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On a recent May morning, not many j
years ago, under great patriarchal trees j
bordering the River Wharfe. which winds j
through the Yorkshire vales like a gleam- j
ing, sinuous ribbon of silver, not further j
than a strong man's voice could reach
from the quaint old hamlet of Ilkley, was J
a band of Yorkshire gypsies who were |

soon to break camp and set sail for
America, the gypsy haven beyond the

sea.
Two hearts iv this Wharfe-side camp

were weil-uigh broken.
one was Matthew's.
Matthew was a gypsy lad, orphaned !

and poor; a poverty stricken nawken or

tinker; a poor tinker, too, and despised,

for he was a reader ot Gorgio books and
dared to grope on blindly for learning j

and light, had shown signs of rhymes
besides, and had therefore become an

outcast with this people.
How great au outcast, when au outcast

of outcasts!
Itall rested upon him as a curse, save

with a single soul in Yorkshire.
Loretta loved him; loved him for these

despised things in him, which, to just |
this one human being, deified him.

Loretta was the pel of the Yorkshire
tribes. She was but a daiuty mite ol |
a thing yet, but so fullof jest and wit aud
merriment, that her presence had come
into a thousand peasant lives aud lelt
thero an ideal dream.

How many had already come wooing

none knew. The sprite had sent them
all away, no longer her iovers—simply
her valiant knights of honor, and each
factory or hamlet for a score of miles
around held a discarded lover, but al-
ways housed a friend.

Well was Loretta guarded by keen j
eyes and strong arms, but she was a
gypsy lass that could out-gypsy them
all.

"Loretta, oh, Loretta!"
In the uuwonted excitement of the

morning tho pride of the camp had dis-
appeared.

"Loretta!" and "Oh, Loretta!" rang
out shrill from spae-wife to chauvio
(child) and was takeu up and repeated
by youth and maiden everywhere.

"W'y an' w'erean' hever is th' rack-
lie (dear little girl,?" sang out old Lijah
Boswell, grinder, buffoon and merry
father-heart of every boy and girl in the
band, as he blustered and hurried here
and there, and blustered and hurried
only.

Matthew was also missing.
"Where was the daft nawken, Matthew?
And where was Loretta, racklie?
The throstles building their nests in

tbe hedge which swept down from tho j
highway until it touched the Kiver
Wharfe below could have answered.

There, despite the calls lrom the camp, j
the child-lovers were sobbiug their part- I
iug.

"Nothing to give, my dearie; nothing |
but this to give you!"

"An* wat is hit, Matthew?''
"Only some lines I've made to—to

you!"
"Wat—an made 'em all by yourself?

An' for me?"
Then she kissed him impetuously, in- j

nocently.
"Bead 'em, Matthew. Oh, do, do! I'll

alius keep 'em; alius!"
Loretta, her great eyes uaucing with

greedy pleasure, nestled her bright, warm
lace close, close to Matthew's, while her
long, glossy hair swept over his should- ]
ers and breast as the outcast rhymster
chokingly began:

Long we've wandered, darling, wandered,
Heath and moor and highway o'er;

Now we part. _, here 10 linger—
Thou to >eek a tar-ot) shore
(nit beyond the <><•. vi's roar.

Darling, by our troth-plot given;
Pari; i .. _ thy hope of heaven;

Oil, be tre.e as 1 To tin c—
Save the sweetest kiss ;br me!

Days will pass with long hours weary;
Nights au sleepless, starless grow,

Ami thy nawken lover, dearie.
Ail the pain of waiting know;
Waiting, longing with .heir woe!

Darling, uy our troth-plight given;
Darling, be thy nope oi heaven;

Ob, he true as i to thee—
fcave ihe sweetest kiss ior me.'

"Loretta, racklie! Oh, Loretta!"
The whole camp was filled with alarm.
She snatched the verses from the lad's

hand. She -showered them with kisses.
She hid ihem as some priceless thing
within her bosom. Then she fairly
danced around her bewildered lover tell-
ing him how, wheu on shipboard, she
would look longingly far back across
the dark waters which divided them, and
sing to him, lor him, these lines as the
soug and the cry of her heart; would sing
them as the song of her lips and life, aud
that they should be to them boih a
sacred tie until the years and the tide
should resistlessly sweep them again to-
gether.

Then a long embrace, and then:
"Mi dearie Dubbiesky *for the dear

Lord's sake)!" from the oid grinder
Lijah Bosweil, as the stanied lovers saw
his erst merry, but now angry, eyes peer-
ing through the parted brauches of the
hedge above them.

"Midearie Dubbiesky," grinder Lijah
repeated in horror aud dismay. "Lo-
retta, child! Yell break a' our hearts wi'
this!"

She sprang from Matthew toward the
good old grinder. She thrust her round,
little fist close into his kindly face. Then
she hissed at him while the clenched
hand trembled:

"Lijah Boswell!—Lijah!—hif ye hever
tells on me Hillkill ye! So Hi will. Hi
'asu't forgot H'm Bomany, nor Bomany
woman, neither! Go ye bsck t' camp.
Hi'ilbe yon before ye!"

