-

———————————

THE INDIANAPOLIS DAILY SENTINEL, SUNDAY MORNING, FEBYUARY 8 1885

THE PARTING HOUR.

— e

BY EDWARD POLLOCK,

- There is something n the **parting hour"
Will chiil the warmest neart -
Yet, kindred, comrades, lovers, friends,
Are fated »ll 1o part—
Bat this I've sen—snd many s paog
e e
one w s ppie
Than those he lenves behind.

No matter where the journey be,
. Adveniu dangerous, far
40 the wiid deep of bleak Irontier,
Tu solitude or war—
Il someibing coeers the Deart that dares
in all of human kind,
And they who x0 are happler
Than those they leave behind.

The bride goes 1o the bridegroom's home
With doubting and with tears,

Bul does not Hope ber ralnbow spread
Across her cloudy fearn?

Alas! the mother who remains,
What com lort can she hind.

But this—the gone is happler
Than one she lesves bebind.

Have you a frlend- s comrade dear?
An 0ld and valued (riena 7
Be sure your term of s weet concourse
Atlength wiil bave an end |
Aupd when you part -as part you will
take 11 pot unkind
I e who goes Is happler
Than you he ieaves behind !
God wills it so—and so it Is—
The rims on their way,
Thongh weak and worn, more cheerful are
Thau all the rest who stay.
And when at last, poor man, subdoed,
Lies down to deatn resigned,
May ne not be happier far
those he leaves behind!

WHAT KATE DEVINS DID!

{Youth's { ompanion. |

The girl bad come from Quebec on the
Government steamer; but she was a Massa
chusetts girl, who bad sa:d she would stay
the zemainder of her vacation on the island
of Anticosti, simply because everybody told
her she conld not possibly do it

“What is the reason | can’t?’ she asked
her mother. ‘"Uncle and aunt stay on the
island ali the time, and 5o does Benny."

*J advise you not to go,” eaid her mother.

“But why?™

- nse you will be lonely and home

m..'

*Js that the only reason”’

“Y“."

“Then 1shall go.”

“Very well. 1f yoa do, you will bs obliged
tostay two months "’

“Oh, of course, I know that.”

S0 it came about that Kate Davins step
ped from the Government light-supply boat
to the shore of Anticosti Island one day in
early summer.

. She was alone. She bad her satchel in her
hand, and as she walked along theshore her
light, gray-clad fizure stood oat strange and
solitary on the waste sgainst the blue sky,
As the souid of the oars of the sailors in the
departing boat grew !ainter snd fainter, a
sensation something like fear came over her,
In & moment, however, she was hersell
again. About her wassilence and desola
tion, that barmonized well with the belief

the Acadians have that God gave up this
island to gloom and despair aud bestowed
itas a heritage upon Cain. Stirewches of
marsh land or acies of rock lie barren be-
neath the summer sun and the wintry

clouds.

Seldom is there any communication with
the island from the mainland, which, for
hundreds of miles, is nearly as desulate as
the island itself. Once or twica in the sam-
mer a sailing boat may call. No pleasuze
seeker ever comes asecond time. The ca-

rﬂcium currents, the fogs, the shoals, call

or lighthouses here and there on the coast,
and here many herorc deeds are done which
are never sung or told; and here was done
one heroic deed about which I will now tell

you.

A small white house on a slight rise of land
a dozen rods from the water, had at one
corner of it & tower running up many feet,
an the topol which was the light-chamber,
or lantern, of the lighthouse. There was no
other habitation in sight,

Kate, ashamed of hersudden feeling of sor-
row and homesickness, now walked qaiokly
toward the little house., A door was shruwo
open, and the stooped aud worn form of a
woman appeared in the opening She looked
st the yirl a moment or two with an ex
Mon of wonder. Had some brilliant

of the tropics lighted there, she would
have been less surprised.

*'The land sake'" she cried. '“Who be ye?
Did ‘yo come on the Gov'izent steamer?"”

“Yes, ma'am,” said Kate. “Don’'t you
Enow me?”’

The womaa's poor, faded face still had
something in it that reminded Kate of her
mother, and warmed her heart at the same
time that 1t made her eyes dim. She put oat
her hand.

“I'm your sister Mary's child,” she said.

*“So you be! Bo you be! And I aint seen
Jou gince you was fifteen months old. You'd

jest lost yer father then. Come in! Now
sint this a treat” Bat yon never can stand
it here in this lonely place; never! Nomor-
tal can stand it} Cowe!

The woman kissed Kate on both cheeks
and drew her into the small room, which
was evident!y Kkitchen dining and sicting-
room, B8be then bastied about, putting on
the teakettie and blowing up the fire in the
old stove. :

*Did yon come from (Juebec? Beye goin’
back in the steamer?"

“No, I'm not going back in the steamer,’’
answered Kate. ‘The mean will briuﬁ
my trunk here belore dark. Mayn's
.l’?‘l

“Stay?’' The woman stood an instant and
Jooked at her visitor.

“I shall be wonderfal glad to have ye, but
ye never can siand it. Bister Mary never

How is she?’

«»Mother is well. She said I conldn’t pos-
sibly be contented here, aud perhaps that is
the reavon I determined I would.” '

“But you can't” earnestly.

" sunt.”
..E‘?.d:, bome, and I must stay here.

You are dearly walcome, anyway."”
wa the Government
ding asway on what seemed a sea
. It would be at least two months
ore she would come again. Kate was
standipg op the beach looking at the vessel,
when a loud seresm soun jed close behind
her. Bhe jumped, azgry and startled, and
saw, arod ortwo -whv“o{ of
eigh years, who was na
chn&f Fhll: shirt, with trousers of the
same, beid up by knotted cord that was nsed
as s er. On his head was a round

eap, with no rim or visor.

He has shrewd gray eyes and no front testh
that was jost shewing itself, and
an infant tusk. The two figures

at esch other in silence.
ssked, severely —

you yell ino s2ch a borrid way

wanted to see if
I' ve been watchin' of ye
be y',, anyway?"’
i on Gov'ment steamer?”’
“Yes, I came on that steamer. Who are

r'
’90-. I'm Benny Shafto."
“Not Bobby "
He stared and did not anewer.
“I'm your cousin, come to make you &
visit.” She extended a hand and 8

band in it
“gnume'n stand it here, cousin Kate
* he said, sud after looking at her in
silence a moment, they started to walk back

to the hovee
and b

ou could
s long

spell.

that

that night in her bit of & room nunder the|
.oof, watching for the gliut of the lamps .lu

the lighthouse when it turned so that ite

hight shone on the water, which was visible
from bher piliow.

