three-cocked hat became the order of the
day, when feathers ceased to be usually
worn.

The first bridges were of wood, and the
earliest of which we have any account was
built inRome, 500 years B. C. The next
was erected by Julius Ca-sar for the passage
of his army across the Rhine. Trajan's
great bridge over the Danube, 4,770* feet
Ion?, was made of timber, with stone
piers. The Romans also built the first
stone bridge, which crossed the Tiber.
Suspension bridges are of remote origin.
A Chinese one mentioned by Kirchen,
made of chains supporting a road-
roadway 830 feet in length, w*ibuilt A.
D.65, and is still to be seen. The first
large iron bridge was erected over the
Severn in1777. The age of railways lias
brought a remarkable development inthis
branch of engineering, especially in the
construction of bridges of iron and steel.

She Came Down.
"Laura," said the old man, "willyou

have some taters ?"
"If you refer to the farinaceous tubers

which pertain to the solunum tuberosum,
and which are commonly known as pota-
toes," replied the sweet girl graduate,

"
I

would be pleased to be helped to a modi-
cum of the same. But taters ? Taters ?
I'm quite sure, papa, they are something
of whichInever before had the pleasure of
hearing."

The old man pounded on the table until
the pepper caster lay down for a rest,
and then remarked in a tone of icy calm-
ness :

"
Laura, willyou have some of the

tatere?" •
"Yes, papa.''
Is our boasted high school system a fail-

ure, or is itnot ?
—

Terre Haute Erprsss.

Bcmmkrtimk brings colic and stomach-
ache. Simmons' Liver Regulator cures it.

"Of course it's the climate," said Wal-
ton, as he read the letter.

"
The damp,

mild,enervating, soul-and-body-destroying
Irkham climate that's making her morbid.
Iremember it well enough, and how it
seemed to

—
Ugh!it's not worth think-

ing of. But 1 won't let Ada go there
again. Happily, she won't want to. thanks
to this notion."

He wrote a jesting protest to her, saying
that her ghost story came like the other
Christmas annuals, too long before Christ-
mas, and after all hadn't even a ghost in
it.^ "Never mind, little girl,"he added,"
I'llbe with you soon, and be something

so real to think of that the cobweb 'feel-
ings' and 'impressions' you speak of will
vanish from your brain. But don't say
anything to your sister or her husband
that willput them out of love with their
house when they have just got comfortably
settled in it,after spending so much on
making itpretty. Besides

—
though theos-

ophy is in fashion now, and allthe clever
young fellows, who would have been rank
materialists ten years ago, are seeing vis-
ions and dreaming dreams, and generally
overstepping the bounds that separate
matter and spirit

—
Idon't want you, mv

darling, to be anything but a most human,
lovable littlewile."

Ada obediently tried to repress her fan-
cies, and to enjoy life as it was lived in
Irkham;but she could not succeed. She
grew more depressed and nervous every
day. Perhaps it was indeed the climate
that weakened her; perhaps she felt a
certain loneliness even with Helen, who
had now plenty of friends among young
matrons of her own stamp

—healthy,
happy, animal-like creatures for the most
part, who likedtheir husbands much and
their houses more, and their smart clothes
most of all. Ada felt lonely among them,
in spite of their treating her with a spon-
taneous friendliness which was their best
characteristic, and her loneliness deepened
the strange, morbid impression she had
taken up concerning Gore House. When
she wrote first to her lover on the subject,
the idea had been vague and undefined :
bnt, as the days went on, itgathered clear-
ness and coherence."
Iam ashamed," she wrote now, "to

speak to you again of the sillynotionI
have got into my head about this house ;
butIpromised to tell you everything, and
somehow this fancy terms far more real to
me than any of the solid, tangible things
round me. Iknow almost the whole story

now
—

and haven't seen anything or heard
anything, nor have Imentioned the matter
to a soul eicept you ;but yet

—
Iknow.

There wasa murder committed here onee
—

let me speak of the thing as ifithad really
hapjened. A child—just fancr, George, a
poor, innocent littlechild

—
was taken out

of the room that is now my boudoir and
tarried down stairs into the drawing-room
and killed, and then buried under the
trees on the lawn. Isitnot horrible? At
least, it would be horrible if it had ever
happened, and wasn't only a dream of my
imagination. Iam ashamed to tell you
.-uch nonsence, and yet 1 must speak of it
to somebody, for the consciousness of it
weiehs me down, as if Iwere somehow
connected with the guilty secret."

"Good heavens! i.sshegoingmad?" Wal-
ter asked himself when lie read these sen-
tences. "Iknow she is absurdly sensitive
to the vaguest impressions, and the society
of that unimaginative, worldly sifter of
hers willdrive her more and more in upon
herself. And Irkhnm in December is
enough to make anybody think of murder
and suicide. Imust go to her as soon as I
can, and I'llbring her away with me the
day after Christmas, and ifIcan help it
she'll never enter the place again. Helen
can come to Ix>ndon ifshe wants to see
her."

do. nothing that you see or feel, is too
trivial to interest me. Remember that,
Ada; remember that you are all the world
to me; that a new life willbegin for me
when you are my wife."

Ada sighed, thinking, not gladly,of the
new life that would then begin for her,
but she was thankful to lie released by her
imperious lover at the price of a kiss or
two, and still more thankful next day to
leave Bmoky London for smokier Irkham.

Her first letter to her lover was bright
and cheerful enough, fullof the details he
said he cared for

—
a description ofHelen's

house in general, of the littlesitting-room
set apart for herself in particular, its
chairs, its books, the china plates hnng on
the walls, the dainty inkstand, even the
Shakespeare calendar on the writing table,
at which she penned the letter. There
were enough of the trivialities he had
asked for, and not much besides

—
not

enough affection to justify the passionate
way in whk-h he kiszed the cold, crisp,
lifeless paper, nor the fervor with which
he exclaimed under -his breath :

"
Un-

worthy as J. am, I'll'make her a kinder
husband than, perhaps, a better man
would. She'll never know what Ihave
been, and for her sake I'lllive as purely
as such innocence deserves."