"Oh, an' wat a Loretta, racklie," whis-
pered kind-hearted Lijah, as he passed
her a few moments later aud shook his
shaggy old head as she detnureiy received
the auxious questionings aud loving
greetings of the querulous women of the
camp.

In an hour more the camp was dis-
banded and the last partings with gypsy
kin had been said. L'p to the highway,
down over the old stone bridge of Ilkley,
up beyond the ancient church ol AU
Saints "among whose uear graves many a
gypsy chauvie «child] was resting, aud
then over tho breezy Yorkshire hills, and
on, on to the seaport town had sped the
departing tribe.

Back iv the deserted camp, prone upon
the ground where Loretta's tent had

stood, his hands clutching his battered
tinkers wheel, lay .Matthew.

The throstles sang sweetly in the
hedge; tho Kiver Wharfe, as ior aye,
flowed softly onward to the sea, but the

I broken lite, left utterly desolate, was as
I one dead to the radiant sweetness of
• that fair .May morning aud could only
j moan:

"Loretta, rackiie! Oh, Loretta!"
Then the weary tramp began. Weary

j load and dreary life!
"Tinkle, tiukle, tinkle!"
A merry toue this from the tinker's

j merry boll. But who shall kuow of the
I heartache hid beueath every soug that
ever was sung?

"Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle!"
Over highway and byway, over stile

and meadow, through village aud ham-
iet—

"Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle!"
A sorry looking tinker that indeed.

I Move him ou, blustering English "bob-
bie!" spurn him one and all! Heart of a
true heart, soul of a martyr, life of a
saint, may be, but form and face ofau ac-
cursed and outcast race!

"Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle!" chiming 9ver
ou the air, but always aud ever, while

Days willpass with longhoars dreary;
Nights all sleepless, starless grow—

I rises the boneless cry iv the tinker's
| heart:

"Loretta, racklie! Oh, Loretta!"

11.
You could not have said whether Pro-

| fessor Poppett was old or young. Other
! performers in the theater orchestra where
I ho literally played "second llddle" had
i long despaired of conclusion whether he
| should be despised or revered. Whatever

came, no complaint ever escaped the lips
of Professor Poppett. He had never
been known to live anywhere. Tho di-
rectory was silent as to his lodgings. No
human outside of the theater had been

I seeu with him. The most curious had
found uo key to his nature.

He seemed to have but the one object in
lifeofexisting in au atmosphere ofmusic.
Study him as they might his fellows dis-
covered ouly this: Sometimes in tender

I passages of the play, or when, in opera,
i pathos or passion spoko from the speech-

less instruments, a tear might be seen
coursing dowu beueath his glasses. But
this was quickly brushed away with the
end of his bow, no vote being lost, for he
was too conscientious for that.

Just this, and a strauge, yearning look
in his face wheu his dog, Mose, from un-
der his chair, tugged at the frayed ends of
his trousers, and, lookiug up in his mas-
ter's eyes, expressed mute joy in the
melodies, were all that were seen and
known of his iuner life.

But Mose, the dog, more than human
in this, always understood the Profes-
sor.

Ithad even beeu hinted that they were
both tramps. But, all told, the two lived
only lor and with each other, and they
were not an unhappy couple.

Professor Poppett was an interpreter of
1 music. Mose had a soul formusic. Each,
jin his way, worshiped. Perhaps this is
what held them so closely together.

By aud by the curtain rang down for
j the last time upon the Grand Star Coin-
! bination Theater. Then the Professor
I and Mose knew the misery of beggar}* in
! a great city. At last there was nothing
behind, there seemed nothing beyond, so
they took to the road together.

Professor Poppett's voice was melan-
choly at best. The oid violin was tuued
to more and more mournful cadences.

i By pleasant Maiue farm bouses, at the
j sooty doors ofmusical cross-roads' smith-
J ies, near groups of sturdy plowman,
drawn from the fields to the roadside, in
brisk and pretty hamlets, at busy stage
stations, the Professor sang and played,
while helpful Muse bravely presented
the ragged hat. But there nad growu to
be thai balling in Poppett's manner, that

! trembling Hesitancy in his singing, and.
more than all, that lessening faith in
himself, which so voiced in ballad and
instrument, that, though ail griuuiuidy
iistened, only a few rewarded.

> »ne autumn evening, penniless, sup-
perle3s. hopeless, tbe two had beeu
booted out of a lovely, leafy Maine vill-
age, a lew miles to the north of old Port-
land by tiie sea. Beaching a forest edge,
well beyond pursuit, poor, simple Pop-
pett fell among the leaves exhausted aud
straightway burst into tears.

Faithful Mose, true and helpful to the
last, crept up beside him, pushed his
face against vis master's, kissed it iv his
dog fashion and whined comfort-
ingly. Alter a little time the Professor
petted the brute tenderly, but could only
say:

"Alose, Mose! You miserable, loving
We're in hard, hard luck, eh,

.Mose?"
Mose could not deny it.
Suddenly Mose bristled up, listened a

i moment, aud then snapped out a quick,
j sharp growl ol alarm.