The next day her aunt complained of se-
vare headache and feveris palns in ber
back. Kate if a trifle beadstrong was really

8 good sort of a girl, as you will see. BShe at
onoe insisted that Mrs. Shafto shouild lie in
bed, whils ehe d4.d the work. This was rot
the first time she bad done housework, for
she had often shared with her mother the
work of their cosy Jittle bome. Buat here it
was very different she found. There were 80
few utensils. and no ooe to give any direc-
tions. So when she sat down by her aunt's
b:::’ide. iate in the alternoon, she waa very
tl L]

Even bher ignorant eyes saw that Mrs
Shafto was no better, In afew minutes Mr.
Shalto cawe in, looking so tired and worried
that his wife gazed at him snxiously, He
sat down beavily in the wooden chair near
the bed-room door, and leand his bead on
his handes.

“David, what is it?' asked Mre. Shalto,
feebly. |

“The revolvin' apparatus is broke'’ bhe
said, in such a leaden way that Kate gazed
at him in sarprise,

Bbe knew partially what his words meant,
bat did not comprehend why thay should
cause the sick woman to start up in bed, and
then sink back with a groan. ’

“And the steamer gone yesterday!'' she
cried out. ‘‘What sbhall you do?”

““The worst of it is"”’ the man said, ‘‘unless
it flashes, the craft will think it's the station-
ary light on the west side, and I'm sare
there'll be terrible loes of life.”

Mrs. Shafto now sat upright in bed, in
spite of her severe e.

“And there's no way by which to send
word to the Marine Department!’” she said,
despairingly

Her husband shook his head. ‘‘There
aint no way, as ye know. 1 can’t let 'em
know till the next steamer comes, and then
it'll be a long time before they can get back
with the machinery. Bat how be ye now?”
getting up and approaching the bed.

“]l only want a little rest’’ she replied.
hastily; and added, “O, David! what shall
you do 'bout the light? I can't sleep if the
sailors are goin’ to be decoyed by it. Think
of their vessels crashing on the rocks because
of that lignt!"

Kate, rensitive and weary, shuddered as
she heard her words,

“Now, Catbarine,” said Mr. Shalto, ‘‘don’t
you go and worry. I shall stay op there. |
think I can turn the light by hard Batit's
zoin’ to be a tedious business. Youa needn’t
think I shall let the ahiPl be deceiyed. Yon
get a good sleep. That's all you've got to
do.” Then, turning to Kate, he said, *"When
vou can leave your sunt, come up into the
tower and see the light.”

soon Mrs. Shafto was sleeping uneasily
Benny had come in, and was eating bread
and molasses with audible gusto at the kiteh-
en table. _

“If your mother wanis anything, yon
wait upon her,” she said, as she passed
through the room on her way to the light,
B:nny nodded, and Kate entered the cool,
gloomy and narrow stairway that wound up
through the tower. As she emerged intothe
small room where the great lamps were, she
~as tly startled by seeicg her uncle on
his knees, with his arms out on the single
chair the place contained, and by hearing
him say, in a low, strained voice,—

‘O Lord, help me!"

Kate hurried up the remsining steps, her
tace pale with excitement, and fear of she
knew not what.

“Uncle David!"” she exclaimed; “what is
the matter? BSurely you and I can manage
to turn the light! I1'm strong and well, and
I've been brought up to work. Ican do al-
most anything if yon'll teach me.”

There was courage and conviction in the
ciear, pleasant voice, and the man was a
trifle cheered. He rose to his feet and turned
toward her. His face was haggard and his
eyes looked dull and heavy.

“'Taint furnin’ fera night; it's for weeks,"

he said, selemnly. **And the question is
can we hold out? We are responsible for
men's lives. 1 wanted to see ye and tell
y@ bow to do it, because my head hn' such
a feeling in it, and my back. that I think I
may be taken down. While my mind is
ciear I want to make sure, you know. SBome-
how, you havye a look as il ye could be
tmltet{. Benny's too yonog, |I'm atraid.
“Now you jest watch. I'm goin' through
the whole operation of Allin’ and trimmin’,
and then tarpin'.”
Kate did not answer. It was not necessary.
The man saw she was as eager as he could
desire. When he bhad poured the oil,
wrimmed the wicks and polished the refiec
tors, he took out nis watch and sat down.
Kate bent over him,

“It mast flash every minute and a half”
he st id, “'and this is the way. It aint very
easy. nor very hard, jest for a time or two,
Set down here and lay the watch there.”

Kate did as he bade her.

*“Now turn.”

She bent forward, turned the whee's anl
had the satisfaction of seeing the set of lights
slowly revolve,

“There, ye see they stop now,'” he said.
“Do it again.”

He was satisfled.

“You mnust light up at seven at night,
and put 'em out at seven in the morning.”
“But can't you send for some one?”’ she
asked.

*There aint anybody within miles] and
miles,”” was the answer; “and when ye do
come to somebody, he couldn’t leave, for
he'ss light-keeper t00. You don’t know this
island. [ must git down stairs now. 1 wish
I conld stiddy myself on your shoulder
Them are bad stairs for a head like mine,”

Kate went one step abead of him down
the stairway, and he leaned his hand heav-
ily upon her. When they reached the liv-
ing-room, the man, whoee force of will had
kept him up, sank in a faint upon the
floor.

Mrs. Shalto was greatly slarmed, but she
was able to give directions to Kate; and in
hailt an hour, with Benny’s help, Kate had
brought down her own bed and

from the little chamber, and Mr. Shafto had
recovered conscionsness enough to rise and
lie dewn upon it, where it was placed at one
side of the kitchem. As his head toucheil
the pillow he caught the girl's hand and
said, -

*I¥'s my opinion we've both got typhoid,
We'll see to ourselves. You tend to the light
--tend to the light!” he repeated with a pa-
thetic emphasis.

He did not speak a coherent sentence after
that for many days.

