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I>LL K N O W  THEM  T H E K E .

PaiA star, th a t,  with thy  soft, sad light,
Came out upon my bildal «ve,

I have a  song to sing to-night, • #
Before thou tak est th j  m ournful leave.

Since then  so softly tim e has stirred,
That month* have almost seemed like hour*, 

And I am like a  little  bird 
That »lent too long among th e  tow ers,

And wikiog, «its w ith waveless wing*,
Soft singing ’mid the shades of even;

But oh ! with sadder h e a rt I sing—
I sing of one who dwells in heaven.

Loved one I though lost to  hum an sight,
I feel t h j  spirit lingering near;

And softly, as I feel the light 
That trembles thiough the atmsephere,

As in some tem ple’s holy shades,
Though m ute the bvm nand Lushed the prayer, 

A solemn awe the soul pervades,
Which teil» that, worship has been there;

A breath of incense, left alone 
Where many a  censer swung aronnd,

Which thrill the  wanderer like to one 
Who treads on consecrated ground.

i’ll know thee there  by th a t  sweet face,
Round which a  tender halo p ays,

Still touched with th a t  expressive grace 
That made Ihee lovely all thy days—

By th a t sweet smile th a t  o’er i t  shea 
A beauty like the light of even.

Whose sott expression never tied 
Even when i ts  soul had tied to Heaven;

I'll know ihee by th e  sta rry  ciown 
That glitters  in thy  raven hair;

Oh! by these blessed signs alone 
I'll know thee there. I'll kuow thee there.

For, oh! thine eyea, w ithin whose sphere 
The sweetest youth ând beauty m et,

That swam in love and softness her».
Must swim to love and soilness yet.

For all' Its dark  and liquid beams,
I hough sadfieued by a thousand eigne,

Wer« kotier than the light th a t stream s 
Down from the gales of paradis«—

Were bright and radiant like the morn,
Vet sott and dewy as the eve.

Too sad lor eyes where smiles are boro,
Too young for eyes to learn to  grieve.

I wonder if this cold, sweet breese 
Hath touched thy  lips aud tanned thy brow. 

For all my spirit hears and sees 
Recalls thee to my memory now;

For every hoar we breathe ap art 
Will but iucreaae, if th a t  can he,

The love th a t  tilla this lonely heart.
Already tilled so full of thee.

Yet many a  tea r  these eyes m ust weep.
And mquy a  sin m ust be forgiven,

Bro these pale lide shall sink to aleep,
And you and 1 snail meet in heaven.

T H R O U G H  T H E  B R E A K E R S .

We were Bieters only by adoption; yet I 
know that tbe love between us, in those old 
days, was as great as it could have been if 
tbe mothers, of whom only sweet memories 
were left ns, had been one; and as if my 
father bad been Elsie’s father, too, instead 
ot having pitifully adopted the orphan 
child, and brought her from a poor and love
less life to share our happy home. I sup
pose I always kaew that he could never 
grow to love her Just as he loved his own 
child; yet even if I had telt he did so, I 
should only have rejoiced. I am speaktfig 
now of the old times, and speaking, too, 
when I can .see those old times lying in the 
full sunlight of tbe unsuspicious love we 
bore each other. We two adopted sisters 
were a strong contrast. Elsie was 
bright, light-hearted girl, with a sunny 
prettiness, and a happy smile forever rip
pling on her lips and sparkling in her eyes. 
We were the same age within a year, yet I 
always felt much the elder, for my nature 
was silent aud concentrated, dreamy to 
a fanlt, and steadfast—so steadfast, that if 
I bad had one aim to pursue, however 
hopeless, I should have pursued it silently 
to my death. Yet, under my quietness, I 
knew, even tjjien, that* there slept a pas- 
sionate intensity of feeling which gave me 
one power greater than Elsie possessed— 
the power of suffering. She won love and 
friendship, while I stood isolated, with only 
her love and my father’s to encircle me. 
She won admiration and esteem from all, 
and X knew that this was well, because 
suffering to her was weakening as illness; 
under it she lay passive and helpless, while 
1 met it as I would meet a sorrowful friend, 
and made my step firm and my heart strong 
to support it. But all this was in the old 
times, Defore she won (easily, as she won 
all else,) the only love which could have 
gladdened me, and before that chill gray 
cloud dropped down between us.

He did not live with us at first, but my 
father, when his own health failed, per
suaded his young partner (to whom the 
milks would entirely belong after his death) 
to come and live with ns in our great bouse, 
upon tbe hill, at tbe foot of which tbe mills 
lay. So Horace Capon came, and the whole 
active management of the mills fell into his 
hands; and although he was a young man, 
my father felt the utmost confidence in 
him. The master was safe in relying on 
Mr. Capon, the men would sometimes say 
to us, when we wandered, as we liked' to 
do, over the busy, noisy mills; be was one 
to be trusted. We used to smile at the ex
pression, which seemed to them to mean so 
much; and when Horace would join us from 
the offices, what wonder was it if we saw a 
new power in his handsome face, and in his 
tone a genial and irresistible authority! And 
could we warn each other of the feeling 
which was growing equally in both 
our hearts f Could we always remem
ber that for one of us this feeling must 
end in bitter and huifiiliating pain ! It was 
to me that the pain came at last; very grad
ually, because it took me such a long, long 
time to believe it after it was told; yet very 
suddenly, because I had forgotten, as I said, 
that this love for Horace, which was grow- 
ing equally in both our hearts, must end for 
one ol us in bitter and humiliating pain.
He had always treated us alike; coming 
home to us in the evenings, bringing a new 
element of strength and gaiety; interesting 
ns no loss than my lather, and amusing and 
brightening my father no less than us. 
There wus more laughter when he chatted 
with Elsie; but more earnestness when he 
talked with me. If be sang oitener with 
Elsie, he rode oftener with me, aud if he 
fell beside Elsie oftener when we walked 
together, it was beside my chair that he 
would draw bis own when he read aloud to 
ns at night. And so the months sped on 
most happily for us, so euually loved and 
eared for that what wonder was it, as I 
said, that we forgot how this must end in a 
bittsr, humiliating pain for one 1 

I forget how it was that there dawned on 
me the knowledge of one of my father» 
motives in having Horace Canon to li e 
now in tbe house which he was eventua y 
to occupy as master of the mills. I think 
he told me himself, one day, saying Horace 
wae even now as a son to him, the one man 
in all the world to whom he could most 
willingly give his daughter; and adding 
that he knew Elsie would always find a 
happy home with us. I listened quietly 
nntU the loving plan was all unfolded; then 
I went away and sat alone lor hours, tbink- 
mg of it, my cheeks burning even in my 
solitude, and my heart beating rapidly. 
What a future that was to dream of! From 
that hour, when my dreams lost their 
vagueness, and this one lav marked out 
in the brightest hues before me, I was 
conscious of a new shyness in my man
ner to Horace; a timidity quite new to 
me, yet the most natural result of that 
dreaiu which was buried now so deeplv aud 
so fixedly in uiy heart. I tbought"Elsie 
was too thoroughly wrapped up in her own 
bright thoughts to notice this, yet I knew 
that our love for each other then was true 
and unsuspicious. Hut the day camp at 
last when, alter one flash of nameless pain, 
that cloud fell slowly and heavily down 
between us.

