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PLL KNOW THEE THERE.

soft, sad light,
Paln star, that, with th'i" eve, %

80 softly time bas stirred
“‘%ﬁ:'ﬁnm have almost seemed like hours,
And I am like & little bird

That slept 100 I among the fiowers,
And, v-ill;:, sits with waveless wings,

Soft singing 'mid the shades of even;
But, oh ! with sadder heart I sing—

1 sing of one whe dwells in heaven.

ed one ! though lost to human sighbt,
lal'ml thy spirit llngerln near;
And softly, as I feel the light
T bl

hat h the at
As in some temple's

mﬁy shades,
Though nu'zht:o b,vlnn and hushed the prayer,
awe soul perv.
A :'gll:-‘:;‘n tells that won‘rip has been there;
A breath of incense, left alone
Where many & censer swung around,
Whieh thrill &e wanderer like to one
Who treads on cousecrated ground.

']l know thee there by that sweet face,
Round which a tender halo pays,
still touched with that expressive grace
That made thee lovely all thy days—
By that sweet smile that o'er it shea
A beauty like the light of even,
080 801t €X on never fled
Even when its soul had fled’to Heaver;
I'll know thee by the starry crown
That x:‘itunmin th :‘t'l!l:‘ l;:l:;
Oh! by these blessed signs
111 know thee there, I'll kaow thee there.

For, ah! thine eyes, within whose sphere
sweetest youth And basvty met,

That swam in love and softzees here.
Must swim iu love and soitness yet.

¥or g)t! its dark and liquid beams,
‘Though saddeued by & theusand eighs,

Were holier than the light that streams

wn from gates of EM

Were bright and radiant like the morn,
Yet soft and dewy as the eve,

Too sud tor eyes where smiles are born,
Too young for eyes to learn to grieve.

¥ wonder if this cold, sweet breeze
Hath touched thy lips snd tanned thy brow.

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

¥or every hour we breathe apart
Wili but increase, if that can be,

The love that fills this lonely heart,
Already filled so full of thee.

Yet many o tear these eyes must weep,
And mquy a sin must be torgiven,

Bre these pale lids shall sink to sleep,
And you and I snall meet in heaven.

e e e .

THROUGH THE BREAKERS.

A

We were smisters only by adoption; yet I
know that the love between us, in those old
days, was as great as it could have been if
the mothers, of whom only sweet memories
were left ues, had_been one; and as if my
father had been Elsie's father, too, instead
of baving pitifully adopted the orphan
child, and brought her from & poor and love-
less life to share our lupp{l home. I sup-
pose Ialways kmew that he could mever
grow to love her just as he loved bis own
ohild; yet even if I bhad felt he did so, I
should only have rejoiced. I am speaking
now of the old times, and speaking, too,
when I can see those old times lying in the
full sunlight of the unsuspicious love we
bore each other. We two adopted sisters
were a strong contrast. Elsie was a
bright, light-hearted girl, with a sunny
prettiness, and a happy smile forever rip-
ling on her lips and sparkling iu her eyes.
e were the same age within a year, yes I
always felt much the elder, ior my nature
was silent and concentrated, dreamy to
a fault, and steadfast—so steu'lfnt, that if
I had one aim to pursve, hcwever

hopeless, I should have p d it silently
to my death. Yet, under my quietness, I
knew, even then, that' there slept a pas-

sionate intensity of feeliné which ggve me
one power greater than Elsie possessed

the power of suffering. She won love and
friendship, while I atood isolated, with only
her love and my father's to encircle me.
She won admiration and esteem from all,
and 1 knew that this was well, because
suffering to ber was weakening as illness;
under it she lay passive and helpless, while
I 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 tho old
times, before she won (easily, as she won
all else,) the only love which could have

gladdened mie, 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 youni partner (to whom the
mills would entirely belong after his death)
to come and live with us in our great house,
upon the hill, at the foot of which the mills
lay. So Horace Capon came, and the whole
active ent of the mills fell into his
hands; and thongh he was a young man,
my father felt the utmost confidence in
him. The master was safe in re‘lying on

am wrong ! Bay that I can not read that in
your face! Ob, no, no, no! it is’ not that/”
I put ome arm d her, dering
that she should be so moved to read the se-
cret which I must have guarded so much
e e e s
s ear, i g my chee!
upon her bright bent head, ‘“‘there was
nothing in my face which need have given
you this sudden pain."”