Poor George Walton !Hehart, itseemed,
something in his past life that he
wished to conceal from Ada, and he never
guessed that down in that quiet, simple
heart of hers also there lay a littlesecret,
sad, however innocen'.. He sighed, and
then recalled with a bitter look that itwas
the day on which he ought to send a cer-
tain quarterly remittance, which, though
meanness was not one of his faults, was
never dispatched without a curse.

Ada's next letter was less cheerful.
''You willthiuk me awfully stupid," she
said init,

"
but Ihave got quite depressed

since Icame here. Perhaps it is the cli-
mate, which certainly is horrid; nothing
but rain

—
smoky, dirty, towny rain. But

Ihave quite a horrid impression about
this house ;1 think it was the trees at the
foot of the lawn that gave itto me first.
There are three of them growing all to-
gether

—
quite large trees for a town gar-

den, but there is a horrid red fungus grow-
ingon them that made me feel quite faint
the first time Isaw it. 1 think it was
there Igot the dreadful feelingIam tell-
ing you of

—
Ican't define it .1bit yet, but

Iam always conscious of it
—

and it fol-
lowed me up the garden, into the drawing-
room

—
which has long windows opening on

a veranda Ithink Itold you
—

and even
up_ U> my little boudoir, where Iam
writing about it to you. For Ican't get
ridof it; that's the silly thing. At night
Iwake up in a sort of horror ; not that I
have seen anything or dreamed anything,
but Ifeel as if Iwere going to hear of
something horrid, and though it is so id-
iotic and unreasonable Ican't get over the
impression. 1haven't told Helen or John
about it. Ibuppose it must be the cli-
mate.' 1

CHAPTER I."
Iwish you weren't going away, Ada,"

said Captain Walton.
"

Why on earth
should you go to Irkham for Christmas,
instead ofspending it inLondon ?"

He was engaged to Ada Bennett, and
was a masterful lover, passionate— indeed,
almost -too passionate for the shy-eyed,
timidgirlat his side

—
but masterful and

accustomed to have his own way withmen
and women. Yet, in spite ofhis strength
of will,little Ada might have bad the
firmness to withstand his wishes and de-
cline his love if ithad nut been backed
up by the aunt who so often assured her
she had "been more than a mother to her'—

yes, far more !
—

and by her sister
Helen.

Helen Bennett
—

no one ever thought of
calling her Nellie

—
was what is generally

termed a "nice, sensible sort of girl;"the
sort of girl who does not let romance or
c«price or thin-skinnedness of any sort in-
terfere with her advancement in life.
When the I'cnnetts' father died and left
them as nearly penniless as twenty pounds
a year each could make them, no foolish
pride, no dreams of independence, made
Helen refuse the home which her aunt,
Mrs. Penrhyn, offered them. Helen and
Mrs. Penrhyn came toterms at once, with-
out even expressing the terms in so many
words. The girls were to make themselves
agreeable

—
that is, dust the drawing-room,

arrange flowers, entertain dull visitors,
make up for any deficiencies of ill-trained
servants, and look always smiling, grateful,
and well dressed on twenty pounds a
year.

"And some day, if all goes well," added
Mrs. Penrhyn, "I'llsee you in good homes
of your own,Ihope."

This was meant as an announcement
that the girls were to accept the fir.-t eli-
gible men who sought them. Helen saw
this, and did her duty nobly. Irkham

—
black, smoky Irkham, where the jangle of
machinery was heard continually, and the
air was thick with smoke and cotton flue

—
might not be her ideal of a city; nor was
John Baggallay —

rich in factories and
ve^ed funds, but not overburdened with
either aspirates \u0084 r aspirations —

her ideal
of a husband. But she accepted both, and
was as happy as s woman of her nature
needs to be.

Ada, though far the milder of the two,
proved the more rebellious. Perhaps it
ir-ib the fault of Laurie Per.rhyn —

her
cousin Ijiurie, who fell in love with her
without consulting the wishes of either
his mother or his cousin Helen. He
seemed to think that consulting Ada's was
enough. Herein he erred, for though last
Christmas, just a year ago, when he was
home from Glasgow on a brief holiday, he
Lad asked Ada if she loved him, and she
had whispered "yes,"' that did not secure
her for his wife. When he had gone
Helen treated Ada to much common
sense, to which Mrs. Penrhyn added a
little uncommon coldness, and finally
Helen herself wrote the letter which re-
leased him from "'a hasty and ill-consid-
ered engagement, the impulse of youth
and thoughtlessness.' 1as she put it,being
herself live years younger than Laurie
Penrhyn, though certainly more given
than he to taking thought for the morrow
than the days succeeding.

"You littlegoose!" she said to her sis-
ter, "Laurie has only two hundred pounds
a year, and if you get "engaged to him
auntie will turn you out of doors. She
means her handsome son to catch an heir-
ess. And there's Captain Walton evi-
dently attracted by you. Iwish Ihad
such a chance !"

For Helen had accepted her Baggallay
by this time, and, though prepared to
swallow him, could not refrain from a wry
faoe or two.

"Laurie is getting on very wall," pro-
tatted Ada.

"Perhaps ne is, but Captain Walton has
got on, which is much more to the point.
What on earth do you want, Ada? He is
a gentleman. He has that look which a
man who has once been in the army never
loses, and ifit i« true, as people say, that
he made his money in India by dabbling
in opium—why, he's made his money, and
that's the chief point. Idon't see what
fault you can find withhim f

"He's too old."
"Old! Forty-five or so. That isn't old.

You're a romantic littledonkey, Ada, but
if you refuse George Walton I'llnever
forgive you."

Ada did not risk angering her sister.
Captain Walton proposed inJuly, and was
duly accepted, which made Laurie Pen-
rhyn exclaim, when in the beginning of
December he was offered a good post inan
American ship-building yard, that a fellow
never got anything he wanted until it was
too late to profit him.

