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SOMETIMES,

BY RARY WALSINGEAN.
'.puoﬂngmvlylhuh.
And here and there we moet & lace,
A voloe, s smile, amid the strife
That ever after Jeaves a thace
memory on the beary—
A sign that never will depart.

Like random waves that kiss the sands,
Then burryiog seek the brosd blue malin,
caressing kindly hands,
Sweet eyes adoring eyee sgain,
1o iingering fonduess heart tH Leart
Awhile we seem 10 meet~1tben purt,

Awhlile these kindred souls and ours,
Hearce knowing why the charm, or how,
With bearts o'erflowed Jike drooping tlowers,
ir longing lips together bow L
And moet, in spirit, beart 1o beart;
In seeming meet—then drift apart.

And seething wavel of lfe roll on,
Roll outward 1o etersity;

The vuice, the face, the swile are gone—
Gone dowuward in the broad, deep sen,

Vet still we hold them In the beart,
Bright dreams that never do depart.

—
MY WIFE'S MAID.

The series of burglaries which startled the
public in the sutumn ‘sand early winter of
the year 186~ was of & description to alarm
ot o bold. The ] &

b were the sume. In every case
:.:ahnr:o‘t)“’fwm seven to eleven masked men
bad broken into an isolated dwelling con-

1 of silver or

] e
jewels; had intimidated the inmates b
threatening them with fire-krms; mas!
them

qlhd

supposed 1o be known only to the
were sought and opened at once, and safes,
whether glll! into the walls or exposed in
closets, were equally st their mmi, and
easily forced by means of drills and gun-
powder.

Tke police seemed indefatigable in inves-
ﬁglﬂozo and pursuit, yet five of these suda-
cious and astounding rob! es had suc-
oeeded each other without a single arrest

taking place. Plenty of rumors were
.brui l.gat the gang were

secured them, gagged them, then
y proceeded methodically to strip the
bouse of sll the valuables it contained.
Their intelligence of the prewises was nover
faulty. Secret drawers and sliding r-ngln.
emily,

in the hands of

©
y & dm’;dhov there was a recogumized | neceesity

“A ¢he.devil, then—something in a
woman's form st all events. Now for the
facts on which I base this relief. The rest
of the gang are as free and easy with each
other as you please, yet no one ever laye s
finger om thie little one, but «ll draw back
to let him pass. He gives orders, exerts
bimeelf when ingenuity is required, but
when atnnfu: ia needed be looks on while
the others fall to work. Besides, young
Stewart, who was brought down stairs in
bis pight-shirt the night of their robbery,
told me jokingly that he believed there was
a womsn among the thieves, for ome of
them took offense at his bare legs, and
ordered them covered up with the piano
spread.” ) |

*'Still, » very airy hypotheeis this about
the woman.”

“You bhave to jump at conclurions some-
times, and find facts to suit. As soon as |
bad mastered these details 1 was im|
by the conviction thatone of the thieves
had been on the premises before. At Mr.
Stewart’s, for instance, the safe is built
into the wall and a false panel in the wain-

would meet

town, I burried
tective.

wes there bat
with gold glas
ers.

paper.

and drop

once. 8o I set to work looking for a suspi-
cions character in the house and found all
satisfactory till I came to & French govern-
ess, who staid with them six weeks last
sprieg. Now, sir, in each house entered by
these masked devils there har veen during
the past twelve months some similar tran-
sient inmate. At Wardell's 1t was a French
cook, in white cap and apron; st Lewis' the
onog lady’s page, a clever Buttons; at the

night,
ashington.

and were back

Mr. Powere, jus!
bly.

“The idea is monstrous. Marie is a eweet
little girl, playtul as a kitten.”

“But, Mr. Powers, you are a man of the
world, nLnd koow that a woman is not proved

aathorities, but such \ con-
hhodm not s grain of truth, for the detec-
tives were absolutely in the dark. -

M wnzumm filled me with anxiety.
My house is six wiles from town, set in the
centre of wild , remote from any
babitation but ener’s cottage at the

Both my wife and myself had io-
ted a Jarge amount of bulky hmilz
and des

this useless metal, whic
never cams out of the “fe;hl bad several
costly services d on the i
our marrisge, three large salvers, eic., tes-
timonials from societies of which I bhad
been an active member, to say nothinz of a

of

nation.

she bewitohes you.”
thing of it for o

“But, Betts, admit that though I am an
old fool, my wife is a thorough woman, and,
as a rule, m?eounll her own sex, yet she
is positively tond of Marie.”

“Marie is & clever little puss. Wherever
she bas lived, a8 man or woman, the whole
funll{ have adored her. I have always
thought,” he went om, with a sort of
¢huckle, “that no fact about women is
more damning than that the good ones are,
#a a rule, the dull ones. Put epirit, sparkle,
intellect into any one of them, and she is
certain to play the devil. Has Marie shown
an i t in these burglaries!”

robbing mel”
- do ”
I saw at once

by name, to my

comuplete and varied sasortment of emall
articles in silver and gold.
Then wy wife's
of = princess, for she bad been the dangh-
ter of & millionaire, and ull her life a
&pol child of fortupe. Besides plate
and jewels, ber house contained a valuable
collection of statusry, painti and
bronzes, snd I was only too consei
ba expended a fortune upon the sur-
ge of our daily life, and was in-
ired with grave doubte as to its safety.
xvnding over snch thoughts, and reading
the newspapers, filled with speculations
concerning these mysterious burglaries, I
soon became the viotim of an exaggerated
uietude. Had my own wishes car-
out, every ounce of silver and every
iewel we owned wonld have been sent into
town to my bankers; but my wife ob-
ted, laughed at wy apprebensions, and
me not to worry.
ut I continued to worry, and perplexed
myself with conflicting plans for safety,
and one day while in town I went to the
headquarters of the police, and inquired
for aom, the detectwe engaged on this

case.

He sdmitted we into his private room, 1
asked bim for the latest news. Had any-
body been arrested ! No. Waa anybody
to bearrested ! He chmrged Lie shoulders.
Was anybody s ted |

He chuckled softly to himself.

“My dear gir,” said bLe, “we puspect

e ¢
v:ﬁen, cried I, “arrest everybody on
suspicion ! Good God! 1 can not sleep in
:&lhd. for somethiug assures me my turn
come next. I can't decide what to do,
Betts. My wife won't Jet the silver and
the diamonds go out of the house, and this
very night I way be awakened w find

ions were thoee

of

There could be no doubt of her having
questioned me concerning them with intense
eagerness, and if I spoke to my wife about
my apprehensions while she was p t,
Marie never lost & word.