Professor quieted him, looked
timorously sway through the uight lothe
tar lights oi the distant town, ami, with a

i bitter sigh of encouragement, said to his
; loyal companion:

uGod only knows where to, Mose, but
j come along."

Mose seemed to insist that somebody,
I or something requiring looking iuto, was
i uear them: but itiey crossed a near little
l stream, loliowed au unused road up a
(hill, and were presently confronted*by
| an old rail gate Btaadiug halt open.

Here i'oppe:t looked m vain for some
i sigu of human habitation beyond, but
i could descry only the dark face of deep
woods, and, above them, the yellow horu
of an autumn moon.

He sank drearily upon a fallen log be-
side the gate, succeeding oniy in bringing

j Mose to his side by a sharp word of com-
| maud he seldom spoke lo the dog in

this way and theu leaned against the tence
giving himself up to the direst forebod-
ings, which were quickly succeeded by
the stupor of utter exhaustion.

\\ as tie dreaming?
There came to nim in reality, or dream,

the voice ot a maiden in soug:
J ay- frill past with ii n^ boors dreary;_ igbti all sleepless, st&rles- grow—

The old violin fairly liew to the Pro-
fessor's shoulder. The bow, poised aloft,
trembled in his hand. His head reached
far out and sidewise. as if his whole be-

! Ing thrilled iv anticipation, while the
dog's tail beat a lively tattoo upon the
log—

And thy Nawken lover, deane,
AI. the paiu of waitingknow;
Wailing, loading ________ woe.

Oh, how that old violinkept accompani-
ment! The violin led rather than fol-
lowed. The last line was given by the
singer in a weird, sad minor. When its
final note was hushed the songstress,
wiio #ai certainly nearing the musician,
seemed to listen and wait, as if to tease

i and test the performer.

He promptly repeated the melody of
th. las; three lines, giving it the richest
and sweetest of coloring.

With a burst ofsuch melody as Poppett
thought he had never heard equaled, the
stanza was now tiuished:

Darling, by our troth-plight given,
Darling, by thy hop of heaven,

vii, be true a. 1 ti> thee—
.-_i\e the sweetest k.ss for nic!

The Professor followed at tho conclu-
sion with an improvised refrain which
tilled aud llooued that Maino autumn
evening with rarer music than it had
ever before known.

The musician's head laid so near to his
loved instrument, and he had closed the
improvisation with such a llourish, that
he was startled when ho looked up and
discovered the mysterious songstress be-
side him, but he withdrew* his hat with a
respectiul ''Evening, ma'am," following
this with a rap of the bow on the dog's
nose and the injunction, "Mind your
manuors, sit!"

Mose arose upon his haunches, ducked
his head to ihe little lady and awaited
further orders.

The mooniight falling upon this beauti-
ful girl showed her standing there with
arms akimbo, intently regarding lirst the
Professor then the dog.

"You. bent one o' hus, is ye—atatchi
Romany (a genuine lioinauy)?" she
asked curiously.

"A—a — what, ma'am?" stammered
Poppett, twirling his hat confusedly.

"A pilgrim?" This rather stolidly
from the giri.

"Yes, lady; I—lrather think you might
call us pilgrims—Mose and I.""

"Where be your—your friends?"
"Well, lady" -the Professor was get-

ting into deep water—"well, Mose there
is my friend, and I'm Mose's friend!"

"Jkiasu't ye others?"
"No, lady."
"Not on earth?"
"Not on earth!"
"No friends on earth, an' you a-makin'

that 'eavenly music? W'y, an' you're in
sorry luck, sure!"

".\u25a0Sorry luck, lady? All broke up !
Eh, Mose?"

Mose admitted it as plainly as dog
could.

Sho walked straight to the woebegone
musician, took his ragged hat from his
hand, placed itkiudly upon his hoad aud
said:

•'Might—might Ibeg ye boldly to make
that music agin?"

"Yes, yes; a thousand times, lady!"
Then the Professor put his very soul

into the work, played the melody froui
beginning to cud, never missing a note,
and lingered lovingly over the impro-
vised retrain.

When he had finished he saw that her
hands were clasped tightly across her
bosom and that she was weeping bit-
terly.

"Loretta, racklie! Oh, Loretta," called
a rough but kindly voice from just over
the gate. "Oh, Loretta! Ha' ye na bet-
ter come 'long wi' Lije? Bring the fid-
dler feller, if ye likes."

"Ay, ay, Lijah Boswell. Th' music
was a-puttiu' me back in ol' Yorkshire
like." Then turning to Poppett she said:
"Come 'long wi' your fiddle an' dog,
stranger. Auyhows yell sure find a sup
au' a bite wi' hus."

The girl had been to tho stream for a
bucket of water. Lijah Boswell took it
up, aud chatting merrily enough, led the
party over the old road through dense
woods for a short distance, when, on
rounding a heavy clump of oaks, they
came suddenly upon a large gypsy camp.

Lijah Boswell, with broad grins and
much gesture, iv a few Koinauy words
told his gypsy companions all he kuow
of the wandering musician and his won-
dertui dog, and then these simple people
crowded around Poppott in scores, while
he gave them the best melodies his weary
fingers could invoke, urged on by de-
lighted applause and grateful iuceuse of
steaming pots swinging above crackling
fires, wliilo Mose, in his happiest vein,
did his finest tricks aud passed the hat so
wisely that, amid roars of laughter, it
was fairly tilled with copper coin.