1 bau louud Elsie sitting in the morning 
sunshine watehiug Horace, so 1 stood above 
her, watching too, in silence. He turned at 
the gate for a moment to raise big hat, with 
a smile, and hurried on down the hill ami 
disappeared through one of the great doors 
of tbe mills. Elsie rose then, but I was 
dreaming still, just as as I had stood, a 
little way back from the window, my eyes 
upon the spot where Horace disappeared.

“Margaret," said Elsie, softly, pausing as 
she faced me, “your eyes look warm and 
glad now; aud—because Horace could not 
see—you answered his smile with one as 
bright as his. Th-m whv have you been 
cold to him, and distant ?”

“Cold !” 1 echoed in a whisper, and I 
could not bring nsy eyes back to her face; 
“Elsie, dear, you do not understand.”

She had both her hands npon my shoul
ders now,' and her eyes were reading mine 
eagerly—ah, with such pained and breath
ings eagerness !

“Oh, Margaret,” she cried, catching her 
breath in a  great tearless sob, “tell me I

am wrong ! Say that I can not read that in 
your face ! Oh, no, no, no ! it is ’ not that!"

I put one arm around her, wondering 
that she should be so moved to read the se
cret which I must have guarded so muoh 
better than- she had guarded hers.

“Elsie, dear,” I said, laying my cheek 
upon her bright bent head, “there was 
nothing in mv face whioh need have given 
you this sudden pain.”

“O yes,” she cried, “O Margaret, yes, 1 
saw.”

She was weeping sorely there, with her 
eyes hidden on my breast, and her trem 
bling fingers clasping me even to pain.

“Elsie, what grieves you so!” I asked; “I 
can not understand it.”

“I—I must tell you, Margaret,” she sob 
bed, keeping her face still hidden, “ i must 
tell you; but—I never guessed—”

“Tell me,” I whispered fondly, when she 
paused.

“Horaoe—Horace says—” she was utter
ing the * words very rapidly below her 
breath, and with her head drooping so upon 
my breast that it was not easy to hear 
them—“Horace says—I mean he asked me 
—only yesterday—only yesterday, to be 
—his wife! O Margaret, 1 love him more 
than all the world; and yet I wish- 
wish—”

1 think I put her gently from me, and 
made a feint of smiling; and 1 think that— 
groping blindly in my misery—I spent that 
day just as I had spent other days which 
had been crowned with love and hupe and 
pleasure. I think that I gave Horace my 
hand that night, and told him he would be 
very happy with Elsie, and I think that it 
was only Elsie who cried when we bade 
each other good nighf. But 1 am not sure; 
1 am sure of nothing save the anguished 
aching of my heart and head, and how, 
when that had been mine for many, many 
days, a great, lonely coldness came and 
wrapped itself about my heart.

It was a happy and unruffled courtship, 
that of Horace’s. My father gave his free 
consent to the marriage, and breathed no 
word of that disappointed plan of his; and 
my father’s men, wbo all loved Elsie for her 
bright face and winning wavs, made her 
young lover’s heart rejoice with their praises 
of tbe wife whom he had chosen. And, day 
by day, it was my lot to watch this happy 
courtship, living entirely apart in my own 
inward life, anil growing day by day more 
silent and cold. But I telt that they would 
not notioe this; it could not pain them, so 
closely were chey bound now in each other. 
When Horace came home, of what value 
was my presence to Elsie—though until 
then she bad liked to linger with me? When 
Elsie was near, what thought of Horace’s 
would stray to me! 'Ab, what a bitter, soli
tary time it was, and what hopeless and de
spairing thoughts possessed me! Why had 
he been given to her ! His love was all the 
world to me; and she could have been made 
happy with other love, and would have 
turned brightly to accept another life. 
Sometimes I told mvBelf that if he had 
loved me best, only for one day, I would 
have made it grow to snob a strong and all 
engrossing love, that it could never change; 
a love beside whioh this happy and un
troubled affection that he bore to Elsie 
would be a shadow only—if only the love 
had once been there to take root.

Never could be guess at any of these 
dreams which haunted me, but 1 noticed 
that be often now looked at me with a new 
and curious intentness, which warned me 
that this hidden, selfish pain was changing 
even my outward self. I t  must have been 
this change which prompted them to plan 
for Elsie apd me to travel to the seaside, 
and stay there until tbe summer waned.

If they had let me go alone—there or 
anywhere—I thought I might have gained 
health and strength and better thoughts; 
but Elsie would not leave me. The days 
had been hard enough to bear at home, but 
they were harder here. If I had beeu left 
to sit alone in silence on the cliffs I could 
have* loved perhaps, ins'tead of chafing at 
the lonely, solemn sympathy of the sea; 
but Elsie seemed always near me, talking 
of home and Horace, until nearly—ah, so 
very, very nearly—grew to hate-her very 
presence, dreadiDg every word that her 
bright voice should utter, and wearying 
utterly of her smiling face. Left alone 
with her, and hearing her constantly speak 
of Horace in that tone of confident, child
like happiness, it could not be hut that I 
soon must hate her in mv heart.

My father and Horace were to he with us 
is the afternoon, and in the morning Elsie 
and I went out to bathe together. There 
mas no sunshine on the sea, but the water 
was lresh and full of motion, just as we 
liked it; so we laughed when we were 
told that there was danger of a sudden 
squall that day; that very few ladies had 
ventured out, and even they were return
ing ncrw.

“Not that there is any danger, Miss,” 
the man said, as he hooked bis horse’s 
harness to the caravan which * I had 
chosen; “only don't you think you’d better 
take one of the women with you !”

“We are not afraid, are we, Margaret !” 
smiled Elsie: “and we help each other 
quite enough.”

Then she gave orders for her own ma
chine to be wheeled close to mine in the 
sea, and ran up the steps with a smile and 
nod at me.

How well I remember the look of the 
sea that day, as I stepped into it, and Elsie 
came up to pie with her dancing step and 
laughing eyes! So gray and somber the 
water was, so wide and restless; so wide 
so secret and so safe. I shook Elsie’s cling 
ing hands.

“Why do you hold me!” I cried. “Go 
away; do not come bo close to me again.” 

“No, no; give me your hands, Margaret,” 
she said, rising merrily and shaking back 
her hair, atter the no.sy wave had. passed 
over us and left us free to speak agaiu. 
“Do you forget that they feared a sudden 
gust! We shall be all right if we are hand 
in band.”

“We are quite safe so, and it is pleas 
anter,” I said, and threw myself beneath 
the water, trying hard to drown the happy 
sound oi Elsie’s laughter.

How wide and secret the sea was! and 
what- a little thing she looked there, battling 
merrily with its waters, so strong against 
her little shielding hands! And what a hor 
rible longing possessed me, yet what an 
over-mastering fear ! Fear of what ! Fear 
of the waters which I loved! Fear of Elsie’s 
tiny power ? Ah, no; what fear I had was 
fear of myself.