“Does she know about your silver! Has
she any charge of your wife's di dsi”
1 started. That very morning I had
shown her my safes ind a false book
case in wy study, snd ssked her opinion
whether any one could mistrust those inno-
cent-looking encyclopedias, or suspect the
existence of & closet gix feet square be-
tween my room and the li 1 Was
ashamed of my greeoness, but made 4 clean
breast of it to Bette; who was good enough
to refrain from the expression of his opinion
of my discretion.

“My word for it.” he cried, “she has been
waiting to find out that secret, and now she
will leave your house within forty-eight
bonrs. Her pretext will be a reasonable
one, and she will promise to return, but
when she does return she will bring her
gapg at ber heels to rob your house for

did not think it

word from
four hours.

set about spen
way, but the ho

ou.”
? The idea of connecting our pretty Marie
+| with such outrages filled me with horror. I

rejected it strenuously.

“Believe or not as you like," be returned,
with a shrug, “so long as you only follow
my advice. Just out of curiosity. take
home a little dog with yon, and see if Marie
does not set to work to bewiteh it as once.
Then the moment she speaks of leaving
your house, telegraph to me.”

Our interview lasted snother hour, When
Ileft bim I went to & dog-fancier's and
bought a little yelping black-and-tan
spaniel #nd carried him home with me. It
was uwpproaching dinner time when I ar-
rived, and wy wife was in her room sitting
before the mirror, with Marie braiding her
bair. d, as was my habit, and sat

wan hacking at

sharpness, then

the heavy o

im to keep me
the house, It

men standing over me with loaded
pistols, who will rob wy house under my
very eyves!”

shook his head, mused a little with
bis lega crossed and his left forefinger

into his cheek. “By-the-by.” said

e presently, “bow many servants have
you, Mr. Powers! Please tell me about
them lndividnn.ll{.“

I went over their pames, and the detec-
tive checked them off in his memorandom
book as I gave the Incts connected with
them. Saunders, the butler, had been with
us seventeen years, the covk five years,
voachman and groom seven and the cham-
bermuid three—all fixtures in the house-
bold but Marie, my wife's maid, who had
come within the last four weeks.

“Ab " exclaimed Betts, “where did you
got Marie! Was she well recommended 1"

*Ob, yes; she is Freuch, and has just
come to_this country with a family by the
name of De Sturges. She wal nurse to a
child who died on the passage, and was thus
thrown out of employment; she advertised,
aod m v'vvife saw her, liked her, and en

"gon continue to like her?”
b2 ; she's a retfec! nius, with
efeer‘ie: m’nc in her ngenv"ge
“Did you see her forwer employers?”
“Yes; b%tlh De Sgrg? and his wife, chat-
, agreeable of some means,
:zlﬂy': and ;m'::ﬁg to settle in New Or-

“Describe her, if you gl_eue." raid Betts,
with a keen interest, which surprised me.
“Oh,"” he ndded, as I stared at him, “give
me leave to be curious.”

“With all my heart. Marie is small,

down by the fire, and let the girl draw off
wy boots and bring my siippers in her
usual wey. It seemed an unmanly treason
to suspect her as she moved about me with
her bright smile and essy grace. She
rurely spoke, unless actually addressed,
but her intuitions of any one's wishes
amounted absolutely to genius,

*Whom did you see in town !” inquired
my wife.

“Don't epeak of it," said I, looking fear-
fully about, as if the walls bad ears, “but
I was with Betts, the detective. You must
not repeat what I say, Marie,”

“Never, monsieur!” eried Marie.

“The fact is," I proceeded, sinking my
voice into a sepulchral whisper, “that gang
of masked burglars have n traced to
New Orleans, and may be arrested by this
time,”

. “Then I hope dear," said my wife, laugh-
ing, “tbat you will again sleep soundly in
your bed. After you got up last night for
the fourth time to p about, pistol.
in hand, I decided it might be better to eat
off pewter, and to wear French gilt jowelry
than to lead such a life.”

1 too laughed, and stretohed my legs com-
fortably. “Yes, I mean to sleep like a
Christian bereafter; besides, I have brought
home a dog.™

“A do;!" exclaimed Marie, startled.
“Yes.” Iturned and looked st Ler atten-
tively. “Don't you like dogs!”

Sbe protested vehemently that she loved
dogs better than anything in the world,
and when Jingle, the spaniel, was pro-
duced it was 80 pretty a sight to see ber

call bim in; but
cry. He bad ev

iazzus to speak

it. Had be got
bim away?

eleven o'clock, 1
the house and se

puttin,

again lay down.

black-eyed, black-haired, pactly built,
with remarkably neat hands and fest. She
bad & sancy, laughing face, and her hair is
short, oru.Lud ourly.”

“How about ber voice "

“Very clear and nnging She does not
speak English fluently, but understands
overy 'uJ that is said to her.” -

“Now, about her little ways.”

*A thorough French woman, with a knack
of pleasing ewrybod‘y. 1 don't know when
l'":een such m ees, good, happy little

& Betts laughed uneasily, then bent his
head on hhind.iis ¢lbow resting en his
“Mr. Powers,” said be at last, looking up
with u peculiar flash in his eyes, “1 am
ing to take you into my confidence, but you

must be discreet, or yon will ruin me, I've
EWOrD to see this thing throngh or resign
my position. I'm sick of {Sh infernal foolery

of ealling wyself a detective and letting
Batan reign mght and day all over the city.
The newspapers drive me mad ! They know
no! about the obstacles we contend
with, and goad us into premature steps,
which cost us our reputation and end in
fuilure. I've been working in the dark these
nine weeks, but, by Heavens, I believe you
have shown me a g.unmer of light.”

His indicated i i 3
his words came # hically, his face
worked, and he bad t0 draw his bands two
or three times across his mouth before he

could go on. Then, prodacing a note-book,
be it at well v:la{n leaves.
- have been,” lis began, looking at

me with a sort of smilé, “five great rob-
beries within the last six monthe, and each
has these features characteri

one o
mwwui#thmhld-ut;s
“First, the combination of seven to eleven
men, all adroit second,

masked N
an isolated house is ,mben-J

tain ample provisiog for a sucoesefnl rob-

playing with him that I was freshly in-
d with Betts for putting bis cursed asleep—at
suspicions into my head. She took the lit-

te beart to bed with her, I believe, and
next morning bhe would obey her lifted
finger.
That very day she received a letter from
Mme. De Sturges, ber former mistrees, ask-
ing ber to come in and a few hours
with her before she left for New Orleans.
Mzrie carried the letter to Mrs. Powers,
“Madame wishes to talk to me about Mile.
Helene,” pleaded the girl, with tears in her
eyes. “To-merrow will be the birthday of
the panere ange, who lies at the bottom of
the cruel sea.”
*Poor Mme. De Sturges,” exclaimed
my wife, touched at the thought of the
sorrowing mother; “you must spend to-mor-
row with her, Marie. Go in at nine o'clock
and come back at five.”
Marie was grateful, and told melting
stories about the pauvre ange—her beauty,
ber piety, ber intelligence—and nothing
could equal my wife’d sympathy, and when
the girl went 1o town the next morning
she actually carried & note to Mme. De,
Sturgee, written in my wife's very best
French.
Mernwhile I had tele
posed movements to Betts, and now, with
fome nervousness, awaited events, The
detective bad warned me that she would
win the dog's affections; that she would
leave the house, pm-i-uzgh to return, bus
wouald not return. Two of these predictions
were ulr«d: verified; but if Marie came
back I could laugh at his suspicions, and
regard them as futile.

ut Marie did not return at five o'clock;

stead M

ace.
“Good God !”
come to-night.”