Then came a smoking hot supper for
tho pilgrims from these ever-hospitable
gypsy pilgrim band.. How that hungry,
foot-sore wonderer ate, how Mose ate,.and
how they both felt and looked gratitude
unutterable, brought both smiles and
mists to the eyes of member alter mem-
ber of the band as they caught stealthy
glimpses of their beaming faces and then
as silently stole away to rejoin their com-
panions and indulge in grotesque pas-
time aud hilarious laughter.

After the Professor aud Mose had fin-
ished, nothing would satisfy the gypsies
but more music -music wild and heroic,
music roystering and bacchanalian, aud
then a dance, ay, a dance such as they
had not hud since they lelt old York-
shire! Old and youug joined, and never
in all Poppett's theatric experience, even
in grandest spectacular, had he seen or
imagined anything equaling the wild
abandon of these lawny people, from
haggish spae-wifo to rosy-faced chauvie,
as they sped by him iv fantastic group-
ings, uever desisting until utterly ex-
hausted, long, long iuto the hours of the
starlit, happy night.

Then with grinder Lijah and Mose for
tent-fellows,the Professor gratefully sank
upon a couch of fresh leaves and aro-
matic cedar boughs, and endeavored to
drive tbe face and form of Loretta from
his mind and collect his scattered senses,
but da/.edly he saw the daring camptires
grow dim aud dimmer, was conscious of
tuo peaceful quiet and hush that fell upon
the happy spot, aud in a trice was pil-
grimiug iv the land of pleasant dreams.

111.
Loretta, racklie, the songstress of the

camp, and the Professor became insepa-
rable companions upon the road or in
camp, with the melodies which somehow
grew more and more tender, they were
soon together the loved minstrels of the
baud. The passion which had over-
whelmed poor Poppett since he had first
heard those grand Maine woods filled
with the echoes of Loretta's song had
been wordless, but the old violin had told
his love, told it pleadingly, eloquently;
and true as truth, love unspoken by
tongue or pen will reach unto the object
of its adoratioan and make its message
known. This dumb idoiatory was piti-
ful. Its response was pitying and dumb.
Ifthere had been uo wandering nawken,
the old violin had not told its master's
tender prayers in vain.

One evening the two wero sitting to-
gether in camp among the elms of the
Mystic Lake, over against old Arling-
ton, not far from stillmore ancient Boston
town—the wiuter was approaching, and
the band was fast journeying south to-
ward wiuter quarters uow—when Lo-
retta stopped suddenly in her song.

"Poppett, which way ia Lnglaud?" she
asked solemnly.

"Over there, Loretta," tho Professor
replied pointing with his bow to tho
eastward,"thousands of miles beyond the
Boston lights."

She laid her fair head intbepaJmsof
her hands aud sat there silently weaving
herself to aud fro for a little time. Per-
haps the gypsy girl heard again the
Yorkshire throstles sweetly singing in
the hedge and listened to the murmurs of
the Wharfe as it softly llowed to the sea.
She finally turued to the musician and
said, as if her heart could hold it no
longer:

"Poppett, I wants to go w're there's
books an' music an' all seech bright
things!"

"With me, Loretta?"
It came In a trembling whisper from

the musician's lips. It was the most
j daring thing the Professor had ever
| said.

"No. Poppett; with—with Matthew."
Something came into the Professor's

| eyes which, for a moment, shut all the
! world out and left everything blauk to
him. He had heard the story ofMatthew
lrom kindly old Lijah. The violin
moaned a little for its master and Mose
grew restless, but finally the musician
tattered:

"And if Matthew never eames?"
"Then, Poppett, with you, sure, sure!"
The dog's sympathetic and expressive

tail uever wagged so boisterously be-
fore, and if dog ever did such a thing,
like the "old man" of the plays, he
sureiy said :

"God bless you, my children!"
An hoar later there was a pleasant com-

motion at the outskirts of tne camp. A
party of gypsy friends, who were to ac-
company the baud on its southward jour-
ney,had arrived. Among the vans was one
of beautiful design and decoration drawn
by a handsome pair of horses. These are
delights to gypsy eyes, and horses and
vau were instantly surrounded by garru-
lous men, so occupied in their interest
and admiration that its driver for the
time escaped observation.

The latter, a young gypsy of, perhaps,
20 years of age, heedless of tho crowd
about him, sprang from his seat and dis-
appeared with a bound in the direction
of the tents.

"Is yon dial (gypsy fellowj one of your
kin?" asked the leader oi the arriving
party of tho chief.

"No, brother, not hus knows. Thought
he wuz kith o' youru. Bo any 'ere know
'im?"

There was no answer, but a general air
of concern settled upon the gypsies as
they turued and watched the tawny fel-
low who was running headlong in the
open space between the tents.