We were standing quite still, telling each 
other how calm the sea had grown all in a 
minute, and still with that distance between 
us, which I kept so carefully when the 
squall came. A sudden violent rush of 
wind swept across the waters toward the 
shore; the waves reared themselves above 
us, then swooped down and dashed us help
lessly upon the sand.

“Margaret ! Margaret !” I could hear 
Elsie’s call as the great wave rolled oii; 
“Yoyx hands ! hold me, hold me !”

I fought my way to her and took her 
bands, then I looked wildly around. The 
bathing machines seemed to be miles away 
from us now, and one was thrown upon it's 
side by that strong rush of wind and water.
If we could reach it we might support our
selves, perhaps, until help came. The 
shore looked like another world to my hot, 
anguished eyes, so far away,-so faraway. 
What was this singing in my ears ! Was it 
the water still ! I was strong and fearless 
now; «o wave, however fierce and strong, 
would swallow mo. The water was but 
shallow alter all—unless we fell.

"O, Margaret, take me in your arms; my 
breath is going ! You are so strong and 
calm; don’t leave mo, Margaret !”

Calm ! There was such a tempest in my 
heart that this tempest of the waters was 
as nothing to it.

“Margaret, where have the waves carried 
us! O, we are lost, we are lost ! Help me, 
Margaret!”

I put my arms about her—this girl who 
had won from me all that made life pre
cious—and I held her closely, very closely. 
She looked up from my arms, her eyes 
eagerly seeking comfort from mine, her lips 
parted lor the question to come panting 
forth;

“Shall we be lost!”
Then, as if she had read a hopeless an

swer in my face, a piercing crv went up 
among the clouds—

"O, H Tac-e ! Horace!"’
More closely still I held her now. but held 

her where the waters must pass over her in 
their rush. My lips were tight and firm; 
my eyes upon thatsecond mighty wave that 
came so fiercely to engulf us.

“I am holding you, Elsie! 
eyes, for it is coming!”

Bent and frail she stood in my embrace, 
with her eyes closed, while the huge wave,

whioh I could calmly stand and watch, 
came rolling on behind her. Then I held 
her down, firmly and steadily, beneath the 
water, battling the while for my own life 
and breath. When a t last the sea grew 
calm again, and we were tossed no longer 
at its wild, strong will, I had still my hands 
upon her shoulders, and under the waters I 
could see a  -white dead lace. Aud my 
strength had not failed me even yet, for I 
was holding her so when they found us and 
lifting us together, whispering eagerly that 
one was living but that the other had beeu 
tor a long time dead.

m.
I did not see Horaoe for a long time, so 

that when at last they let me see him the 
first bitterness of bis grief was past. He 
asked me many things about that aay, and I 
told him all—save the terrible truth that I 
had killed her. I told him how Elsie had 
clung to me in her fear, when that awful 
wind swept so suddenly across the sea; but 
how she had grown so weak a t last and de- 
pairing, that she fell with the second wave, 
and never rose again. He eat beside me 
while I told him this, and then it seemed to 
grow natural to him to sit beside me; and 
a t last I—watching his face—saw its sor
row fade, and the old look of content re
turn to it. At first it was in silence that he 
sat beside me, and this silence I could un
derstand and Bhare; but gradually he would 
win me on to talk to him, and he eyes 
wquld brighten as he listened*. So we grew 
dear friends again, dearer than we had ever 
been; and I forgot that white drowned face 
which lay now side by side with my mother, 
under the old cedar in our churchvard on 
the hill.

One night we had strolled there together 
to lay some autumn blossoms on the grave; 
und so long he lingered there in perfect si
lence, that all my fears and tny despair- 
came back to me in overwhelming force. 
He had forgotten me! Before his grave 
eyes was the bright childish face of her who 
had won his first love. He was wishing she 
had been saved, and I lost. Why had he 
brought me here where I could see the 
white drowned face, just as I saw it look 
when I held it still below the water the an 
gry death had passed? Should I be obliged 
to see it thus before me all my life!

Silently, as we had stood there, we turned 
from the grave side by side; then sud- euly 
Horace clasped me in his arms and kissed 
me. So tenderly, and yet so passionately, 
he kissed me, under the quiet stars, that at 
that moment I knew I bad won what I had 
so long craved for vainly. He had learned 
to give me a stronger and more fervent love 
than he had ever given to Elsie.

Horace and I had been married nearly a 
year, and this was Christmas eve. My 
husband had beeu away for two or three 
days, but I kuew he would return tor 
Christmas day, and so I sat waiting tor 
him. Always I longed for his return when 
he had left me, but hardly ever so intensely 
as I longed for it this night. The wind was 
blowing fitfully; now rising in sudden gusts 
which brought back to me that horrible 
morning in the sea; and now lying lulled 
and calm, as it had been npon that autumn 
night when Horace and I had stood beside 
Elsie’s grave in that strange silence which 
he broke at last to tell me with what 
strength and tenderness he loved me.

So strangely nervous and so timid I had 
grown, that when I heard my husband's 
step at last, I ran to meet him just as if 
he came as a deliverer.

“Frightened, my darling ?” he questioned 
tenderly, as he led me baok into the lighted 
room. “Tempestuous, is it not ? but so 
beautiful out of doors. The moon is full, 
and the sky exquisite. Have you been out 
at all to-day ?”

“No, Horace.”
“Then, when dinner is over, I will take 

you. It will do you good, it you will put 
on plenty of furs; and it will "do me good, 
too, to havè you walking by my side again. 
Yon are not afraid of this wind, my dar
ling ?”

“No.”
“And I love it. Ah, how good it is to be 

home with you again, my wife !”
“Do you miss me when we are apart, then, 

Horace !”
I asked it eagerly, yet I knew well that 

the time had come of which I used to 
dream—he lavished on me now far more 
intensity of affection than he had ever 
given to his first love.

“Miss yon!” he echoed, folding me within 
his arms and laying his lips most tenderly 
on mine. “There is no minute in any hour 
of my absence in which I do not miss you, 
darling; and if 1 tried to say how much I 
should but fail.”

“Because you love me so, Horace?” 
“Because I love you so, my cherished 

wife.”
“You never loved any one before as you 

love me!”
“I never have—I never can—love any one 

as I love you, my own beloved.”
I knew it so well; but still I loved to hear 

him say it.
The moon was riding gloriously through 

the frosty sky when we started out to to
gether. Horace had himself fastened the 
soft furs about my neck, kissing me as he 
did so, and my heart beat joyously and 
proudly as I leaned on his strong arm, and 
felt that I was very precious to him.

So earnestly and happily were we talk 
ing, so perfect was the beauty of the night, 
that I had not noticed where we were go
ing, until we stopped before a gate I kn- w, 
and Horace bent to open it.