“You may trust me,” said Kaste; but he

did not hear her.
Now wasa time to prove of what stafl

Kate was made. BShe passed the next hour
in making her twopatients as comfortable
as she could, and then it was six o'clock.
Thea she made a basin of gruel, and atesome
bread and molssses with Benny. After sup-
per she took the boy out of doors.

“Benny,” she said, “‘your father and moth~
er may be il for many days. Can I depend

on you?”’

H‘o leaned his back against the house,
looked at her a moment aud then said with
emphasis, -~
“Yes sir!"

“I want you to wrap yoursel!f in a com-
forter and sleep on the kitchen flodr to-night,
and every night. If they want anythiog
you must get it for them. To-morrow I shall
try to give them & sweat. That's ail | can do,
Oh, it's horrible! Itis horrible to be Here
alone at such a time!” The
for an instant, but directly

in hand again.
“I've 2ot to be up to the tower until morn-
ing,"” she went on. “Something about the
maehinery is broken, and I must tarn the

“"
u‘-P Got to tnrg’ mh:l.g?tl" inu«rl:
Benny. Then 5 engthen
mmd’u if utterly m!onndoth
“Yes" hurridly said Kate, “you see how
much we have to do, and how we must help
esch other. Yon'll have to take care of
vour father and mother while I'm in the
"

lantern.
“1'll do my best,” he said earnestly.
Sbe went up into ibe fower st a quarter to

"

rl trembled
herself well

seven, and by the time her nnecle's wateh
pointed to the bour the lamps were lighted
s ithough at this time of the year it was still
daylight. She glanced out of the window
end saw Benny struggling to plant tus fish-
rod close 10 the water, From its top wayed
three long streamers. Thise was in acoord-
snce with an agreement the two bad made
just before she left him for the night.

“Who will think it means anything”” she
asked herself. Btill the sightof it gave a bit
of com’o t,

Then she began her work. For the first few
times she fancied it would be quite easy 10
turn the machinery. But in hallf an hour
she began to tire, and soon every l_nnlcle
ached, and a blinding glare wasin her
brain, for unconsciously she had kept eyes
fixed on the flames of the lamps.

Then she grew snxious. “Oh, can not I
hold out even one night?”’ she thought.

She hurried to the window and put her
head into the cool air. Bul she was nerv-
ously atraid the time would pass, and she
shou!d miss her Jdaty.

The night then grew clondy and very dark.

When it was ten sue thought it was after
midnight. There was no cessation, no rest
It was [ike thedrop of water falling regu-
|arly on the head, the old, dreadful torture,
By twelve the girl thought she would have
given countless treasures to be able to throw
herself on the floor and stay there half an
hour. Once when she thrust her her out of
the window she saw & beautiful burnished
purple and green wild duck suddenly dart
into the glow of the hight, coming straight
toward her. In the mnext breath he had
dashea his head against the closed wire
screen. He carled over and fell dead to the
ground. The sight of this poor creature's
fate turned her cold. It was like a premo-
nition. _
“If I give up for one minute, I shall be
Lysterical!’ she said to hersell, and she
tarned resolutely bsck to the lantern. In
half a minute she revolved the light. So
the night went on, until it was nall after
two.

Then there was a little sound behind her.
She looked and saw Benny's head just above
the threshold of toe door. He was sianding
on the stairs and had a cup and saucer in
his hand.

“Mother's awake,”” he said. “‘She told me
how to make some tea. She thought you'd
need 1t."” _

“Oh. thank you! Thank you!" cried the
girl. and she drank the tea eagerly.

“How does it go here?”"’ he asked.

“It has gone somehow, [ suppose it will
come morning sometime' How are your
mother and father™

“l think mother's better,
bad.” And he harried away.

The tea was strong, and stimulated her for
three hours. It was daylight then, but
there wasa fog. All at once the watcher
was 50 sleepy that her eyelids would drop as
she turned at her work. Then she would
grow frightened at herself, and for five min
utes thereafter she wonld be wide awake,
and thinking ot the sailors who might be
watching for the flash of the light

The moments now were terrible, Should
she live to see the hand of that watch point
toseven? Wasit only one night thatshe
bad passed, and there were sO> many more to
come. *“Can I endure it”” she thought.

At seven o'clock she mechanically extin-
guished the lights, “‘I will sit down one mo-
ment,” she murmured,

Healf aa hour later Benny peeped in and
saw poor, heroio, tired Kate sitting on the
floor, her back against the wall, dead with
sleep, as he told his mother,

Mrs. Shafto sent him back with a blanket,
which he threw over her, At ten o'clock
she was wakened by the sun shining in her
face. She ran down stairs to find Mr Shafto
tossing with fever; but her aunt locked
brighter

“It'e kind of a slow fever that's got me,”
said Mrs. Shafto. “I've had it atore. It's
tedious, but 1t ain't dangerous. I sh'll be
able most of the time to direct Benny. Eat
your breakfast, Kate. Then I'll tell you
what to do. One thing sure you've got to
sleep a few hours every day."”

How did the next week pass, and the week
alter, and still another?

David Sbafto's fever raged fiercely, but
Mrs. Shalfty's illness only kept her weak and
dizzy. Ouce the woman tried to mount the
tower stairs and was found by Benoy lying
at the foot of them.

