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SOMETIMES.

BT MART •WAl«li*«BAW.

We pass along our wsys in life,
Ani here and tliere we meet a lace,

A voice, a (mile, amid the atrife 
That ever after leave* a trace 

Of'cbangelee* memory on the heart—
A sign that never will depart.

Like random wave* that kie* the sand*,
Then hurrying seek the broad blue main, 

geft*bands caressing kindly hands,
Sweet eyes adoring eyes again.

In lingering fondness heart tb heart 
Awhile we seem to meet—then part.

Awhile these kindred souls and onrs,
Scarce knowing why the charm, nr how. 

With hearts o’erdowed like droop>ng dowers, 
Their longing lips together bow 

And meet, in spirit, heart to heart;
In seeming meet—then dnft apart.

And seething wavet of life roll on,
Roll outward to eternity;

The voice, the face, the smile are gone—
Gone downward in the broad deep sea,

Tel still we bold them in the heart,
Bright dreams that never do depart.

bery; third, the thieves know the premises; 
fourth, the leader ol the gang is a small 
man, of active habits, with a clear, shrill
voice.”

He stopped and looked at me.
“I did not know there was a recognized 

leader,” I remarked.
He drew a large book from his desk. 

“Here,” said he, “is the full testimony in 
all five cases. Ran your eye over it, and 
you will see that the general facts all coin
cide. The small man gives directions and 
leads everybody.”

“Probably some London cracksman.”
Betts nodded, winked, then lsaned for

ward, and whispered in my ear, “I suspect 
it’s a woman.”

“Impossible ! no woman has the nerve.’
“A ehe-devil, then—something in 

woman’s form at 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 lays a 
finger oa'this little one, but all draw back 
to let him pass. He gives orders, exerts 
himself when ingenuity is required, but 
when strength is needed be looks on while 
the others fall to work. Besides, young 
Stewart, who was brought down stairs in 
his night-shirt the night of their robbery, 
told me jokingly that he believed there was 
a woman among the thieves, for one of 
them took offense at his bare legs, and 
ordered them covered up with the piano 
spread.”

“Still, a very airy hypothesis this about 
the woman.”

"You have to jump at conclusions some
times, and find facte to suit. As soon as I 
had mastered these details 1 was impressed 
by the conviction that one ot 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
scot is the only opening to it; yet the first 
place the burglars approached was that 
panel, which the little fel.ow slid aside at 
once. So 1 set to work looking for a suspi
cious character in the house and found all 
satisfactory till 1 came to a French govern
ess, who staid with them six weeks last 
spring. Now, sir, in each house entered by 
these masked devils there has been during 
the past twelve months some similar tran
sient inmate. At Wardell’s it was a French 
cook, in white cap and aproD: at Lewis’ the 
young lady’s page, a clever Buttons; at the 
Pratts’ a protege of the children, a hand
some vagrant Italian boy, with a violin. 
And now. Mr. Powers,” continued Betts, 
bringing his hand down heavily upon my 
knee, “I am ready to swear that you have 
this dangerous inmate under vopr roof in 
the character of your wife’s maid.”

I started as if I had been shot. 
“Impossible!” I gasped; “impossible!”
“But why, sir, impossible?”
“The idea is monstrous. Marie is a sweet 

little girl, playful as a kitten.”
“But, Mr. Powers, you are a man of the 

world, and know that a woman is not proved 
honest because she bewitches you.”

“But, Betts, admit that though I am an 
old fool, my wife is a thorough womaD, and, 
as a rule, suspects all her own sex, yet she 
is positively fond of Marie.”

“Marie is a clever little puss. Wherever 
she has lived, as man or woman, the whole 
family have adored her. I have always 
thought,” he went on, with a sort of 
Chuckle, “that no fact about women is 
more damning than that the good ones are,

MY WIFE’S MAID.
The series of burglaries which startled the 

public in the autumn and early winter of 
the year 18G- was of a description to alarm 
any household. The general features of 
each robbery were the same. In every case 
a gang of from seven to eleven masked men 
had broken into an isolated dwelling con
taining an unusual amount ot silver or 
jewels; had intimidated the inmates by 
threatening them with fire-brine; mastered 
them, secured them, gagged them, then 
quietly proceeded methodically to strip the 
house ot all the valuables it contained.
Their intelligence of the premises was never 
faulty. Secret drawers and sliding panels, 
supposed to be known only to the family, 
were sought and opened at once, and sales, 
whether built into the walls or exposed in 
closets, were equally at their mercy, and 
easily forced by means of drills and gun
powder.

The police seemed indefatigable in inves
tigation and pursuit, yet five of these auda
cious and astounding robberies had suc
ceeded each other without a single arrest 
taking place. Plenty of minors were 
abroad that the gang were in the hands of 
the authorities, but such statements con
tained not a grain of troth, for the detec
tives were absolutely in the dark.

Mv own position filled me with anxiety.
My house is six miles from town, set in the 
centre of wild grounds, remote from any 
habitation but the gardener's cottage at the

Sate. Both my wife and myself had ia- 
erited a large amount of bulky family 

plate, and besides this useless metal, which
never came out of the safe, I had several __________ _
costly services presented on the occasion of I as a rale, the dull ones. Put Spirit, sparkle’, 
our marriage, three large salvers, etc., tes- intellect into anv one of them, and she is 
timonials from societies of which I had certain to play the devil. Has Marie 6hown 
been an active member, to say nothing of a an interest in these burglaries?”
complete and varied assortment of small I There could be no doubt of her having I two or three other open questions which he 
articles in silver and gold. I questioned me concerning them with intense did not think it worth while to explain, de-

Then my wife’s possessions were those I eagerness, and if I spoke to my wife about pended his programme for to-night. If. bv 
of a princess, for she bad been the daugh- | my apprehensions while she was present, any possibility, there was a likelihood of

Marie never lost a word. '
•Does she know about your silvet? Has 

she ally charge of your wife’s diamonds?”
I started. That very morning I had 

shown her my safes behind a false book 
case in my study, and asked her opinion 
whether any one could mistrust those* inno
cent-looking encyclopedias, or suspect the 
existence of a closet six feet square be
tween my room and the library. I was 
ashamed of my greenness, but made A clean 
breast of it to Betts; 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 
hours. Her pretext will be a reasonable 
one, and she will promise to return, but 
when she does return she will bring her

almost forced, Mane to remain and Bet out 
with her and her hnsband for New Orleans 
that very evening. An incoherent, tear- 
blotted note from Marie accompanied this, 
filled with protestations of sorrow at the 
necessity of thus deserting us. She was 
torn by conflicting feelings ol love toward 
Mrs. Powers and her sacred duty to the 
mother of little Helene, the. angel child 
whom she had so dearly loved, and whose 
voice she now heard calling to her from the 
spirit world, bidding her remain and com 
fort the lonely mother.