“We have wandered here almost uncon
sciously, my darling,” he said; “but we 
will go in and stand a moment in the quiet
ness beside Elsie’s grave. In our own in
tense happiness, we would not forget her 
upon this beautiful Christmas night; and 
it is her birthday too, you remember, Mar
garet.”

I shrank aside and whispered, “not to
night—not on Christmas night—not on her 
birthday;” but Horace gently led me on, 
until we stood once more together beside 
that great square stone beneath the cedar.
It was very chill and very gloomy there, 
aud I crept closer to my husband's side; 
very chill and very gloomy, even with his 
strong protecting arm around me. Whv 
had he brought me here, when we had both 
learned to forget and had grown so happy?
If ho would but speak—if he would but 
talk to me, and chase away these haunting 
memories which had not visited me since, 
in this very spot, he had told me how he 
loved me! If he would only tell me so 
again—loudly, that the words might drown 
this moaning in my ears, this rushing of the 
6ea about my head, this cry of a faint and 
dying voice ! Why had he breathed her 
name at all to-night, and raised this awful 
memorv?

bidding me eome away from beside that 
grave.

“O, Horaoe, take me back to your heart!
I pleaded. "Why did you .bring me here? 
You would never have known if you had 
not brought me here to-night, and we 
should have been happy now—as we were 
before. O, Horace, 1 am the same Marga
ret whom you loved so dearly an hour ago— 
only a little hour ago—so dearly, you said; 
so dearly! I remember it, I remember 
every word. You missed me every minute 
of every hour of our separation, you said. 
O, Horace, remember that, and take me 
back. See how I have loved you. If you 
bad—had even done what I have done, 
tempted by your love for tue, I should have 
wept and prayed for pardon for you, and 
comforted you, I think, and clung to you 
and pitied you, but never ceased to love 
you—never, never! O, my husband, let it 
come slowly; love me a little, just a little, 
until I can bear its being taken all away!” 

I pushed my hair away from my throb
bing temples; something was burning in 
my head, ana the noise the- sea made in 
rushing over Elsie’s face was deafening me 
—deafening and blinding me, for I could 
not see Horace now; nothing but a dark, 
6till shadow; and between it and me, a girl 
with long wet hair and ashen cheek.

“O Horace, take me back! We can be 
happy still—we know it, we have proved it; 
you have often said it. You can forget this.
I had forgotten until you brought me here 
to-night, and that wave came rolling to us 
and lett her face—Horaoe, Horace!” the 
words were an eager whisper now—“take 
me up, Horace' 1 am dyiDg here; dying at 
her feet and yours; or—or am—I—mad!”

He raised me from the grass without a 
movement of bis white aud rigid face.

"I will take you to your home,” he said, 
“and after that I wish that I might never 
look upon your face again.”

“Why, Horace?” I whispered, wi-h a va
cant smile upon my parching lips, “we can 
not be separated—you and I; we are mar
ried, you know; they can not separate us.” 

“We are separated now,” he answered 
slowly; “separated utterly and forever.”

“O no, Horace, no ! I cried, appealing to 
him once again with eager hands and eyes. 
“You will take mo back ? It was for your 
sake I did it, and you have loved mp since, 
when I was just what I am now. You 
valued my love then. Ah, yes. I know you 
did,.for that knowledge was my happiness, 
and I could not be deceived. You valued 
my luve then. O, take it now, my husband; 
my own husband, whom no one can take 
from me—when it is a hundred times more 
earnest than it has ever been before !”

I could see his face in the moonlight now, 
aud I knew there was no nope for me.

“Horaoe !” I cried, with such a ory as 
might have reached to the cold dead around 
us, “Horace—forgive !”

Coldly he drew back from me, and then 
—I laughed; laughed loudly and shrilly, 
there in tbe silence of the calm and beauti
ful night. But, when 1 saw his stern, 
white face, grow colder still, I wondered 
why I had laughed. .

“Nothing can separate us, Horace,” I 
whispered, trying to fix my vacant gaze 
upon him, ana smiling as I thought that 
my glad low whisper must oomtort him. 
“Nothing can separate us now. Don’t be 
frightened, Horace; you are my husband, 
and I will not leave you. Did you dream 
that I could be so cruel ? I was not half 
so cruel to her as that would be.”

He turned from me, shuddering through 
all his frame, and then I knew that the 
love, which had been my very life, was dead 
forever. I saw, in all its fullest, darkest 
horror, the long anguish of the life to which 
he doomed me; and, standing still, I took 
my burning head within my bands and ut
tered shriek on shriek, until the silence of 
the winter night was all alive with sound, 
and the beauty of the moonlight vanished 
in a great, black darkness.

LOUISIANASTATELAWSMA.XI.ni7Mthin white lips—they axe breaking into a 
smile.

“This is true, then? This is true, and the 
other was thç dream!”

“All this is true, my darling; and we are 
true; and the sunshine and the flowers, they 
are all trur. Everything is true, except 
those terrible delirious fancies which have 
been with von in your fever. That was the 
dream; but it has passed now, and all tbe 
fancies have passed too. Ah, there is a 
little look of returning health at last. You 
are coming back to us from the gates of 
death—O my dear, my dear, we shall he 
happy once again!”—From Belgravia.

A T T H E  B R ID A L .

£ 3  K X K R IB T P . IPO PPO RD .

Wide stood th e  doors th a t morning 
Of the sombre and ancient church.

And gayly the yellow sunshine 
Streamed in on its  seldom search—

Stream ed over the  rustling satins.
Over jew el aud waving plume,

Over smiling and confident gallants, * 
Over women all beauty and bloom.

And I paused to  look a t  the  pageant 
In the m idst of th e  shimmer and s tir,

Aud to  hear the  priest m urm ur. Foreak.ng 
All others, cleave only to  her.

I have been very, very ill. I wake to the 
knowledge slowly" as I lie and listen to the 
hushed breath and softened footsteps in my 
room. I wake to it very, very slowly, 
dreaming a wonderful dream the while.

I am lying in my own room at home, and 
Elsie sits beside my bed, just as she did 
when I was ill oiroe in the old past—so many 
years ago; and my father comes for tidings 
of his child, with his eyes dim and anxious, 
just as I used to see them in that far-back 
time. Horace is living with us, in this 
dream of mine, just as he did then; and he, 
too, waits for tidings, and comes to look 
upon me with a soft slow step. Ah, if this 
dream may last a little longer; because, 
when I awake, my husband’s face will meet 
me stern and cold, as it must through all 
the rest ot my sin shadowed life; and in
stead of this bright face beside my bed, will 
be the memory ollthat drowned head I saw 
beneath the waters. It is far better for me 
to be dying, and dream this dream, than to 
crow quite strong and well, aiid meet my 
misery again. It is such a beautiful, beau
tiful dream!

“O Horace, Horace, see the white dead 
face!”

My cry had not broken his long silence, 
so 1 knew it was uttered only iD my heart. 
I looked up eagerly, that the glance of his 
kind eyes might give me courage; but that 
drowned face had come between us.