You shall not

With three pisto
any man will be

arws, drew them
another gagged

gagged and tied

bands, then was
me. Maddened,

phed Marie's pro-
ridiculous, and

L

thus desertivg us. She was

X + 1 remarked. ” contlicting feclings of love toward : i
‘:’:rdu' - book from his deek. ;‘l’r: ¥ WErs ‘m ngnred duty to the | the entry invo my library.
“Here,"” said *is the full testimony in | wother of little Helene, the angel child, It was a dark hour, 1 leaned back my
all five cases. Ram your eye over it, and | whom she had so dearly loved, and whose | bead and cloeed my éyes, and felt that fate
you will see that the facts all coin- | veice she now heard g 10 ber from the | was cruel to me. Oniy oue consolation il-
cide. The small man gives directions and | spirit world, bidding her remam and cow- | lumined the blackness of my despair—my
leads everybody.” furt the lonely mother. : wife Lad carried her jewels 10 town wi
“Probably some London cracksman.” While my wife read this to me with tears, | ber, and I was & d the humiliation of
Betts ded, winked, then lsaned for- | ¥ stood aghast at Betts’ predictione. telling ber I bad lost them for her through
ward, and vhiq'mad in my ear, 1 euspect | Theories are fascinating, but when specu- | my idiotic faith in Betts. There was a long
it's a'vomu » - lations turn into threatenimg certainties, | ellence now, which 1 understocd but too
"lmlnouibl'e! 00 woman has the nerve.” | and there stares you in the fuce copelneive | well; it was followed Ly three wuifled ex-

proof that your )
experience small pleasure in the accurate
forcknowledge of any ﬁrodphe!.
1 ipstautly telegraphed to Betts thatl
{im a8t my sop-in-law’s office at
twelve o'clock, then proposed to my wile
that ehe sbould go to town and spend a
couple of days with our daughter. and
offered to drive her in myself. We set off
within_an bhour, and after leaving her up

It was on the stroke of twelve
when I entered the office, and I thought at
first that Betts had failed me, for no one

am not ured to intrigpes and mwas-
queradee, and when I recognized Betts 1o
the disguige 1 could hardly refrain frow ex-
claiwing at bis clevernees; but his own cool-
ness kept me within bounde, and I sat
down beside him snd begun readicg a
Presently, with his eves sull fast-
ened on his Hercid, be edged toward me,
these sentences into my ear:

“It’s all going beautitully.

#cot is the only opening to it; yet the first | lowed the girl in yesterday. . . . Wen: | don for taking possession of your house in
place the burglars approached was that | to —— hotel. . _The De Sturgesea | thie way.” )
panel, which the little fel.ow slid aside at | booked there all etraight. Whote “Why did you make me think I was safe

party left Jersey City at nine o'clock st
ticketed an

cars at Newark, all three in men's drese,

Met eigit fellows I know at a saloon in —

street, and I can spot all eleven of them

this very mivute. . . .

in — street, getting read

little game somewhere to-night.
“At my bouse!” 1 cried.

ratts’ s protege of the children, s hand- 1 1 0
suwe vagrant ?uum boy, with a violin. | He shook his head. : to be angry even with the humiliated Joho-
And now, Mr, Powers,” continued Betts, “Dunro,” said he, looking straight into | son. Mennwb)le I was peeping into the
bringing his band down heavily upon my | the fire. _ | faces of the thieves, fearing to tind Marie
knee, "fm ready to swear that you have “Look Lere, Bette, I whispered, * this | among thr.m. E
this dangerous inmate under your roof in | may be fun to you, but, thovgh I'm no “Betts,” I gasped, snddenly, “yopbaven't
the charscter of your wife’s maid.” coward, it's death to me. Why not arrest | got the little ope.”"

I started as if I had been shor. ‘em _powi” He gave a tigerish cry, and glared from

“Impoesible!” I gasped; “'impossible!” “Yee, just e0," he returned irritably— | ore to the other of bis prisoners.

“But why, sir, impossible?” “why not! Where's your evidence! Now, “You are sure there was anotber!”

You know as well as I de that balf of

the thieves we cateh get off because no one

will swear 1\'to xlheir identity at their exami-
ow

I caught them inthe act.”
*You mean to arrest them while they are

“All r.ight-onl_v I should prefer to have
the row in another man's house.”

bad gone down to zero; but be
his contempt, and went on to tell me that
he bad dispatched one of his men, Jobnson

eance, under pretense of trimming wy ever-
greens, Upon this man’s report, and upon
two or three other open questions which he

pended his programme for to-night. 3
uny possil hi y, there was a lLikelibood of
my bouse being entered at once, kwas to
koow 1t by dinner time, that 1 might be
prepared for the b
time to go home quie
in my usual mancer, £0 as to £xcite o com-
ment monﬁethe servants, and receiving no
tta I was to rest satisfied and ¢ "
consider wy house sate for another twenty- | Here is & good story which

I went home accosding to directions, and

80 deserted, I found it im
even to sit quietly in a chair, for more than
five minutes at a time.
tle dog, Jingle, and set out for a walk abont
the grounds, feeling some curiosity to get a
glimpse ot the detective, Johnson.
a black December afternoon, a ehivering
wind in the tree-tops, and leaden clouds
promising snow before midnight. The bare

ound was frozen hard, and a few dead
Eﬂvea eddied about in gusts that rose and
fell at uncertain intervals,
sound of an ax through the sombre stillness,
and Jingle frisked forward and barked at a

addressed Lim regarding
winked back his appreciation of our mutual

few winutes longer, and again turned in.
The day Temed endless, and 1 was glad

when Saunders lit the

shivering lmdncar: and funereal clouds with

and brought with it a semblance of occupa-
tion, and When I was half through wy meal
I suddenly remembered Jingle, and sent 1or

pot seen bim after passing Johnson in the
thicket, and I dispatched the coachman to

grounds with the policeman, and I dismissed
the subject from my wivd, tigished my
dessert, and went back to my library fire,
No word had come from Betts, hence | was
safe for to-night, at all events, and |
breathed freer, and stretched my legs and
dozed until ten o'clock in com i
fort. Then, rousin
and went out the door and along the side

tts had arranged, was in any case to
keep a watch under the covered carriage

wnﬂy.
¢ was not there. I did not vnderstand

‘erbaps, however, he was still
loitering at the edge of the grounds; accord-
ingly, I walked out on the lawn, 2nd swung
my lantern two or three times. Then, as it
was bitter cold, and wae beginring to snow,
I turned in, and, finding that it was #Mmost

to bed I went myself,

Byt ae soon as the light was otr, and my
head tonched the pillow I was freshiy im-
pressed by the mystery of Jobnson's dizep-
pearance, and accordingly I got up, opened
mwy pisto, case, took out two revoivers, und

