
THE BLACK VEIL.

A Romance of the Dark Days of
Hungary.

AMother and Her Son-Her Ruse to

Enable Him to Meet Death Boldly

—Tho Trial and Execution or a

Disciple of Old Kossuth-The Pun-

ishment Meted Out to Patriots.

Now, when the man who was the soul
of tho Hungarian revolution has just

died, far away from the country whose
Independence he tried to win, says

figaro, it may be interesting to bring be-

fore our readers one of the most dra-
matic episodes ofthe rising of 1549 and to

introduce upon the scene a firm disciple

•nd faithful friend ofold Kossuth.
When, on the morning of the 6th of

October, 1849, the news of the taking of
Komorn reached Pesth, there was noth-
ing but consternation and discourage-

ment in the ranks of the patriots. The
old citadel ofKomorn in the hands of the
Austrians meant nothing less than the
final abandonment of all the hopes of
Hungary. It was the cause of inde-
pendence crushed; itwas the commence-
ment ofa reign ofterror.

Ablong as Komorn resisted the Cabi-
net of Vienna uretended that it would
exercise clemency, and the Hungarians
hoped that there would be no reorisals.
But with the surrendor of the fortress
the con querers considered that they had
no reason to spare the conquered, and a
repression the most terrible and odious
in the records of tho history of tho mod-
ern civilized world was exercised
throughout the rebel territory.

To Pesth came a dispatch from the
young Emperor Franqis Joseph giving
an order to bring immediately beforo
courtsinartial all tho prisoners who were
contined. Theu, as if by enchantment,

all life seemed to leave the town. The
houses were closed, the streets and
squares were deserted, and that silence
which of old reigned in the Home of
Xero and Caligula, and which Tacitus
called "the companion oftyranny," came
over the two banks of the Dauu be.

In the high square tower of the City
Hall, behind the Ludovicum. the council
assembled. It was composed of Austrian
otli<ers and soldiers, presided over by
General Windisehgratz, the conqueror of
K.ikus and Presbourg.

The prisoners appeared. They num-
bered eleven—nine men and two women
—all accused of taking part iv the insur-
rection of the two previous years.

After having rapidly proved their
identity, the court -examined thorn sum-
marily", and finally asked each one it
he had anything to say in his defense.
The greater portion of them refused to
answer, closing thoir mouths is a dis-
dainful silence, well aware of the fact
that their pretended military judges
were thero to condemn them and not to
try them.

In a few minutes the cases of the first
ten prisoners were disposed of.

When the eleventh was called, a tall
and strongly built young man appeared.
There was adetiantand proud expression
in his eye. His blonde beard was long
and silky, and his whole aspect inspired
respect and sympathy. When the crier
called aloud, "Count Louis de iiatthyany,
former President of the Council of Hun-
gary," there was a movement of curios-
ity and emotion in the crowd, and even
among tho Judges.

This last one of the accused arose, and
in a manly and sonorous voice presented
his defense. He began by refusing en-
ergetically to recognize the competency
oi tue Judges to try him, declaring that.
as a Hungarian, he could only be judged
by Hungarians, and that, as a Minister
tried lor ministerial acts, he should be
turned over to the jurisdiction of the
High Court of the High Chamber of the
National Diet. He spoke at length and
recalled with eloquence the service ren-
dered by his family to the cause of Aus-
tria, Bince the day when a Betthyany
conquered at Hobacsz down to the time
when his graudtatber uttered the famous
shout, "Let us die for Marie-Therese!" a
shout that saved the dynasty of the
Hapsburgs.

But all was in vain. His Judges ex-
pressed indifference, and some of them
sneered.

Finding that defense was useless before
such a court, he sat down.

The members of the Council then left
the hall to go through the form of a de-
liberation. They returned in a quarter
of an hour and the clerk read the sen-
tence.

Two old men, Generals Kiss and
Schweidel, were condemned to be shot.
Louis de Batthyany, Nagy-Sandor Dam-
jauich and the other insurgents were sen-
tenced to be hanged and their property
confiscated.

As to tho two women, Esther Lazar and
Adele Maderspach, the court did not dare
to sentence them to be shot or hatiged,
but inflicted upon them a punishment for
feminine modesty more cruel than death.
They were condemned to be publicly
whipped.

All, according to the usage, were al-
lowed three days to implore the clemency
of the Emperor. Thon. moved by tho
samo sentiment, and as if to respond to
this last act of tyrauny, they rose, all a
little pale, but with flashing eyes, and
together they shouted, "Eljeu a baza!"
("Long live our country!")

When the Countess Elsa de Batthyany,
who was in Vienna, heard of the convic-
tion of her son, she exhibited neither as-
tonishmont nor anger. During two
months sho had experienced all the bit-
terness that the heart of a mother could
endure. Her two brothers fell, one at
Komorn and the other at Villagos, for the
cause of their country. Her oldest son,
*'assiniia, a proscribed wanderer, was at
last forced to seek safety in flight; and
now Louis, the youngest, the one upon
whom she lavished most of her solici- j
tude and affection, was about to be exe-
cuted.

Too noble to know hatred, and too en-
ergetii- to aliow herself to bo cast down,
she resolved to do everything possible to
save her sou even at the cost oi her patri-
otic pride.

>Sho went to the imperial palace and ob-
tained an audience with the Archduchess
Marie Anne, the Emperor's aunt, who
was then about forty years old, a woman j
of haughty mien, and of a character both i

narrow and cruel. But she enjoyed at
court unlimited authority and influence.
In the bottom of her heart she concealed '

a secret and ardent love for Louis Bat- j
thyany, whom she had seeu at tue tri-
bune ofthe Diet, and to whose fiery and \u25a0\u25a0

splendid eloquence sho listened with de-
light when his magnificent voice thrilled
the entire assembly, which rose in a lever
of excitement to give him triumphal !
cheers.