Captain Walton did not think so. He
seemed to think that Ada Bennett's love,
or at least her promise to be his wife,
would profithim very much, though he
was impatient, and thought it hard that
he must wait till spring before he was
allowed to claim his bride.
"Ishall be a new man when Ihave you

withme, d;trling," he said, with that fer-
vor ofpassion which frightened Ada more
than it plex--ed her. "You are every-
thing to me

—
strength, purity, happiness.

Ibelieve in heaven, when 1 look in your
eyes, even if Inever do at any other
Unie."

Poor Ada might be forgiven for think-
ing such wooing slightly blasphemous,
and very much too fervent to be comfort-
able."

At present Captain Walton felt deeply
aggrieved that his l>etrothed was deter-
mined, in that mild,obstinate way of hers,
to spend Christinas at Irkham with her
sister Helen, now Mrs. Baggallay.

"Itwould seem strange not to go to
Helen the first Christmas alter her mar-
riage," she said, "and, besides, Laurie is
coming home, so I'mbetter away."

"}\hat has that to dowith'it?" cried
the irritable lover.

Ada looked nervous aud equivocated :
"He is going abroad almost immedi-

ately, and he and his mother won't want
aiiv third person with them during his last
few days at home."

"H'm! Well, Iwish you weren't going
to Irkham, that's all. It's a beastly hole."

"Do you know itat all, (ieorge?' 1
'

asked
the girl, bringing out her lover's name
with.an cfl'ort, as she always did.

Captain Walton looked as ifhe didnot
like the question."

Iwas there once, fifteen years ago, and
1 bad enough of it then.""

Fifteen years ago' Ah. that was just
when you came home from India, wasn't
it? Well, it may have Improved since
then. And Helen says her home is charm-
ing—

an old house with a large garden,
once in the country, which the town has
come up and surrounded. It's not the sort
of house the Irkhamiles like, she tells me.
They prefer brand-new plaster and stucco.
ami can't understand her being so fond of
(Jore Home."

\u25a0'\u25a0'\u25a0\u25a0 It's an ugly name.
"

"
Yes, iMi't it '.' Imet wjk Helen ifany

one was ever killed there. Or, 111 let
you ask her; for yon are coming up for
Chltttmaa Ifey, aren't you ? Really, you
needn't grumbU so at my going.""
Iwoulun't, if you weren't going a

fortnight before me. However, Imust
submit for the present. But. after the first
week in March, your days of liberty are
numbered, my pet.""

Then Imust make the most of those
left me," 6he said, with a nervous little
smile. "So I'llgo off to Irkham and be
free of your chains till the day before
Christmas Eve."'"Well, see that you write to me often
and tellme everything. Nothing that you

lie was seriously alarmed, thinking of
the possible efiect on Ada's health and
mind of this strange, morbid fancy of hers.
For he loved her with a peerioo she could
hardly have understood, and felt as if the
one ray of light that brightened his path
would be quenched ifaaythiag prevented
her Incoming his wife. So he got a time-
table, and, having studied it, took the fir.-i
train to irkhain, determined t<> see Ada at
once, and cure her of her gloomy notions
at once by his presence and the power of
his love. . HATTER 11.

There was trouble in the K.iggallay
household. The parlormaid, with that
lack of consideration for her mi-tress" con-
venience which Helen looked upon as
characteristic of the servant ebnft. sprained
her ankle a few days liefore Christmas.
Another equally competent dooteetic was
not to be had at a moment's notice, and
Mrs. Baggallay had bmd invitations fora
dinner party on Christmas Eve, when -he
proposed to introduce her sister's be-
trothed to her especial friends. Helen
was indespair; she felt that fate was using
her unkindly, and in her depression was
glad to listen to a suggestion of the girl's,
who in her turn did not wish to lose a
comfortable situation. She had a wid-
owed sister, a Mrs. Wallwork

—
evidently,

from the way she spoke of her, the mem-
ber of her family who had ''got on"

—
who

afterward that Ibegan to put things to-
gether.""

Did they know many }>eople inIrk-
ham?" asked Helen."

Not a soul. Iremember my mistress
once saying toMr.Everett that they were
more solitary there than in the midst of a
desert, and he answered that there wAs no
place iiKebig cities for concealment.' 1"

And why
—

why did he do this dread-
ful thing?'1

"Ah,miss, it's a sad world!« said the
woman. "There's tilings the like of you
don't understand. And perhaps Mr.Ever-
ett didn't killhis child. Ididn't see him
do it; only whenIwoke up and found the
baby gone, Irushed out to the landing and
saw ;\u25a0 lightdownstairs. Ifollowed that. It
came from the open drawing-room door,
and there was the poor child lyingdead. I
cried out, and then ray master rushed in
by the open window from the garden, and—

silenced me."
"How V
"He gagged me and carried me upstairs

to the nursery. Then he tied me down to
•nay bed with the sheets, and left me for a
time. He came back at last, and said :"

'Unless you want a grave dug foi your-
self, too, you had better dress yourself
quietly and come with me.'

"Iwas afraid of what he might do, so I
obeyed him. When Iwas ready, and
went out of the room, 1found my niistre»
waitingon the landing, dressed to go out.
She was trembling, and Ithink she was
crying a little, but very quietly, only I
could hear her sobbing occasionally. The
three of us weut downstairs. Itried to
walk as heavily as Icould, thinkingI
might rouse the other two servants; but
they sltpt at the end of a long passage in
the back of the house, and 1 was still
gagged and could not cry. When we
got out of doors, Mr. Everett said to his
wife:

\u25a0 'Youknow your way. do you not, and
have money enough for the present i
Go straight away, and I'llfollow you as
soon as 1have settled this creature.'

"My mistress went off by herself, and I
thought my end had come: but he only
kept me walking through the town till
morning—

oh, butIwas tired!
—

and then
took me to the railway station and put me
in the train for Berelowe, the place I
came from. He put t-oine money into my
hand and said Iwouldget more ifIheld
my tongue; and that was the last Iever
saw of him, and I've never breathed a
wordabout it till(his day."