“O Horace,” I cried, groping with iny

I am lying now under the beech upon the 
lawn, and the golden leaves fall softly one 
by one; very softly, as if they fell a long 
way—perhaps from heaven itself. The 
sky is bright and blue up there above them 
and the sunlight creeps amid their shelter 
to lay its warm, sweet kiss upon my face. 
There are no fierce, rushing storms of wind 
in this beautiful dream, and no driving 
waves. There is only peace and calm and 
sunshine, and tbe rare, sweet fragrance and 
the autumn flowers I love. 1 dare not speak 
lest 1 should break my dream.

I see my father standing against the gold 
en beech, and watching me. with the old 
look of love upon his face. Elsie is beside 
me still, as she has been all through this 
peaceful dream, and in her eyes is shining 
such a look of loving, piiil'ui compassion, 
that I oan not even trust myself to meet it, 
lest it Bhould bring the tears, for tears 
would waken me. And now, across the 
lawn, comes Horace; bis face, the kind aud 
pleasant face of long ago, the face I loved 
when 1 was innocent—so long ago! He 
comes up to me—softly as they all come in 
this dream of mine—and I read the old 
friendship in his eyes, aud something more; 
not hatred and contempt, ah, no, but a 
great teudernesH and a great compassion, 
and something that looks almost like awe.
1 remember the different face which I shall 
see when I awake, and silently I pray that 
it may be God’s will I die before the waking 
comes.

My hands are very weak and thin and 
wasted, and when he takes one into his and 
kneels beside my couch I can see the pity 
and the fear which darken Elsie’s eyes. My 
voice is low and failing, but at last they un
derstand my question, reading it more from 
my eyes than from my lips; and Elsie an
swers it iu a whisper, her warm lips touch
ing my cheek and forehead between the 
words:

“No dream, my darling; no dream. We 
have you with us, aud we are nursiDg you 
back to health again. If care and love— 
the truest, fondest love, my dear—can give

hands; “take it away: take it away! She ^ou strength, then you will soon be your 
would have you save her, and let me go!” own 8elf «W«“ .”

“Margaret, my darling, are you ill?” ' So thfi words run. in this summer dream

Close your

1 heard the question in my husband’s soft, 
kind tones, but there was something el&e 1 
heard far more distinctly.

“Listen!” I cried, turning to face the blast 
of wind which came sweeping over the 
valley below; ‘-listen! listen!”

I waited for its comiDg with my arms out
stretched, and when the storm had passed, 
and left me standing so, 1 fancied death had 
spared me once again as it had done at sea. 
and I knew why. That story was to be told 
to Horace; here, by the grave where the 
voices moaneu; now, before that second 
gust came sweeping by which had brohghl 
death before, and might bring death again. 
The white, dead face beneath that stone 
cried out for justice now: the voices of the 
wind and sea cried out aloud their accusa
tion. I had a task to do in the lull of that 
great storm, and 1 must do it. I drew away 
troui my husband’s side and stood opposite 
to him in the shadow of the cedar, my eyes 
fixed steadily upon him, and my words slow 
and clear.

Quite still lie stood to listen, while I told 
him all; quite still until I had finished; then, 
after an utter, territde pause, he fell on his 
knees beside tbe stone, and hid his face 
upon it. I did not speak or move until iie 
rose, alter a long, long time; then I eagerly 
and piteously scanned his face, that I might 
glean only a ray of hope. Even in the 
shadow—tor he was leaning now against the 

I could see how rigjd. and how coidlv 
white his face had grown.
, Horace,” I cried, falling on the grass 
before him. aud appealing to him with my 
burning hands outstretched, “O, my bus 
band, all tbe sin there may have been, you 
caused. If I had not loved you—”

Coldly and sternly he interrupted me,

So the words run, in this summer dream 
of mine. I have no pain, only a great faint
ness. If I were a leal upon the beech 
above me, at the first faint breath of wind, 
1 should fall jirst so—softly and slowly to 
the ground.

“Margaret,” Elsie whispers, when her 
sweet face comes between those reddening 
leaves and my upturned eyes, “do you re
member that day we were together in the 
sea, when the wind rose so suddenly? I 
want to tell you, O my dear, what.the mem
ory of that day has been to me.”

I am awaking now—awaking with an icy 
shiver. In one moment my dream will be 
over—my beautiful summer dream.

Tell me slowly—slowly,” I plead, my 
broken words must eager in their utter 
weakness. "No—let Horace tell; then I 
shall be awake. Tell me all, Horace.”

‘It is too much to tell to-day,” he whis
pers, wrapping a shawl about me tenderly, 
lor he does not know that I lio shivering 
there because I am awaking; “how can 1 
ell, in a few simple words, that brave un 

selfish act of yours! How can I speak 
calmly, even yet, of how you saved my dar
ling at the risk ot your own liie: of how, 
w hen she fainted and fell, you rescued her, 
and held her safe above the water until 
help came; and how you put her in safety, 
and—your strength all worn—sank down 
yourself, exhausted and unconscious: of 
how the fiercest wave of all came then, and 
we—were barely in time to save you! Iiow 
can 1 tell of this, aud of oar gratitude and 
love!”

Both their faces are near mine, full of the 
love he had just spoken of; and—is it the 
gratitude too? My eyea gather a little 
warmth and life from theirs. There is a 
feeling, utterly strange to me, upon my

Fair tw inkled the tap e r se t a ltar,
Aud sweet blew th e  organ’s breath ,

While th e  lover bent and repeated,
To love and to  cherish till death.

The light from th e  g reat rose window 
Came splendidly sifting down;

On her face there  fell a  glory,
And over her hair a  crown.

And I knew by th e  awful passion 
W ith which ho stood white and w an 

T hat he cast h is h ea it before her 
For h t r  feet to  tread  upon.

B at the  bride was softly smiling,
Lovesotee and bright and fair—

He was but the  ring ou lier finger.
He was but the  rose in her hair I

And I would there  had beeu a  glam our 
Over my eyes, aud a  blur,

At th a t  eager vow e f forsaking 
All o thers and cleaving to her ;

For Gnt of th e  pillared shadow 
I saw beside me s ta r t  

A wild eyed girl, w ith her baby 
Clasped over her breaking heart.

And down from th e  porch go hying—
The wreck of a  rap tu re  unblessed—

W ith only the river before her,
W ith only th e  river for res t !

(Harper s.

L o u is ian a  an d  th e  D em ocracy«
The Democratic or so-called independent 

journals will never cease to grieve over the 
miscarriage of their well-matured con 
«piracy with Governor Wannotk, of Louis 
iuna, to carry that State in the autumn of 
1872 tor the Democratic party, the electoral 
ticket for Mr. Greeley, and the Senatorship 
tor the Governor himself; who would be ex
pected from that time forward to vote and 
act as the Democracy desired. All parties 
to this bargain and sale knew that it could 
be carried into effect only by depriving 
many thousands of the legal voters of their 
constitutional rights. They deliberately 
agreed with each other that the voting 
places should be so few and their location 

inoonvenieut in the strong Repub
lican parishes as to render it pbysi 
cally impracticable for a full vote to 
be polled; that the officers in charge 
of the polls should be in the interest of 
the conspiracy, and of such a character as 
would secure the needed result; that when 
ever and wherever found to be necessary 
the negro voters should be deterred from 
approaohing the polls, or if they should 
manifest so much temerity as to do so that 
they should be driven away by lorce and 
violence; and, finally, that if, notwithatand 
ing all of tlese prudential arrangements, 
the admitted large Republican majority 
should not be overcome by these appliances, 
that the Governor, as president of the can 
vassing board, should so change its compo
nent parts by summarily and illegally ex
pelling State officers from their official 
positions as to give the conspirators a ma 
jority ot its members, thus enabling them 
to count in when necessary their politica. 
friends.