This passion, however, was known to j
tho mother of Louis. She threw herself 'at the feet of the princess. Bent down i
by grief, with extended, supplicating :
arms, and her breast heaving with sobs |
which she could not suppress, and which ;
almost hindered her from speaking, she
implored her to have pity on the captive
that she loved, and to spare him the i
shame of a degrading death. The Arch- \
duchess Marie Anne lifted her up and !
then reflected for a considerable time in j
silence. Gradually her features assumed j
an anxious expression and her eyes !
blazed with a mysterious and profound I
expression. "Madame," said she, slowly, i
"1 willset out this evening. To-morrow ;

I shall see your son. Ifho consents to
obey me, Iswear toyou that I willobtain !

for him from the Emperor his lifeand
his liberty." And she ottered her two j
Hands to the poor mother, who then coin- i
menced to have some hope.

The next day the Archduchess visited ;
Batthyany.

" Count Louis," said Bho, " thero is a
lady born on the steps of a throne, aprin- j
cess of royal blood, tt»© object of the adu- 'iiition of an entire people, who i9ready j
vo descend from the throne aud renounce
her rank for you. This is because sho j

loves you with a passion all the more ar- j
dent because she has neither too advan-
tage of youth nor beauty. In exchange
she asks a little of your affection and toe
promise to remain with her for lite.'

The prisoner remained impassable, I
"Madame," said he quietly, "Iknow the \u25a0

lady of whom you speak. You can tell !
her that Icannot consent to abandon those
who are condemned like myself, the mon
who have boeu my companions in battle ,
and who are soon to be my companions
in execution. But since this lady is so
high placed that her voice can reach the
Emperor, I will ask her one favor, and j
that is to go and see him and tell him j
from me that the war carried on by Hun-
gary against two presumptuous powers
in Europe is a struggle which is destined
finally to overthrow tyranuy and to
achieve the independence of people."

The Princess was not discouraged. She
spoke to him witn eloquence and im-
plored him with passion, but she could
not change the resolution of tho captive.

At last ilatthyany told her the secret
cause of his resistance. "Itis useless,
madam," said he, "logo on any further.
I prefer to tell you the plain truth. I
love .1 young woman of my race and my
country. She alone has my heart. She
is not an Archduchess, but if she was,
rest assured that sho would not attempt
to make a bargain like the one which you
now endeavor to make with me."

That was 100 much for the Princess.
Her face rcassumed its haughty and hard
expression. She drew herself up, and
with a threatening glance left the prison
without a word.

On tho same ovening she returned to
Vienna and immediately sent for the
Countess Elsa. She was meditating upon
the best method of wounding the heart of
tho mother, to avenge herself for the dis-
dain of the son, when a dispatch from
Pesth arrived at the palace bringing the
news that Louis Battyauy hud attempted
suicide by opening the veins ofhis wrists,
but had not succeeded. A bitter smile
flitted over the countenance of the Prin-
cess. She was in possession of material
for her vengeance. '"Madam," said she
to the motner of Louis, showing her tho
dispatch, '"your son is a more comedian.
He insulted me yesterday. With great
pompous phrases he declared that he
would not abandon his companions in
prison. But apparently that was only a
passing piece of bravery, for since then
he has changed his mind." And she
handed her a paper and pointed to the
door. "This is a permit to see him," she
.said, "and 1 can tell you that it willbe
your last visit. Ah, uut I forgot! You
oau announce to him that we will be in-
dulgent. They condemned him to be
hanged, I believe. Well, he shall be
shot."

Tho Countess of Batthyany took the
permit, and without a word left tho
palace.

For a whole hour she wandered about
like a wounded lav. v. She t>aw nothing
and only remembered one thing, and
that was that Louis had tried to kill him-
self; that he had revolted at tho idea of
mounting a scaffold, and then his mother,
whose heart had experienced the most
frightful tortures, was possessed of one
tixed idea, an idea terrible in its grand-
eur. She determined that her sou should
do his duty to the end; that he should ad-
vance to the place of execution with the
same serenity with which one goes to a
banquet; that he should meet death with
a douant air, and that executioners could
not say, like the Princess, that he was
afraid. Since he was hopelessly lost for
her, since nothing in the world now
could save him from falling by the bul-
lets of the soldiers, he should, at all
events, fall like a hero and show the
world the way that ft Batthauy dies.

The next day, the last day of the con-
demned mau, sho again visited her son.
Sho advanced toward him with a smile
on her lips and a joyful voice. "Louis,
my son," said she, as she pressed him to
her breast, "1 have good news lor you. I
solemnly promised the Emperor not to
tell it to you, bat God willpardon, my
son. The Emperor at last took pity on
me. He comprehended my tortures aud
he has granted your pardon, but on one
condition. To punish you he intends
that up lo the last moment you shall ex-
perience all tli^ pains of a condemned
man who is about to give up his life; and
it willonly bo wheu the guns are leveled
against you, and when the officer is ready
to order the soldiers to lire that the order
of your pardon shall arrive. Now, Louis,
as you see, you must act as if you knew
nothing. You must be grand aud proud.
Let nothing but contempt for your cxc-

K!iers and joy over the performance of.
>ic duty be seen in your face. You
be splendid; yes, you must besplen-

A slight color tinged the cheeks of the
captive. "Kest assured, mother." said
he. "it was not death that Ifeared, but it
was that iniamous and degrading public
execution in the presence of those
wretciies, that would have spied and
watched the slightest pallor ofmy cheeks,
the slightest tremor of my body. But
now depend upon it, Ishall be courage-
ous and strong; I shall show them how a
Batthyauy die-?."

Presently he reflected and added, "But,
mother, suppose the Emperor should
change his decision?'' The Countess be-
came pale. She did not foresee such a
suggestiou. She hesitated a moment, and
theu said, "I shall be near the place of
execution. You know the house of Prin-
cess Iguatieff which tho prison. I
will be on the baloouy. You can look
up aud see me. 1 willwear a long veil.
Ifitis black, remember that you area
Hungarian aim a Ciuri tian; and if it is
white, it willbe proof, my son, that the
Emperor has not ctianged his decision
that you are pardoned and that you will
live." Here the term of her visit
elapsed. The jailor came to escort her to
thedoor. She kissed her sou aud mur-
mured, "Tiil to-morrow.''