"C:'yea." she cried, “O Margaret, yes, 1
8aw.

She was weeping sorely there, with her
eyes hidden on my breast, and ber trem-
bling fingers clasping me even to pain.
“Elsie, what grieves you soi” I asked; “'I
can not understand it."

*I—I must tell yon, Margaret,” she sob-
bed, keeping her face still hidden, *'i must
tell you; but—I never gu —"

"’{:(lll me,” I whispered fondly, when she

used.
p.“Houoe—Bonoe 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 yesterdav—only yesterday, to be
—his wife! O Margaret, I love him more
than all the world; and yet I wish—I
wish—"

1 think I put her gently from me, and
made a feint of emiling; and 1 think that—
groping blindly in my misery—I spent that
day justas I had spent other days which
had been crowned with love and hope and

leasure. I think that I gave Horace my
Enud 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 nighg. But I am not sure;
Iam sure of nothing save the mgmshe«i
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. K

It was & bappy and unrufiled 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, who all loved Elsie for her
bright face and winning ways, made her
young lover’s heart rejoice with their praises
of the 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, and growing day by day more
silent and cold. But I felt that they would
not notice thie; 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? * Ah, what a bitter, soli-
tary time it was, and what hopeless and de-
spsiring 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 pt ther life.

Sometimes I told myself that if he had
loved me beet, only for one day, I would
have made it grow to such & strong and all
en, ing love, that it could never change;
a love beside which 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 he guess at any of these
dreams which bhaunted me, but I noticed
that he often now looked at me with a new
and curious intentness, which warned me
that this hidden, seltish pain was changing
even my outward self. It must have been
this change which pr d them to plan
for Elsie apd me to travel to the seaside,

which I oould calmly stand and watch,
came rollingon behind her. Then I held
ber down, firmly and steadily, beneath the
water, battling the while fer my own life
and breath. When at last the sea grew
calm again, and we were tossed no longer
at its wild, strong will, I had still my hands
upon her l‘wulden, and under the waters I
could see a ‘white dead tace. And 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 w‘u living but that the wha:‘lexu{ been
tor a long time dead.

nL

I did not see Horace for a lomg time, so
thut when at last they let me see him the
first bitterness of his grief was past. He
asked me many things about that day, and I
told him all—save the terrible truth that I
bad 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 eo weak at last ‘and de-
pairing, that she fell with the second wave,
and never rose again. He sat beside me
while I told him this, and then it seemed to
grow natural to him to git beside me; and
at last I—watching his face—saw ita sor-
row fade, and the old look of content re-
tarn to it. At first it was in silence that he
sat beside me, and this silence I could un-
derstand and share; but gradually he would
win me on to talk to him, and he eyes
would 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,
::dgxi-u the old cedar in our churchyard on

e

One night we had strolled there together
to lay some autumn biossoms on the ve;
and eo long he lingered there in perfect si-
lence, that all my fears and my 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 che
had been saved, and I lost. Why had be
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 bhad passed? Should I be obliged
to see it thus before me 21l my life?

Silently, a8 we had stood there, we turned
from the grave side by side; then sud: euly
Horace clasped me in his arms and kiesed
me. So tenderly, and yet eo paesionately,
be kissed me, under the quiet stars, that at
that moment I knew I had won what I had
80 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

ear, and thid was Christmes eve. My
iuobnd had beer away for two or three
days, but I knew he weuld return for
Christmas day, and so I sat waiting for
him. Always 1 lunﬂi 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 upon that autumn
night when Horace and I had stood beside
Elgie's grave in that stravge silence which
he broke at last to tell me with what
strength and tendernese 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 1" he questioned
tenderly, as he led me back into the lighted
room. “Tempestuous, is it not? but so
b iful out of doors. The moon is full,

and stay there until the d

If they had let me go alone—there or
anywhere—I thought I might have gained
health and strength and better thoughts;
but Elsic would not leave me. The days
had been hard enough to bear at home, but
they were harder here. If I had been left
to sit alone in silence on the cliffs I could
have* loved perhaps, instead 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 mearly—grew to hate* her very
presence, dreading every word that her

utterly of her smilinﬁ face. Left alone
with her, and hearing her constantly speak
of Horace in that tone of confident, child-
like happiness, it could not be but that I
soon must hate her in my heart.