The only serions impediment to the con 
summation of this stupendous fraud was 
tbe enforcement by the United States 
courts of a law enacted by Congress to 
preserve the purity of the elective fran
chise, and to prevent fraud in the election 
of Representatives to Congress and Presi 
dential electors. Under this law it became 
the duty of the judge ot the United States 
court to appoint commissioners to attend at 
the polls, who, in this case, made a  faithful 
return of the illegal and violent conduct of 
the Governor’s appointees and their abet
tors. The facts recorded in the official re 
ports of these officers of the United States 
courts formed the basis of the judicial pro
cess whioh resulted in the inauguration 
of Mr. Kellogg, the Republican candidate 
for Governor of that State, 'in place of Me- 
Enery, the candidate of this unholy and 
oriminal conspiracy; since which these con
spirators against the purity of the ballot 
box and a tair election—these participants 
in intimidation, violence, bloodshed, and 
fraud—in Louisiana, and their coadjutors 
in the Northern States, who, with guilty 
knowledge, months in advance, predicted 
the apparently impossible result of a Dem
ocratic triumph in that State, have been as 
violent in their manifestations of injured 
innocence as a woman of easy virtue scorned. 
They feel the double humiliation of the 
total miscarriage of their corrupt and crim
inal designs, and the constant presence of a 
guilty conscience.

This is the reason of their continuous 
“harping” on Louisiana affairs. They are 
in tbe condition of the evil spirits described 
by the inspirited writer, which, being cast 
out of a man, continually wandered up aud 
down in the earth seeking rest and finding 
none Annoyed by their own guilty con
sciences, gnawing like the undying worm, 
they eagerly search for and earnestly crave 
an opportunity to fasten on others the guilt 
which preys upon their own hearts. Hence 
their inceasing and virulent assaults on the 
President, the Attorney General and on 
Judge Durell. It was on account of this 
judicial action of this court that they were 
thwarted in the consummation of their 
giganlio crime against free government. 
The enforceimntof bis decisions and orders 
by the executive officers of the government 
turned the apples of their hopes into ashes 
on their lips. Of course they now hate the 
judge as much as they have heretofore 
praised him, and pursue him with thfct per
sistent malignity born of disappointment 
and conscious personal degradation.

It is passing strange that a Senator of 
long family prestige and unblemished 
reputation in his intercourse with his fel- 
low-inen, could descend to tbe authorship 
of a proposition to reward the authors of 
such crimes as we have above described by 
arbitrarily conferring on them high posi
tions of honor and trust. Such an ex
hibition in the highest council chamber of 
the nation on the part of so good a citizen 
as Senator Bayard, illustrates the mar
velous effects of political prejudice on the 
mental perceptions and moral sensibilities 
of partisan leaders,

Wherf such colossal criminals can be re
warded for the abortive attempt to commit 
such stalwart crimes against civil liberty 
by an arbitrary act of the Congress of the 
United States it will be a sad day for the 
republic.— Washington National Republican

P o lit ic a l P ro sp e c ts  in  M assa c h u se tts .
A Boston correspondent of the Spring- 

field Republican furnishes some interesting 
political gossip concerning the next elec
tions in Massachusetts. He says that Gen
eral Butler’s friends now assert that he 
will withdraw from the contest for Gov
ernor, and thinks, if that be true, Governor 
Talbot may be, nominated without opposi
tion, since neither Mr. Sandford nor Con
gressman Pierce desired the nomination 
this year, anil tne movement in favor of 
Mr. Dawes has no strength. The Demo
crats will nominate ex-Mayor Gaston. Con
cerning Congressmen, the correspondent 
writes:

“The Democrats will perhaps make Mr. 
William Gray their candidate for Congress 
in Mr. Hooper’s district, if he will consent 
to stand. He could easily be elected in the 
present state of public feeling. In the Wor
cester district the contest will probably be 
between Mr. G. F. Hoar and Senator Verry 
Mr. W. W. Rice having declined to be à 
candidate. It is not certain that Judge 
Hoar will be a candidate for re election- in 
case he is not, and Dr. Ayre is nominated 
by the Republicans, with Butler's help, the 
chances are that Mayor Tarbox, of Law
rence. a Democrat, will carry the district 
for Ayre can never be elected. There is an 
effort making to unite the Democratic and 
Republican anti Butler strength against 
the General in the Essex district, with some 
hope of defeating him. General Banks will

I  hold him g rea t who, for Love a aqke,
Can give w ith generous, ea rn est will;

Tet he who take« for Love’* sw eet tak e ,
I th ink  1 hold m ore generoua »till.

I bow before th e  noble m ind 
That freely some g rea t wrong forgive*;

Tet nobler 1* th e  one forgiven,
Who bears th a t burden well and live«.

I t  m ay be hard  to  gain, and »till 
To keep a  lowly, steadfast heart;

Tet he who lose* ha* to  fill 
A ha-rder and tru e r part.

Glorious i t  is to  wear th e  crown 
Of a  deserved and a  pure  success;

He who knows how to fail has won 
A crown whose lustre is not less.

G reat m ay he be who can command 
And ru le  with ju s t  and tender sway;

Tet is diviner wisdom taugh t 
B etter by him who can obey.

Blessed are those who die for God,
And earn  th e  m arty r’s crown ot light;

Yet he who lives for God may be 
a  grea te r conqueror in his sight.

—Adelaide Proctor.

T he D n k e ’a A d m ire rs .
We do not know that the following Btory 

in relation to the Grand Duke Alexis and 
his late tour in the United States has ever 
been published, says a Nevada paper, hut 
it was related by the Grand Duke himself, 
while in Japan, to a gentleman whose name, 
were it mentioned, would be familiar to 
the most of our readers.

No sooner had the Grand yuke landed in 
the United States that he was flooded with 
all sorts of letters from all sorts of people 
on all sorts of subjects. Embraced in the 
epistolary hurricane were hundreds, per
haps thousands, of letters from females— 
many the inspiration of impertinence and 
dishonesty, and many more the prompting 
of flagrant and criminal immodesty.