While my wife read this to me with tears 
I stood aghast at Betts’ predictions.

Theories are fascinating, but when specu 
lations turn into threatening certainties 
and there stares you in the face conclusive 
proof that your house is to be robbed, you 
experience small pleasure in the accurate 
foreknowledge of any prophet.

I instantly telegraphed to Betts that I 
would meet liim at my son-in-law’s otfiee at 
twelve o'clock, then proposed to my wile 
that she should go to town and spend 
couple of days with our daughter, and 
ottered to drive her in myself. We 6et off 
within an hour, and after leaving her up 
town. I hurried down, eager to see the de
tective. It was on the stroke of twelve 
when I entered the office, and I thought a 
first that Betts had failed me, for no one 
was there but a ponderous old gentleman 
with gold glasses and white side whisk
ers. 1 am not used to intrigues and mas
querades. and when I recognized Betts in 
th’e disguise I could hardly refrain from ex
claiming at his cleverness; but his own cool
ness kept me within bounds, and I sat 
down beside him and began reading 
paper. Presently, with his eyes still fast
ened on his Herald, he edged toward me. 
and dropped these sentences into my ear:

“It’s all going beautifully. . . .  I fol
lowed the girl in yesterday. . . . Wen:
to ----  hotel. . . . The De Stargeses
booked there all straight. . . . Whole 
party left Jersey City at nine o'clock last 
night, ticketed and luggage checked to 
Washington. . . . Slipped out of the 
cars at Newark, all three in men’s dress, 
and were back here before midnight. . .
Met eight fellows I know at a saloon in ----
street, and I can spot all eleven of them 
this very minute. . . . Tney’re at a den
in ---- street, getting ready to play their
little game somewhere to-night.”’

“At my house?” I cried. •*
He Bbook his head.
“Dunno,” said he, looking straight into 

the fire.
Look here, Betts, I whispered. “ this 

may be fun to you, but, though I'm no 
coward, it's death to me. Why not arrest 
’em now!”

"Yes, just so,” he returned irritably— 
“why not? Where’s your evidence? Now, 
Mr. Powers, just look at this matter sensi
bly. Yon know as well as I do that hall of 
the thieves we catch get off because no one 
will swear to their identity at their exami
nation. Now I am anxious to make a sure 
thing of it for once, and take my oath that 
I caught them in the act.”

“You mean to arreBt them while they are 
robbing me?”

“I do.”
“All right—only I should prefer to have 

the row in another man’s bouse.”
I saw at once that Betts’ opinion of me 

had gone down to zero; but he disguised 
his contempt, and went on to :ell me that 
he had dispatched one of his men, Johnson 
by name, to my place to make a reconnois- 
sance, under pretense of trimming my ever
greens. Upon this man’s report, and upon

wrenched apart, and the eontente thrown 
pell mell on the fipor for the chief expert to 
decide on what should be carried iff The 
upper rooms gutted, they came down with 
their spoils, which they’piled high before 
our eyes on tbe table, and Then, leaving ns 
alone with our sentinels, they went through 
the entry into my library.

It was a dark hour. I leaned back my 
bead and eloeed my eyes, and felt that fate 
was cruel to me. Only one consolation il
lumined the blackness of my despair—mv 
wife had carried her jewels to town with 
her, and I was spared the humiliation of 
telling her I had lost them for her through 
my idiotic faith in Betts. There was a long 
silence now, which I undeistood but too 
well; it was followed by three muffled ex
plosions that shook the house like an earth 
quake, and almost simultaneously was 
heard the noise of a 6cnffie. and I opened 
my eyes to see the room filled with police
men. and hear pistol shots exchanged,while 
our two sentinels were thrown down, dis 
armed, and pinioned before my eyes.

I iooked and listened, mentally stunned, 
without clear comprehension of the mean
ing of the uproar, for with the noise of fire
arms, the clang of manae'es and the beat of 
heavy feet the tumult was somewhat terri- 
fving.

In less time than takes me to describe it, 
the situation had been reversed, and now 
Betts, 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 wounded and bleeding pro
fusely, while the rest showed signs of hav
ing maintained a stout resistance: all had 
lost their masks in the melee, ana disclosed 
sullen and brutal visages.

“How are yon, Mr. Powers?” inquired 
Betts, coming forward and releasing me.
• I hope you are not hurt. I beg your par
don for taking possession of your’ house in 
this way.”

“Why did you make me think I was safe 
for to-night. Betts!”

Because,” he replied, with a ehrug, “I 
discovered you were just a little upset at 
the prospect, and 1 felt afraid of you.” He

A DUMB POET.

Oh, tb sing one mighty strain,
Oi e prophetic burst of song,

Full of sn immortal pain,
Peep and tremulous and strong; 

Quivering with the bitter cry.
With the yearning agony,
Breaking forth for evermore 
From men’s wounded hearts and sore ! 
That should travel through the veare. 
Bleud its music with the sphere's.
Live for aye. and have its part 
In the tlnobbings of the h eart!

Even in the voiceless grave,
That sad grave to which 1 go.

Though the wintry winds should rave.
And the air be thick with snow;

Though the boughs should sigh above.
And the hearts of those I love 
Be beginning to forget 
Any lingering regret,
Should tbe music of that strain 
Wurm my frozen bean aga.n.

But, a t  m e! it may not be—
Still tLe mocking music slips,

And the soul's deep melody 
1> es in sobs upon tl.c bps.

In the grim grave shall I lie.
W rh shut lips and si a lit less eve,
Anil the world will laugh to Benin 
- hat 6»eet hymn that died unborn.

—[All tbe fear Round.

J E F F  THOMPSON TWENTY YEARS 
AGO.

Among the many dreary books the public 
Lave been’expected to read during the past 
year “The Gilded Age” has appeared with 
the loudest flourish of trumpets. No one
who has enjoyed other writings of Mark _
Twain and Dudley Warner can take up this I t!lrn compliment that a railroad was a good 
book without disappointment, and when he I thing and Jetf wa8 slouch.

Strally understood that that town would be 
the next one hit.

“We’ll make ft, boys,” said the chief, “if 
we have to go in a balloon.”