1L

My father and Horace were to be with us
in the afterncon, and in the morning Elsie
and I went out to bathe together. There
was no sunshine on the sea, but the water
was fresh and full of motion. just as we
liked it; e0 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 now.

*‘Not that there is any danger, Miss,”
the man said, as he hooked his horse’s
bharness to the caravan which * I had

t ; “only don’t you think you'd better

Mr. Capon, the men would say
to us, when we wandered, as we liked to
do, over the busy, noisy mills; he was one
to be trusted. e used to smile at the ex-
pression, which seemed to them to mean so
much; and when Horace would join us from
the oflices, 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 feelin,
which was growing equally in bot
our hearts! Could we always remem-
ber that for one of us this feeling must
end in bitter and huriliating pain? It was
o me that the pain came atlast; very grad-
ually, because 1t took me such a long, long
time to believe it after it was told; yet very

ly, b ad forg , a8 I said,
that this love for Horace, which was grow-
ing equally in both our hearts, must end for
one of us in bitter and bumiliating pain.
He had always treated us alike; eoming
home to us in the evenings, bringing a new
element of strength and gaiety; interesting
us no lees than my father, and amusing and
brightening my father no less than us,
There was more laughter when he chatted
with Elsie; but more earnestness when he
talked with me. If he sang oftener with
Elsie, he rode oftener with me, and if he
fell beside Elsie oftener when we walked
together, it was beside my chair that he
would draw his own when he read aloud to
us at night. And so the months sped on
most bappily for us, 8o equally loved and
eared for that what wonder was it, as |
said, that we forgot how this must end in a
bittar, humiliating pain for one ¢

1 forget how it was that there dawned on

me the knowledge of one of my father’s
motives in having Horace Capon to live
now in the house which he was eventua
to occupy as master of the mills. 1 thin
he told me himself, one day, saying Horace
Was 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
bappy home with us. I listened uietly
until the loving J:lun was all unfolde:il; then
I went away and eat alone for hours, think-
m¥ of it, my cheeks burring even in my
solitude, and my heart beating rapidly.
What a fature that was to dream of' From
that hour, when my dreams lost their
Vagueness, and this one lay marked out
in the brightest hues before me, I was
conscious of a new shyness in my man-
per to Horace; a timidity quite new to
we, yet the most natural result of that
dream which was buried now so deeply and
60 fixedly in my heart. I thought 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 unsuepicions. But the day camp at
last when, after one tlash of nameless paia,
that cloud fell slowly and heavily J)own
between us.

1 bada 1ound Elsie sitting in the morning
sunshine watching Horace, 80 1 stood above
ber, watching too, in silence. He turned at
the gate for a moment to raise his hat, with
a smile, and hurried on down the hill and
disappeared through one ot the great doors
of the mills. Elsie rose then, but I was
dreaming still, just a8 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 me, “your eyes look warm and
glad now: and—because Horace could not
see—you auswercd his smile with one as
bright as hie. Them why have you been
cold to him, and distant 1" .

“Cold! i echoed in a whisper, and 1
could mot bring may eyes back to her face;
a“ dear, you do not understand.

She had both her hands upon my shoul-
ders now, and her eyes were reading mine
with such pained and breath-

y

! A
leome," she cried, catching her

breath in a great tearless sob, “‘tell me I

take one of the women with you 1’

“We are not afraid, are we, Margaret 1"
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 me with her dancing step and
laughing eyes! So gray and somber the
water was, 80 wide and restless; so wide,
80 secret and so safe. I shook Elsie’s cling-
ing hande.

“Why do you hold me?” I cried. “Go
away; do not come 8o close to me again.”

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

“We are quite safe 8o, and it is pleas:
anter,” I said, and threw myself beneath
the water, trying hard to drown the happy
sound of Elaie'e%sughter.

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 bad 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 swoept 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 on;
“Yoyr hands ! hold me, hold me !"

1 fought my way to her and teok her
bands, then I'looked wildly around. The
bathing machines seemed to be miles away
from us now, and one was thrown upon is
side by that strong rush of wind and water.
If we could reach it we might support our-
selves, rhaps, until help came. The
shore looked like another world to my hot,
anguished eyes, a0 far away,®o far AWAY.
What was this singing in my ears? Was it
the water still 1 I was strong and fearless
now; mo wave, however fierce and strong,
would swallow me. The water was but
shallow atter all—unless we fell.