"Ho fell in wi' hus jess arter noon.
Said he wuz comiu' 'ere, an' wo jogged
on together. He's a tatchi Romany, sure;
but a bit range i' th' mort (a trifledaft),
hus a thinkin'. He rokkered (talked,
chattered] o' naught but Loretta, racklie,
a' th' arternoon!"

At that moment there was a bustle and
confusion among the women of the band.
The flying gypsy had aroused them.
Shrill exclamations were heard on every
hand with "Save us!" and "It's th' naw-
kon's ghost!"

But the ear of loVe is true and not
alhightod.

Loretta, leaping from her tent door
sped like the wind toward the daring
stranger. As ho clasped her in his arms
and pointed, with unutterable pride to
his matchless gypsy van-home, the girl
cried out exultantly:

"He's come at last! God 'elp bus!—it's
Matthew!"

Over beside a little tent among the
shadows Prolessor Poppett was standing
white and silent. He had seen the raptu-
rous meeting. He knew all that it meant \
to them and to him. With ono hand he
graspedthe tentbow for a moment's sup-
port. The other he raised as il in bene-
diction. Finally he placed tho old violin
in its worn aud ragged sack.

"Come. Mose," he said quietly, "don't
you see the curtain's down again? It's
time to go!"

And pilgrims still, out into tho night
they agaiu took to the road together.

.«.
[For the Recokd-Dxiox.]

WRECKAGE.

A wide expanse of open sea,
Fair us the heavens above It be,

And a sheltered harbor where lair ships lie
Anchored beneath a smiling sky;

O, ships that ride on the ocean's breast,
Ye tell no tale ot its deep unrest.

A little bark with sails spread wide.
Ventures beyond the bar to ride;

O, happy bark! In ttie great wide sea
Seemeth some treasure to wait for thee!

And lo! the wind as it iresheniug blows
Carries her out where the deep tide ilows.

But,oh! beyond the harbor bar.
Rising lvthreatening ranks afar,

The great waves swell and thundering fall,
Crushing the bark beyond recall;

Wreekei aud tossed on tiie angry sea,
Never again what it was to be,

A white-sailed bark, ah, nevermore!
And still the sun on that happy shore.

And the bay where the ships at anchor lie.
Smiles brightly down from an azure sky;

For what is to speak of that day agaiu,
When tiie little bark sailed to the sea in

vain?

Itwas only one, so many there are,
And the world outside of the harbor bar

Is wide enough to lose one's all
Forever, and, aye, beyond recall.

And the ocean of lite with its treacherous
deep

Dears many a wreck to its last long sleep.
June lUth. A. G. G.

_» .
PERSONAL BEAUTY.

The Proportion of Handsome "Women
Has J.areely Increased.

Several English medical journals have
recently callod attention to a fact, sus-
tained by common observation, that tho
young women of the present day are bet-
ter developed physically, taller, plumper,
stronger aud healthier thau tho young
women of fifty, a hundred, a hundred
ami fifty or two hundred years ago, and
that in this continuous and perceptible
improvement of condition and aspect
there are no steps backward. One jour-
nal has called attention to the fact that,
whereas a century or two ago a hand-
some womau inspired sentiments ofsuch
admiring curiosity that her arrivel or de-
parture drew vast crowds and rewarded
tho patieut waiting of hundreds, beauty
of the same sort is so general nowadays
as to evoke no ripple of excitement.
It is no longer so rare that it com-
mands peculiar attention. Again, tho
portraits of women of acknowledged
loveliness, preserved in many houses
and galleries or public buildings, and
wondered at for many years, can-
not stand comparison with many living
countenances whoso good looks are so
little beyond the ordinary as to inspire
neither poet, painter, composer nor
sculptor with a subject for rhapsody in
sonnet, on canvas, by lyric or in marble.
But the change to which English writers
on hygiene allude in scientific phase and
without passion or emotion is not limited
to their field of personal observation.
Oeuerally speaking, the proportiou of
handsome women is larger than it used
to be, and uncomeliness is diminished
correspondingly. The true causes of this
are probably two: (1> Improved health,
tho result of a more scientific mode of
life, better hygienic conditions, larger
latitude in outdoor exercise, better nutri-
tion, better physical culture and soften-
ing and equalizing of the climate, and (_i

better taste in dress, the introduction of
new and becoming methods of attire, im-
proved style, a greater variety of fabrics
and colors aud such cheapening of mate-
rials lor a girl's wear as to bring them
within the reach of all.—Toronto Truth..

Harper's *War History. ______ __
" Harper's Illustrated History of the

War" will be sent to all subscribers in
the country direct from Chicago. All

jwho desire the work must notify the local
\u25a0 agents or this office direct, and within
! two weeks they wiil receive the numbers
! paid for. Nos. 1 to * are now ready.
I All who desire to subscribe for tho full
I 26 numbers cau do so by remitting §_ OS
Ito this office. None but bona flue sub-
I scriberß to the Kkcoud-L'xion or

I Weekly o_lO_ can get the history at
i 8 cents per a umber.

_^- —
For Seasickness

USE HORSFORD's ACID PHOSPHATE.