And make it they did. In lees than a 
week this indomitable engineer had carried 
his moving caravan over slues and branches, 
across bottoms and along divides and

Eitched his tents in the very heart of Stone’s 
ending.
“Well, I’ll be dashed,” was heard the 

cheery voice of Mr. Thompson, as he stepped 
outside the tent door at sunrise next morn
ing. “If this don’t get me. I say, you, 
Grayson, get you out your sighting iron'and 
see if you can find old Sellers’ town. Blame 
me. if we wouldn't have run plumb by it if 
tvjiligbt bad held on a little longer. Oh! 
boys, get up and see the city. There’s 
steamboat just coming around the bend;” 
and Jeff roared with laughter. “The mayor'll 
be round here to breakfast.”

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

“This, gentlemen, is Columbia river, alias 
Goose ruu. If it was widened, and deep
ened, and straightened, and made long 
enough, it would be one of the finest rivers 
in the Western country.”

“Well,” said Mr. Thompson, moving To
ward the tent, “the railroad has come to 
Stone's Landing sure; I move we take a 
drink on it all round.”

The proposal met with universal favor. 
Jeff gave prosperity to Stone's Landing and 
navigation to Goose run, and the toast was 
washed down with gusto, and with the re

lays it down will never lift it again. The 
result of the combination of these two au
thors is similar to that generally obtained 
by locking twelve sensible men up in a jurv 
box. The product is an unnatural sequence 
of evolution in a single intellectual vacuum

______ ________ __ ^  But the book has photographed our friend
ran his eye over the group beside me. and Thompson as he appeared twenty or *+*,„*.*>, c. 
when he saw Johnson, he grinned, and go- twenty-five years ago, when he was younger enough to say
“Yon’re<a pretty'deteertvej8yo^ar'e/^said I “ d but not more energetic and | whether was with tne corps or
be, “to be caught and tied up by the very 
fellows you were in waiting for!”

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

Mr. Harry Brierly drew his pav as an en
gineer while he was living at the City Hotel, 
in Hawkeye.

any

lighted the child's soul and glorified the 
child’s face.

Mary has sincefbeen adopted by wealthy 
people, and lives in a beautiful home, but 
more than all ite comforts and beanty, run
ning like golden threads through it all, she 
finds the love of her lather and mother. 
Shall we who have many to love, and to 
love us, refuse to be comforted, to see any 
value and use in life, any work for our 
bands to do, because one of our treasures 
may be removed from our sight, from oar 
home and care, to a better ?

And oh! shall we let any of these little 
ones go hungering for affection—go np even 
unto God’s land,.before they find "some
body to love them ?”

RING THE BELL SOFTLY.
Some od« has gone from  this strange world of ours. 
So more to gather ita thorns with its flowers 
Ni> more to linger where sunbeams must fade 
Where m ail beauty death’s Angers are laid;
Weary with mingling life’a bitter with sweet,
Wearv with parting and never to meet.
Some one uas gone to the bright golden shore- 
King the bell seftly, there’s crape on the door’.
Some one is resting from sorrow and sin 
Happy where earth’s conflic a enter not in,
Joyous as birds when the morning is bright,
When J h e  sweet sunbeams have brought ns the

Weary of sowing and never to reap,
"  eary of labor and welcoming sleep.
Some one’s departed to heaven’s blight shrre- 
Ring the bell softly, there’s crape on the door. 
Angels were anxiously longing to meet 
One who walks with t em in heaven s bright street- 
Loved cnee have whispered that some one .s olest * 
Fi ee from earth's trials and taking some it s' •
Tes, there is one more in angelic bliss, ’
One less to cherish, one less to kiss:
One moie departed to heaven’s bright shore 
Bing the hell softly, there’s crape on the door.

you were in waiting for!
Still, Betts was in too high good humor 

to be angry even with the humiliated John
son. Meanwhile I was peeping into tbe 
faces ol tbe thieves, fearing to find Marie 
ainoDg them.

“Betts,” I gasped, endJenlv, “you haven’t 
got the little one.”

He gave a tigerish cry, and glared from 
one to the other of bis prisoners.

“You are sure there was another?'

active than he is now. He could talk then 
as fast as’he dots now, but he is excelled in 
volubility by Colonel Sellers, a speculative 
dead beat dealer in castles in Spain that 
nearly ruins all the rest of the dramatis 
personae. The Colonel’s description of Jetf 
is an excellent introduction to the reader:

not.
Through more than a score of pages our 

friend Jeff crops out, but as the railroad 
vanishes into speculative air, so does he. 
We confess the only pleasure we have had 
in reading the book is watching to see him 
turn up with his surveying instruments and 
jug, even though they are called by such

*0 rohn ? xte“9ion « going I names as Colonel Sellers gives them.iO run tnrough Stone s Landing The Al- *1, “  .
„ . eighty never laid out a cleaner piece of J T ° W t?e,L_th?.r/  70U, are' It B a beau

“No doubt of it.” I returned: “any one of level prairie for a city; and its the natural beautlfu':- Jeff Thompson can
inches taller tnan th e  center Oi ail that region of h e m n  an H  I • , .these fellowe is four inches taller than the 

leader of the gang.”
In another moment be had set picked men 

at work searching both house and grounds; 
but he never succeeded in finding even a 
trace of the eleventh of the party of bur
glars. Nor even after the conviction and 
heavy sentence of the other ten. would anv

. . „ region of hemp andtobacco.” ^
“I’ye talked with Jeff Thompson, the 

division engineer. He understands the 
wants of Stone’# Landing, and tbe claims 
ot the inhabitants—who are to be there. 
Jen says that a railroad is for the accommo- 
dation of tbe people, and not for the benefit

ter of a millionaire, and all ber life 
spoiled child of fortune. Besides plate 
and jewels, ber house contained a valuable 
collection of statuary, paintings and 
bronzes, and I was only too conscious of 
having expended a fortune upon the sur
roundings of our daily life, and was in
spired with grave doubts as to its safety. 
Brooding over snch thoughts, and reading 
the newspapers, filled with speculations 
concerning these mysterious burglaries, I 
soon became tbe victim of an exaggerated 
disquietude. Had my own wishes been car
ried out, every ounce of silver and every 
>ewel we owned would have been sent into 
town to mv bankers; but my wife ob
jected, laughed at my apprehensions, and 
Legged me not to worry.

But I continued to worry, and perplexed 
myself with conflicting plans for safety, 
and one day while in town I went to tbe 
headquarters of the police, and inquired 
for Betts, the detective engaged on this

He admitted me into his private room. 1 
asked him for the latest news. Had any
body been arrested ? No. Was anybody 
to be arrested ? He shrugged hie shoulders. 
Was anybody suspected ?

He chuckled softly to himself.
“My dear sir,” said he, “we guspect 

everybody.”
“Then,” cried I, “arrest everybody on 

suspicion ! Good God ! I can not sleep in

gang at ber heels to rob your house for 
you.”