Tho next day. the 10th of October, at 7
o'clock in tiie morning, was the time
rixed for the execution. . Tho prisoners
were aroused and brought into tho court-
yard. Two by two they were bound aud
brought to the place ofexecutiou. There
was a double spectacle oa that day.
shooting and hanging; but those who had
obtained tho favor of falling under the
guns of the soldiers were obliged at lirst
to see their comrades die on the gallows.

Batthyany was ainoug thoso wno wero
kept fur the last. Pale and feeble through
tho loss of blood, dressed in black, wear-
ing a blue cap with a silver bindinfg.be
stood with Ins back against the wall wait-
ing for u>e door to open. At lust the door
was opened. Knowing that hy could
learn liis destiny from that balcony in
front of him, ho slowly raised his eyes.
The veil was white.

Then, believing himself saved, he ad-
vanced with a defiant air and (lathing
eyes. Thi> crowd at a iittlo distance,
which before had remained silent and
still, couid not restrain a shout of admi-
ration on BSeiac tlio illustrious wounded
man standing su boldly and so erect.

The execution commenced. Xagy-
Sandor was tho drat to mount the scui-
loU'.. Tho brave republican passed tho
rope around his own uecK, an<l sternly
looking into the lace of the hangman be
shouted in a voice of thunder: "Hodie
mini, eras tibi" ito-day it is my turn, to-
morrow ii will bo thine). Then ho
bounded off the scatlold and his body
swung at the end of the rope.

By tbo side of Batthyany the old Dam-
janich became imuutiout. Ho had to ho
brought to tho place oi execution in v
cart, because he was unable to walk on
account ot his broken log; aud one after
tho other ho saw his comrades mount tho
scaffold.

"This is strange," said he; "I wiio was
always the lirst to meet an enemy, a
now compelled to march behind t
others."

At last the turu of Batlhyany can
Without a tremor and with a haugh
mcm, the prisoner advanced to the pia
of execution.

The ollieor brought up his mon ant

shouted: "Keady! Aim!"
At that moment Batthyany gazed wit l

serenity upon the my>torious veil on t
balcony, and it soomed to him th
through it he could see two splendid ey
that gazed upon him with burning lv-

The last moment had arrived.
"Fire !" shouted the officer.
There was a roiling detonation, and

heavily the body dropped to the ground.
At the same instant the figure on the

balcony suddenly tore away the white
veil, and as it fell it revealed another, aud
that was black.

About the only chance a poor gas con-
sumer has is to burn with indignation.—
Plain Dealer.

BACTERIOLOGY AND DAIRYING.

Recent Investigations Regarding
Tuberculosis.

Results of Examinations Show Tearful

Devastation Amoujj

Dairy Stock.

[Froni the Breeder and Sportsman.]
Recent investigations regarding tuber-

culosis amongst dairy stock have called
an unusual amount of activity into the
insidiousness of this malady irom both a
human and animal sanitary point of

Legislation in the East is now applied
to this disease, and the results of the ex-
aminations show fearful devastation
amongst dairy stock and some of the
finer breeds of cattle. Until recently,
bacteria were thought to have only to do
with those who looked after the health of
the general public. Others heard of them
or read about them and passed them by
as something they had nothing to do

Ranchers were in a similar position:
but now they lind that bactoria are of as
much importance) to them as they are to
the doctor or the surgeon, .bacteria play
an important role In the preparation of
manures, the growth ofplants, the health
or disease of animals, the preparation of
fodders, the preservation of farm prod-
ucts, and with none more than the prod-
ucts of the dairy. The importance of this

tt
matter has led to the expectation that

ne work would appear in the English
Uiiage dealing with this subject, and
are now informed that Dr. Freuden-

ch's "Bacteriology of the Milk Indus-
," published in German at tho end of
l year, has now boon published in
snch and will shortly appear in ltal-
, and as this book is so valuable, a

short account of it may be interesting to

leaders.
The doctor divides his work

general and special parts.

> general treats of the history, meth-
f growth, technique and other mat-
aore interesting to scientists than
engaged in any of the milk iodus-

> following is of interest in the gen-
>ortion of the work,
iacteria are living things and, as
require:
-ood and water.

Lir or something they can use for
tame purpose us that for which ani-
use air.
bacteria are most plentiful where
is most food dead or en-

>d animal or vegetable matter) and
least plentiful where food is lacking.

3. Bacteria are killed by most poisons,
drynesa, great heat and great cold.

4. Many bacteria form spores (which
may be regarded as seeds) which can
live where the bacteria themselves would

I, A basin of warm milk is almost the
it ofall feeding grounds for bacteria.
, Milk in the cow's udder is gorm-
9, except in a few caseß, such as tuber-
osis and inflammation of the udder.

The second part of the work deals di-
rectly upon the action of bacteria upon
the general products of the dairy.

The doctor asks the following ques-

1. Which bacteria are found in milk,
and how do they affect it?

2. How do tney get into the milk ?
0. What brings about their increase?
4. How could they be kept out of milk,

prevented from increasing, or killed
altogether?

The doctor's answers to these questions
are in geuoral as follows: There are,
roughly speaking, two classes of bacteria
which affect milk and iUi products that

lof
sufficient importance to be con-

red by the dairy-keeper. These are:
Pathogenic bacteria.
Usual milk bacteria.
Pathogenic bacteria are those that

se disease in muu and some other ani-
s, but which do little or no damage to
milk itself—they merely use the milk
means of transit from one victim to

ther. Their proper habitat is in the.
nal that they affect, but they llourish
nilk, and, by carelessness and ignor-
i in its handling, tney are carried from
diseased to the healthy much oftener

than they ought to be. Such bacteria are
those that cause:

1. Tuberculosis.
•J. Typhus.
3. Cholera.
1. Diphtheria.
5. Scarlet fever.
li. Foot and mouth disease, etc.
Besides these, there are others that have

caused, in America especially, poisonous

cream and cheese, but they, fortunately,
are very infrequently met with.