Dr. J. _ ournes-Brice, of S. S. Teutonic,
! says: "Ihave prescribed it in my prac-
i tice among the passengers traveling to aud
from Europe, in this steamer, and the re-

! suit has satisfied me that iftaken in time
; it will, in a great many cases, prevent

| seasickness."

"CHURCH OF THE RAG-PICKERS."

The Queen.-. Place of Worship in
New York.

Italians "Who Combine Religion With

Business—Trading in Rags Dur-

ing tho Service.

Not many New Yorkers have ever
heard of the "Church of tho Rag-pick-
ers." In the neighborhood of Roosevelt
street, where it is located, this is the fa-
miliar name of the Roman Catholic
Church of St. Joachim, where Father
Viucini is the pastor. The members are
Italians exclusively, inhabitants of the
densely populated district roundabout,
and as some of them are rag-pickers and
have rented the lower half of the church
for the storage of tiieir goods, the nick-
name which designates the church as the
peculiar placo of worship of this class
came into use.

Years ago, wheu Roosevelt street was
not as squalid'and as overflowing with

' human beings as it is to-day, this church
jbelonged to a Methodist Episcopal eon-
i gregation. There wore merchants, solid
I men of down-town Now York, living

there, and the neighborhood was cmi-
; nently respectable.

Now the church stands with a cheap
lodging-house on one side and a typical
slum grocery store on the other. A nest
of tough saloons are near by, up and
down the street. Organized iv I_B, tho
Italian population thereabouts grew so
rapidly within a radius of a mile that
tho church has now one of tho largest
congregations in the city.

The building is of brick, and is dingy
and dirty, it is only by standing across
the street that you cau sco a small cross
on tho rool> the only thing about the
edifice that suggests its religious char-
acter. Looking in on the first Iloor, you
will witness a curious spectacle. The
whole depth and breadth of the iloor is
filled with rags. Rags loose, rags in
piies and rags in baies ready for ship-
ping ;iro all about. Big crunes and chains
for hoisting purposes run here and there.
Half buried in thuso piles of rags aro men,
women and children—the men and
women busy assorting rags, aud tho fat,
brown youngsters tumbling about iv
ulay or sleeping, as the case may be.

Itis the biggest rag shop in this city.
Itis wholesale and retail in the sense that
here the individual rag-pickers of the
town dispose of their wares, which are
assorted and baled and sold for manu-
facturing purposes. Tiie pastor of St.
Joachim's routs this lower Iloor to the
company that conducts this rag business
at a good rental, and, indeed, were it not
for that, tho mission would sutler.

Italians are very practical about their
religion, when they care for it at all, and
they are very slow about contributing to
the support of the church, and expect a
good deal ol religion for a very little
money.

The church proper is on the iloor over
the rag shop, and this in itself gives an
odd character to the service- at times.
On week days the men are at work in tho
basement when services aro going on up-
stairs, and one can plainly hear them
joining in tho responses and chants dur-
ing the celebration of tho mass. While a
World reporter was there the other day

one of the rag-pickers iv the basement
sang a hymn to tho Virginwhile services
were going on, and his voico was of rare
sweetness and purity.

At certain hours of the day laborers
willcomo in, set their picks and shovels
in a <sorner, and theu join iv tho devo-
tions. The peanut venders and fruit-
stand keepers in the neighborhood al-
ways attend the services for at least a
few minutes each day. Bootblacks wan-
der in with boxes on their backs and say
a few brief prayers, and the Italian pop-
ulation generally comes and goes.

Six masses are said in St. Joachim's
Church every Sunday and from twelve to
fifteen hundred persons attend every
mass, so that some '1,000 or more people
worship in the little church every week.
Father Morilli, who established this mis-
sion and who conducted it for years, has
recently been sent to New l.ngiaud to
organize Italian churches there. His
place has been taken by a younger priest,
Father Viucini. The position of the par-
ish priest at St. Joachim's is that ofa
patriarch. Not only does he marry his
parishioners, baptize their children and
bury their dead, but he is their constant
adviser in other matters. He settles their
disputes ofall sorts, from business differ-
ences to lovers' quarrels.

One trouble the priest has to contend
with is the manner iv which his charges
get married. Coming from Italy, where
civilmarriage, are tho proper thing, the
Italians believe that the same laws ob-
tain here. As a result the Italian quarter
is filledwith professional marriage brok-
ers and match-makers.

They Ofiug couples together for a fee,
theu steer them to the City Hall, where
two men have for years done a steady
business securing Aldermen to marry
couples, in getting certificates for thorn
and* arranging all the details ofCity Hall
weddings. Father Yinciui tries to im-
press upon his people that he will marry
them ior nothing at all, but they still
llock to tho City Hall. Some ofthem buy
pictures of the building and send them to
Italy, so that their friends may see the
palace in which they were married.—
New York World.
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SIR JOSEPH LISTER.

Founder of tho Modem Method of
Wound Treatment.