"But why did he do it? Why didhe
do it?" cried Ada.

"That's what Ican't tellyou forcertain,
''

said Mrs. Wallwork. 1-Ihave my notions.
Well. I'lltellyou, and you can make what
you like out of it. One morning not long
before Ihad taken the baby to her room.
She had just had a cup of tea and a letter
brought to her, and she was reading it
when Iwent in. Before Igot near her
she jumped up with a cry and ran into her
husband's dressiug room, and Iheard her
say:

•' 'Oh, George, this is terrible! Alfred's
coming home. He is so old, so old;why
can't he die and leave me free!'

"Mr.Everett pulled to the door with a
bang, and Iheard nothing more; but I've
wondered sinee

—well, Imay be wrong.
There's no use talking about."

"And did you do nothing to bring this
man to justice?' asked Mrs. Baggallay."

N
—

no. You know what it is when
poor folks try to set the law against rich
ones; snd, besides, Ididn't know anything
about where Mr. and Mrs. Everett had
gone to. Icame up to Irkham after a day
or two, and went to the house, but it was
empty, except that bailiffs were taking
away the furniture. Ididn't want to get
into trouble, so Isaid nothing."

"Oh, it's horrible that such a crime
should go unpunished!" exclamed Ada,
rising from her seat and walking towards
the window. She felt maddened with the
story that she had just heard. She longed
to avenge that murdered child, whose
spirit, it now seemed to her excited imagi- \u25a0

nation, had been trying to win her ear
ever since she came to the house. She
longed to search for this unnatural father, i
and bring him to justice, but how should
she begin ? She had been standing with
her hand resting on the writingtable, and
a sudden, impatient movement she made in!
reflecting on her powerlessness, caused the
calendar that layon it to fall. Stooping
mechanically to pick itup, her eye fellon
the motto given for that 22d of December:
"The gods are just, and of our pleasant i
vices make instruments to scourge us."

"Is that enough?" she asked herself.
"Does the vengeauce of God reallypursue
and punish every wrong-doer? Can we
leave it to him?"

She did not answer her own questions,
but she no longer felt bound to help on
the punishment of the crime.

CHAPTER 111.
Captain Walton found, when he arrived

at Irkham, that Gore House was not easy
to discover. The address, as he had re-
ceived it from Ada, must have been in-
complete, though the omniscience of the
postman had insured the safe conveyance
of his letters. He could tell the cabman
to whose care he entrusted himself what
district of the town it was in, but for the
rest ke had to trust to that cabman's
knowledge, which was found wanting, and
the chapter of accidents. Happily this
brought to their aid one of the said om-
niscient postmen, to whom the cabman ap-
pealed for jinidance.

"Gore House !why, it's at the end of
Gore street," he was contemptuously in-
formed. "Turn off Cambridge street at
the end of Rusliton lane, and then take
the first turn to the left."

The names struck with a painful famil-
iarity on the ear of the traveler, but he
mentally echoed his driver's exclamation :

"There ! There's no Gore House off
Rushton lane that Iknows of."

"They called it that after Gore street
was built,"exclaimed the postman. "It's
the house that used to be called Wrexham
Lodge."

"I know where you are now?" ex-
chimed the cabman, drivingon ;but Wal-
ton covered his face with his hands.

"Wrexham Lodge!" he said to himself.
"And Ada's in it

—
in that house of all

places in the world."
He forced himself to seem calm when

he reached the house and got out. His ar-
rival was unexpected, for he had come to
Irkhama day sooner than he had intended,
and the housemaid who opened the door
for him did not know exactly what to do
withhim. So she left him in the hall
whileshe went up to Ada's boudoir tocon-
fiulther mistress.

"Show him into the drawing-room, of
course," said Mrs. Baggallay. "Ada.you'd
better go and receive Captain W;ilton'
yourself.

"If you like," said Ada, "but I.can't
bear to go into the drawing-room just yet;
the idea of it is too dreadful. MayIbring
him up here? Idon't feet any horror of
this room, and, ifyou don't mind, wemight
sit here this evening."

".lust as you like," though it's rather
small. Run oft', and meantime I'lltake
Mn, Wallworkdown the back staircase."

Ada went off, but Helen detained Mrs.
Wallwork for a final word:

"Seeing that this is such an old story,
and that we can do nothing in the matter,
perhaps it would be better to make no
alliiMonto anything you

—
ah

—
fancied oc-

curred in this house. There's no proof,
you know, and

—
you understand."

"Oh, yes, ma'am," answered the woman,
eagerly. "I don't want to speak of it,
only 1 was so took aback at seeing that
room that the whole story came out. But
it's no business ofmine, and

—
well

—
there's

five pounds come to me every quarter
since that time. Idon't know who sends
it,but itcomes. So I'llkeep quiet."

"I understand," ssid Helen, with a
sense of relief; and she led her along the
corridor toward the door that separated
servants' rooms and staircase from the
other part of the honse.

As they went along, Ada and her lover

were coming upstairs. Mrs. Wallwork
Iturned to look at the pair

—
was there ever

a woman born who did not like to look at
jhappy lovers ?

—
but as she didso she again

j altered an exclamation, and seemed about
.to faint. Helen caught her, and Ada and
Captain Walton hurried to help her, but

t
as the latter approached she pushed him
away.

"Don't let him come near me !"' she
cried. "It's Mr.Everett, and he'll killme

:for telling you the truth."
"You are uiad, woman," cried Helen,

though at the moment she spoke she re-
membered with a sinking heart that Wal-
ton's entire name was George Everett

iWalton.
As for him, he came close to the woman

jto relieve Helen of her weight, apparently
jwithout recognizing her ;but at her words
he started Lack.

"Is ityou, woman, you!" he exclaimed.
"First the house, and then to findyou init,
spying on me as you did before. What
does itmean?"