•J. The usual milk bacteria are those that
by ages of continued appropriation have
accustomed themseves to work in milk,
lor the natural habitat of most ot them is
milk, but when no milk is to be had
they liourish in other substances.

The chief bacteria belonging to the sec-
ond class are those that cause:

1. Milksouring.
2. Swollen and cavernous cheese.
3. liluo milk.
4. lied milk.
o. Bitter milk.
(J. Slimy milk.
7. The casein foments or cheese ripe-

The peculiarity of these milk bacteria
is that although they have little or no
effect upon living animals they have
great effect upon milk itself, and a fur-
ther peculiarity is that tho effects tney
produce on milk ami milk products are
sometimes desirable, and at other times
very undesirable, For instance, it is
very undesirable* to have the bacteria
that cause milk souring in milk that is to
be kept fresh. Whereas, in milk lroin
which butter or cheese is> to be made
just thut amount of souriug is required
that will produce butter or cheeso to the
taste of the consumers. It is also very
undesirable to have in cream from which
butter is to be made the bacteria that
cause cheese ripening. Again, if a cer-
tain kind of bacteri.i produce a certain
desired ripening, bacteria that produce
sonic other ripening are nut wanted. In
connection with this iast statement the
case is mentioned ot Weigniann of Kiel,
who first duodverejJ that a certain kind
of bacterium was the means ot giving
tho flavor and quality that exactly suited
tho taslidlOuS butter consumers, and
afterward by cultivating these bacteria
and sowing them in the milk produced
tho .same excelleut butter with the great-
est regularity.

Since milk is gortu-frec when it leaves
the cow, there can bo little doubt but
that it is contaminated when it is in the
hands of the dairy-keeper. Wo .shall do
well, however, to descend to moro detail.
It is possible lor milk to be in contact
with a good many things before it gets to
the consumer, and by all those it may be
contaminated, but in good dairies it ia
usually oniy in contact with the dairy
utensils, and the atmosphere of tho cow-
shed and dairy.

Frooi the first of these the contamina-
tion may be very great, but it is usually
very small, especially when these things
are well washed, Uy well washed it is
not meant wall scalded, for it is possible
to scald tho dishes—especially those with
an ungiazed surface—over and over again
and yet have them unclean. This is the
case when such dishes have been scalded
before being washed with cold water.
The scalding coagulates the casein of the
milk, and makes it slick to the dishes,
where it is ready to feed any bacteria that
may come in contact. The atmosphere
of the cowsheds and dairy are responsible
for much more trouble than are the dairy
dishes. Itis impossible for one to keep a
dairy absolutely clean, and consequently
much more impossible to keep it free
from bacteria, for the milk bacteria —as
well as all other bacteria—are so small
that some may live on every particle ot
dust that sparkles in the sunbeam, and
the dangers in the dairy are even less
than those that are to be faced in the byre
or cowshed, where tiiere is a much larger
amount of matter for bacteria to feed
upon, besides more heat and moisture to
make them all the more lively. Yet the

; cowshed is oftenest the dirtiest of all the j
I ranch buildings (pig yards, of course, ex- j
j cepted), and milk is sometimes allowed to jj stand from half au hour to an hour ex-
posed to its atmosphere before it is car-
ried to the dairy.

Besides these sources of contamination i
\ there are others less thought of, such
; as. for instance, the milker's hands and
\u25a0 clothes, and the cow's udder and skin
\ generally. Milkers' hands in this coun-
! try are usually fairly well washed, aud
i we seldom hear of such a custom as that
! noticed by Dr. Freudenreich in some
parts of Switzerland, of washing the

! hands in potato brew before milking.
How many milkers who keep dirty
clothes to put on when they go milking,
and how lew who tako great care to see
that tho cow's udder and adjacent parts
are properly cleansed before milking!
Some think when they see a particle of
dirt or hair full into the bucket: "Oh, the
sieve will take that out." Well, the sieve
may, but in the meantime the damage is
done. Upon these very rjarticles, espe-
cially if tho cow be habitually in an un-
clean condition, the bacteria are probably
liveliest nnd most numerous, and once
they are in the milk no amount of seiv-
insr will takejthem out.

There is one case which is very difficult
to get over: Alter milking some of tho
milk adheres to the lower part of the
milk canal. This is open to the atmos-
phere, and before the noxt milking it
may have been found out by bacteria,
which are then carried down to"the milk-
ing pail.—Professor Thomas liowhill, F.
R. C. V. S., F. K. P. S.. Edinburgh.

GOING HOME.
Out of the chill and the shadow,

Into the thrili and the sinne;
Out of the death and the lamlnc

Into the fullness divine.
Up from tiie strife and the battle

with theshamelul deleat;,
Up to tne palm and the laurel,'

o, but the rest will be sweet:

Leaving: the cloud and the tempest,
Reaching the bam and the cheer,

Finding the end of our Borrow,
Finding the end of our fear.

Seeing tbe luce ot the Master
Yearned for in "distance and dream,"

O, lor that rapture of gladness :
O, for that vision supreme!

Meeting the dear ones depnrted,
Knowing them, clasping Vieir hands,

All the beloved and true-hearted,
There in the fairest, of lands'

Sin evermore lelt behind us,
Pain nevermore to distress;

Changing the moan lor tiu music,
Living the Savior to biess.

Why should we care for the dying
That is but springing to light?Why should we .shrink from the struggle,
l Jule at the swift-closing strife?

Since it is only left behind us,
Scarcely a step and a breath.

Allthat uear hoin« ot the living,
Guarded by what we call death !

There we shall learn the sweet meanings
Hidden to-day from our eyes,

There we snail waken like children,
Joyous at giftand surprise.

Come, then, dear Lord, in the gloaming,
Or when the dawning is gray:

Take us to dwell in Thy presence—
Only Thyself lead the way.

Out of the chill and the shadow
Into tlie thrill and the Shine;

Out of ih.3 death and the faniino
Into the tuUnes:= divine.