ﬁthem and a swordeane within easy
reach, I returned to bed.
“Deuce take this suspense!" said I, as 1

But after tossing a few times, and assurip,
wyself I couid not close wy eyes, 1 fe
least, after a time,
:wnkened bright light shining full in my

cambric masks concealing their faces, stood

over we, each pointing a g,uwl at my head.
“Please to get up, Mr.

of them, 1n & eool, civil way; “please to put

on that dressing-gown and those slippers.

be harmed in the least it you

will only be quiet and obey directioms.”

Igot up and put on a dreesing-gown and
slippers. Then one of the men caught my

silk handkercliefs :
barmless, I was led down stairs, where wy
bousehold, in various stages of night attire,

ing we in the diningioom. I was put inte
an arw cbair and fastened to it by Jeet and

when I discovered that the sixt
prisoners was Jobnson, the deteciive, |
recognized bim with a keen sense of the

onl

whom I was mentnl{y anatbematizing with
curses not loud but deep—were in Lis place,
and tasting somwe of our bumiliation.

Besides the three masked men who had
mastered me and brought me down, there
were five others in the diningroom. Two
were left as seutineis over us, and the rest
atonce feil to work in & way that meant
bu‘me'an. A swall, .ctis_'eﬂ,m (was it our

Our eyee un the table, snd then, leaving ue
alone with our sentinels, they went through

plosions that shook the Louse like an earth-
aquake, and aimost simultanecusly was
peard ti:e noise of a scnffie, and 1 opeped
Wy eyes to ses the room filled with police-
wen, and bear piszol shots excbanged, while
our two sentinels were thrown down, dis-
arwed, and pinioped before my eyes.

I lovked and listened, mentully stunned,
witkout clear comwprebension of the wean-
ing of the uproar, for with the noise of fire-
arwe, the clang of manacies and the beat of
}xegvy feet the tumult was somewhat terri-
ving,

Tu lese time than takes me to describe it,
the situation had been reversed, avd now
Bette, the detective, appeared in the door
at the head of his posse of men, who
brought in eight of the captured burglars,
two of them wouaded aud bleeding pro-
fusely, while the rest showed signs of hav-
ing maintained a stout resietapce; all had
loet their musks in the melee, ana disclosed
sullen and brutal visages.

“How are you, Mr. Powers!" inquired
Betts, coming forward and releasing me.
*1 bope you are not burt. I beg yoar par-

ouse is to be robbed, you

down, eager 10 see the de-

a ponderous old gentleman
ees und white side whisk-

. 1ol

for to-pight, Betel”

“Because,” he replied, with a shrug, 1
discovered yon were just s little upset at
the ﬁroapect. and I felt afraid of youn.” He
Tan hie eye over the group beside we, and
when be sew Johnson, he grinned, and go-
ing up to him, knocked Lis manacles off.
“You're a pretty detective, you are,” said
be, ““t0 be caught rod tied up by the very
fellows you were in waiting for!”

Still, Betts was in too Ligh good humor

luggage checked two
- Slipw‘? vut of the

here before midnight.

Toey're at & den
w“pluy their

“No doubt of it,” I returved; “any one of
these fellows is four inches taller thau the
leader of the gang.”

In anotber mowent he had set picked men
at work gearching both house and grounds;
but he never succeeded in tinding even &
trace of the eleventh of the party of bur-
glars. Nor even after the conviotion and
Leavy sentence of the other ten, would anv
one of them confess the secret of their iead-
o-rehigu. I bad eaeily identitied M. and Mme.
De Sturges—botn swarthy and robust
Frenchmen—among thew, but in spite of all
my efforte, neither ove could be induced
even to acknowledge they bad ever heard of
such a person zs Murie, or that they had
ever masquernded under the respectable
disguise of her employers.

Bat when the enows melted off in the
epring, one little silent witness came to
light, and told his pitiful story against her;
it was the dog Jingle found dead in the
shrubbery, his throat cat, and his frozen
eves still upturned in reproachful aggpy.—
Harper's Bezur.

t look atthis matter sens:-

am anxious to make a sure
mee, and take my oath that

that Betts' opinion of me
dirguised

place to make a reconnois-

worth while to explain, de-
If, by

lars, I was mean-

——————ee
¥ and spend my time | HOW the Young Man's Jarringe was

Referred. .

The London correspondent of the New

York Herald teils the following good story:
bas not yet
found its way #into print, but for the truth
of which Ijean vouch. Lord George Gor-
ding my day in wy usual [ don, & Foung man of fourand-twenty.
use was 80 still, and seemed | Wishing to marry a certain young lady,
ble to read, | Went quite recently to ask thé permission
of his father, the Duke of Argvle. - The
Duke, a pompous little man, replied in ef-
fect: “My son, since our house has been
honored by being united with the royal
fumily, 1 have thought it right to delegate
a decigion on all #uch watters to your elder
brother, the Marquis of Lorne. Go, there-
jore, and consult biw.” The Marquia of
Lorne, on being applied to, said: My dear
brotber, in a case of importance like tois I
chould think it right to ask the decision of
the Queen, the head of the royal family,
into which I have married.” The Queen,
on the wmatter being Jaid before her,
declared that since her terrible be-
reavewent she bad been in the habit
of taking no uu»Ea without consulting
the Duke of Saxe-Coburg, the brother of
ker deceased hueband. To the Duke, then,
the cuse was referred, and from bim a let-
ter was received telling his dear sister-in-
law that recent political events induced bim
to do nothing, even as to the giving advice,
withont the express concurrence of the Em-
peror William, before wihom he had laid the
watter. The Emperor William wrote a long
letter, declaring that though he was sur-
rounded by counselors there was only one
who had on all occasions proved himeelf
correct, loyal and faithful, and withont
whose advice be (the Emperor) would give
no decision. Therefore, be had referred
the matter to bis faithful minister, Prince
Bismarck.
And it is narrated that when Prince Bis-
marck was made acquainted with the sub-
jeet, he roared out, “Gott in Himwel, what
a fuss about nothing. ¢ the boy marry
whom he pleases, so long zs ske is young
and pretty.”