All classes seemed to participate in this 
folly—women without reputation and with 
nothing to lose, as well as the ladies of 
wealth and respectability, prepared to sac 
rifioe everything. Many of those letters 
were glanced over merely and destroyed, 
but a large number were, with pardonable 
vanity in the young Grand Duke, retained 
for future examination after he had finished 
his travels. These letters, embraced in no 
less than five packages, were entrusted to 
an orderly for conveyance to St. Peters
berg, while the Grand Duke continued his 
journey westward. In due time Alexis re
ceived a letter from his august father, an
nouncing, among other matters, that-four 
sealed packages had been received from 
him, but the messenger was missing. Alexis 
at once surmised that one of the packages 
had been stolen by the orderly, whose pur
pose was to make them public.

Unwilling to have the réputation of many 
ladies of respectability thus compromised 
through his carelessness, Alexis promptly 
telegraphed to the Emperor to arrest the 
orderly a t any cost and seize the missing 
letters". All the police appliances of the 
Russian empire were at once invoked, but 
the orderly could not be found within tbe 
vast dominions of the Czar. He was at 
length discovered in a  town in Belgium, 
where he was serenely engaged in making 
np the letters in an attractive volume ot 
300 or 400 pages, and the book was on the 
point of being issued, for the fellow had 
made good use of his time. No time was 
to be lost. But what waa to be done 
Russia had no extradition treaty with Bel 
gium. and the Belgian authorities, although 
willing to accommodate tl)e Czar, did not 
see how the publication could be suppressed.

Exasperated at this state of affairs, the 
Czar threatened to invade Belgium at once 
with a powerful army, utterly reckless of 
the peace of Europe, unless the culprit was 
surrendered. Alarmed at this extraordi
nary threat, the Belgian King set about 
finding some pretext upon which the or
derly might be arrested. It was finally as 
certaine«! that he was printing his book 
without the usufil license, and he was 
promptly taken into custody. With his un
finished volume and stolen letters be was 
hurried aoroes the Belgian line into Prus
sia, where the agents of the Russian gov
ernment were ready tq receive him. He 
was soon in St. Petersburg, and in twenty- 
four hours after was on his way to Siberia, 
under sentence of a life servitude in the 
mines.

The next letter from the Emperor in 
formed Alexis that his missing letters, par
tially printed, had been recovered, and the 
young gentleman was admonished to be a 
little more careful of bis love missives in 
the iuture. Had these letters been pub
lished, a profound flutter would have been 
created among the fairest, if not the best of 
the great cities of the Eaét, and the volume 
would have met, of course, with a prodi
gious sale. The erring ones will appreciate 
their narrow escape when they learn that 
they were saved through the "menace of 
general European war, and the lesson 
should serve them through life.

A Diamond Wedding.
On Thursday evening General R. Beno- 

vides, the new Mexican minister to the court 
of Berlin, and a personal friend and par
tisan of President Tejada, was married to 
Miss Friederika Isabella Holden, daughter 
of Frederick Holden, of New York city. 
The lady is not wealthy, but is described as 
one of the most beautiful brunettes in the 
city. She is only eighteen years old, and 
tall, graceful and queenly in carriage. The 
groom is about forty-five years old, enorm
ously wealthy, and notèd in the City of 
Mexico for his great learning. The prepara
tions for the wedding were on a grander 
and more magnificent scale than anything 
ot the kind since the famous diamond wed
ding of Oviedo, the wealthy Cuban, twenty 
years ago. The groom’s gift of silverware 
aDd jewelry to the bride have been on ex 
hibition all this week, aBd are thus de
scribed:

be elected with little opposition in the 
Waltham and Lynn district.”

. ^  diamond cross, which had been manu- 
actured tar the bride, contains eleven of 

th©̂  ft nest brilliants 6v©r seen here, ftfirfjr©- 
gating fifteen carats, valued at $6500. It 
hangs from a necklace of the most delicate 
an# exquisite workmanship, from which
frn P®ndant a larfte number—probably 
taO—of diamonds, about a half-carat each 
m weight. The solitaire ear rings accom
panying the cross cost $5000, and are as 
large as one’s fore finger nail. Another set
ot cameos, consisting of a brooch and eari
rings, is set in small diamond sprays aud 
large pearls. There are bracelets innumer
able; but the most remarkable are of large 
jearls set in blue enamel with diamond 
bauds. The chatelaine watch is universally 
admired as the neatest thing of the kind 
ever produced here. The chatelaine is of 
the rare copper-colored gold, with elaborate 
pierced workmanship. The face of the 
watch is less than a quarter of a dollar in 
size, the dial marked with both Arabic and 
Roman numerals. A magnificent fiesh- 
colored cameo, with a figure of Spring 
crowning herself with flowers, forms ,hè 
hack ol the watch.—ft. Loua, Republican.

S had  in  tb e  M ississipp i H iv e r .
ltiree or four jears eine© the Mieeiseinni

SyÄS a* rfiK

(Iou:a) Mirror. “ t,‘,c,al «eau«.-Lyons

Referring to the above extract, we have

teat sUh 7i!ty ° f, Pf0f66eor I5ai'd  ‘or stating 
that shad have been taken from tbfe Missis

Re1” bef°re DOW' In hif> “Annual Record °f Science” lor 1873, he says:

while engaged^?1 f Mr‘ H ',,A' Patti8on that

miles above Now8Ori«PI ri7er’ about sixty 
shad
running through the crevasse Th waler 
caught by a nour.. Le, . ’, These were
never seen such fish >h?fated tbaî be had 
afraid to eat them, was perfwtlv 
seil teem. Mr. Patti««, n . r ectly wtll>ng to 
willing to testify that , reports that he is
flavor°toany he bart-o « ey Were equal in 
Potomac oï James r1verU:nTKIth,er fr“m theoccurrence * » , ^ be ^at° of this
From the dite  it w onte 'fth of APri1’ 1867‘
most probably enter "îi.866»*-that tbe 8bad

oe «to JÄ&'SfaSiS? “ ° ° M  °f

PUBLISHED BY AUTHORITY.

^  N o .  1 3 7 .
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To establish the Charity Hospital of the city 
of Baton Rouge.

Section 1. Be it enacted by the Senate 
and House of Representatives of the State 
of Louisiana in General Assembly eon-
vened, That tbe Charity Hospital of tee 
city of Baton Rouge be and the same is 
hereby established in the city of Ba*on 
Rouge.

Sec. 2. Be it farther enacted, ete.. That 
all destitute siok persons shall be admitted 
into said hospital, and receive such aid a ta  
medical attention as their respective condi
tions may require.

Skc. 3. Be it fnrther enacted, etc., That 
the control of said hospital shall be vested 
in a board of administrators, to consist of 
the Governor of the State, the mayor of the 
oitv of Baton Rouge, the president of tbe 
pofice jury of East Baton Rouge, and three 
other persons to be appointed by the Gov
ernor; provided, that only one ot said three 
persons shall be a resident of the city ot 
Baton Rouge, the remaining two to he se
lected from the State at large, and that of 
the board thus constituted three members 
shall be a quorum to transact all business.