Out of the sign and the silence
Into the deep-swell!ag song !

Out of the exile and bondage
Into the uome-gathered throng.

—Margaret K. Sansgter.

WADING IN POWDER.

An English Officer's Fearful Experi-
ence in a Kobel Magazine.

Mr. Forbes-Mitchell, author of "Rem-
iniscences of the Groat Mutiny," found
himself without an overcoat alter one of
the battles at Lucknow, and, being uns-
ble to sleep for the cold, got up in the
night, went into a room of tho Shah Nu-
jeef—where his regiment was encamped—
took a lighted lamp irom iv shelf, and
shading it with his hand, walked to the
door of the great domed tomb, or mosque,
hoping to lind a coat which some sepoy
in his harried departure had left behind
him. He peered inside, and then, hold-
ing tho lamp high over his head, walked
iv till he was near the center of tho
vault.

Here he felt his progress obstructed
by a black heap four or live feet high,
which felt to his feet as if he were walk-
ing in loose sand. He lowered the lamp
and saw instantly that he was up to his
ankles in loose gunpowder: About forty
hundred weight of it lay in a heap before
his nose, whilo a giauce to tho left showed
twenty or thirty barrels also fullof pow-
der, and another giance to the right re-
vealed more than a hundred eight-inch
shells, all loaded with the fuses fixed,
and spare fuses, slow naatclies and port
fires lying In profusion beside the shells.

"1 took in the danger at a glance," he
writes. "Here 1 was ud to my knees in
powder in the very bowels of a maga-
zine with a naked light! My hair liter-
ally stood on end. 1 felt tho skin of my
head liftiug my bonnet offmy scalp. My
knees knocked together, and despite the
chilly night air a cold perspiration burst
out all over me and ran down my face
aud legs.
"Ihad neither cloth nor handkerchief in

my pockot, and there was not a moment
to bo lost. Already the overhanging
wick of the Indian lamp was threatening
to shed its smoldering red tip into tho
magazine at my feet.

4%iuick as thought I put my left hand
under the dowu-droppiug ilame and
clasped it with a grasp of determination.
Holding it firmly i turned slowly to the
door and walked out with my knees
knocking one against tho other.
"Ifelt not the slightest pain from grasp-

ing the burning wick till I was in the
open air, but when I opened my hand
I felt tho smart accutely enough. I
poured the oil out of the lamp into the
burnt hand, and, kneeling down thanked
(Jod for having saved myself aud all the
men lying around me from destruc-
tion.

"Then Icot up, and, staggering rather
than walking to tho place where Captain
JJttwson was sleeping, and shaking him
awake told him of my discovery and thy
fright I had got.

'* 'Hah, Corporal Mitcholl," was all h
answer. 'You have woke up out of yo
sleep and have got frightened at a sha:
ow,' for my heart was still thumpin
against my ribs and my voice was trem
UlMlg."

Tho upshot of the matter was that o
seeing iho Corporal's burnt nand and tl
powder nearly half an inch thick stici
ing to his loot and damp gaiters, th
Captain was almost as badly scared
Mitchell himself. The sleeping me
wore aroused, the fire was put out as ex
peditiously as possible, ana a sentry w
posted at the door of the mosque to pr
vent any one from entering.

As may be supposed Corporal Mitchell
found it hard to get to sleep, and he
gives a truly horrible picture of what
passed around him. The frightful scenes
through which the men had recently
passed had produced a terrible erlo'jt
upon their nervous systems.

"Une man," says he, "wguld com-
mence muttering something inaudible,
and then break out into a lierce battlecry
of 'Cawnpore, you bloody murderer!'
Another would shout, 'Charge! <iivo
them the bayonet!' And a third, 'Keep
together, boys; don't lire! Forward, for-
ward! If we are to die let us die like
men!' Then I would hear one mutter-
ing, 'O, mother, forgive me and I'll
never leave you again!' while his com-
rade would half rise up, wave his hand
aud calJ, 'There they are. Firo low; give
them the bayonet! Kemember fawn-

Harper's War History.
"Harper's Illustrated History of the

War" willbe sent to all subscribers in
the country direct from Chicago. All
who desire the work must notify the local
agents or this office direct, and within two
weeks they willreceive the numbers paid
for. -2sos. Ito 9 are now ready. All who
desire to subscribe for the lull 2S numbers
can do so by remitting $2 OS to this otlice.
None but bona tide subscribers to the
Record-Union* or Wkkkly Union can
net the history at 8 cents per number.

It is wonderful how Hood's Sarsapa-
rilJa freshens and invigorates the tired
oody. Itcreates an appetite, purities the
alood, and really does "make the weak
strong." Try it and be conviuccd.

A STORY OF OLD "MULETOWN."

On a gently rising blurt", not farfrom
the eastern bank of a little brook in the
Alleghanies, there stood a little brown
house whose tidy appearance and the
well-tilled farm attached gave evidence
of thrift, but not wealth. However,
neither house nor farm is specially per-
tinent to the story. Suffice it to 9ay, that
from one of the windows of this little
domicill a comely maiden was impa-
tiently looking out on the road as if ex-
pecting the momentary arrival of some
important personage. Soon a young
horseman rode iv sight, and, halting at

the gate, quickly threw the reins to a
negro boy and hurriedly entered the
dwelling. Dolling iris creat coat and
gloves and accepting the proffered chair
lie promptly seated himself before the
blazing lire, ibr it was January, IS-l'J, and
a cold wind was blowing down from tho
snowy peaks of the Alioglienies.

"Well, Mark, they tell me you are go-
ing to California."

"Yes, Ellen, it is eveu so, or, at least,
that is my intention at present."

"So you, too, like the other half-dozen
young men of the county, have been
captured by the sensational stories that
come from the Pacific."