0, 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
a8 nothing % it.

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

I put my arme about her—this girl who
bad won from me all that made life pre-
clous—and I held her closely, very closely.
She looked up from my arms, her eyes
eagerly seeking comfort from mine, her lips
arted for she question to come panting
orth:

*‘Shall we be loat!"

Then, as if she had read a bopeless an-
swer in my face. a piercing ery went up
among the clonds—

0, Horace ! Horace!”

More cloeely 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 that second mighty wave that
came 80 ﬁemliw engulf us.

“I am holding you, Elsie! Close your

e:g:, for it 18 coming!"” :

Bent and frajl she stood in my .ombnoe,
with her eyee closed, while the huge wave,

bright voice should utter, and wearying.

and the sky exquisite. Have you been out
at all to-day 1"

**No, Horace.”

“Then, when dinnper 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-have you walking by my side again.
l‘i}:m 'n're not afraid of this wind, my dar-

“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 bad come of which I used to
dream—be lavished on me mow far more
intensity of affection than he hkad ever
given to his first love.

‘“‘Miss you!” he echoed, folding me within
his arms and laying his lips most tenderly
on mine. “There 18 no minute in any hour
of my absence in which I do not miss youn,
darling; and if I tried to say how much I
should bat fail.”

“Because you love me 8o, Horace?”

“Because I love you 8o, my cherished
wife.”

“You never loved any one before as you
love me?”

“I never have—I never can—love any one
a8 I love you, my own beloved.”

1 knew it se well; butstill I loved to hear
him say it.

The moon was riding gloriously through
the frosty sky when we started out to to-
gether. H had himself fastened the
soft furs about my neck, kissing me as he
did eo, 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 kncw,
and Horace bent to open it.

“We have wandered here almost uncon-
sciovely, my darling,” he said; “but we
will ﬂin and stand & moment in the quiet-
ness beside Elsie's grave. In our own in-
tense happiness, we would not forget her
upon this beautiful Ckristmas 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,
and I crept cloker to my husband’s side;
very chill and very gloomy, even with his
strong protecting arm around me. Why
had he brought me here, when we had both
learned to forget and had grown so bappy?
If he would but speak—it he would but
talk to me, and chase away these haunting
memories which bad not visited me since,

in this very spot, he had told me how he*

loved me! If Le would only tell me so
again—loudly, that the words might drown
this moaning in my ears, this rushing of the
sea 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
memory!

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

My ery had not broken his long silence,
80 I knew it was uttered only in my hearr.
I looked up eagerly, that the glance of his
kind eyes mightgive me courage; but that
drowned face had come between us.

“O Horace,” I cried, groping with my
hands; “take it away: take it away! She
would have you save her, and let me go!”

‘‘Margaret, my darling, are you ili?’

I heard the question in my husband’s soft,
kind tones, but there was somcthing elte I
heard far more distinetly.

“Listen!” I eried, turning to face the blast
of wind which came sweeping over the
valley below: “listen! listen!”

I waited for its coming with my arms out-
stretched, and when the storm had passed,
and left me standing so, I fancied death had
spared me once again as it had done at sea,
and I knew why. Tbatstory was to be told
to Horace; bere, by the grave where the
voices mounea; now, before that second
Zust came sweeping by which bad brotight
death before, and migiit bring death again.
The white, dead face beneath that stone
eried out for justice now: the voices of the
wind and sea cried out aloud their accusa-
tion. I had a tack to do in the lull of that
great storm, and I must do it. I drew away
trom my husband's side ané stood opposite
to him in the shadow of the cedar, my eyes
fixed steadily upon him, and my wordsslow
and clear.

_Quite still he stood to listen, while I told
him all; quite still until I had finished; then,
after an utter, terrible pause, he fell on his
knees beside the stone, and hid his face
upon it. 1 did not speak or move until ue
rose, after 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—for he was leaning now against the
tree—I could see how rigjd and how coldly
white his face had grown.
£ "'_0, Horace,” I cried, fallin; g on the grass

him, and 1 to bim with my

burning hands onts: , “O, my hus-
band, all the sin there may have been,
cau-ed. If I had not lo you':" i

Coldly and sternly he interrupted me,

grave.