“Kate will die! She looks like a ghost!”
cried Mrs. Shafto,
And Kate felt like a ghost. Oaly ghosts
shonld not know such mortal wesriness of
flesh and blood. When green tea ceased to
have power she said that would be the end
of bher. About two o'clock every night
Benwp brought her the tea, and she worked
on the stimulosthat gave her for the re
maining hours. She did what she could
in the day, but her aunt made her go to her
attic to sleep for several hours. For many
days she would fall asleep the instant she
lav down.
Bat the third week she found when she
tried to sleep that her brain was on fire, and
every nerveseemed alive. She could not
keep still. ‘' So much the better,”” she sald
with a laugh. But she little knew the sad
and fearful significance of this.
**As long as | live, the sailors shall see that
light,” she said one evening, on that last
third week., ‘‘That is my dnty, and [ shall
stick to it Oh!" she exclaimed, with a sud
den, heart breaking cry. I wish 1 could
see my mother' I wish I could see my moth-
er'”’
On the Jast day of the third week, at about
eleven in the forenoon, Kate had just finished
filling and cleaning the lamps, when she
hurtf the sound of langhing, and the voicee
of men and women.
She ran out on the tiny balcony, and
leaned over. A boat had jast landed near
Benny'ssignal. Three men and two women
walked up toward the house. Kate's eyes
burned and ached, Round and round went
her brain. Then something snapped in her
head, and she thought & bliinding, ineffable
fiood of light poured upon her.
“Oh, there is mother,” sheshrieked, “‘there
is mother!"" She reached out her arms over
the baicony and lsughed so loud and so
strangeiy that Mrs, Devins cried out 1n ter
ror.
“Mother! mother!"” screamed Kate, ““I will
jamp down to you!" and she began to
scramble upon the railing.
“Stop! stop!” cried Mrs. Devins, and she
ran swiftly toward the door of the tower.
Bome one clutched at Kate's skirta. "“I'll
ho!d her!"” shonted Benny, behind, strug-
gling with her. *'She don’'t know whatshe s
doing.”
Panting, ball dead, the mother reached
the turret. Kate was langhing and crying
hysterically, and for the time had lost all
control of herself.
*I stuck to the light,”" she kept saying,
and wonld sometimes add, ‘‘There’s no
need of sleeping. No, there's no need of
sleeping.”
The girl did not have a fever, but the
forces ~f spirit and flesh had been so drained
that her mind was not quite right for
months, and it was more than a year before
ghe was really like herself again.
Now permanent help was had. By the
end of the summer the light-keeper and his
family were well and the revolving appara-
tus had arrived
When her friends condoled with Mrs,
Devins, and regretted that Kste had done
as she had, the mother replied:
“It was a sad thing that she should have
had such an experience, but being where
she was, she only did her duty,”
And I am afraid that is more than many
of mny readers can sincerely say that they
do in the circumstances in which they are
placed. Maria Louvisz Pool,
T i i

Maflitt's Eloguence

Syme years ago the Rev., John Newland
Mafitt delivered an address on the oceasion

But father's

dist chuarch in New Orleans. A correspond-
ent quotes, as he says, from memory the fol-
lowing passages, which struck him as being
surprisingly eloguent;

Bg:'h is ’ll’o':q Orleans the oty within
whoee swelling circuit of benevolence I now
stand. Thedin of commerce rolis along
these streets by night and by day as the
voice of many waters, She sits as the quesn

lo

of tha laying of the corner stone of a Metho- | g0

pon her alluvial delta, and the proud !

deep Gulfl of Mexico, J/ike 8 mooarch bow! st
a feast pours the rushiog libations at hLer
feet * * * Istrain my aching eves to
ca'ch s vision of the far-off froutiersthronugh
which the great Fatherof Waters rolls on |
his majestic flood in tarbid grandsur; hat it
is ton far for the vision of mar [ exhanst|
horizon alter horizor, and yet the end 18 not. |
[ see every leaning riil thiat comes langhing |
down the mountains, pointing its way, Isa-|
en with all agricalture can create or o m- |
merce can ask for, toward your city. Hills|
as far distant from each other as midnigh
from sunrise pay their tribute of bright

ters to the ocean’s eldest born, whose

deep tones of inland music roil like
muffled drums of a solemn pageant in

ear of 11118 vast city.

- ———

Oh. Had 1 Kuown.

If | bad thoughbt so soon §7¢ woulid bave dled,
He sald, | bad 'een tenderer in my speect,
1 baa a moment lingerca at her side,
and held her ere she passed beyond my
reach,
It I had thouyht so soon she wounld Bave died.

That day she looked up with her startied eves,
Like some hurl creature where the woods are
deep :
With Kisses | had stilled those breaklng slpns,
With kisses closed those eve [ds Lluto sieep,
That day sbe lovkel up with her =lartied eyes.

Oh, had | knowu she would have died so soon,
Love had not wasled on & barren land,
Love ke those rivers under torrid noon
Lost ou the dessert, poured out on the s and -
Oh, had | known she would tave diea so sown!
— Harriet Prescott Spofford.
——

GARRETT'S GREAT FORIUNE.

The Lonely Life of 1the Great EKallroad
King Whose Wife Was His Fast Friend,
[New York Letter |

A man of business, haviog strorg rela-
tions with Ba'timore, said to nie yesierday:
“It would be an interesting matter for you
to ) into tha will of Joha W. Garrett
Ssia I: “"How much did he leave?’ The
estate amounts to $i5 000000 said my
friend. “'Nobody had thes least idea of it
Itis the Jargest estate ever accumulated in
Maryland —very much more thaa (hat of
Joha Hopkins, and is three times greater
than many people considered it wounld be.”

“What 18 1t invested in?" | asked,

“Chiefly in the Baltimore and Ohio Rail-
road and its extensions and bragches. and
gome of it is in real estate”

Said I: **What do you desire to call my
attention to in Mr Garrett's life?”

“To its eingular methods He had hardly
a friend in the world but his wife. He was
at war with everybedy aud evervthing. The
moment he stepped outsiae of his door he
seemed to enter the domain of Lostilny. He
was in contlict with the politicians, with the
city of Baltimore wilh the Marvland Legis-
lature, with the authorities at Washington.
with the city government at Washington,
with his conwemporaries of all Kinds, and
with pearly ail the parallel railronds. Alter
he had lost Lia wife there seemed to be
nardly a spot for him tolo 'k for shade end
rest  Yet he turns out to kave been truoe 1o
his purposes of riches He saved himsel!
enormous commissions by Kkeeping up a
banking honse of his own, which his sons
controlled. Ro»ert Garrett Le designed to
take executive charge of his estate, and his
other son, Henry, who was a man of culti-
vation, too, he kept at the head of the bank-
ing-house, In that banking house all the
transactions of Mr, Garrett were concealed,
If he had operated through any other house
his secrets wou!d have leaked out. He has
left Henry Garett the head of the house,
worth $10.000,000, His danghter Mary is
the richest siv gle womau in Awmerica—worth
£12 000,000 it is believed. Robert Garrett is
worth $12,000 000 or more. Miss Garrett is
still & young woman not more than twenty
pix or twenty eight I should thiuk, or there-
abouts, 8he has never narried and did =
good deal of her [ather's correspondence and
pariicular work, Sheisa womau of culli-
vation, and rumor in Baltimore has said
that she is going to marry a physiciaa
there."