"I have read the newspaper accounts
i of the discovery ofgold in the mountains
ofCalifornia, and I have some confidence
in their truth, inasmuch as the Govern-
ment oilicers of the mint ivPhiladelphia '
have received tangibJo piuof of its exist-

"But," continued the young lady, "sup-
pose gold doas exist in those iar-oll'
mountains, aud you have a laudable de-
sire to obtain a reasonable share of it,
how arc you going to got to the mines?
Siuce learning.of the intentions of so
many young men of tho county to seek
their fortunes in that distant land, 1 have
examined the maps and lind but two
practicable routes. The first is by small
sailing crafts around Cape Horn with its
thousand possible dangers and ditiicult-
ies; and the second is by pack-mules, or
OX-teams, across the continent, attended,
if anything, by still more dangers. With
no well-duhned road, no bridges across
the streams, aud no knowledge of dis-
tances between wood and water, to say
nothing oftho waterless stretches of des-
ert aud mountains of snow, the trip
seems perilous iudecd."

"Wherever thero is a will there willbe
found a way," replied Mark Grayhain.
"The groatiy reduced fortune of my
mother, you know, impels me to make
the effort; besides, if successful, I desire,
on my return, to build a beautiful cage
tor a little bird Ihave in view."

Aslight tiugo of crimson suffused the
fair face of Ellen Bampton when she i
heard this remark, and observed the
earnest, tender look of the young man.
These rtvo young people had grown up
on adjoining farms, and though no word j
oflove had been spoken, many a tell-tale

ince
had revealed the secret of their
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or four long days and nights the ]
rin-king had rased throughout the
rras, much to the discomfort of tho J
lors at a little camp in the foothills of j
lador, known by the unique sobriquet
"Muletown." A cold and cheeriiess I
id was sweeping down the old emi-

grant trail, past Silver Lake, Tragedy |
.Springs aud Volcano, driving before it
small flocks of deer and antelopo which
sought protection from the cold in the
lower hills. Tho streets of the little
camp were deserted by ali save two sus-
picious looking Mexicans, who, with
closely-drawn serapas about their shoul- I
ders, were quietly pushing two stolen

Bs
out ofcainp.aHer buying a bottle

uers' delight," and inquiring for
cha Plana trail, winch, it is need- {
say, they did not intend to tol-

,s a dull and gloomy day at the I
camp. The usually busy clerks at Cun- j
niutiham's store wero whiting away the I

\u25a0c at "old slcdgo," only leaving their
V seats at the rod hot stove, to till
le imperative order for needed sup-

plies. The village smithy hud cast aside
his apron, and had stepped across the j
way with a friend to lake a "nip." The j
three private dwellings on the south side
of the street gave but little evidence of I
the life and activity which usually per- j
vaded the homes of those pioneer moth- I

Iver at the .Elk Horn saloon a dozen j
more miners, gamblers and loafers I
gathered around the pine-log Ureaud J
c relating with great gusto their ex-

periences iv crossiug the plains or round-
ing the Horn. Joe Patterson was regal- Jing the crowd wiih one ot his character- i
istio songs, and "Poker Bill," in a quiet I
corner, was doctoring the cards prepara-
tory to swindling some tender-loot im-
migrant. Tho waters of Dry Creek were
tumbling and breaking ovor the rocks
on tue other aide of tho ridge, while Mule i
and Sutler Creeks were impassable by j
reason ofthe rains. The trail to Poker-j
ville and Fiddletown was invisible in j
the blinding storm, and it. was for this
reason that the aforesaid miners, gam- !
biers and lodlers wero content with their |
comfortaole quarters at the F.ik Horn.

The crowd at the Elk Horn increased
as night .approached, and the revelry of
song and story continued, to which the j
barkeeper's whisky toddies added neither I
melody nor credulity, it was in the midst
ofone of Joe Patterson's sweetest efforts,
"Uld Folks at Home," that Mark <ir;sy-
ham, with dripping garments and glow-
ing face, appeared on the scene. A seat
at the tiro and a glass of old Bourbon
were both ottered at once by half a dozen j
of the idlers, and both kindly accepted j
by the young man, for ho had walked
the two and a half miles from Irish Hill
over a slippery trail in a most disagreea-
ble storm.

Murk cabined alone in a little nook, on j
the north side ofthe hill, having no neigh- I
bors but a few chattering Mongolians
who busied themselves by cleaniug up
tho abandoned claims washed over by
the careless, shiftless whites. With these j
chattering Mongols Murk was a ''bellee j
good man." For two years young Gray- |
ham had toiled faithfully and alone in j
liia dismal claim, tninkiug of tho dear old j
mother in the fur-away Allegnanies, ana j
occasionally bestowing a tender thought
on tho little brown house on the blulf.

Week after weok, another, and still an- j
other oyster can, tilled with shiningdust, I
was carefully hidden away beneath his j
cabin floor. It was whispered about j
Muletown that Mark had sold his "hank |
claim" to Dowoy Clark aud Billy Cox, j
who had been watching his clean-up for |
some time, and ho had agreed to give j
them possession on the morrow, roserv- |

ing tho right to cleau ud his ground j
sluices and leave a cleau set ofriffles and
boxes. Itwas for tho purpose of giving
notice of his departure for home next
day and to settle up his little account at !
the store that Mark came to Muletown

-tormy a night.
"Going home! Glorious thought! I lap- (

py boy!" It was rumored about the
camp that Murk had dug out about
§15,000 above the purchase price of his
"bank claim." Mart Kobbins, the pack-
mule mau, was engaged to bring down j
from the hill in tho morning tho personal
effects of the young miner to the "Q ]
ltanch Station," where tho stage .would
stop and take them to :Sacramonto. livery- j
body rejoiced in the young miner's suc-
cess, for he had not squandered his hard-
earned fortune in riotous drinking or i
loolishly spent it in vainly guessiug at
the cards as they came from tlie faro case
of the pretty "Senorita" who presided at
tho "Black Kavon."