"Yes, what does it mean, Captain Wai-'
1ton ?" echoed Helen, but in a different
tone. "If you are the man this woman

ithinks you are, you are a murderer and a
Ivillain. Is it true?"'

''No; it's a lie
—

a lie!" he cried ex-
;citedly. "She mistakes me for some one
else ; she's mad

—
she's

—"
Ada stopjied him.
"Telllies to all the world.George," she

said in a cold, stern tone he had never
heard before, "but speak the truth to me.

IIwas to be your wife;Ihave a right to
:know. Did you live in this house fifteen
:years a<jo under the name of George Ever-
.ett ? VVere you guilty of the sin. the

\u25a0 crime this woman accuses you of?"
"Ada," he answered, "all men are guilty

of things they are ashamed of. Search any

man's past
—"

I She held up her hand with a gesture
jthat silenced him.

"Itis enough," she said. "Go, before I
nni calm enough to decide whether or not
1ought to seek your punishment."

He bent his head and turned to go, but
to the girl who a few minutes before had

!been his betrothed he said a last word.
"Ada, Iam punished ;Ihave lost you."
Then he left the house, while the three

women stood silent, mute with a horror
that yet was mingled with awe.

The next day the Irkham newspapers
contained an account of a suicide that had
taken place the preceding evening.
George Walton had gone to a hotel, taken
a room, and there poisoned himself with a
solution of morphia, which, it seemed, he
always had about him. After this fashion
he had prepared himself for the discovery
that had come upon him at last.

Ada was very ill for a long time after
that gloomy Christmas at Irkham. Helen
thought at first that the horror of it would
killher, nnd found her only hope inthe
thought that her sister had never loved
George Walton. That thought carried
comfort toanother anxious heart, to whom
Ada's life was the most precious in the
world. And in the end she did recover
and find consolation, for the followingau-
tumn John Baggallay and Helen had to go
to Liverpoolto say good-bye to some friends
of theirs who were going to America

—
Mr. and Mrs. Laurence Penrhyn.

—
AUthe

Year Rotmd.

NEIGHBORS.

Your name is Helea ;are you dark or fair?
Deep blue your eves, or black as shadows ere
That lie in woods at midnuht? Tellme, sweet.
What form you wear—large, medium or petite ?
Inever saw you, nOl y-.u me, Iween,
Andyet our verses on the self-same sheet
Are printed in the last new magazine.

Ifain would know, fair neighbor, ifyour songcame Irom the woodlands or the city's throng
From mountain fastnos or beside the sea?
Breathed itiuchamb;red solitude, or free
As birds oa wine, amidst some sylvan scene"
[_jray yougrow acquaint, aud let us be
Neighbors ivtoougnt as iv the magazine.
So, mayIa«k ifyon are deeply blue
(As to the nose, imean.) or just a true
tfright liule woman -nothing Bostonese—
Wbosr eong Is sung without a thought to please
Aught but the tinger? May Ireadljetween
The lines, and ask raeh things as these,
Hoping they'll print them ivthe magazlte t
Did hope deferred— that is the weary time
Betwixt acceptance and the printed rhyme-
Make your sweet heart, like my old battered

soul.
Endure long agonies acd curse the whole
Confounded tribe ofeditors, whose keen,
CooL business sense would no; at once enroll
Our burning thoughts in their next magazine?
And did you anxiously each month e'er track,
From leading articles to bric-a-brac,
Each page, lest haply they had hid your verse
Between some dreaiy kindot prose?

—
or worse,

Lopped off a line to p*da page, and then
Misspelt your name, the tender poet's curse fAlas, fo: poets ina niacazine

'

Iquestion idly. Chance, and chance alone,
I'pon one page my ver^e and yours has thrown.But, let me whisper, e'er Idrop my pen,
Iam the steadiest qt allmarried men,
And write these lines—oh, may they yet be

seen
By your bright eyes '—Inhopes they'll brine me

ten
Or twenty dollars from some magazine.

—7V Century. , R. T.W. Dukk, Jr.
! «^»

The Fate of Old Shoes.
Itmay have been noticed that nowadays

very few old shoes and scraps of leather
are observable lying in our streets or dust-
heaps. This ig in a great measure due to
the collections of old scraps of leather,
which are taken to mills, where they are
cut :ip into fine dust. To this is added
about 40 per cent, of India rubber, and the
whole is then subjected to a pressare of
6,000 or 10,000 pounds per square foot.
The substance is then colored, and it is
sold at prices some 50 per cent, below that
of natural leather. Itis manifestly a poor
substitute, and is whollywanting in fiber;
infact, if it were not for the insane craze
for cheap articles, which buyers vainly
hope to substitute for those which, though
the original cost is greater, and yet in the
end cheaper, we should never hear of this
compound, which might almost as well be
made of saw-dust as leather-dust.

In consequence of the manufacture and
sale of large quantities of inferior leather,
many old-established tanners are now
stamping theirs with a trsde-mark, which
is some guarantee to the buyer, as he may
be sure no man willput his name or trade-
mark on an inferior article. Itis hoped
by thismeans toenable those who desire to
buy the best quality of leather, to be able
to secure what they want, namely, a relia-
ble article at a moderate cost.

The Chinese Wall.

The Chinese Wallis no myth, contrary
to recent assertions. Built1,700 years be-
fore America was discovered, 1,600 miles
of it slillremain erect. A correspondent
who recently rode two days from Pekin
and mounted its ramparts said :
Icould see it climbing the mountains

and going down the valleys as far as my
eyes could reach. It did not diminish in
strength nor size st the various points I
visited, and its masonry would have been
good work for the American builders of
to-day. Itis about twenty-five feet high,
and at the top it is so wide that two car-
riages could drive abreast along it and the
hubs of one would not touch those of the
other. Its exterior walls are of bine brick
of such a size that they look like massive
stones, and these are tilled in with earth
and paved with brick at the top. The
grass and (he moss have now grown over
the top of this great wall. No archers
now guard it,and itstands amid the snowy
mountains a monument of the almond-
eyed men who thus, two thousand years
ago, sought to protect their homi's and
those of their descendants for all time to
come.