The dawn of the now treatment, which
was ultimately destined to revolutionize
the whole subject of wound treatment,
and to lead surgeons iuto paths of sur-
gical enterprise which could never have
been dreamed of in earlier times, was at
hand. Sir 'thou .Mr.) Joseph Lister was
at work in his laboratory in Glasgow and
in tho wards oi* the Royal Iniirmary at
Glasgow. Ho had conceived the idea o!
the antiseptic treatment of wounds, aud
was ougaged in elaborating out of it a
system which ever since has borne his
name. In brief, his method was based
upon the assumption that the inflamma-
tory changes occurring in a wound, asso-
ciated with suppuration, was due to mi-
crobio infection. Here was a conviction
which seemed to convey with it au in-
finity of problems, the solution of which
might redound to tlie credit of surgery.

What a vast iieid for speculation and
experiment is seemed to open out! The

I fact, however, having been established
by incontrovertible scientific evidence
that it was the presence of pathogenic
germs in a wound which caused all those
deplorable complica:ions of blood poi-
soning, of which surgeons had so much
to complain, tho next step in the evolu-
tion of the system was comparatively au
easy one. Naturally the ouly thing to bo
done was to in.uro tho exclusion of all
possible sources ofinfection. In order to
arrive at this desirable condition ofthings

i tho most elaborate measures were deemed
to bo necessary. Evidently at the first R
very serious view wa9 taken of the wick-
edness of germs, and of their illimitable
power to propagate evil.

The science of bacteriology could hard-
ly then be said to be in existence, and all
micro-organisms consequently were able
lo do very much as they pleased. But
"their time camo" when bacteriology
blossomed into a science. The bacterio-
logical laboratory is now the "Scotland
Yard" of micro-organic life. There is so
much known of the evil ways of germ:.
that whenever au indefinable disease
breaks out, or an epidemic occurs, tho
first questions asked are: What and
where is the germ ? Theu the bacteriolo-
gist, like the detective sent down from
the central police office, proceeds to take
up the case, and itis seldom now that he
finis to drag the evildoer before the tri-
bunal of science, and furnish proofs by
which the micro-organism can be after-
ward identified.—The Nineteenth Cen-
tury.

He—Miss Budd isn't as pretty as she
was. She—That wins my bet. He—Did
you bet that her beauty would fade?
She—None; that you would propose to
her and get left.—Truth.

HE WRITES HAPPY SONGS.
Charles F. Pidgin, Whose Popular.Airs

Are Everywhere Sung.

What a tiresome world it would be If
there wore no songs in it.

One ofthe most versatile song writers is
Charles I. Pidgin of Cambridge, Mass.,
whose portrait is here given. Every body-
knows bis songs. Schoolboys whistle
them and sober business men go about
humming them.

When a writer of popular songs is tired
and worn out ho cannot do good work—
nor can any one. All over the worid
physicians oi every school prescribe
Paine's celery compound where over-
work and anxiety have brought down the
tone of tho nervous system. Prof. Ed-
ward E. Phelps. M. 1... LL. D., of Hart-
mouth College, the eminent discoverer of
Paine's colery compound, devoted the
most fruitfulyears oi his remarkable ca-
reer to the study of blood aud nerves.

Very soon after taking this remarkable
remedy tho circulation is favoraoly af-
fected;" there is a marked desire forhearty
food, the heart's action becomes tranquil-
izer and strong, and the nervous and di-
gestive systems are harmonized and in-
vigorated and sleeplessness disappears,

thus stopping the waste and staying ths
progress of disease.

As long as waste continues, diseaso con-
tinues, and the first step in the recovery
of many a person's health has been the
first bottle of Paine's celery compound.

Mr. Pidgin says that he used Paine's
celery compound as a nerve tonic and lax-
ative. Ho was not sick, only "tired"
from press of business. Its use put him
in good condition again. "I recommend
it," he says, "to literary friends."

Weariness, lack of energy and despond-
ency are more a matter of nerves and
brain than ofthe muscle. Paine's celery
compound makes new, richly vitalized
blood go briskly through the nerves,
brain and every important organ. There
soon comes an end to tired, worn out
feelings, loss ofappetite and sleeplessness.

Thousands of men struggling under
great responsibilities, anxious, over-
worked mothers and wives and shop girls
who are forced to stand on their feet all
day long, build up their strength and
nervous energy with Paine's celery com-
pound. It rids the system of the languor
and lack of energy that follows a blood-
less condition.

NEW PUBLICATIONS.
G. P. Putnam's Sons (New Yo_k and

London) have published a volume 01" pc- j
cuiiar local intorest, entitled "Newton
Booth ol California. His Speeches and
Addresses," edited with an introduction
and notes, by l_aureu E. Crane. We ac-
knowledge receipt of a copy of the vol-
ume from Mrs. Octavine C. Booth, widow
of the deceased Senator. Tho introduc-
tion by Mr. Crane is brief, but eloquent.
Itis a strong and feeling tribute to the
patriotism, scholarship, oratory, grace
and powers of his friend. Itincludes a
brief sketch ofthe life and public serv-
ices, and a pen sketch of the personal ap-
pearance of Senator Booth. The fronis-
piece is an excellent portrait of the Sena-
tor. The work proper consists of his
most famous orations, essays, lectures,
letters, magazine articles and political
speeches, interspersing accounts of his
political career as State legislator, party
orator, patriotic advocate, Governor and
Senator. The book has been prepared by
an ardent admirer of Senator Booth, and
uo attempt is made to conceal the strong
and enthusiastic regard for the man and
bis works entertained by the editor ofthe
volume. One statement by him will
surprise the many friends of Senator
Hoot., who believed that his literary re-
mains would disclose a great amount of
valdablo, finished literary work which
had never been seen in print. The editor
says that in the seclusion of his
library, and anticipating the 6nd of his
days, Governor Booth destroyed a largo
mass of manuscripts including his
voluminous correspondence, undelivered
lectures, the diary kept during boyhood
and college lifeand his notes of travel,