When Mark Gray ham announced his j
intention of starting homo next day it j
naturally turned the thought of every
miner in camp in the same line, and
inany an oyster can was overhauled that
night in the search for rare specimens to I
be left by Mark at the various Eastern j
home-places of the miners. Poker Bill |
borrowed a ten-dollar nugget for Mark
to leave at the home ol a buxom hiss who j
engineered a dairy at Long Grove on the ;

Arichna bottom. Here and there by the
dim firelight brown hands wrote words i

of cheer to dear ones at home. It was i
tho first chance in two years, for "Tom
Bell," the robber and bandit olt kindled
his camp tires with letters torn from the
saddle pouches of vanquished pony mes- i

sengers.
Muletown awoke with thedawn; mi-i

nera, gamblers and loafers promptly as- |

sumed their respective burdens of toil
or indolence, while the revelers at the
Elk Horn struggled hard to shake oil"
their last night's drunk. The ring of the
blacksmith's hammer was again echoing
through the camp, but the rattlo of tho
dicebox at the Black Haven was hushed

Mine, ten, eleven o'clock and all i3
well; but just at high noon a terrified
Mongolian, rushing down from Irish
Hill, fell exhausted in front of tho Elk
Horn, crying, "Markee, Markee, him
bankee cave in. Markoe killed."

"Great Cseaar, boys," ojaculated ''Texas
Saui," the laziest of them all, as he started
at breakneck speed up the rugged trail,
followed by a motley crow of miners,
Mexicans and Mongols.

It was a hard run that day up that
rocky trail, but it was a run to save a hu-
man life. For a moment men stood mo-
tionless and dumb as they gazed on that
great bank of fallen rock and day which
had so recently entombed a human form.
The hissing waters as they escaped from
tbe hydraulics seemed to cry, "Hurry,
hurry!" while the tall forest troes, with
rustling lips, whispered sadly, "Gone
home! Gone home!" "Turn on the
pipes, boys, we'll wash him out," criod
fancy "Nell Neal." 2sell now sleeps
on the same red hillside far from the
home of her girlhood. It was but the
work ofa moment as an hundred willing
arms labored with tho frenzied hope that
that great bank of fallen rock and clay
would presently yield up its precious

E[ alive. But, alas, for their hopes!
\v more strokes of the pick revealed
body of Mark Gray ham, pale but
i. Poor Mark. He had cleaned up

his last sluice. The northern gusts, as
they sweDt down the gulch, sang sharply,
'"Too late, too late," while the deeper
swell of the mountain gale in its saddest

lain
murmured, "Gone home, gono

ne!"
stretcher of young pines was soon

siructed, and hurriedly spreading a
xican serapa over the bruised body it
i tenderly borne on brawny arms
.•n the rocky trail to the camp for the
time. When the procession reached

camp it was dark. Jim Bagman, the
•hearted shoemaicer of the camp,
mptly offered a back room in his shop
a temporary resting place for the
jse through the night, it was no-
il—as a mark of regard to the young
ler—that the doors of the Elk Horu
c closed for tho lirst time in two

years, and it was even whispered that

X dark-eyed senorita at the "Black
ren" would deal no game that night.
9 absence of luck Weaver, the dealer,
uld have necessitated such a course,

for it was well-known that Dick was far

I
his way to lone in search of a parson,
k declared that if money would letch

preacher ho would have him on tho

ivory effort was made by the miners
nake the funeral a "Memory Episode"
the history of Muletown. The three
rned ladies of the camp kindly agreed
uruish dressings for the body—at the
>euse, it was feared, of long unused
sry, and it was not deemed presump-

tious--in those rough and tumble days—
when the presiding genius of the faro
case silently ottered a few wild flowers
for tho grave. This resulted in an invi-
tation to the funeral from the committee,
who considered that the aenonta had
done the right thing at the right time,
especially us young Grayham had never
tried his luck at the faro case or darkened
the doors of the Black Raven.

The delicate duty of writing to the be-
reaved mother in the East was entrusted
to the three married ladies, and it was
with moist eyes and tender words they
told the story of the unfortunate young
miner.

Morning again at Muletown! Already
on a grassy hillside, where tho manza-
nitas grew thickest and greenest, and
where a few gray rocks kept silent watch
over the couturies, a spot was selectod
for the grave, farremoved,it was thought,

\u25a0a all future danger from pick or plow.
;ut, alas! for this lone grave among
rocks! Like thousands of other pio-

neer graves it formed a page in the coun-
try's history, but the leat has been torn
away, and nothing is left but tho melan-
choly tale it would tell.]

Ihe
earnest, solemn words of tho par-

fell like hailstones among the miners
i day. Men were moved by ihe.nge, unfamiliar utterances of the
achor, they were so different from the
iers' usual caul or the gamblers'

slang. At tho head ofthe grave the three
pioneer mothers gave ample evidence of
their womanly nature and sympathy,
while on the outskirts of the crowd the
dark-eyed senorita leaned heavily on the
arm of Dick Weaver, who calmly con-
tomplatod the newly-discovered feelings
of his fair charge. Poor Dick; he was
just as calm six months later, when, be-
side the miguided genius ofthe faro case,
he lay on the lloor of a dance-house in
Kanchena with two fatal bullet holes in
his heart. Dick's folks never learned
of his California life in the mines, and
they wonder yet what has become of tho
boy they so tenderly kissed "good-by"
on the banks of the Susquehanna.

The funeral ceremonies over, the crowd
slowly withdrew while a few brown
hands filled up the grave. For a time
Muletown kept on the even tenor of its
way, broken only, three months' later,
by the receipt of a tender letter from the
bereaved mother thanking the commit-
tee and the married ladies for their un-
expected kindness to her son.

To-day tho camp is lost. There is nowno town of the name. Through the
progress of civilization and the craft of
tho husbandman, the historic place has
been transformed into rodeo grounds for
ihe dairymau's cows. Tho traditional
sluice-fork lies battered and broken ou
the washed hillside, while the clatter and
clang of longtoms have given way to the
tinkle of bells and the lowing of herds.
Rambling school girls now gatner wild
poppies from its grassy borders and tired
plow hoys occasionally rest on tho \u25a0'tum-
bledown ruins" of the quaint old camp
now lost forever.