Tbe 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 you, and see if Marie 
does not set to work to bewitch it at once. 
Then the moment she speaks of leavin; 
your bouse, telegraph to me.”

Our interview lasted another hour. When 
I left him I went to a dog-faneier’s and

my house being entered at once, I-was to 
know it by dinner time, that 1 might be 
prepared for tbe burglars. I was mean
time to go home quietly and spend my time 
in my usual manner, so as to excite no com
ment among the servants, and receiving no 
word from Betts I was to rest satisfied and 
consider my house safe for another twenty- 
four hours.

I went home accosding to directions, and 
set about spending nay day in mj usual 
way, but the house was so still, and*seemed 
so deserted, I found it impossible to read, 
even to sit quietly in a chair, for more than 
five minutes at a time. So I called the lit
tle dog. Jingle, and 6et out for a walk about 
tbe grounds, feeling some curiosity to get a 
glimpse ot the detective, Johnson. It was 
a black December afternoon, a shivering 
wind in the tree-tops, and leaden clouds
promising snow before midnight. The bare

shrubbery, his throat cut, and his frozen 
eyes still upturned in reproachful agony. 
Ilurper's liaznr. •

How the Young .linn’s Marriage was 
Referred.

The London correspondent of the New 
York Herald telle the following good story: 

Here is a good story which has not yet 
fouDd its way «nto print, but for tbe truth 
of wbien IJcan vouch. Lord George Gor
don, a young man oi four-and-twenty. 
wishing to marry a certain young lady, 
went quite recently to ask the 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 tbe royal 
family, I have thought it right to delegate 
a decision on all such matters to your elder 
brother, the Marquis of Lome. Go, there
fore, and consult him.” The Marquis of 

ground was frozen hard, and a few dead Lome, on being applied to, said: “Mv dear
brother, in a case of importance like*tnis I 
should think it right to ask the decision of

one of them confess the secret of their lead- 2* gophers; and if he. don't run this to
ership. I had easily identified M. and Mine. Mo“e 8 Landing he’ll be damned! You
De Sturges—botn swarthy and robust ] ,t0 know Jeff; he's one of the most
Frenchmen—among them, but in spite of all eutnusiastic engineers in this Western coun- 
my efforts, neither one could be induced I jry; and one of tbe best fellows that ever 
even to acknowledge they had ever heard of loo“ed through the bottom of a giaes.” 
such a person as Marie, or that they had And when the voung speculators are 
ever masqueraded under the respectable troduced, they find—
disguise of her employers. I ' ■> . ■< -----

But when the snows melted off in the recommendation was not undeserved. ?®7feniee? bnugt.8 .,m lhf6e ana 6
spring, one little silent witness came to Tbere wa8 nothing that Jeff wouldn't do to f°riy-nine, bridges from Hai k-lrem-
ligbt, and told his pitiful story against her; accommodate a friend, from sharing his last :.b(”Tomb to Stone standing altogether-
it was the dog Jingle found dead in the w i!ar ^ 'ltb b,m to winging him in a duel. f°c‘y n»c» bridges and culverts enough to

In tbe L aborato ry  with Agassiz.

It was more than fifteen years ago that I 
entered the laboratory of Professor Agassiz, 
and told him I had enrolled my name in tie  
Scientific School as a student of natural 
history. Heasked me a few questions about 
my object in coming, my antecedents gen
erally, tbe mode in which I afterward pro-

____ _ posed to use the knowledge I might acquire,
Mr. Thompson hadTheen kind I and,.finally, whether I wished to study any 
that it didn’t make any dif- | 8pecial branch, lo  tbe latter I replied :hat 

while I wished to be well grounded in all 
departments of zoology, I proposed to de
vote myself especially to insects.

• When do you wish to begin!” he asked. 
“Now,” I replied.
This seemed to please him, and, with aa 

energetic “Very well,” he reached from a 
shelf a huge jar of specimens in yellow al
cohol.

"Take this fish,” said he, “and look at it; 
we call it a Hicmulon; by and by 1 will ask 
wbat you have seen.”

Wjfh that he left me, but in a moment re
turned with explicit instructions as to the 
care of the object intrusted to me.

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

I was to keep the fish before me in a tin 
Stay, and occasionally moisten the surlaoe 
with alcohol from the jar, always taking 
care to replace the stopper tightly. Those 
were not the days of ground glass stoppers 
and elegantly shaped exhibition jars; all 
tbe old students will recall the huge neck
less glass bottles with their leaky, wax-: 
besmeared corks, halt-eaten by insects and 
begrimed with cellar dust. Entomology 
was a cleaner science than ichthyology, but 
tbe example of tbe professor,* who had 
unhesitatingly plunged to the bottom of the 
jar to produce the fish, was infectious; and 
•.hough this alcohol had “a very ancient and 
fish-like smell,” I really dared not show 
any aversion within these sacred precincts,-

any civil engineer that ever 
sighted through an averoid or a theodolite, 
or whatever they call it—he calls it some
times the one and sometimes the other— 
just whichever levels off his sentence neatest, 
I reckon. But ain’t it a ripping road, 
though ? I tell you it’ll make a stir when 
it gets along.”

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

“And just look at that river—nobles 
stream that meanders over the thirsty earth 
calmest, gentlest artery that refreshes her 
weary bosom! Railroad goes ail over it and 
al!_ through it—wades right along on stilts.

h r in ir f ia  in  th n n a  m i ’na e n .l

culvert creation itself t Hadn’t steins , f I and trea't*id t-he alcohol as thougn it were

irgmiit gentleman inothei' i. '-nut I S“  “ • »nd I’m tn put -.ben, ;La', „„ coi.t»T£o"d

tSi “i'Cdsiz iL,sfiio»tare„r “a ' asr.-* I <»*• *• iSau'sS
damme if she shan't have it." ’

Jeff appears frequently as a repository of 
anecdotes, and—

When he understood lrom Colonel Sellers 
how the land lay at Stone’s Landing, he cor
dially shook hands with that gentleman, ask
ed him to drink, and fairly roared out: "Why, 
God bless my soul, Colonel, a word from 
one Virginia gentleman to  ar

the road I'm interested in—down along the „‘ i,„.iriw ‘ 
line—audit’s all Lwant, too. It’s enough, I j n tpn ’ :
o h n n lt l  tm Jrro  I . 1U *,cu  1111

mj bed. for something assures me my turn bought a little yelping black-and-tan 
will come next. I can’t decide wliat to do, I spaniel and carried him home with me,
Betts. My wife won’t let the Bilver and 
the diamonds go out of the house, and this 
very night I may be awakened to find 
masked men standing over me with loaded 
pistols, who will rob my house under my 
very eyes 1”

Betts shook bis head, mused a little with 
his legs crossed and his left forefinger 
pressed into his cheek. “By-the-by,” said 
he presently, “how many servants have 
yon, Mr. Powers ? Please tell me about 
them individually.”