Photo-Electric Ophthalmia.
A new disease called photo electric

ophthalmia is described as due to the con-
tinual action of the electric light on the
eyes. The patient is awakened in the
night by a severe pain around the eye,
accompanied with excessive secretion of
tears. Anoculist of Cronstadt is said to
have had thirty patients thus affected
under his care in the last ten years.

—
Scimct.

Springtime stirs up the bile. Simmons'
Liver Regulator removes it.

"Nothing. At least Ihave been told
nothing; but Ihave felt ever since I
entered this house that a crime had been
committed in it, and latterly 1 have felt
sure that a child was murdered here

—
taken from my littlesitting-room up stairs,
carried down here and killed, and then
buried under those trees in the lawn. I
never mentioned it to you, because it
seemed such a fantastic idea, but I'm sure
of it allthe same."

"What nonsense !" protested her sister ;
and, turning to Mrs. Wallwork, added :
"We must get you out of this room that
affects you so much ;and perhaps you had
better say nothing about this

—
ah !

—
fancy

or recollection of yours. One doesn't like
such 6tories about a house, and you know
ifyou don't recognize the house, you may
be mistaken in the room."

"Xo mistake at all, ma'am, but you're
right about not speaking of the matter.
I've never opened my lips about it this
fifteen years, and Idon't want ever to men-
tion itagain. But ifyou have any doubts
about what Isay, take me up to the room
the young lady spoke of, and I'llsee ifit's
the one I'm thinking of."

"It's quite useless !" cried Helen.
But Ada said :
"Yes, let us go;" and there was a

strained, fierce look on her face that made
her sister think it wiser to consent to the
suggestion.

•
She, alone knew how self-wiHed Ada

could be, and how obstinate in clinging to
her fancies.

The/ went up stairs, Mrs. Wallwork
leaning on Ada's arm, and Helen follow-
ing them. For once the young sisler
seemed the more decided of the two.

"Yes, this is the room," said the stilt
trembling woman. "It was the night
nursery, and 1 .slept here with the bai>y.
One night, about midnight. Iawoke, and
the child wasn't in my arms, and

—
well,

I've told you the >e*t.""
But Iwant to know everything," de-

manded Ada. "Who was the man
—

this
father, who murdered his own child?"'•All:but Ican't tellyou. They called
tliiTii-olyes Mr. and Mrs. Everett; but I
don't think that was their ritrht name. I
U«>k tlu'in t ibe \u25a0 young married couule.
rbej had been in Irkliamforsome months
before the bftby was born. Icame to them
when it was a month old, and was here six
months; Isuppose they were in irUhani
for about a year. From some things they
said. 1guessed theyhad been inIndia ;but
they didn't get any foreignletters

—
at least

Ithought not ;all that i-ame to the house
had a Loudon postmark. But once Ifound
an envelope with an Indian stamp, and if
it was addressed to my master it wasn't in
the name Iknew him by.""

What name was it?'"'"
Idon't remember now, it's so long ago,

and Ipaid no heed at the time. Itwas only

might, if she wag asked courteously
enough, condescend to take her place till
she was able to fillit again.

"You know, ma'am, my sister isn't <juite
like one of us. She's a good bitolder than
me, and has always held her head high,"
explained the girl. ''She was always well
thought on in her places, and one of her
families left her an annuity, so, of course,
she has a right to think something of her-
self. But I've no doubt she'll come for a
day or two to oblige me if only yon
don't mind putting it to her as a bit of a
favor."

Helen did not mind putting it as a con-
descension on the part of Mrs. Wallwork,
ifonly she would come, and she had al-
ready learned that in the north country
the working classes look upon themselves
as the salt of the earth, and demand a re-
cognition ofthe fact from their masters
and mistresses. She sent a beseeching note
toMrs. Wallwork, setting forth her des-
perate plight, and that lady was gracious
enough to come and interview her, and
to consent to grace Gore House with her
presence on Christmas Eve and Christmas
Day.

'"Ifyon're having company and extra
work, of course you'llneed a parlormaid,"
she said; "but inyour ordinary run you can
get along if the 'ousemaid willonly put
herself to it."

With this concession Helen was forced
to be content; but in order that Mrs.
Wallwork might be as far as possible fit
for her duties when she came to undertake
them, she took her over the house, and ex-
plained to her what would be expected of
her.

Gore House was on the outside a very
ordinary building—

a square house with a
portico over the door supported on stucco
pillars—such a residence as may be seen
by the score in any town. Formerly it
had been surrounded by others like itself;
but as the tide of Irkham fashon went
elsewhere they had been pulled down, and
endless rows of small houses, occupied by
the poorer of the clerk and the richer of
the artisan classes, had taken their place.
Those who knew the dictrict said that the
changes of the last ten years had made it
almost unrecognizable, and most of Helen
Baggallay's friends predicted that she
would soon leave her old-fashioned house,
inspite of its spacious rooms and large
garden, and go to some smaller, smarter
villa,where she would be surrounded by
"people like herself." Helen did not
think so. She knew that there was a
good deal of social sensitiveness in Irk-
ham, caused by the fact that so many of
the millionaires had cousins who were
still in their original station of factory
hands, with whom, therefore, they did not
care to risk coming in contact ; and such
anxieties could not befall her. Besides,
6he liked her roomy house, which was so
much larger than it seemed from the
street, stretching out on the garden side in
a long wing, which contained a biliiard-
room, dining-room and drawing-room, all
opening on a veranda that went round two
sides of the house, and gave easy access to
the sloping lawn.

She was still new enough to her position
to feel a thrillof pride as she led her fu-
ture parlormaid through the rooms.
Finally she opened the door of the draw-
ing-room, where the sound of a piano,
languidly touched, proved that Ada was
trying to get rid of the time that now
hung heavy on her hand?.''
Ishall expect you to

—"
she began,

when the woman by her side uttered a
sharp exclamation, ran forward a few steps
into the room, and then fell fainting on i
the floor.