**0, Horace, take me back to your heart!”
I plesded. “Why did you .bring me here?
You would never have known if you had
not brought me here to-might, 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 desrly, you said;

::%:biu limlntos

“This is true, then! This is true, and the
other was the dreamf”

‘““All this is true, my darling; and we are
true; and the sunshine and the flowers, they
are all trur. Everything is except
those terrible delirious fancies which have
been with you in your fever. That was the
dream; but it has passed now, and all the
fancies ha d too. Ah, there is s

80 dearly! I remember it, I
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 1 have loved lyou. If you
bad—had even done what I have done,
tempted by your love for me, 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, and 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 buta dark,
still 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:
Yyou have often said it. You can forget this.
I had forgotten unti! you brought me here
to-night, and that wave came rolling to us
and left her face—Horace, Horace!” the
words were an_eager whisper now—‘take
me up, Horave! 1 am dying here; dyin{ at
ber feet and yours; or—or am—I—madt”

He raised me *rom the grass without a
movement of his witite and rigid face.

I will take you to your home,” he said,
*‘and after that I wish'tbat I might never
look upon your face again.”

“Why, Horace?” I whispered, with a va-
cant swile 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 me 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 love then. O, take it now, my husband;
my own husband, whom no one can take
trom 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.

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

Coldly he drew back from me, and then
—1 laughed; laughed Jou:“liy and shrilly,
there in the 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 mrv vacant gaze
upon him, and smiling as I thought that
my glad low whisper must comfort him.
“Nothing can separate us now. Don’t

ve p :
little look of returning health at last. Youn
are coming back to us from the gates of
death—O my dear, my dear, we shall be
happy once again!”"—From Belgravia.
. T ——
AT THE BRIDAL.

EY EARRIET P. EPOFFORD,

Wide stood the doors that morning

Of the sombre and aucient church,
Aud gayly the yellow sunshine

Streamed in on its seldom search—
Btreamed over the rustling satins,

Over jewel and waving plame, =
Over smiling aud confident gallants,

©ver women ull beauty and bloom.
And I paused to look at the pageant

Iu the midst of the shimmer and stir,
Aud to heur the priest murmur. Forsaking

All others, cleave ouly to her.

Fair twinkled the taperset altar,
And sweet blew the organ's breath,

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

The light from the great rose window
Came splendidly sifting down;

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

And I knew by the awful passion
With which he stood white and wan
That he cast his heart before her
For her feet to tread upon.

But the bride was softly smiling,
Lovesowe aud bright and fair—

He was but the ring ou her finger,
He waa but the rose in her hair!

And 1 would there had been a glamour
Over my eyes, and a blur,
At that eager vow ef forsaking
All others and cleaving to her;
For out of the pillared 'ﬁadow
1 saw beside me start
A wild eyed girl, with her baby
Clasped over her breaking heart,
And down from the porch go nying—
‘The wreck of a rapture unblessed—
With only the river before her,
With only the river for rest!

——— e
Louisiana and the Democracy.

The Democratic or so-called independent
Jjournals will never cease to grieve over the

LS

.

; houlhi-‘nn. 'Iohrhvénqtof
lC-n‘tv-vnhml.' ,c.nutw..ikl:
Yet he who takes for Love's l'ﬂ&u' o

1 think I hold more generous s

the noble mind
< mw.n@? some grest wrong forgives;

y
1,;::51« is the one ‘or“w'!nﬁ'ud N

hard to gain, and atill
"'ll‘:.k’ L » lowly, nu'dhlt heart;
Yet he vgo loses has to fill
A harder and truer part.

it is to wear the crown

0‘8;‘:‘:‘""“ and & pure succeas;
He who knows how to fail has won
A crown whose lustre is not Jess.

Great may he be who can command
And :uz with just and tender sway;
Yet is diviner wisdom taught
Better by him who can obey.

ssed are those who die for God,
B]:nd earn the wartyr's crown of light;
Yet he who lives for Gﬁ ::_-y,um‘
A st sregnern —Alc.la.lfme Proctor.

The Duke’s Admirers.

o not know that she following story
in‘xye?s.zion to the Grand Duke Alexis and
his late tour in the United States has ever
been published, saye & Nevada paper, but
it was related by the Grand Duke himself,
while in Japan, to a gentleman whase name,
were it mentioned‘.d would be familiar to

most of our readers. .
th;io sooner had the Grand Duke landed in
the United States that he was flooded with
all sorts of letters from all sorts of people
on ali sorts of subjects. Embraced in the
epistolary hurricane were hundreds, per-
hape thousands, of letters from females—
many the inspiration of irpertinence and
dishonesty, and many more the prompting
of flagrant and criminal immodesty.