- - >
LIYTLE FOLRKw,

Mamma to sruall boy sick in bed—Johnny,
did you sleep we!l last night? Johany—No,
mamma, [ slept sick.

Aflter a little south side boy, whose family
were to move away next day, had concludad
his evening praver, he said: - Good bye,
God; to-marrow we are all going off on the
railroad.”

“Pop, do angels speak German?' asked a
boy of his sire the other day. *“What
makes you ask such a question?’ said the
father. “Oh, nothing, only I was thinking
that if they didn't our German minister
won!d have to take along an ioterpreter
when he died?”

Dsacon’s Small boy—""Pa, why did you
goand drive Mr. Jones' cow out of our
medow?’ Deacon--*Why? Becanse she
was trampliog aond eating ali over the clover
in the iot.”” Boy (severely)-—-""Well, I didn't
think that of you, pa! Only yesterday I
heard you telling Mr. Smith that every
Christian should ought toshare his lot with
his neighbor."”

Grandpapa (trying to be severe)--“Now,
Mabel, tell me why youn didn’t put that
quarter I gave you into the plate at church
this morning. 1 like to see & little girl give
cheerfully and ‘not let her right hand know
what her left hand doeth.’” Incorrigible
grand-daoghier (who is saving money for
candy,—* Chat's just the trouble, grandpa.
My right band thought my left hand was
putting it in, and my left hand thought my
right band was, and so between the two of
taem it didn’t get put in at all.”

An Infant's Legal Acamen,

Bobby begged his mammato buy him a
drum.

“I am afraid, Bobby,” she replied, ‘‘that if
I were to buy a druma grandpa might not
like 1t very well.”

*“‘That wouldn't make any differeace,
mamma,” Bobby argued, ‘‘cos, you see, the
drum ain't for grandopa; it's for me.”

This conversation occarred a good many
years ago, and Bobby, who is now a man,
is practicing law successfully in Pniladel-
phit.

Must She Always < Wugh. ”

A very little girl, who is also a very noisy
one, asked her mother the other day with ail
a child's simplicity:

“Mamwa, when Jlittle girls dle they go to
Heaven, dou't they?”’

“Yes, dear." replied the mother.

‘“And don’t they have wingsand white
robes?’

“Yes "

“And crowns?’

uY‘e."l

“And harps? Do they have harps™’
“Yes, dear.”

Then, after a long, meditative panse, in a
very solemn manner, **Wiil they let them
play the harps?’

No Messages Taken,

“Do all boys who die go directly to

Heaven”' asked sick little Joe of hiwe

mot! er.

“] hope 80."

“They don't have to stay in thke ground

a long time and perhaps go t)> an awlul bad

piace”’

“Why, no, Joe; little boys are not sinful

enongh i¢r such punishment, even if there

is any sach thing.”

“Then they go right uo to Lthe sky?”

“Yee, Joe; but don't talk about such

thines.”

“*Did Freddie Amison, who died |ast week,

to Heanen, mother?"’

“Why certainly, my child.”

“Well, mother, if I die right off you

peedn’t send any word to Freddie, for I

mb-b‘, shan’t see him, and if{ [ do Ishan't
like talking to him, for the last time we

went to school he said you was an old

blowhard, and thumbed his nose at yon,

snd I }old him [shouldn't speak to him any

more.’

o4
Bad'd

| “;‘A..._

THE HONE.

It % not doubted thet men havea home in that
place where each one has established his hesrib
: sum of his possession and loriunes,
wonence he will pot depart if nothing calls him
whnence il ne has departed Descems 10 De a
wanderer, and il he returns he ceases 1o wander.

—Londition fr~m Civil Law,

“Then stay st bome, my Leart, and rast,
The bird is safest In 102 nest
('er all tnat lutter their wings and iy,
A hawk is hovering la the sky."'
— Long fellow,

OUR YOUNG FOLE~

The Brook's Story.

Through the broad and level meadow
Flows a modst little brook.

Hidiug 'neatn the bending grasses,
As It wigds from nook w0 nook.

On its banks pur barefoot Willie,
Ali absorbed in busy play,

Tosses leaves upon the water
Tiles 10 wake them sall away.

Now, impatient at fls slowness,
He eXciaims, “You lazy brook.
When you've work to do why l‘nger
1.ly thas in every nook !

““Could you only see the streamlet
Dasalog down yon mountain side,

L am sure Lhe sight woudl shame you,
If you've gol a speck of pride.”’

inen the brook found tonenue 1o Auswer
"‘Strange (0 you my word may seem
Yet "us troe, tnough now more useful,
il am that same mouniain siream,

“Theugh my destiny, the ocean,
Cails me ouward night and day,

Yet my mission centers chlefly
In whe goed done on the way.

““Rocky ledges do not need me,
8o 1 hasten on with speed,

Tili ] reach this fertile meadow,
Whose green herbage | must feed.

“Liitle boy, these words remamber,
I'rue wherever shines the sun,
Rarely find we nolsy bustle
Where the grandest work s done.”

—Golden Days,

An Tce-Yacht Race,
[3t. Nicholas |

“There iz a roar snd a rush behind them.
What next?

“The down train! The boys look over their
shoulders as the big black monster shoots
past. The whistle biows sharply; there are
handkerchief« waving from the windows
The ice yacht is just now holding nearly
across ihe river,

‘“'A race’ arace, boys!'criest e skipper.
as he gives a quick turn of bis haod, and
with a sheer and a spring they are off after
the train.

“DNow tae race —the race, bovs! Bteam
against wind' How they fly! Everything
is b.urred ard melted together and indis
tinct., [he 1ce is ull & oluish white haze,
with toat diamond sparkle from the run-
ners bhiszing up

“The windows of the train are tilled with
heads, they seem to shout &t the party on
the ice yacht, who hear only the rush and
roar of the wind and 1+he runnerr. The wind
increases; the boat rears nigher; the wind-
ward runnoer cats fercely through the air, and
the crashed ice fles in a shower. Almost up
with the train, now; and creeping on!

“Will the wind bold? But uever fear;
this is no flaw, but a steady gale. It seems
as if the biack train were slowing up; yet
no — it 18 the yscht which is flying faster.
litera'ly on the wiogs of the wind. And
now—a crack in the ice atead!