Helen and Ada rushed to her help, but
it was some time before she revived. Even
when she was restored to consciousness she
hardly seemed to recognize them, but
looked wildlyround the room. "It's the
same room," she muttered.

"
Everything's

changed, the paper, and the furniture, and
everything ;but F can't mistake the room.
Ididn't recognize the house, and it hasn't
the same name, but there's no doubt about
the room."

"Well, what about the room?'' queried
Helen, with a touch of sharpness. .She
did not likemysteries.
"Isaw a dead child in it," the woman

moaned.
"

The childT had nursed since
it was a month old, and Iwas fond of it

—
oh! if it had been my own, Icouldn't
have loved itmore !—lying in thia room
on a sofa, dead ! That was the last timeI
was here, and Inever thought to enter the
place again.""

It's very sad, of course," said Mrs.
Baggallay, feeling very much annoyed at
the scene; "but the child wasn't your
own, after all, and Isuppose all this oc-
curred some time ago

—"
"

Fifteen years," interrupted Mrs. Wall-
work;

"
but you don't understand it,

ma'am. The child
—

the poor littlebaby,
was murdered

—
killedby its own father!"

"Good heavens!" exclaimed Helen; but
Ada, who had been listening intently,
caught hold of the woman's wrist with a
convulsive clasp. "Then that was the
child that was killedI" she cried, breath-
lessly.

"Yes, the child,but how do you know,
miss ?" asked Mrs. Wallwork, and, "What
do you know about it, Ada?" demanded
Helen.
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Dr. J. H. SCHENCK has published

A NEW ANDELABOBATE
BOOK

on the Treatment and Cure of

CONSUMPTION,

LIVERCOMPLAINT
»DYSPEPSIA

which willbe mailed FREE to all
who want it. If you are, or know
of any one who is, afflicted with, or
liable to any of these diseases, send
name and address (plainly written) to

Dr. J. H. SCHENCK 4 BON,
(Name thai paper.) Philadelphia, Fa

OLD-HORSE SALE
OF UNCLAIMEDBAGGAGE, AT THE AUC-

tion Rooms of
r.K1.1. ft CO., 937 X ft., Sacramento,

SATURDAY, AUGUST 3. IS*;),at 10 o'clock A. M.,
Consisting of:11 Trunks, 11 Grips, S Bales of

Blankets, 1Back Clothing, 2 Bundles Mat-
tresses, 1 Carpet Bag, 1 Box andfaek of
Clothing. 1B<g oJ Tools. 1Sample Case, 1
Bundle Books. 1 National Money Drawer
(complete). B.B. BROW N,

Proprietor State House Hotel.
jy!3-4tS BELL & CO., Auctioneer*.

NOTICE TO CREDITORS.-ESTATE OF
CHARLE-t DHLARGY, deceased. Notieo

is hereby given by the undersigned, the Execu-
tor and Executrix of the estate of CHAKLE^
DELARGY, deceased, to the creditors of, and
all persons having claims against said de-
ceased, to exhibit them, with tbe necessary
affidavits or vouchers within ten months after
the first publication of this notice, to them at
the office of MATT F. JOHNSON. 6)7 Istreet,
Saerameuto, Cal. JOHN McCAUGHAN,

Executor, and
ANNIEMcCAIGHAN,

Executrix
Of the Estate ofCHARLESDELARGY, deceased.

Dated .luly13,1^-9.
Matt F. Johnson. Attorney tor Executor and

Executrix. jyl3-5tS

IN THE SUPERIOR COURT, STATE OK CAL-
ifornia, county of Sacramento In the mat-

ter at the estate of MARY E. NELMES. de-
ceased. Notice is hereby given that FRIDAY',
the 23d day of AUGUST, ISK9, at 10 o'clock A. M.
of said day, and the Court-room of said Court, at
the Court-house, in tbe City of Sacramento, j
County of Sacramento, and State of California,
have been appointed as the time and place for
proving the willof said MARY E. NSLMHS. de-
ceased, and for hearing the application of G.
M. (OLTON for the issuance to him of letters
tertamentary thereon.

Witness my hand and the seal of said Court
this 19th day of.July. l*>v.

[seal] W. B. HAMILTON, Clerk.
By L.P. Roott. Deputy Clerk.
Taylor &Holl,Attorneys for Petitioner.
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'

8:30 P.
HiW *'

vshlaud and Portlf>rid...i 3:»o A.6:05 P. ..iiemiug, ElPaso and KasL., 7:08 p^
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4:0O A.; AmFrA->i-isoov;s IO:«o P.
T:oa a. ftfTrannhno t»iTtiiints »3o p.
4:08 I>. S«ti Kr«m><\> vif.B.'akiH.. 10:10 P.

•lOiOOA.! Jian KiauoiNOOvi^su^amer.j :A:OO A.
11:20 A.>SsnFrai.c>H-r.vt»l.tvi>rr.wn- \u25a0i.-ii p.

8-.05 F.i.-Sai KrßLciKMWalka'.cia. ll:«OA.
ll:«O A.I >«n J,w , -J-.^O P.

»:Oi» A.) \u0084 SAiita Barbara. ! l»:M A.
«-OS P.: _Hant» BujbaiH. 1 7:05 P.
7:OO A. ..*»>iU%t*-<._ !lli*OA.
4:05 P.I <S*iiUi£i)»ft I*»rt P.
*»«;r» A j -Stockton and Halt.

'
7:05 P.

H 05 P.! xoctiou and (iail ,U:8fl A.»:oo p. Trnekeeanrf Keno
'

o.ao a,
1<» :»O p. Tnirk eand Rvno \u25a0 3:40 P.

»*:no A.! Colfax ft Ort P.
7:00 A. VaUejo. 11:40 A.
•:O8 P. Vai«»)o tdSOP.