All ¢l d to participate in this
folly—women without reputation and with
nonging to lose, as well as the <adies of
wealth and respectability, prepared to sac:
rifice everything. Many of those letters
were glunced over merely and destroyed,
but a large number were, with pardonable
vanity in the young Grand Duke, retained
for future examination after be had finished
hia travels. These letters, embraced in no
less than five packages, were entrusted to
an orderly for conveyance to St. Peters-
burg, while the Grand Duke continued his
Journey westward. In due time Alexis re-
ceived a letter from his august father, an-

miscarriage of their well: con-
spiracy with Governor Warmoth, of Louis-
iana, to carry that State in the autumn of
1872 for the Democratio 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 effact 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
80 inconvenient in the strong Repub-
lican parishes as to render it physi-
cally impracticable for a fall vote to
be polled; that the officers in charge
of the polls should be in the interest of
the irady, and of such » character as

triﬁbtened, Horace; you are my husband
and I will not leave you. Did you dream
that I could be so cruel? I was not half
80 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
bhe doomed me; and, standing still, I took
my burping 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 darknese.

V.

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 ore in the vld past—so many
years ago; and mg father comes for tidings
of his child, with his eyes dim and anxious,
just a8 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. Ab, if this
dream way last a little longer; because,
when I awake, my husband’s tace will meet
me etern and cold, as it must through all
the rest ot my sinshadowed lhfe; and in-
stead of this bright face beside my bed, will
be the memory ofithat drowned head I saw
beneath the waters. It is far better for me
to be dying, and dream this dream, than to
grow quite strong and well, and meet my
wisery again. Itis such a beautiful, beau-
tiful dream!

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 fromm beaven 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 the rare, sweet fragrance and
the autumn flowers I love. I dare not speak
lest 1 should break my dream.

I see my father standing against the gold-
en beech, and watching e, 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, pitiful compassion,
that I can not even trust myself to meet ir,
lest it should bring the tears, for tears
would waken me. And now, across the
lawn, comes Horace; bis face, the kind and
pleasant tace of long ago, the face I loved
when 1 was innocent—so long age! He
comes up to me—softly as they all come in
this dream of mine—and I rvead the old
friendship in his eyes, and something more;
not hatred and contempt, ah, no, but a
great tenderness and & great compassion,
and something that looks almost like awe.
I remember the different face which I shall
see when I awake, and silently I pray that
it may be God’s will 1 die before the waking
comes.

My hands are very weak and thin and
wasted, and when he takes one into his and
kneols beside my couch I can see the pity
ard 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 in & whisper, her warm lips touch-
ing my cheek and forehead between the
words: v

“No dream, my darling; no dream. We
have you with us, and we are nursing you
back to health again. If care and love—
the truest, fondest love, my dear—can give
you strength, then you will soon be your
own seli again.” .

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

“Margaret,” Elsie whispers, when her
sweet face comes between those reddeving
leaves and my upturned eyes, “‘do you re-
member that day we were together in the
sea, when the wind rose so suddenly? 1
waunt to tell you, O wy 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 sumnwer dream.

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

It 18 too much to tell to-day,” he whia-
pers, wrapping a shawl about me tenderly,
tor he does not kuow that I lie shivering
there because I am awaking; “how can 1
tell, in & few simple words, that brave un
seltish aect of yours! How ecan I speak
calmly, even yet, of how you saved my dar-
ling av the risk of your own liie; of how,
when she fainted and fell, yon rescued her,
and held her sate 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 bately in time to save you! Ilow
;:n% tell of this, and of our gratitude and

ovel”

Both their faces are near mine, full of the
love he had just spoken of; and—is it the
gratitude toof My eyes gather a little
warmth and life from theirs. There is &

feeling, utterly strange to me, upon my

would secure the needed result; that when-
ever and wherever found to be mnecessary
the negro voters should be deterred from
approaching the polls, or if they should

ifest so much ity as to do so that
they should be driven nwn{ by force and
violence: amd, tinally, that if, notwitkh d

g g other , that four
sealed packages had been received from
bim, but the messenger was missing. Alexia
at once surmised that one of the packages
had been stolen by the ord(i{ly, whose pur-
pose was to make them public.