“The skipper raises himse.{ and scans the
ice with eagle eye. An old hand at ice yacht-
ing is he.

** ‘We can do it, I think,’ he says.

““Now, brave 'Rodina!’ And the train
#ees the crack, 1wo; the cars seem alive all
their long length with hesds and gestares
snd warniog shouts. Do they think every-
body 1s asleep there un that light, flying
feathery wanderer?

““The upper ed ze of the crack is higher by
full six inches than the lower; and between
swirls the black, treacherous water, They
are upon it.

' Whiz!—Splash!—as the edge-ice sags and
the runuer catches the cold tide. There is
a wild, tremnlous swing and sway, a toss of
the windward runner, and the crack is far
astern. How the train cheers! And look.
now, the black, snoring engine falis behina!
Wind sgainst eeam! Give them three
cheers, boys, and swing your caps, and hold
fast while youare aboat it. The track 1s
clear ahead; the locomotive whistles and
snorts and shouts in wild ssiute to the
yacht's victory. Faster,—[aster,—till there
is only the ring of the rnnners, the roa: and
rush of the wind, the trembleand leap and
swing and sway of the wayward cralt.

—

A Sclentific Boy,
| Pupular Sclence Monthly. |

Sir David Brewster was born at Jeaburgh,
Scotland, December 11, 1718, His father
was rector of the grammar-school, and a
teacher of considerable reputation, whom
neighborhood fame characterized as ‘‘the
best Latin scholar and the quickest temper
in Scotland;"” but he was kindly withal. It
was intended that David shonuld become a
minister, and he was sent to the University
of Edinburzn, to be educated with a view
to that profession, when only twelve years
old. His taste had, however, even before
this time, turned into another direction. It
is recorded of his earlier school-days that,
though he was never seen to pore over h's
books like the other boys, he always had his
lesson: kept by a prominent place in his
classes, and was frequently applied te by
nis fellow nupils for assistance, And It was
in the days of his childhood “that a dilapi-
dat d pane of glass in an upper window of
his father’'s bouse produced the inquiring
thoughts which led him atterward to search
into the mysteries of refracted light.”

He had become acquainted with James
Veitch, of Inchbonny, half a mile from Jed-
burgh, whom Sir Walter Scott has menticaed
as a sell-tanght philosopher, astronomer and
mat-ematician. Veitch was a plow-maker
by trade, but was well versed in astronom-
ical calculations and obeervations, having
been the first discoverer of the great comet
of 1511, and was in his most congenial pur-
suit when he was making telescopes, a work
to which he brought much mechanicsal skill
and :cientific accuracy. His scientific
workshop, on the Jedburgh turn-pike, be-
came & gathering place for all the young
meo of intelligence’ in the neighborhood,
most of them being in training for the min-
istry. for medicine and other liberal pur-
suits, They had lessons in mathematics and
meehanios, bat especially in the favorite
science of astronomy. The telesco were
tested in the day-time by the eyes
of the birds perching on the topmost branch-
es of the "King of the Wood,” a noble relic of
the pass [orest days, about half a mile from
Inchbonny., When the bright sparkle of the
bird's eve was distinctly visible by day,
James Veltch's specula and lenses were con-
sidered fit to show the glories of the sky by
night. David “was the very youngest.” says
his daughter, Mrs. Gordon, from whose book
we borrow our anecdotes, ‘'of the quaint and
varied group. When he began hus visit 1
do not know, but we find that at the age of
ten he finished the construction of a tele
scope at Inchbonny, which had engaged his
atte tion ata very early period, and at
which he worked iodefatigably, visiting the
workshop daily, and often remaining till the
dark hours of midnight to see the starry
wonders and test the power of the telescopes
they had been making.”

The Babes in the Clouds.
|Grace Greenwood. )

Many vears ago there suddeniy burst upon
the Western world a magnificent stranger
from foreign parts, with ali his traveling
glories on. It was the great comet of 1838,
on the grand tour of the universe.

Oune pleasant Satarday afternoon during
the comet's appearance an aeronaut, after s
prosperous voyage, descended upon a farm
in the neighborhood of & laige market town
in one of onr Weslern Stares. He was soon
surrounded by a curlous group cf the farmer’s
family and laborers, all asking eager gestions
about the voysge and the management of

secured

the balicon. That, by so snchor

and a rope in the hand of the seronaut, fta |

car but a toot or two above the ground, was

swaying lazily backward and forward in the

evening air. I{ was a good deal out of wind,

and was s sleepy and innocent monster in

the eyes of the farmer, who, with the owner's

permission, led it up to his house, where, as

he eaid. he eou!d hiteh it to his fence. But

before he thus secured it his three children,

aged respectively ten, eight and three,

begged him to lift them into that big basket,

that they might sit on those pretty rea

cushions While the attention of the aero-
naut was diverted by more carious question-

ers from & neighboring farm, this rash
father lifted his darlings one by one into
the car. Chubby little Johny proved the
“ouncs too much for the serial camel, and
brought him to the ground; and then un-
luckily not the baoy, but the eldest hope of
the family was lified out. The relief was
too great for the mouster, The volatils crea-
ture'a spirits rose st once, he jerked his
haiter out of the farmer s hand, apd w th a
wild bound mounted into the air' Vain
was the seronant’'s sochor. It caught foras
moment in the fercs, but it tore away, and
was off, dangling vselessly after the balloon,
w hich so swiftly and steadily rose, that in a
few minutes those two little white faces
peering over the edge of the car grew
lodistinet, and those piwous cries of
“paps’’ “mamma’’ grew faint and fainter
up in the air,

When distance and twilight mists bad
swallowed up voices and faces, and nothing
could be seen but that dark cruel shape,
salling trivmobhantly away with its precious
booty, like an aeriel privateer, the poor
father sank down helpless and speechless;
but the mother, frantic with grief, still
stretched her yearning arms towards the in-
exorable heavens, and called wildly up into
the unanswering void,

The aeronaut strove to console the
wretched parents with the assurances that
the balloon would descend within thiny
miles of town, and that all might be weil
with the children provided it did not come
down in water, or in deep woods. In the
event of its descending in a favorable spot,
there was but one danger to be apprehended
he thought that the eider childp might step
out, leaving the younger in the balloon.
Then 1t might again rise and continue its
voyage,

“Ah no,” replied the mother, “Jennie
would never stir from the car, without John-
nie in bher arms!'"”