•I*l3P. Folfotn *}iaurc'it»(n)Uedl •10:35 A,.
•ItlS A... Fc'>on -to. PUccrrUla.. "'3.46 P.
*tfe«O >' FomoTo '>e;B0 A,

•Sunday extopisa. nfuniay only. (Moadaj
sxct'pted. A.—i"or monslr.s. P —For alternoon.

A. N. tOWXE,GoaOTt: ilauaror.
T. H. OOODM AN.BSMIIIPMHBg«t aud Ticket
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SAUCE
(TnE WoiirESTKiismoE)

Impiuts tue moat delicious taste and icet 10
EXTUACT SOI'PS,

O7 »LETTF.R from I~^
a MEDICALt=KN- CtUAVIES,
TLEMAH at Mad- IJran, to UiH brother * FISH,
at WOnOESTER. 1>«.May. 1351. m lIOTdcOOU>
LEA & rERRINS' M^^jHidEATS.

'
that tbeir buuco in **v3H
lilfcMye-.tfem«l in GAKE,
lr.hu. aud isinmy ,' t*y
opiuioc, the lUi'-t «S PflfHffi WELSH*
pabtaUc, ag well (BnaHH
aa tho niost whole- £?2 tf ItAULlim.porno Br.uoo Uut13
v...... • V^jsJP? *c*

Siimaturf"on everybottle ofthe prentnnekortafln*
JOHN DUNCAN'S SONS, NEW VOKK,

HUMPHREYS'
YETERIHA3Y SPECIFICS

Per Horses, Cattle, Sheep, Dogs, Hogs,
AND POULTRY.

500 Page Book ou Treatment nlAnliaal*
nnd < tinn!<rnt Fre«.

ctnußjFeveM, Cnng<-iilloii«. InHammaUon.A.A.(Spinal McnliiKUln, MilkFPT«r.B.B."S>train«, l.amtnfM, Kheumatlam.
C.C.— Diwteinprf,Nnnal UiHiharse*.
D.l>.«BoiHor <;ruli«, >Voriua.
E.E

—
r«uuli«, Hfinr.. Pnonmonia.

F.F.— Colic or (.lipt..Bellyache.C.«;.—Hivrarrlntc «'\u25a0 Hemorrhage*.
U.il.

—
rrinary nnd Kidney DUeaaes.

I.1.--Kriipti\<> i)i>i'n<rN,Manse.
J.K.—llispnwsofDiirestlon.
Stable Cane, with Specifics, Manual,

U'ltch Hazel Oiland Medicator. 87.0ftPrice, Single Bottle (over 50 doaeeX
-

.Oft
Sold by Drnzglsts; or Sent Prepaid anrwhers

and inany quantity on Receipt ofPrioe.
Humphreys' Med. Co., 109 Fulton St., H. Y.

HEPSi HUMPHREYS' i

miSPECIFIC No. i2B"T^leaOysari. The only(mc<»««fnl ramedy for |
Nervous Debility, Vital Weakness,
and Prostration, from oTer-worlt or other eao*e«.
91per Ti&Lor6 rials and large vial powdtr. for 86.
Boldbi DBCOGtSTS. oreimt po«r>«idonrece^tol

STice.—Euparen'OedkijiaCe., 10» V»tto« BU, if.X.

M Wood-working
O^JI MACIHNEEY
l'^r>r~^r~~ =̂"r>f *"kinds, of BertHake, an

LOWEST PRICK.
MR7f3& SAWMILLANT) SHFS6LB

"•f\\Nid MACHINERY,
-i. Hoe Chisel Tooth Saws, eto.

ENGINEGOYERNORS
QjlrrCJ Iron-Working Tools,
,Aj, Crosby Stesm Ganges

ENGINES and BOILERS
Rg^ OF ANYCAPACITY, Bld|

TATtnil &KOfflW,

fc~>»v' 34 AS6 Fremont st.,San Francisco,
anl9-_'ot;SW Hnnnfanturem and Ajcenta.

3ALBFORNIA IRON YARD
H. J. Rogers & Co.

•—BUYS AND SKLLS »

(JaBt^|i|rought-|ron Scrap
j CKALRR3 IN—

—
j

METALS OF ALL KINDS
Second-hand Boilers and Machinery

HIGHEST PRICE Paid for AllKinds of OLD METAI

128-130 FOLSOM ST.
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL.

LIEBIGCOMPANTS
EXTRACT OF MEATI

Finest and Cheapest Meat Flavoring Stock for
Sonps. Made Dishes and .-auces. As Beef Tea, an
\u25a0'invaluable tonic and an agreeable stimulant."
Annual sale, 8.000,000 jars.."

Genuine onlynithfar-simile of .lu.-tiiisvnn
LiebiK'Mftlgnature InBLUE across label.

Sold by Grocers and Druggists.
LIEBIG'S EXTRACT OF MKaT CO., U'd,

London. Hold by LANGLEY & MICHAELS.
SHERWOOD & SHERWOOD, and H. LEVI &
CO.. San Francisco. 03-6aWS

7°°'<• ai; thebest remedy

ITO 5 DATS.^H *°d'ileet.
jß^VG^Mruiteo.i n^i "iIS We have sold consider*
/TV C4UMatrieturt-

™
*'\u25a0 -. an lin ev«ry case U

SbMH \u25a0 vK'vcn satisCicticn.
MV- \u25a0„],

„,
i. alcott A L,,w

T^t Cinclnnatl,ini
"
JvlN *

1

O^P-^^^l Sold t t Druiristfc
« r.- -o •s.oa,
irws

EBNER BROS.,

IMPORTERS AND WHOLESALE DEALI^SIN
WLNBS ANI)L.IQCOKS,

116 and 113 X St., bet. Front and Second, Sac'to.
AGKSTS POB THB CKLKBRATKn

FOMMEKV AND GRENO CHAMPAGNK.
lplm

SO COLLUSION WITH THE SANITARY
inspector. Cesspools and Vaults cleaned,

era left at 725 J street, or at 1025 Fourtft'
street willbe promptly attended to. The publio
patronage honorably •°™-

MpBELLi
lplm Residence, Ninth and S street*.
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