e e i
Charity and Actors.
An individual recently wrote to Miss
Charlotte Cushman, asking her, without
much ceremony, 1o give a gratnitous repre-
sentation for the benefit of the poor, and
requesting herto anewer by telegraph * Yes"
or “No." To this summons Miss Cushman

sen: the following sensible and appropriate
reply:

Deax Si—1 am in receipt of yours of
the firet, in answer 1o which I tind myself
under the pecessity of saying “no” to your
reguest that I would give ono of the nights
of wy sbort engagewent in Washington for
the benefit of your local charities, My rea-
sors for this decision are as follows:
I think the time bas come in which some
ope should make a protest against the L
tem mow so fully inaugurated of making
artis’s pay so much more than the rest of
the community for charities in which they
are not especially interested, and which
have o claim upon them,
You simply ask of me that I ebould give
trom $400 to t0 your poor, while those
more immedistely concerned, those who are
bound by all the ties of neyghborkbood and
common brotherbood, think they are doing
their part in paying their quota of & dollar
or two, when they receive in return a full
equivalent out of the labor, severe enough,
of the often hard pressed and struggling
artist. “Each one of these already does to
the best of his or ber ability, within the
range of the claiws which fall upon every
buman creatore altke, You may think it
indelicate, butis is surely not irrelevant
for me to say here that I every year give to
wy poor and mneedy, upward of §X00
which 1 consider a very fair percent-
&ge upon my incowe. As for myself, it
would take every day of every year, if I
were to respond t0 ope-balf the “applica-
tions of this kind that meet me a every
turn; and each one of us who are su freely
called upon in these ways, 1 have no doubt
have vot only their regular clientalage of
olaimants to whow they are bound, and for
whom tiey are accountable, but also hosts
of such applications and claims for which
they are in no way bound.
1t strikes me that the whole affair is ope-
sided, and that a word is necessary in the
way of justice. 1am willing to Vnce my-
self in this breach, and eay for all wy con-
freres in art—whose errors have pever been
on the side of n:f(udlinen—:}ut it is unfair
thas we should do all the work, and pay
also, both publicly and privately, as we do
%0 wy certain knowledge,

Aliw me 1o suggest that in place of this
00d, & house to bouse

objects would place

So I called the lit-

1t was

I heard the
the firs in the shrubbery. I
ing his work, and he
I went on, reconnvitred a
and shut out the

8. Dinner time came,

company. He was not in
ed upon me that 1 bad

only echoes answered the
idently remained out in the

rative com-

wyseif, 1 lit a lantern

a word with Johnson, who,

drupk, or had Betts taken

ordered Saunders to close
nd the servants to bed, med

“I shan't sleep & wink.”

Was

I cried out loud, “thev've
For three men, with black

owers,” said one
s simed square in his eyes,
docile, I sup, ; 8t least

behind and manacled them:
we with one of wy owe
and tbus rendered

back to back, were awuit-

left alone to sture abou:
desperate though I was,
of the

wished that Betta—

€asy manper of du'myb
visitation for charits

& telegram arrived in her we. | Marie !) i e sid It | it within' the power of every citizen to hel
De Sturges, saying that she had kept the | was wheeled aside, »d.mgpin forward, | the poor of his own city and neighborbooJ.
girl, and wo write at'length and ex- | be pressed the sli pane; lmf disclosed | with much greater comfort to his conscience
ain. Next morning & letter was received closet where the T in daily use was | than this cent per cent contract of so much
from that lady. She told my wife she was | kept, and the shelves were at once stripped, | money jfor so much amusement—and the
ill, yet to travel; sick in & the contents piled on the table. poor thrown in. Believe me to be, with
strange & familiar woman’s bedrooms much consideration mEgnn
CHARLOTTE CUSHMAN.

without
lace near ker, and that she had persusded,

ited, the locks of drawers and

1th the agony,
Breaking forth # evermore
0 men’s wo bearts and sore !

That abould travel through the vears,
Blend ite music with the .puni,
Live for aye, and bave 1ts part

In the thaobbings of the heart!

Even in the voloeless ﬁnn.
Th. jeh 1 go,

winds should rave,
Aud the air be thick with snow;

Thoogh the beughs should sigh above,

Aud the hearts of those | Jove

B+ begiuning to forget

Any hingering regret,

SLouid the mwusic of that straln

War wy frozen heart again.

But, ab we! it may not he—
St ke mocking musie slips,
And the =oul's deep welody
Lies (o sobe upou the b
I the fﬁlu grave sball ] lie,
Wil shut !'}u and siyhtlens eye,
Aul the world wil laugh to senin
S bat sweet Lymn that died unborn,
—{4All the Yeur Round.
e .
JEFF THOMPSON TWENTY YEARS

AGe,

Among the many dreary beoks the public
have been‘expected to read during the past
year “The Gilded Age” has appeared with
the loudest tfiyurieh of trumpets. No one
who bas enjoyed otber writings of Mark
Twain and Dadley Warner can take up this
book without disappointent, and when be
lays it down will never lift it again. The
resuit of tbe combination of these two au-
thors is similar to that generally obtained
by locking twelve sensible men up in a jury
bux. The product is au unnaturs! sequence
of evolution in a single intellectual vacuum

Bat the book bias photographed our friend
Jeff Thompeon as he appeared twenty or
twenty-five yeurs ago, when he was younger
and wore frisky, but not more energetic and
active than be is now. He could talk then
as fast as'he does now, but he 18 excelled in
volubility by Colonel Sellers, a speculative
dead beat dealer in castles in Spain that
pearly ruins all the rest of the dramatia
persona. The Colonel's deseription of Jeff
is an excellent introduction to the reader:

*“The Salt Lick Pacific Extension is goin
to ruo through Stone's Lunding! Tbgeoug
wighty pever lzid ont a cleaner piece of
level prairie for & city; and its the natural
center of all that region of bemp and
wb;ccu." Thed
_“T've talked with Jeff Thom th
division epgineer. He undenrl::t;: lh:
wants of Suwne's Landing, and the claims
of tue inbabitunts—who are to be there.
Jeff says that s railroad is for the @#ccommo-
dution of the people, and not for the benetit
of gophers; and if be.don’t run this to
Stone’s Landing he’ll be damned! You
ought to know Jeff; he's one of the most
euthusiastic epgineers in this Western coun-
try; and ove of the best fellows that ever
looked through the bottom of & glaes."”

And when the young epeculators are in-
troduaced, they find—

The recommendation was not undeserved.
There was nothing that Jeff wouldn't do to
accommodate s friend, from sharing his last
dollar with him to winging him in a duel.
When he understood from Colonel Sellers
how the land lay at Stone's Landing, he cor-
dially ehook hands with that gentleman, ask-
ed him to drink, and fairly roared out: “Why,
God bless my soul, Colonel, & word from
one Virginia gentleman to another is ‘nuf
ced,’ there's Stone’s Landing been waitin,
for & railroad more than fOOO years, an
damme if she shan't have ir.”