I went over their names, and the detec
tive checked them off in his memorandum 
book as I gave the tacts connected with 
them. Saunders, the butler, had been with 
us seventeen years, the cook five years, 
uoachman and groom seven and the cham
bermaid three—all fixtures in the house
hold but Marie, my wife’s maid, who had 
come within the last four weeks.

“Ah !” qxclaimed Betts, "where did you 
get Marie ? Was she well recommended ?” 

“Oh, yes; Bbe is French, 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 ont ol employment; she advertised, 
and my wife saw her, liked her, and en 
gaged her.”

“You continue to like her?
“Capitally; she’s a perfect genius, with 

effective magic in her fingers.”
“Did yon see her former employers?’
“Yes; both De Sturges and his wife, chat

ty, agreeable people, of some means, appa
rently. and are going to settle in New Or
leans."

“Describe her, if yon please," said Betts, 
with a keen interest, which surprised me. 
“Oh,” he added, as I stared at him, “give 
me leave to be curious.”

“With all my heart. Marie is small, 
black-eyed, black-haired, compactly built, 
with remarkably neat hands and feet. She 
had a saucy, laughing face, and her hair is 
short, crisp and curly.”

“How about her voice ?”
“Very clear and ringing. She does not 

•peak English fluently, but understands 
cverv word that is said to her.” - 

"Now, about her little ways."
“A thorough French woman, with a knack 

of pleasing everybody. I don’t know when 
I’ve seen such an artless, good, happy little

Betts laughed uneasily, then bent his 
head on his hand,-his elbow resting on his 
Anee.

____  It
was approaching dinner time when I ar
rived, and mv wife was in her room sitting 
before the mirror, with Marie braiding her 
hair. I entered, as was my habit, and sat 
down by the fire, and let the girl draw off 
my boots and bring my slippers in her 
usual way. It seemed an unmanly treason 
to suspect her as she moved about me with 
her bright smile and easy grace. She 
rarely spoke, unless actually addressed, 
but her intuitions of any one’s wishes 
amounted absolutely to geniu9.

"Whom did you see in town ?” inquired 
my wife.

“Don t speak 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 wbat I say, Marie.”

“Never, monsieur!" cried Marie.
“The fact is,” I proceeded, sinking my 

voice into a sepulchral whisper, “that gang 
of masked burglars have been traced to 
New Orleans, and may be arrested by this 
time.”

leaves eddied about in gusts that rose and 
fell at uncertain intervals. I heard the 
sound of an ax through the sombre stillness, 
and Jingle frisked forward and barked at a 
man hacking at the firs in theshrubberv. I 
addressed him regarding his work, and be 
winked back his appreciation of our mutual 
sharpness, then I went on, reconnoitred a 
few minutes longer, and again turned in.

The day seemed endless, and I was glad 
wnen Saunders lit the gas and shut out the 
shivering landscape and funereal clouds with 
the heavy curtains. Dinner time came, 
and brought with it a semblance of occupa
tion, and when I was half through mv meal 
I suddenly remembered Jingle, and sent for 
him to keep me company. "He was not in 
the house. It flashed upon me that I had 
not seen him alter passing Johnson in the 
thicket, and I dispatched the coachman to 
call him in; but only echoes answered the 
cry. He had evidently remained out in the 
grounds with the policeman, and I dismissed 
the subject from my mind, -finished my 
dessert, and went back to my library fire. 
No word had come from Betts, hence l was 
safe for to-night, at all events, and I 
breathed freer, and stretched my legs and 
dozed until ten o’clock in comparative com
fort. Then, rousing myself, I lit a lantern 
and went out the aoor and along the side 
piazzas to speak a word with Johnson, who. 
Betts bad arranged, was in any case to 
keep a watch under the covered* carriage 
way.

He .was not tbere. I did not understand 
it. Had he got drunk, or had Betts taken 
him axuay?

Told Philip that he once asked Senator 
Atchison, then acting Vice President of the 
United States, about the possibility of ac
climation. He thought the opinion of the 
second officer of our great government 
would be valuable on this point. They 
were sittiDg together on a bench before a 
country tavern, in tbe free converse per
mitted by our Democratic habits.

‘I suppose, Senator, that you have be
come acclimated to this country i”

“Well,” said the Vice Presid*ent, crossing 
bis legs, pulling bis wide-awake down over

the Queen, tbe bead of tbe royal family" I bis forehead, causing a passing chicken to 
into which I have married.” The Queen, | hop quickly one side by the accuracy of his
on the matter being laid before* her, 
declared that since ber terrible be
reavement she bad been in tbe habit 
of taking no steps without consulting 
the Duke of Saxe-Coburg, the brother of 
her deceased hueband. To tbe Duke, then, 
the case was referred, and from him 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, 
without the express concurrence ot the Em
peror William, before whom he had laid the

aim, and speaking with senatorial delibera
tion, "I think I have. I’ve been here 
twe_ntv-five years, and dash, dash my dash 
to dash if I haven't entertained twenty-five 
separate and distinct earthquakes—one a 
year. The nigger is the only person who 
can stand the fever and ague of this 
region.”

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

should judge.
The sketches of Congressmen, trial of 

Laura for murder of her deciver, pictures 
of judges and lobbyists and descriptive 
passages at arms in Congress are dull 
enough to be true, and with the account of 
what the natives of Stone’s Landing thought 
of the enterprise, we take leave of Jeff:

“Good morning, gentlemen,’- called out 
the chief engineer from the table.

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

"Yes, this is th« railroad, all but the railB 
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 t_ 
be a man of property, and willing to strike 
up a trade.

“You'll have to negotiate with tbe con 
tractors about the rails, sir’” said Jeff. 
“Here's Mr. Brierly, I’ve no doubt would 
like to buy your rails when the time comes.