The balloon passed directly over the mark-
et town. and the children, seeing many peo-
ple in the sireets, stretched out their hands
and cried loudly for help Bat the villagers,
tl::cmg_hI they saw the bright little heads heard
no cal

Amazed at the strange apparition, they
might almost have thought the translated
little crestures small angel navigators on
some voyage of discovery, some little che-
rubic ventureof theirown, as heading to
ward the rosy cioud lands and purple islands
of suuset splendor, they sailed dseper and
gee;)er into the west, and faded out with the

Ay

Some company they had, voor little sky-
wafes! Something comforted them, and al-
layed their wild terrors—something whis
pered to them that below the night and
clounds was home; that above was God: that
wherever they might drift or dash, living or
dead, they would still be in his domnion,
and under his care—that though born away
among the stare, they conld nct be lost, ror
his love would tollow them.

When the sunlight all went away, and the
great comet came blaziog out, little Johpnie
was apprehensive that it might come 00 near
their airy craftand set it on fire with a whisk
of its dreadful tail. Bat when his sister as
sured him that that fiery dragon was as
much as twenty miles away and that God
wouldn't Jet him hart them, he was tran-
quilized, but soon afterwards said: ‘I wish
he would come a little nearer, so I counld
warm myself, I'm so cold!'”

Then Jennie took off her apron and
wrapped it about the child, saying tenderly:
'This is all sister has to make you warm,
darling, but she'll hug yoa cloee in her arms.
nud] we will say our prayers and you shall go
to sleep.”

“Why, how can I say my prayers before |
have my supper?’ asked little Johnnie,

"Bister hasu't any supper for you or for
herself, but we must pray all the harder,”
solemnly responded Jennie.

Bo the two baby wanderers, alone in the
wide heavens, unawed by darkness, im-
mensity and silence, by the presence of the
great comet and the millions of wunpitying
stars, Jifted their Ittle clasped bands and
sobbed out their sorrowful “Oar Father,"
and then that quaint littie supplementary
prayer:

Now [ lay me down to sleep,
I pray the Lord my =oul to keep,
If I should die before I wake,

I pray the Lord my soul to take.

"“There! God heard that easy; for we ars
close to him up here,” said innocent iittle
Johnnie.

Doubtless Divine Love stooped to the lit-
tie ones, and folded them in perfect peace—
for soon the younger, sitting on the bottom
of the car, with his head leaning against his
sister's knee, slept as soundly as tnough he
were lying in hisown little bed at home:
while the elder watched quietly through the
long, long hours, and the car tloated gently
on in the still night air, till itbegan to away
and rock on tle fresh morning wind.

Who can divine that simple little child’s
thoughu_, speculations, and wild imagin-
ings, while watching through those hours?
Soe may have fearad coming in oollision
with & meteor— for many were abroad that
night, scouts and heralds of the great comet
—or perhaps being cast away on some deso-
lata star-island, or more d still, floaring
aud floating on, night and day, till they
should both die of cold and hunger, or be
lost in the clouds.

At length a bappy chance, or Providence—

we will say Providence—guided the little
girl's wandening hand to a cord connected
with the valve; something told ber to pull
it. At once the balioon began to sink.
siowly and gently, as though let down by
tender bands, or as though some eelestial
pilot guided it through wild carrents of air,
not lettiog it drop into lake or river, lofty
woed or impenetrable swsmp, where this
strance, unchild-like experience might bave
been closed by a death of unspeakaole
horror; but causing it to descend as softly as
a bird alights, on a spot where human care
and pity awaited it.
The sun had not yet risen, but the morn-
ing twilight bad come, when the little girl,
looking over the edge of the car, saw the
dear o'd earth cominz nearer “rising toward
them,” she said. But when the car stopped,
to her great disappointment, it was not on
the ground, but caught fast i1n the topmost
branches of a tree. Yet she saw they were
near a house whence help might soon come,
s0 she awakened her brother and told him
the good news, and together they watched
and waited for deliverance, hugging esch
other for joy and for warmth, for they were
very cold.

Farmer Barton, who lived in a lonely
house on the edgze of his own private prairie,
was a famous sleeper in general but on this
particular morning he awcke before the
dawn, and though he turned and turned
again, he could tleep no more. Bo at last be
said to his good wife, whom he had kindly
awakened to inform her of his insomnolence,
“It's no uese; I'll just get up and dress and
have a look at the comet.”’

The next that worthy woman heard from
ber wakeful spouse was a frightened sum-
mons to the outer door. It s*ems, that no
sooner did he step forth from his house than
his eyes fell on » strange portentous shape
hanging in & large pear-tree, about twenty
yards distant. He could see in it no like-
ness to anything earthly, and he balf fan-
cied it might be the comet, who having put
out his light, had come down there to perch.
In his fright and perplexity he did what ev-
ery wise man would do in a like extremity;
he called on his valisnt wife. Re-enforced
her, he drew near the tree, cautiously recon-
E;iw'ring. Surely never pear-tree bore such

it!
Sunadenly there descended lrom the thing
a8 plaintive trembling little “Please
take us down, Weare verycold!” Thema

second little voice, “And huogry too lease
take us down '

"Yi'hy, who are your' And where are
0on |

Toe first Jitt'e volce sald “We are Mr.
Harwood's little boy ai 4 girl, srd we are
lost in & balloon ™

The second little voice said, “It's us, sod
we runned away In 8 ballcon. Please take us
“1')'""1' hendi

imly compre DE the situation, the
farmer, getting bold of & dancing rope, sue-
oeeded in pulling down the balioon.
He first lifted out little Johnny who ran
rapidly a few yards toward the house. then
torned round, and stood for a few moments,
curiously surveying the balioon.

The faithful little sister was so chilled and
exhausted that she had to be carred into the
bouse, where, trembling and sobbing, she
told her wonderful story.

Before sunrise 8 mounted messenger way
dispatched to the Harwood bome, with glad
tidings of great joy. He reached 1t in be
afternoon, and & few hours laterthe children
themselves armived. in state, with banners
avd musi¢, and conveyed in & covered hay-
wagon and feur.