Jeff appears frequently as a repository of
anecdotes, and—

Told Plilip that be once asked Senator
Atchison, then acting Vice President of the
United States, about the possibility of ac-
climation. He thooght the opinion of the
second officer of our great government
would be valuuble on this puint. They
were gitting together on a bench before a
country tavern, im the free converse per-
mitted by our Democratic habita,

“1 suppose, Senator, that you have be-
come acelimated to this country !

“Well,” said the Vice President, crossing
bis legs, pulling his wide-awake down over
his f d, causing a passing chicken to
hop quickly one side by the accuracy of his
aim, and speaking with senatorizl delibera-
tion, “I think I have. I've been here
twenty-tive years, and dash, dash my dast
to dash if I baven't entertaned twenty-five
separate apd distinet earthquakes—one a
yeur. The nigger is the only person whe
can stand the fever and ague of ths
region.”

The scene in the camp displays onr friend
in two cbaratteristics. We are familiar
with one, but never heard him do the other:

A brisk gullop brought the rider in sight
of the twinkling light®vf the camp just ae
the stars came out. It lay in a little Lollow,
where & small stream run through a sparse
grove of young white oaks. A balf a dozen
tents were pitched uader the trees, horses
aud oxen were corraled at a little distance,
and a group of wen sat on camp stools or
Jay on blankets about a bright fire. The
twang of a banjo became audible as tiey
drew nearer, aud they saw a couple of ne.
groes from sowe neighboring plantation
“breaking down" a juba in approved style
amid the “hi, bi's” of the specrutors.

Mr. Jefi Thompaon, for it was the camp
of this redoubtavle engineer, gave the tray-
elers a bearty welcome: offered them ground
room in his own tent: ordered supper, and
set out & small jog, adrop from which he
declared necessary on account of the chill
of the evening.

“I never saw an Eastern man,” said Jeoff,
“who knew bow to drink from a jag with
one hand. It's a6 easy a8 Iying. So.” He
grasped the handle with the rigut hand,
threw the jug back upon bis arm and ap-
plied his lips to the nozzle. It was an act
&8 graceful as it was simple. “Besides,”
said Mr. Thompson, setting it down, *4t
puts every wan vn his bonor as toqaantity.”

Early to turn in was therule of the camp,
and by nine o'clock everybedy was under
his blanket exeegt Jefl himseif, who worked
a while at his table over bis field book, and
then arose, stepped outside the tent door
and eang, in & strong and not unmelodions
tenor, the “Star Spangled Banner” from be-
ginning toend. It provea to be his nightly
{.:ructice to let off the unexpended steam of

is conversational powers in the words of
this stirring song. 3
It was & long time before Philip got to
sleep. He saw the fire light; he saw the
clgar stars through the tree tops; he heard
the gurgle of the stream, the stamp of the
horses, the occasional barking of the dog
which followed the eook’s wagon, the hoot-
ing of an owl; and when these failed he saw
Jeff standing ou a battlement mid the rock-
et’s red glare, and beard biwm sing, “Oh,
say, can you see!” 1t was was the first time
he bad ever slept on the ground.
To run the lines to accommodate the views
o1 Colonel Sellere was almost enough to baf-
tle even Jeft, but be at last accomplished it
in this way:

They were making what is called a pre-
liminary survey, and the chief object of a
preliminary survey was to get up an excite-
ment about the road. to iuterest every town
in that part of the State in it, under the
belief*that the road would run throughe iz,
and to ge? the aid of every planter upon the
ro:;pm: that a station would be on Lis
and.

Me. Jeff Thompson was the most popuiar
engineer that could be found for this work,
He did not bother himseif wuch about de-
tails or practicabilities of location, but ran
mernily along, sighting from the top of one
divide to the top of anotber, and striking
“piumb” every town site and big planta-
tion within twenty or thirty miles of his
ronte. In bis own langnage be “just went
boowing.”

They bad not been in the field over two
weeks when Harry wrote to bis friend,
Colonel Sellers that he'd better be on the
wove, for ike line was certain to go to
Stone's Landing. Any ane who looked at the
line on the wap, a8 it was laid down from
day to day, would have been uncertain
which way it was going, but Jeff declared
that, in his judgment, the only icable
route the;

stairs were pext vis-
‘wardrobee

thy A DUMB POET. y understood that that town would be

bery; third, the thieves know the ; | almost forced, Mare to remain and set out wa?b:' nd‘:.hmmhmt: . ke ) e S e <y
o, v L W i, S | o St e ocoUEE e | B on Ut A bt Sari B e ey i e wo ol make Ry sast e aklr,
voiee.” blotted note from Marie accom| is, | Upper roows gutted, they came down Full of an immortal pain, And make it they did. In less than a
H and Jocked at me. filled with tations of eorrow at the tfexr €poils, which they piled bigh before go w‘:‘m&um;m ook thi indamiubﬂ Bl caried

his moving caravan over and

across bottoms and along divides and

iiwl‘;gd his tentsin the very heart of Stone's
snding.

“Well, Il be dashed,” was heard the
cheery voice of Mr. Thompaon, as he stepped
outaide the tent door at sunrise next morp-
ivg. *“If this don’t get me. I say, you,
Grayson, get you out Ionr sighting iron and
see if you can find old Sellers’ town. Blame

we. if we wouldn't have run plumb by it if
twilight bad held on s little longer. Oh!
boys, get up and see the city. There's a
Ammﬁnut just coming around the bend;"
and Jeff roared with laughter. “The mayor'il
be round bere to breakfast.”

The description of Stone’s Landing has a
rival opvly in Martin Chuzziewit's Eden;
but of the river Jeff said:

*This, gentiemen, is Columbia river, alias
Goose run, If it was wideoed, and deep-
ened, and straightened, and made long
enongh, it would be one of the finest rivers
in the Western country.”

“Well,"” sazid Mr. Thompson, moving to-
ward the tent, “the railroad has cowe to
Stone's Landing sure; I move we take a
drink on it ul! round.”

The proposal met with univereal favor.
Jefi gave proa&zrity to Stoue’s Landing and
navigation to Goose run, and the toast was
wasbed down with gusto, and with the re-
turn compliment that a railroad was a good
thing and Jeff Thompson was no elouch.

The railroad, of course, collapsed, and
Jeff appears to bave had a pretty fair idea
of its condition at the start. He did bis
duty, and run that “straight line over
Goose ran,” caring little whether acy oue
else run straight or not.

Mr. Harry Brierly drew his pav as 2o en-
gineer while he was living at the City Hote),
in Hawkeye. Mr. Thom&won bad been kind
enough to eay that it dido’s make any dif-
ference whether he was with the corps or
uot.