Par up on the bights the needle-leaved
pines still swag and sing at night, and far
away at tho sunny South a lonely maid
still sits at tho window of the little brown
house on the bluli". The wild llowers
down in the meadow blossom aa of yore
and birds sing as sweetly, but Eilen
CatnptOß is not the maid of two years
ago. The music baa goue from her heartana she is lonely and sad. The young
men of the neighborhood think strangely
of her aversion to society, but they little
dream that her heart is buried in that
distant grave beside the young miner
who struggled, but fell, in tho wild race
for gold in the foothills of the Sierras.

loNCLfIUXIiNOTK.

I had occasion a short time since topass by that same "bank claim" where,
five others in later years, lost their lives
by the treacherous clays. As 1 gazed on
the desolate rocks in the cleft gorge I
wondered if adown the ages the moun-
tain sprite would ever again return to
tell the story of how those boys went
home, home, home! whither wo all mustgo, whether by the fiat of age or the
caprice of fate.

THE DIVINE IN THE COMMON-
PLACE.

**» u.,^ i.i Uu.BIUluui rstwj nau B2i apart
*or their meeting, they met; and from heart

to heart
A bond of sympathy str.Usyhtwny grew.
And one they become, who till then were two.
Hal you asked his irimcls to toll you aught
ut the kind of fellow the gin had "cangiif*—
One would have called him "an honest tool,"
Aaothcr, ".i veryfood sort ou tbe whole,"
And all would a«sure you the m;m baa nausrlit
OI hidden depths, and they couldn tconceive
("But you can't account tor :i woman's

whim:")
Whatever the girlcould see in him.

Her friends would have answered much the
same

Of the girlhenceforward to benr his name;
"Aplain, little inoileusive thing,
Lucky to win,a wedding right;
Pleasant enough, but tame as tame";
And try us they might they couldn't perceive
\u25a0"Uutaman's such a turnabout character!")
Whatever her husband con 11 sec in her.

Such would have been the wise world's
spercn—

While love transfigured each for each
Anu she was his soul'a mysterious star,
And he her wonderful Avatar.— i\u25a0;. V. L., in The Spectator.

The honor of winning a scholarship at
Oxford University, England, over several

hundred contestants, belongs to Miss Kit-

keepsie.
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•NO VACATION FOR MAN!
Employers Plead That the Times

Are Hard.

! When Escape from Debilitating
Summer is Not Possibie

' Thousands Will Follow the Example «f
Mabel Jenness.

j
Vacations are in sight—for some.
But there are myriads of over-worked

I men and women who will get no vaca-
j tions this year, who will stay at home and
j simply work and sutler.

Employers plead hard times.
I'.iit these tired out, too often uncom-

plaining men and women need to be told
how poor they, and rut their employers,
really are. They endure the worst kind

, of poverty, ns If it wore something ther»
was no DSB struggling against—poverty of
blood and nerves; and it is not until their
bodies and brains break down that they
complain and seek help.

Continued headaches, poor appetite, a
constant tired feeiing and nervousness
should convince any reasonable person of
the need of a tonic and restorative for ex-
hausted blood and nerves. The ideal

.MISS MABEL JENNESS.

invigorator and reconstructive remedy
lor a "run down" system, for thin, poor
blood and diseases of liver, kidneys and
stomach is Paine's celery compound. It
feeds worn-out nerve centers and builds
up the strength and elasticity of the body.
One takes on now weight witii its uso;
pale cheeks gain color, and the skiu, un-
doubtedly the best index of health, is
cleared up and freed from the disfiguring
signs of bad humors that are in the blood.

Miss Mabel Jenness, who is celebrated
the country over for her successful cru-
sade for physical culture among the
gentler sex, has set them a good example,
as appears in a letter written by her from
Washington.
"Iwas induced," writes Miss Jenness,

"to try Paine's celery compound at a time
when Iwas suffering from overwork and
the effect of an accident. Ibegan imme-
diately to realize touicand blood-nourish-
ing effects. I take pleasure in saying
that, although opposed to medicine in
general, Ireally consider this an excellent
preparation.

"1 have not been able to take one day's
rest since Ireturned from my lons, hard
western trip. lam suro were it uot for

j Paine's celery compound, which has a
tonic effect, Ishould not be able to keep
up and work hard.

"Irecommended I'aine's celery com-
pound to a fiiend who dined with us yes-
terday, and ou leaving hero she wont and
bought a bottle. I shall do ail I can for
it, for Ibeiiove in it."

So tho society woman, whose health and
gracoare famous tho country over, and
who is in a position to command tho best
medical advice, finds iv r<iino'3 celery
compound the same, relief from the ef-
fects ol overwork and illness that tho
poorer, harder working women lind.

And it is within the roach ofall.

Travelers in Any Fart of the World
Avoid loss, save trouble and inconvenience

by use at
AMERICAN EXPRESS COMPANY

TRAVELERS' CHEQUES,
A Universal Currency. I'aysible at

Face Value Anywheru.
Principal office of Co., 65 Broadway, N. V.

quickly. Ovor 2,000 private endorsements.
* Prematureness means irnpoteney ia tho first

stage. It is a symptom ofseminal weakness
and barrenness, it can be stopped in 20 days
by tho use ofHudyan.

The new discovery was madf b^ the Swnal-
ists ofthe old famous Hudson Medical Institute.
It is the strongest YitaUzer made. It is very
powerful, but barmlcFs. Sold lor $1.00 a pack-
age or6packages fc Ss.oo(plaln sealed boxes).
Written guarantee given fora cure. Ifyou bay
six boxes and are not entirety cured, six more
willhe sent to yon free ofall charges.

Send for riroulnrsrtii'3 testimonials. Address
HUDSON JMfcDICAL INSTITUTE,

1033 Market St.. San Francisco, CaJ.

The Deh'c'ous Fragrance
Refreshing coolness and r.oft beanty im- Iparted to the skin by Pozzoni's'i'c^der,
commends it to all ladies.
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