Joy-bells were rung in the neighboring
town, and in the faro er's house the ha
hi::;ltron the continent thanked God that
n .

— - - — -

Growming Oid.

Is It parting Wil the roundness
the smoothly moulded coees ’
Is 1t oslog from the dimples
Halfl the Bashing joy they sy eak
Is it fading of the lustre
From the wavy golden hair?
Is it finding on the forehead
Graven lines of thought and cars *

Is it dropping—as the rose-leaves
Drop thelr rweelnoss, over-blown —
Househo!d names Lhat otce Were qearer,
More familiar thans our own ?
[s It meeling on the pathway
Faces i and glances cold,
While the mni with moan aud shiver
Whispers sadly, * Growing old 1"

On the gradual sloping pathway,
As the passing vears decline
Gleams & golden love lignt. falling
Far from upper helghts divine ;
And the shadows from thsat brightness
Wrap them sofily in their fold,
Who unto celestial whiteness
Walk, by way of “growing old

—Margaret Bangster.
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Precsutione In Taking Stimulants.
[Good Words

1. Never take stimu’ants in moments of
extreme exhaustion. Thatis nrecisely the
time and state when there is e+ pecial peril of
discharging the last remaivs of evergy and
leaving the nervous centers 100 ¢xbansted
snd powerless to recuperate  There is in
nervous action, as in mechavical motion,
dead peint at which inertia becomes immi-
pent,

2 Never take more of astimulant thsen
wiil suffice to etir the erergies gently. I
you wantto irc les horse o sction you
must not whip himu more than will suffics wo
rouse him. If more than ithis be doone,
strength will be exbausted by irritation

3. Never forget that stimuulants are ¢ x0it-
ants, and only when they excite to recopers-
ton—i. e, to the formation of Dew reserves
of strength—as well as to the coursumption
of the strength in hand, can they be usefal
or even safle.

4. Never persist in the use of stimmulants
for the alleviation of feelings of ments! or
muoscular weakress if the relie’ obtsined is
followed by ‘‘depression of sPtritn" “colduess
of the feet,” or “prostration” either of mind
or body; because when these cousequences
ensue after & teamporary revival of tone and
power, it is manifest that the recuperative
faculty is either not properly stimuisted or
is iteself exhausted, and harm instead of
good is being done by the stinsulation.
- -

Genernl Grant s AfMalras,
(From an interview with His Personal Friend,
Mr. George W. Childs,

“General Grant's sword, meda!s and other
trophies—insignia that ought 1o be sacred to
the country—having been seized under Mr,
Vanderbiit's execution, we desired simply to
release them There would not have been the
slightest d.fliculty in securing the needed
anount of momey. Indeed, offers of aid
poured in upon us from all sections of the
country. I went to New York to see the
Genersal, aud he informed me that he wou!d
not accept aid under any circumstances.
Mr. Vanderbiit, however, has had a sale take
place under his execution, sud hss bought
in the tropbies and other property, a!l of
wh'eh is now in his hands and ssf- from
the possibility of being levied upon for
other claims. I epoke to General Graut some
time ago concerning the debt of Mr Van-
derbilt, and suggested that probably no at-
tempt wonld ever be mads to coliect it He
would not tolerate the suggestion, however,
and said that the debi was one of nonor,
snd he desired Mr. Vaaderbilt to proceed
upon the llens that be had given him’

“What does General Grant most desire?”

“To be placed upon the retirad list of the
army. hat would be a matter of simple
Justice, There was & circamstance connected
with his Jeaving the army 1hat has never yet
been made public, so fares | know, bat
which has am important bearing on the
present movement to hbave bie name
put  upon the retwred lis', When
General Gront was first neked
to be a candidate for President he declined.
‘If 1 were 10 aocept,’ he reasoved, ‘one half
of the country would lavish Tpom me 100
much praise, and the other would too severe-
Iy consure me, Besides, I J» not care to
give up my position in the army. It is one
that | iike, and onethat I o ay till for lite,’

‘‘Afterward, renewed pressure having been
brought to bear upon him, he reconsidered
his determination and sgreed to stand for
the Presidency. Vice President Wilson, who
was the Chairman of the Millitary Commit-
tee of the Benate, had, as a greater induoce-
ment, promised that the General's pomtion
as of the army wounld be kept open for
him. General Grant, however, refused to
sanction. ‘When I go.’ he said, ‘I wish Gen-
ersl Sherman to take my position, General
Bheridan to be made Lieutenant Geveral,
and to have promotion made all along the
line' The General dees not consider that
the placing ¢f his name on the retired list
now would in any way interfere with the
proper recognition of {ba services o! his old
comirades in arme. Ucder the Edmunds bill
he would get asalary of §12 000 & year that
muld end with his life, Surely he deserves

t"i

" What 18 the real condition of his health "
“Itis vot zood. He has suffered very
much, indeed."”
“Has be cancer of the toague™
“No. It was for a time feared that he had,
perbaps, but I may say that his physician
bas definitely decided that Le has not. He
suffers acutely from an nicerated throat,
and, natnrally, the effect upon his nerves
of all that he has gone through—mentai as
well as bodily troubles—has been disastrous.
Of oourse he has bad to give np wmoking
Entty vearly altogethe, ingulzin; in ounly

alfnc a day. Haus literary work is now
his chief solace.”
**And that comes on apace?”’
*Yes. Ithink bis bistory will be com-
pleted this year. He is a great stickler for
accuracy, and verifies every date, though, as
a matter of fact, be bas been right in simost
every instance. Naturally, from my experi-
ence, he consults e as to ali offers of pub-
lishers. He has received an offer from every
leading publisher in the United States. He
bas received ome from a leading house that
was the finest | ever heard of He declined
1o accept it, for the honorable reasoa that
he did not believe that under the terms the
poblishers could possibly get their money
back. He has recelved many offers agreeing
broadly to accede to any terns s that he him-
self might name. He has clossd with no
one ss yet, but in any evens be will oniy
make & fair busivess contract—ihat is tosay,
one by which the publishber as well a8 him-
self may profit Every line of the history
8G far has been written by bimsell He bas
received §1 00 jor eack of his three wags-
zipe articies, and the annonneement of his.
mm:.-t, I am informed, ran up the oir-
cula of whe mmgazine fyom about 100,009

copies to 150,000,
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