Through mwore than & score of pages our
friend Jeff crops out, but as the railroad
vauistes into speculative air, so does he.
We contess the only pleasure we bave had
in reading the book is watchiug to see bim
turn up with bis surveying instrumenss and
jug, even though they are calied by such
names as Colonel Sellers gives them.

“Now then—there you are! It's a beau-
tifol road, beautiful. Jeff Thowpson can
outengineer any civil engineer thas ever
sighted through an averoid or a theodolite,
or whatever they call it—be calls it some-
times the one and sometimes the other—
just whichever levels oft his sentence neatest,
I reckon. But ain't it & ripping road.
though?! Itell you it'll make a stir when
it gets along.”

The Colonel lays off the road on the table
with ekeins of thread to represent Goose
run, and says:

*And just look at that river—npoblest
stresm that meanders overthe thirsty earth!
calmest, gentlest artery that refreshes her
weary bosom! Railroad goes all overitand
all through it—wades mght along on stilts.
Seventeen bridges in three miles and »
hali—forty-nipe bridges from Hark-from-
the-Tomb to Stone’s ding altogetber—
forty-nice bridges and culverts enough to
culvert creation itself ! Hain't skeins of
thread envugh to represent them all—but
you got the idea—perfect trestle work of
bridges for seventy-two miles. Jeff Thomp-
son and I fixed all that, you know; he's to
get the ‘contracts, and I'm to put them
through on the divide. It's the only part of
the road I'm interested in—down along the
line—and it's all L'want, too. It's enough, I
should judge.”

The sketches of Congr , trial of
Laura for murdér of her deciver, pictures
of judges and lobbyists and descriptive
passages at arms in Congress are dull
enough to be true, and with the acconnt of
what the natives of Stone's Landing thonght
of the enterprise, we take leave of Jefi:

*“Good morning, gentlemen,” called out
the chief engineer from the table.

“Good morning,” drawled out the spokes-
man of the party. “I allow this yer's the
vatlrond; I nern it was a-comin'.”

**Yes, this is the railroad, all but the rails
and the iron horse."”

“I reckon you kin git all the rails you
want outen my white oak timber over thar,”
replied the first speaker, who appeared to
be 2 wan of property, and willing to strike
up a trade,

“You'll bave to megotiate with the con-
tractors about ‘the rails, sir” said Jed.
“Here's Mr. Brierly, I've no doubt would
like to buy your rails when the time comes.”

*Ob," eaid the wan, “I thought maybe
vou'd fetch the whole bilin along with you,
}fui?t you waut rails, I've got 'em, baint I,

“Heape," said Eph, without takipg his
eyes off the group at the table.
The next morning the camp woved on,
followed till it was out of sight by the st
less eyes of the group in front of the store,
one of whom remarked that “*he’d be dog-
goned if be ever expected to see that ral-
road any mo’."

e
The Magic Power of Love.

Two or three vears ago the superinten-
dent of the Little Wanderers' Home, in
Boston, received one morning a reqoest
from the judge that he would come up to
the courtroow. He eomplied directly, wnd
found there a group of seven little girls,
ragged, dirty and foriorn, beyond even
what he was accustomed to see.  The judge
pointed to them and said:

“Mr. T——, can you take any of these!"
“Certainly, I'll take them ail,” was the
prowpt reply.

“All! what in the world ean you do with
them wll 37
“I'll muke women of them."

“The judge singled out one, even worse
in appearance than all the rest, and asked
agaln:

*What can you do for this one!”

“I'll make a woman of her,” Mr. T—

replied ﬁrmli aud hopefully. He took them
all home. They were washied and dressed,
and provided with a good supper and beds.
The next morning they went into the school-
roow with the rest of the children. Mary
was the name of thelittle girl whose ehance
for t]t;e better things the judge thought was
S8

During the afternoon the teacher said to
Mr. T——, in referenee to her:

“I never vaw a chbild like that. I have
tried for an hour to get a single smile, ana
failed.”

Mr. T— said afterwards to bimself thas
ber face was the spddest he had ever seen,
sorrowful beyond expression; yet she was
nl;er; little girl, only seven or eight years

oig.

After school e called her into his office,
and emd pleasantly: “Mary, I've lost wy
little pet. 1 used to have a little girl here
that would wait on my knee, and st on wy
knee, and I loved her very much. A kind
lady and gentleman adopted her, and she
went to live with them. I wiss her. and I
sbould like you to take her pluce and be wy
little pet; wil you 1"

A gleam of light flitted over the poor
child’s face asshe began to understand bim.
He gave ber ten cents, and told ber sbe
might zo 1o a store near by and buy sowe
candy. While she was gone he tovk two or
three newspapers, tore thew in pieces and
scattered them about the room. When she
returned, in a few minutes, he said to ber:
“Mary, will you clean up my office for we !
Pick up those papers, and make it Jook real
nice.”

She went to work witha will. A litzle
more of this sort of wanagement—ireating
ner just like a kind futher would—wronght
the desired change. She went into he
schoolroom with so changed a look and
bearing that the teacher war 80 astonisned,
The child's face was radiant; and balf fear-
tul of some mental wanderings, she weny
up to her and said:

“Mary, what is 1t! What makes you lock
&0 hlp.y i

“Ob! I've got somebody to love me!''’ the
child answered earnestly, aa if it were
beaven come down on earth.

That wae all the secret. For want of lote
that r little one's life had been 8o coid
and desolate that she had lost childhood's
faith and hope. Bhe could not at first be-

divide to Hone's landing, and it wae gen-

lieve in the reality of kindness
loved her and desired her affection thut

[ me aguin to wy own devices.

m

the child’s soul and glorified the
‘s face.

Shall we who have many to love, and to
love ue, refase to be oo to seo any
yaloe and use in life, any work for our
Landa to do, because one of our treasures
may be removed from our sight, from our
komwe and care, to & 1

And oh! sball we let any of these little
ones go hui:ing for affection—go up even
unto God's land, before they fiud “‘scme-
body to love them 1"

e e s A

RING THE BELL SOFTLY.

Some one has gone from this world of ours,
Mo more to Plhu it thorns m flowers,
No more to Iinger where suobeams must fude,
Where in all beauty desth's ingers are lod;
Weary with ling life's bitter with sweet,
Sorme gne b the brigut goiden sh
e One bas Kode 1o t go! shore;
Ring the be!l seftly, there's cnp:on tte door.
Bowe one is resting from sorrow and sin,
‘Happy where earth's contlic a enter not in,
J'(vmn &8 tirds when the worning is bright,
. ht'he eweet sunbesws have brovght os the
ight,
Weary of sowing and never to TeAD,
Weary of labor und welecoming aleep.
Seme ote's departed to beaven's bright shore;
Bing the bell eoftly, there's erape on the door,
Apgels were anxiously longing to meet
One who walks with £ .em fu keaven's Lright street;
Loved ottes have whl-rnd that some oue & blest,
Free from earth's trials snd BOme rest;
Yes, there is one more in angelic bliss,
One less to clieriah, one less to kina;
Oue more departed to beaven's bright shere, 4
Ring the bell sofily, there's crape ou the door.
—————e
In the Lab y with A iz,

It was more than fifteen years ago that I
entered the luhoratory of Professor Agaseiz,
and told hiw I had enrolled wy name 'n the
Scientific School se & student of patural
bistory. Heasked me a few questions abong
my object in coming, my antecedents gen-
erally, the mode in which I afterward pro-
P to use the knowledge I might scquire,
und, finelly, whether I wished to szndy any
epecial branch. To the latter I replied that
while I wished to be well grounded in all
departments of zoology, I proposed to de-
vote wyself especially to insecta,

“When do you wish to begiti" he asked.