“Oh,’’said the man, “I thought maybe 
you'd fetch the whole bilin along with you. 
But ef you want rails, I ’ve got ’em, haint I, 
Eph ?”

minutes I bad seen all that could 
be seen in that fish, and started in Bearch of 
the professor, who had, however, left tbe 
museum; and when I returned after linger
ing over some of the odd animais stored in 
the upper apartment, my specimen was dry 
all over. I dashed the fluid over the fish as 
if to resucitate the beast from a fainting fit, 
and looked with anxiety for a return ol the 
normal, sloppy appearance. This little ex
citement over, nothing was to be done but 
return to a steadfast gaze at my mute com
panion. Half an hour passed—an hour— 
another hour; the fish began to look loath
some. I turned it over and around; looked 
t in the face—ghastly; from behind, be

neath, above, sideways, at a three quarters’ 
view—just as ghastly. X was m desoair; at 
an early hour I concluded that lunch was 
necessary; so, with infinite relief, the fish 
was carefully replaced in the- jar. and for 
an hour I was free.

matter The Emperor William wrote a long I A brisk gallop brought the rider in sight I eve^offihe group ̂ ^  
letter declaring that though be was sur- of the twinkling light-nf the camp just as Tbenex' mornino thecamp moved on 
rounded by counselors there was only one the stars came out. It lay in a little hollow, followed till it was out of sight by the i-st-
rorrect lororandCCS f i i pranff w lT  f ^'her6 *trfaw raa tbr™gba 8Par9e ^ss eyes of the group in front of filestore,correct, loyal and lai.hful, and without grove ol young white oaks. A half a. dozen one of whom remarked that “he’d he don-
lo  decision 6 Theieforomher°ir) 7 °^ ?  * 1  ten,tS Were piUhed u,nder tba. fioned if be ever expected to see //««? rad-do cecxSion. meretoie, tie Dad referred aod oxen were eorraled at a little distance
the matter to his laithful minister, Prince and a group of men sat on camp stools or 
Bismarck. lay on blankets about a bright fire. The

ADd it is narrated that when Prince Bis- I twang of a banjo became audible as they 
marek was made acquainted with the sub- drew nearer, and they saw a couple of ne- 
ject, he roared out, “Gott in Himuiel, what groes from some neighboring plantation 
a fuss about nothing. Let the boy marry "breaking down" a juba in approved style 
whom he pleases, so long as she is young | aruhl the "In, Ill's” of the spectators.
and pretty.”

i.Tim 11,™. »> -j ,  , , | ■ Perhaps, however, he was stilli ofo ‘ h°pe dear, said my wife, laugh- I loitering at the edge of the grounds; accord
ing, "that you will again sleep soundly in ingly, I walked out on the lawn, and swung 
your bed. After you got up last night for my lantern two or three times. Then, as it 
the lourtn time to promenade about, pistols I was bitter cold, and was beginning to snow, 
in hand, 1 decided it might be better to eat I turned in, and, finding that it wae fKwost 
oft pewter, and to wear French gilt jewelry eleven o’clock, I ordered Saunders to close 
than to lead 6uch a life. the house and send the servants to bed, acu

I too laughed, and stretched my legs com- to bed I went myself, 
fortably. "Yes, I mean to sleep like a But as soon as tbe light was obt, and my 
Christian hereafter; besides, I have brought I head touched the pillow I wae freshly im

pressed by the mystery of Johnson’s disap-home a dog.
A dog!” exclaimed Marie, startled.
Yes.” I turned and looked at her atten

tively. “Don’t yon like dogs?”
She protested vehemently that she loved 

doge better than anything in the world, 
and when Jingle, the spaniel, was pro
duced it was so pretty a eight to see her 
playing with him that I was freshly in
censed with Betts for putting his cursed 
suspicions into my head. She took the lit
tle beast to bed with her, I believe, and 
next morning he would obey her lifted 
finger.

That very day she received a letter from 
Mme. De Sturges, her former mistress, ask
ing her to come in and pass a few hours 
with her before she left for New Orleans. 
Mane earned the letter to Mrs. Powers. 
“Madame wishes to talk to me about Mile. 
Helene, pleaded the girl, with tears in her

pearanc-e, and accordingly I got up, opened 
my pisto'i ease, took out two revolvers, and 
putting them and a swordcane within easy 
reach, I returned to bed.

“Deuce take this suspense !” said I, as 1 
again lay down. “I shan’t sleep a wink." 
But after tossiDg a few times, and assuring 
myself I could not close my eyes, 1 fell 
asleep—at least, after a time. I was 
awakened bright light shining lull in mv 
face.

Good God !” I cried out loud, “they’ve 
come to-night.” For three men, with black 
cambric masks concealing their faces, stood 
over me, each pointing a pistol at my head.

“Please to get up, Mr. Powers,” said one 
of them, in a cool, civil way; “olease to put 
on that dressing-gown and those slippers. 
You shall not be harmed in the least if you 
will only be quiet and obey directions.’

the8» « « ^  ni<>rrOWi7ili- be tb? b[rtbday of I With three pistole aimed square in bis eyes, 
JHmr e “.’.*0*- who lit’8 at tbe bottom of | any man will be docile, I suppose; at leastthe cruel sea. 

"Poor Mme. De
“Mr. Powers.” said be at last, looking up I my wife, Umched ’ at ^he^Thought be 

■ „ , a f*tcuUar m bl8 eJ e8’ “I am go- sorrowing mother; “you must spend to-mor-
muet l.e“discre7tDt0 “ T conddence’ but }.oa ro^  with her Marie. Go in at nine o’clock must tie msereet, or you will rum me. I ve I and come back at five.”
sworn to see this thing through or resign Marie was grateful, and told meltino 
my position. I m sick of this infernal foolery | stories about the pauvre ange—her beaut v 
ol calliug mysell a detective and letting her piety, ber intelligence—and notbihe 
Satan reign night and day all over the city ’ ' * ‘ S nothing
The newsjiajiers drive me mad ! They know 
nothing about the obstacles we contend 
with, and goad us into premature steps, 
which cost us our reputation and end in 
failure. I’ve been working in the dark theftnworking in the dark these 
nine weeks, but, by Heavens. 1 believe you 
have shown me a glimmer of light.”

His manner indicated intense exitement; 
his words came s^modically, his face 
worked, and he had to draw his hands two 
or three times across bis mouth before he 
could go on. Then, producing a note-book, 
be opened it at well wojn leaves.

"There have been,” he began, looking at 
me with a sort of smile, “five great rob
beries within the last six months, and each 
one has these special features characteriz
ing it as the work ofthe same hands as the 
other four:

“First, the combination of seven to eleven 
masked men, all adroit burglars; second, 
an isolated honse is attacked, sure to con
tain ample provision for a successful rob-,

, - - , intelligence—and nothing
could equal my wife & sympathy, and when 
the girl went into town the next tnorninp 
she actually carried a note to Mme. De. 
Sturges, written in my wife’s very best 
French.

Meanwhile I had telegraphed Marie's pro
posed movements to Betts, and now, with 
some nervousness, awaited events. The 
detective had warned me that she would 
win the dog’s affections; that she would 
leave the house, promising to return, but 
would not return. Two of these predictions 
were already verified; but if Marie came 
back I could laugh at his suspicions, and 
regard them as fntile.