it was not, it is added, sudden and im-

pulsive destruction, but was deliberate
and continued for weeks Unquestion-
ably there was lost to American litera-
ture in consequence much that would
have adorned it and added to its value,
forSenator Booth was a constant reader
in a wide field, though the driftof his
mind was towards purely literary and
sociological subjects and governmental
problems. Fortunately one of tho best
ofall his works, his lecture upou Charles
James Fox, has been preserved and ap-
pears in this volufoe of over f><'o pages,
together with his lecture upon the life
and character 01 Swodonborg, on "The
Spiritual," on tiie "Present Hour," and
several short stories or sketches. The
volume is a most valuable contribution
to California literature and history and
that it lias been given to the public is an
act to be commended.

"Good Roads" for June (Boston) is
freely illustrated. Its features are:
Frontispiece, John L. Macadam; "The
.Moral of Coxeyism," "Road-building as
a Study," "Another Object Lesson," "A
Modern Venice." "An Editor Hard to
Please." "What tbe L. A. YV. Had to Do
With It,"by the Chief Consul of Wis-
consin; "The Overhead-Wire Problem,"
by an Official Inspector; "How to Raise
Road Money," by :» Washington lawyer;
"Road Ornamentation," by a New York i
Commissioner: "A Practical idea in 'Street Sprinkling," by a Well-known in-
ventor; "Cause of the Road Trouble," as
seen by a Minister; "How a Woflian
Built a WagOD Road." We wish this ad-
mirable practical magazine could be
placed in the hands of every County Su-
pervisor in California. Itwould confirm
and aid those believing in the economy
ofgood roads, and convince those who do
net think it necessary to get out of old
ruts.

The "School Review" for June (Ham-
ilton. Now York,, is an extra vacation
number, with a sixteen-page supplement.
Its contents aro 01 special interest to
teachers. "A History of F.arly Educa-
tion," by Professor S. S. Laurie, is a pa-
per of high merit and will interest all
readers, as also is tbe article on "The
Place of the High School in an Ideal
Scheme of Public Education," by Seth
Low.

"Demorest's Homily Magazine" for
July has a Fourth oi July colored frontis-
piece and a large number of other illus-
trations, and a quantity of good
reading matter, fashion articles, poetry,
fiction, patriotic stories, articles on music,

society fads, travel, the household, the
hard times, biography, women, home art
and comfort, etc.

The "Coast Review" (San Francisco)

for June treats of matters relating
to insurance (marine, lire, lile and
accident; and of tbe laws of in-
surance, business methods, reports of in-
surance companies, fire exposures in
construction, etc., and generally of in-
surance news and notes of the under-
writing business.

In the sixteenth and seventeenth centu-
ries nearly all the rulers of Furope were
bitten by the alchemist's mania.
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SAUCE
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at Madras, to I «
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YOU CANNOT LGSE MONEY
1 F Vol' CA It'tY

AMERICAN EXPRESS COMPANY
TRAVELERS' CHEQUES.

Worth face value anywhere in tiie world.
Paid without personal Identification.
Principal oflke of Co., 05 Broadway, N. Y.

COPYRIGHT NOTICE:.

riTE HEREBY NOTIFY ALLPARTIES
\ V th tt we have BC ur. -da Copyright on tint

designs of the tombs known a_ theCived Hay-
mond and the C. H. Watt tombs, in the City
Cemetery, Sacramento. Cal. TheeopyrlgW is
dated March l_. 1894. Ail rights reserved.
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PERFECT MANHOOD!
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MiP^kSEXUfII POWERS
J__-#/_---ffll__ arc tlie Key to Life and
fli //WS h\ i-i/flits reproduction. Our
book lava bare the truth. Every man who
would regain sexual vitrnr lost through folly,
or develop members weak by nature or wastod

ease. should write for our sealed book,
"Perfect Manhood." No charge. Address
(in confidence),

ERIE MEDICAL CO., Buffalo, NX
*-»

_^_t_H ______
_>

_ .___h_D____R_____ 4/> _\u25a0__

___________.rr.i__.
n'

f'""1". ,nno"'»

_________«-. m. "1("er*"*'-"-' ""'n'uwus
WktMaM ""Li. by :>Ri-«i-isxs "'
\u25a0 Zg__l ._ S. nt iv Plain wrapper, by____________ nclrc_Fa-'.... "^fctnaiied on request. ___________

""^^
\u25a0—«»f»«tßrf- by ______EZ__l
Evans Chemical Co.*___pl

.^^^CINCINNATI, O. _JWT3