“Now," I replied.

This seemed to please him, aud, with an
energetic “Very wel,"” he reached from a
sh;l ; a huge jar of specimens in yellow al-
cohol.

“Take this fish,” said he, “and look at it;
we call it « Hewulon; by sod by I will ask
what you bave seen.”

Wigh that be left me, but in & women? re-
turned with explicit instroctions as to the
care of the object intrusted to we.

“No man is iit to be a naturalist,” said be,
“who does not know how to take care of
spec mens.”

1 was to keep the fish before we in a tin
Xay, and occasionally moisten the surtsce
with sloohol from the jar, always taking
care to replace the stepper tightiy. Those
were not the days of around Klaes stoppers

and elegantly sha) exhibition jars; all
the old students will recall the buge neck-
less glass bottles with their leaky, wax,
besmeared corks, half-eaten by ineects and
begrimed with cellar dust. Entomology
was a cleaner science than ichthyology, but
the example of the professor, who had
unbesitetingly plun to the bottom of the
jar to produce the fish, was infectious; and
<nough this aleohol had “a very ancient and
uh-lgko smell,” I really dared not show
any aversion within these sacred preciucts,.
and treated the mloobol as thougn it were
pure water. Still I was conscious of & pas-
sing feeling of disappointment, for gazing
at a tish did not commend iteell to an
ardent logist. My fri 4t home
too, were sunoyed, when they discovere
that no amount of eau de cologre wonld
drown the perfume which haunted me like
a shadow.

In ten minutes I bad seen all that could
be seen in that fish, and started in search of
the professor, who had, however, left the
wusevw; and when I returned after linger-
ing over some of the odd animeis store 3 in
the upper apartment, my specimen was dry
all ovl:sr. I dashed the fiuid over the 1ish a8
if to resucitate the beast from a fuinting ¢,
and looked with anxiety for a return o1 the
normal, sloppy appearance, This little ex-
citement over, nothing was to be doxe but
return to a steadfast gaze at my mute com-
panion, Half an hour —un  hour—
another hoar; the fish began to look loath-
somwe. I turned it over and around; lvoked
itin the face—ghastly; from behind, be-
neath, above, sideways, at & three quurters’
view—just as ghastly. | was in despair; at
an early bour I concluded that lunch was
necessary; so, with infinite relief, the fish
was caretully replaced in the jar, and for
an hour I was free.

On mwy return, Ilearned that Professor
Agaseiz bed been at the Museum, but had
one, and would not return for several
oure. My fellow-stndents were too busy
to be disturbed by continued couversation.
Slowly I drew forth that hideous fish, and,
with a feeling of desparation, agsin looked
atit. Imight not use u magnitying glass;
instruments of all kinds were interdicted.
Mv two bands, my two eyes and the rish; it
seeed a most limited tield, I pushed my
iinger down its throat to feel how sharp the
teeth were. I be to count the soales m
the different rows, until I was convineed
that wae nonsense. At last u happy thought
strick me—I would draw the fish; und now,
with surprise, I began to discover new 1ent-
ures in the creature. Just then the pro-
{eseor returned.
“That is right,” said he; **a penc:l is one of
the best of eyes. Iam glad to notice, t00,
that you keep your specimens wet and ;wr .
bottle corked.”
'ith these enconrgging words, Le added:

“Well, what is 1t hke "
He listencd attentively to my brier re-
hearsal of the structare of parts whose
names were still unknown tome: the fringed
gillarches and wovable opercalum: the
pores of the head, fleshy lips spd lidless
eyes; the lnteral line, the spinous fine, and
forked tail; the compressed and arched
body. When I had finished, he waited, as if
expecting more, and then, with an a.r of
disappointment—
“You have not looked very carefully;
why,” he continued, more earnestly, “vou
Laven't even seen one of the most conspieu-
ons features of the animal. which 3 28
riniuly befere Eonr eyes as the tish irself;
ook again, look again!” and Le lei: we to
wy misery,
waa piqued; 1 was mortified. Srill wore
of that wretched fish! But now I eet myself
to wy task with » will, and discovered one
new thing after another, until I saw how
just the profescor's criticism had been. The
afternoon quickly, and wken, to-
ward its close, the professor inquired:
“Do you ses it yer!” ,
“No,” I repliedl; *I am certain I do not,
ut I see how little 1 suw before.”
“That is next best,” said Le earneetly,
“‘but I won't hear you nOW; put away your
tish and go bome; perhaps you will be reudy
with & better answer in the moning. | wiil
examine you before you lgok at the £sh."”
This was disconcerting, not only must I
think of my fish all night, studying, with-
out the object before me, what. tbis un-
known but most visible creature must be;
but also, without reviewing my new dis-
coveries, 1 must give an exact acconnt of
them the mext duy. I had a bad memory,
%0 I walked bome by Charles river in a dis-
tracted state with my two perplexities,
The cordial greeting of the professor the
DeXt WOTLIDE Was reassuring; here was a
wan wWho secmed to be guite ax anxions as
I tbat I should see for myself what b

“Do you, perhaps, mean,” I asked, *that
the tish has symmetrical pides with pared
orgaus 1"
lis thoroughly pleased “Of courss, of
course!” repaid the wakeful hours of the
previous night, After he had discoursed
wost Lappily and enthusiastically—as he
always did—upon the importance of this
point, I ventured to ask what I =hould do
next.
*Oh look at your fish ! be sald, and leit
In & litle
wore than an hour ke returned and beard
wy new catalogue.

“That is good, that is good " Le repeated;
‘‘but that is not all; go on;" and so for
three long days Le p that fish belore
wy eyes, forbidding me to lovk at anyibiog
else, or to use mpy artificial aid. *'Look,
100k, look,” was his repeated injanction.

This was the best entomologioa! lesson I
ever had—a lesson whose influence has ex-
tended to the details of every subsequent
study; a legacy the professor has left %o
me, #s he has left it to many otbers, of in-
estimable value, which we could not buoy,

with which we can not —By a Former
Pupil in Boery Saturday. Y
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