But Marie did not retnrn at five o’clock: 
a telegram arrived in her stead from Mme. 
De Sturges, saying that she had kept the 
girl, and would write a t’length and ex- 
p.a in. Next morning a letter was received 
lrom that lady. She told my wife she was 

obliged to travel; home sick in a 
strange land, without a familiar woman’s 
taco near her, and that she had persuaded,

I got up and put on a dressing-gown and 
slippers. Then one of the men caught my 
arms, drew them behind and manacled them; 
another gagged me with one of my own 
silk handkerchiefs; and thus rendered 
harmless. I was led down stairs, where my 
household, in various stages of night attire, 
gagged and tied back to back, were await
ing me in the diningioom. I was put into 
an arm chair and fastened to it bv feet and 
hands, then was left alone to stare about 
me. Maddened, desperate though I was. 
when I discovered that the sixth of the 
prisoners was Johnson, tbe detective. I 
recognized him with a keen sense of the 
ridiculous, and only wished that Betts— 
whom I was mentally anathematizing with 
curses not loud but deep—were in his place, 
and tasting tome of our humiliation.

Besides the three masked men who had 
mastered me and brought me down, there 
were five others in the dining-room. Two 
were left as sentinels over us, and the rest 
at once fell to work in a way that meant 
business. A small, active man (was it our 
Marie ?) motioned toward the sideboard. It 
was wheeled aside, and, stepping forward, 
he pressed the sliding panel and disclosed 
the closet where the silver in daily use was 
kept, and the shelves were at onee‘stripped, 
and the contents piled on the table.

too bedrooms np stairs were next vis
ited, the locks of drawers and wardrobes

Charity and Actors#
An individual recently wrote to Miss 

Charlotte Cushman, asking her, without 
much ceremony, to give a gratuitous repre
sentation for the benefit of the poor, and 
requesting her to answer by telegraph “Yes” 
or "No.” To this summons Miss Cushman 
sent the foiiowmg sensible and appropriate 
reply:

Dear Sir—1 am in receipt of yours of 
tbe first, in answer to which I find mvself

Mr. Jeff Thompson, for it was the camp 
of this redoubtable engineer, gave tbe trav
elers a hearty welcome: offered them ground 
room in his own tent; ordered supper, and 
set out a small jng, a drop from which he 
declared necessary on account of the chill 
of the evening.

“I never saw an Eastern man," said Jeff, 
“who knew how to drink lrom a jug with 
one band. It's as easy as lying. So.” He 
grasped tbe handle with the right band, 
threw the jug back upon his arm and ap
plied bis lips to tbe nozzle. It was an act 
as graceful as it was simple. "Besides.'’ 
said Mr. Thompson, setting it down, “itunder the necessity of saying “no" to your _ ^

request that I would give* en- of the nights I puts every man on his honor^as to quantity.” 
of my short engagement in Washington for Early to turn in was the rule of the camp, 
the benefit of your local charities. My rea- nine o’clock everybody was under
sons lor this decision are as follows: b'8 blanket except Jeff himself, who worked

I think tbe time has come in which some a w’uJo a? bi8 table over bis field book, and 
one should make a protest against the svs- tben aro8e, stepped outside the tent door 
tern now so fully inaugurated of making and 8auS- in a strong and not unmelodious 
artists pay so much more than the rest of tenor, tbe “Star Spangled Banner” from be- 
tbe community for charities in which they ginning to end. It jirovea to be his nightly
are not especially interested, and which 
have no claim upon them.

You simply ask of me that I should give 
from $400 to $500 to your poor, while tfioBe 
more immediately concerned, those who are 
bound by all the ties of neighborhood and 
common brotherhood, think they are doing

practice to let off tne unexpended steam of 
Lis conversational powers in the words of 
this stirring song.

It was a long time before Philip got to 
sleep. He saw tbe fire light; he saw the 
cl^ar stars through the tree tops; he heard 
the gurgle of the stream, the stamp of the

road any mo'.”

The Manic P ow er o f Love.

tneir part in paymg their quota of a dollar I horses, the occasional barking of the dog 
or two, when they receive in return a full which followed the cook’s wagon, the hoot- 
equivalent out of the labor, severe enough, ing of an owlr and when these failed he saw 
of the often hard {tressed and struggling Jeff standing on a battlement mid the rock- 
artist. Each one of these already does to et's red glare, and heard him sing. “Oh 
the best ol bis or ber ability, w'ithin the sa.v, can you see!” It was wae the firsttiine 
range of the claims  ̂which fall upon everv he had ever slept on the ground, 
human creature alike. You may think it 1 
indelicate, but is is surely not irrelevant
for me to say here that I every year give to 
icy poor and needy, upward of $:J000 
wtiicb I consider a verv fair percent
age upon my income. As for myself, it 
would take every day of every year, if I 
were to respond to one-half the‘applica
tions of this kind that meet me at everv 
turn; and each one of us who are so freelv 
called upon in these ways. I have no doubt 
have not only their regular clientalage of 
claimants to whom they are bound, and for 
whom ttiby are accountable, but also hosts 
of such applications and claims for which 
they are in no way bound.

It strikes me that the whole affair is one
sided, and that a word is necessarv in the 
way of justice. I am willing to place my
self in this breach, and say for all mv con
freres in art—whose errors have never been 
on the side of niggardlintf s—that it is unfair 
that we should do all the work, and pay 
also, both publicly and privately, as we do 
to my certain knowledge.

Allow me to suggest that in place of this 
easy manner ol doing good, a house to house 
visitation for charitable objects would place 
it within’ the power of every citizen to help 
the poor of his own city and neighborhood, 
with much greater comfort to his conscience 
than this cent per cent contract of so much 
money (for so much amusement—and the 
poor thrown in. Believe me to be, with 
much consideration, respectfully yours, 

CHARLOTTE CUSHMAN.

To run tbe lines to accommodate the viewp 
of Colonel Sellers was almost enough to baf
fle even Jeff, but he at last accomplished it 
in this way:

They were making what is called a pre 
lim:narv survey, anil tbe chief object ot a 
preliminary survey was to get up an exeite- 
ui“nt about the road, to interest every town 
in that part of the State in it, under the 
be!iefithat the road would run throught it, 
and to get the aid of every planter upon the 
prospect that a station would be on his

Mr. Jeff Thompson was the most popniar 
engineer that could be found for this work. 
He did Dot bother himself much about de
tails or practicabilities of location, but ran 
merrily along, sighting from the top of one 
divide to the top of another, and striking 
"plumb” every town site and big planta
tion within twenty or thirty miles of his 
ronte. In his own language’he "just wen* 
booming.”