Sec. 4. Be it lurther enacted, etc., That 
the Governor of the State shall be ex offieio 
president of the board, and that it shall fie 
the duty of the board to elect a vice presi
dent, whose duty it shall be to preside at all 
meetings of the board in the absenoe of the 
president. They shall also appoint â  treas
urer, who, before he enters uporf the func
tions of his office, shall give bond and se
curity to the satisfaction of the board.

Sec. b. Be it further enacted, etc.. That 
it shall be tbe duty of the board of admin
istrators to appoint a physician, whose duty 
it shall be to render medical service to a;I 
patients, and who, under the control of the 
board, shall have the general direction and 
management of the hospital.

Sec. 6. Be it further enacted, etc.. That 
it shall be the duty of [the] administrators 
to fix the salary of the physician and the 
compensation of all other persons employed 
in serving the hospital.

Sec. 7. Be it further enacted, etc., That 
the board of administrators 6ball be a body 
politic and corporate, to be known by the 
name and style of the board of admin
istrators of the Charity Hospital of the 
city of Baton Ronge; that the beard may 
sue and be sned, may receive donations for 
the benefit of said hospital, and procure by 
donation, purchase or lease grounds, 
buildings, furniture and all the appliance 
required to render the hospital efficient; 
that they may repair and improve its 
property of whatever kind it may be, may 
rent and lease tbe same and enter into any 
kind of contracts, sales of real estate 
excepted.

Sec. 8. Be it farther enacted, ete., That 
it shall be the duty of the treasnrer to re
ceive and disburse all moneys for the nse 
of tbe hospital, and shall control the finan
cial business in such manner and under 
such restrictions as the board of admin
istrators shall prescribe. ■

Sec. 9. Be it further enacted, etc., That 
it shall be tbe duty of the board of admin
istration to make all needful rules and reg
ulations for the management of the hosp - 
tal; that they shall annually report to the 
General Assembly a full account of the 
snma received and disbursed, the actual 
condition and wants of the hospital, a  tab
ulated statement of the number of patients 
received and discharged, the number of 
deaths, the diseases treated, the number of 
entire or partial recoveries, the statistics of 
date and place of birth, sex, date of admis
sion and length of continuance in hospital, 
and all other information needed for the 
guidance of the General Assembly, and for 
the use of the medical world, and that said 
report shall be presented to the Governor 
on or before the first day of January of 
each year, and by him to be transmitted :o 
the Senate and House of Representatives 
within ten days after the convening of tne 
General Assembly.

Sec. 10. Be it further enacted, etc., That 
all appropriations made by the General 
Assembly for the support of the hospital 
shall be received bv the treasurer ot the 
hospital in the following manner: The
treasurer shall present his order, signed by 
himself and countersigned by the Govern
or of the State, to the Anditot, who shall 
issue his warrants upon the Treasurer ot 
the State for the amounts authorized by 
âw> aQd upon such warrants the treasurer 

of the hospital may draw the appro
priations. .

Sec. 11. Be it further enacted, etc., That 
appropriations shall bo paid quarte*1 y 
in advance.

Sec. 12. Be it fnrther enacted, etc.. That 
all laws or parts of laws contrary to toe 
provisions of this act be and the same are 
r eZeby«.repea,ed' and that this act sbaiJ 
take effect from and after its passage.

(Signed) CHARLES W. LOWELL, 
opcaker of th© House of Representative©. 
(Signed) C. C. ANTOINE,

Lieutenant Governor and President of tbe 
Senate.

Approved May 1, 1874.
(Signed) w il l ia m  p . K e l l o g g .

Governor of the State of Louisiana.
A true copy :

P. G. Deblonde,
______I_________Secretary of State.

.  „  _____ N o .  1 3 i f .
A N  A C T  

Granting exclusive ferry privileges to Ed
ward D. Triplet, his heirs or uesigns 
across the Mississippi river, at the Mount 
Pleasant plantation, in the parish of Las* 
Baton Rougo, State ot Louisiana.
Section  1. Be i t  enacted by the Sena*e 

and House of Representatives of the State 
ol Louisiana id General Assembly convened 
he 1 K“' • TriP,et“hia b«>*'8 or assigns 
bU “l he “  hereby authorized to keep 
establish and maintain a ferry across the
ul!mtnt'-PPl ” VeK at the Mount Pleasant uantation, in the parish of East Baton
Rouge, State of Louisiana, for the aecotr- 
inodation of such persons and m ovXe 
property as may require transportation
and  th«*«6iUM -8l l! 81PPî n v e r  a t  8aid l)lace> 
n ï iv i  l  i - ngh Bba11 b« for the exclusive 
privilege dt said Edward D. Triplet, his 

°r assigns, and shall extend along the 
bank of said nver for the distance ol two 
and a half miles above and below the land- 
1Û i .uOW-n ,as tbe Mount Pleasant Landing, 
and the right to collect fees or charges for 
tarrying shall be vested exclusively in the 
aforesaid party, bis heirs or assigns, and 
sfiall run for the space of five years, dating 
Ironi the date of the passage of this act. 8 

S e c . 2. Be it further enacted, etc., That 
tho said Barty, his heirs or assigns, shall be
required to place upon the said ferrv srb-
«tantial flats and skiffs, sufficient 1er the 
convenient and safe transportation of ner- 
sons and property across said river; and 
shall have and keep said boats and skiffs .n 
readiness for the Bafe transportation of 
persons and property as ordinarily require 
transportation across the said river to the 
opposite shore, at all hours between d a y 
light and dark. Jr

Sec. 3. Be it further enacted, etc.. That 
the said party, his heirs or assigns, shal' be 
entitled to receive ior toll or ferriage suce 
rates as have been, or that mav be estafw 
bshed by the police jury ofsa.d f.arish ' 

SEC. 4 Be it lurther enacted, etc. XL a* 
f any other person than the said Edward 

D. Triplet, his heirs or assigns, shall io-

Ü T 5  ! Ä Ä ! Ä « »animal or goods across the said river, so as 
damage, destroy or oppose said ferrv or iu, 

tbe ».Pits specified
m this act, such person so offending shall 
forfeit and pay the sum of fifty dollars for 
each and-every offense, one-hall of-which 
sum shall be paid to the party owning « X  
ferry, and the other half to the treasurer $  
said parish, and shall be recoverable before 
any court of competent jurisdiction- aLd 
the person so offending, failing to pay sa“.l 
sum, shall be imprisoned in the i»an«i, 8aiq 
ter not less than ten nor more than S enT y

Se c . 0. B e it f u r t h e r  bnacted e tc  -ri 
the said Edward D. Triplet hi« 15” ^ ba“ 
assigns, shall be liable in^uci, «If, he,rs 0:> 
be decided by any c.'urrs n f 18 88 “ ay 
jurisdiction, forany^injury or H»m0tDpeJtenî’ 
tp any person or propertv in dama.Re doi>» * 
ferry, on account of aeclent n«,5-°881a:e 8aid 
of boats, or incompetencv nf°v ln8ufcy’encY 
for no other purpose y ferrymen, bat

a l f  taws ot p L ta 'o ^ l  enacted- e t4 s -> That 
the provisions of thta actTÄ d Ä s S J