They had not been in the field over two 
weeks when Harry wrote to his friend 
Colonel Sellers that he’d better be on the 
move, tor the line was certain to go to 
Stone s Landing. Any one who looked at the 
line on the map. as it wae laid down from 
day to day, would have been uncertain 
which wav it was going, but Jeff declared 
that, m hia judgment, the only Dracticable 
route they then stood on was to follow the 
divide to Hone s landing, and it was gen-

Two or three years ago the superinten
dent of the Little Wanderers’ Home, in 
Boston, received one morning a request 
from the judge that he would come up to 
the courtroom. He complied directly, and 
found there a group of seven little’ girls, 
ragged, dirty and forlorn, beyond even 
what he was accustomed to see. * The judge 
pointed to them and said:

“Mr. T---- , t an you take any of these?”
“Certainly, I'll take them ail,” was the 

prompt reply.
"All! what in the world can you do with 

them all ?”
“I’ll make women of them.”
"The judge singled out one, even worse 

in appearance than all the rest, and asked 
again:

‘ What can you do for this one?”
“I'll make a woman of her.” Mr. T----

replied firmly and hopelully. He took them 
all home. They were washed and dressed, 
and provided with a good supper and beds. 
The next morning they went into the school
room with the rest of the children. Mary 
was the name of the little girl whose chance 
for the better things the judge thought was 
small

During the afternoon the teacher said to
Mr. T---- , in reference to her:

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

Mr. T---- said afterwards to himself that
her face was the saddest he had ever seen, 
sorrowful beyond expression; yet she was 
a very little girl, only seven or eight years 
old.

After school he called her into his office, 
and said pleasantly: “Mary, I've lost uiy 
little pet. I used to have a ’little girl here 
that wouid wait on my knee, and sit on mv 
knee, and I loved her very much. A k;nil 
lady and gentleman adopted her, and she 
went to live with them. I miss her. and I 
should like you to take her place and be mv 
little pet; wiil you ?”

A gleam of light flitted over the poor 
child s iace as she began to understand him. 
He gave her ten cents, and told her she 
might go to a store near by and buy some 
candy. W hile she was gone be took two or 
three newspapers, tore them in pieces and 
scattered them about the room. When she 
returned, in a few minutes, he said to her: 
“Mary, will you clean lip my office for me ? 
Pick up those papers, and make it look real 
nice.”

-She went to work with a will. A little 
more of this sort ot management—treating 
Her just like a kind father would—wrought 
the desired change. She went into the 
schoolroom with so changed a look aDd 
bearing that the teacher was so astonisned. 
The child’s face was radiant: and naif fear
ful of some mental wanderings, she went 
up to her and said:

“Mary, what is it? What makes you look 
so happy?”

“Oh! I’ve got somebody to love me! 
child answered earnestly, as if it 
heaven come down on earth.

That wae all the secret. For want of love 
thart poor little one’s life had been so ooid 
and desolate that she bad lost childhood’s 
faith and hope. She cenld not at first be
lieve in the reality of joy or kindness for 
, :r" . wae }Lia certainty that some one
loved her and desired her affection that

’’ the
were

On my return, I learned that Professor 
Agaseiz had been at tbe Museum, but had 
gone, and would not return for several 
hours. My fellow-students were too busy 
to be disturbed by continued conversation. 
Slowly I drew forth that hideous fish, and, 
with a feeling of desparation, again looked 
at it. I might not use a magnityiug glass; 
instruments of all kinds were interdicted. 
Mv two hands, my two eyes and the fish; it 
seemed a mo6t limited field. I pushed my 
finger down its throat to feel how sharp tbe 
teeth were. I began to count the scales in 
the different rows, until 1 was convinced 
that was nonsense. At last a happy thought 
struck me—I would draw the fish*;‘and now, 
with surprise, I began to discover new leat- 
ures in the creature. Just then .the pro
fessor returned.

“That is right,” said he; “a pencil is one of 
the best of eyes. I am glad to notice, *oo, 
that you keep your specimens wet and your . 
bottle coiked.” *

With these encouraging words, he added: 
“Well, what is it like 
He listened attentively to my brief re

hearsal of the structure of parts whose 
names were still unknown tome: the fringed 
gill-arches and movable operculum; the 
pores of the head, fleshy lips and lidless 
eyes; the lateral line, the spinous fins, and 
forked tail; the compressed and arched 
body. When I bad finished, he wailed, as if 
expecting more, and then, with an a.r of 
disappointment—

You have not looked very carefully; 
why,” he continued, more earnestly, "yon 
haven’t even seen one of the most conspicu
ous features of the animal, which :s as 
plainly before your eyes as the fish itself; 
look again, look again!” and he left me to 
my misery.

1 was piqued; I was mortified. Still more 
of that wretched fish! But now I set myself 
to my task with a will, and discovered one 
new thing after another, until I saw how 
just the professor’s criticism bad been. The 
afternoon passsed quickly, and when, to
ward its close, the professor inquired:

“Do you see it yet?”
“No,” I replied; “I am certain I do not, 

but 1 see how little i saw before.”
•That is next beet,” said be earnestly, 

“ but 1 won't hear you now; put away your 
fish and go home; perhaps you wiil be ready 
with a better answer in tbe moning. I will 
examine you before you look at the fish.”

This was disconcerting, not only must I 
think of my fish all night, studying, with
out the object before me, what,- this un
known but most visible creature must be; 
but also, without reviewing my new dis
coveries, I must give an exact‘account of 
them the next day. I had a bad memory, 
so I walked home by Charles river in a dis
tracted state with my two perplexities.

The cordial greeting of the professor the 
next morning was reassuring; here was a 
man who seemed to be quite as anxious aa 
I that I should see for myself what ke saw.

“Do you, perhaps, mean,” I asked, “that 
the fish has symmetrical sides with pa.red 
organs T”

His thoroughly pleased “Of court*’, of 
course! ’ repaid the wakeful hours of the 
previous night. After be bad discoursed 
most happily and enthusiastically—as he 
always did—upon the importance ol this 
point, I ventured to ask what I should do 
next.

“Oh look at your fish !” he said, and left 
me again to my own devices. In a . ttle 
more than an hour he returned and heard 
my new catalogue.

“That is good, that is good !” he repeated; 
“but that is not all; go on;” and so for 
three long days be placed that fish before 
my eyes, forbidding me to look at anything 
else, or to use any artificial aid. "Look, 
look, look,” was his repeated injunction.

This was the best entomological lesson I 
ever had—a lesson whose influence has ex
tended to the details of every subsequent 
study; a legacy the- professor has left to 
me, as he has left it to many others, of in
estimable value, which we could not buy, 
with which we can not part.—By a Farmer 
Pupil, in Every Saturday.