Unwilling to have the reputation of many
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AN ACT .
tablish the Charity Hospital of the city
e of Baton u‘e'.) s .

ectioN 1. Be it enacted by e Sena
n?i uo?;e of Representatives of the State
of Louisiana in General Assembly 03:'
vened, That the Charity Hoepital of 1:
city of Baton Rouge be and the u.:? -

hereby established in the city of 70

Rouge.

Skc. 2. Be it farther enaoted. ete., That
all destitute sick p:nr:lonn n.hvnell'::ha:%xt:g
- : g i
muzxmld hoapn}-i. a8 thr:i:w tive condi-
tions may require.

Skc. 3. Be it forther enacted, etc., T‘hat
the control of said hospital shall be ves:ed
in & board of administrators, to oonlla.; of
the Governor of the State, the mayor of the
city of Baten Rouge, the president of the
police jury of East Baton Rouge, and three
other persons to be appointed by the Gov-
ernor; provided, that only one ot said three

rsons shall be a resident of the city of

aton Rouge, the remaining t#o to be se-
Jeoted from the State at large, and that of
the board thus constituted three members
shall be & quorum to transact all busipess.

SEC. 4. it turther enacted, etc., That
the Governor of the State shall be ex’officio
president of the board, and that it shall be
the duty of the board to elect a vice preei-
dent, whose duty it shall be to preside at all
meetings of the board in the absence of the
president. They shall also appoint a treas-
urer, who, before he enters ng:,lf thé funo-
tions of his office, shall give bond and se-
curity to the satistaction of the board.

SEc. 5. Be it further enacted, etc., That
it shall be the duty of the board of sdmic-
istrators to appoint a physician, whose duty
it shall be to render medical service to a:l

atients, and who, under the control of the
gund. shall have the general direetion and
management of the hospital.

Bec. 6. Be it further enacted, ete., That
it sball be the duty of [the] admiunistratore
to fix the salary of the physician and the
compensation of sall other persons employed
in serving the hospital.

8ec. 7. Be if further enacted. ete., That
the board of inistrators shall be a body
politic and corporate, to be known by the
name and style of the of admirp-
istrators of the Charity Hospital of the
city of Baton Rouge; that the beard may
sue and be sued, may receive donations for
the benefit of said hospital, and p by
donati purchase or lease grounds,

ladies of respectability thus comp
through his carelessness, Alexis promptly
telegraphed to the Emperdr to arrest the
orderly at 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 the
vast dominions of the Czar. He was at
Jength . discovered in a town in Belgium,
where he was serenely engaged in making
up the letters in an attragtive volume ot
3(?0 or 400 pages, and the book was on the
point of being issued, for the fellow bhad
wade good use of his time. No time was
to be lost. But what was to be domel
Ruseia bad no extradition treaty with Bel-
gium. and the Belgian authorities, although
williug to accommodate the Czar, did not
see how the publication could be séippressed.

ing all of ttese prudential ar

Exasp d at this state of affairs, the

)
the admitted large Republican majority
should not be overcome by these appliances,
that the Governor, as president of the can-
vassing board, should o change its P
nent parts by summarily and illegally ex-
pelling State officers from their official
positions as to give the conspirators a ma-
Jjority of its members, thus emabling them
to count in when 'y their politi
friends.

The only serious impediment to the con-

tion of this stupend fraud was
the enforcement by the United States
courts of a law enacted by Congress to
preserve the parity of the elective fran-
chise, and to prevent fraud in the election
of R:Yresentatives to Congress and Presi-
dential electors. Under this law it became
the duty of the judge ot the United States
court to appoi issi to attend at
the polls, who, in this case, made a faijhful
return of the illegal and violent conduot 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 which 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 fair election—these gartieipanh
in intimidat ol . bl bed, and
traud—in Louisians, and their coadjuters
in the Northern States, who, with guilty
knowledge, months in advance, predicted
the apparently impossible result of a Dem-
ocrati¢ triomph 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
wu{ miscarriage of their corrupt and crim-
inal desi and the cunstant
guilty conscience.

This is the reason of their continuous
“harping” on Louisiana affairs. They are
in the condition of the evil spirits described
by the inapirited writer, which, being cast
out of a man, continually wandered up and
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
gigantic crime against free government.
The enforcement of his 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 bim with that 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-men, could descend to the aunthorship
of a proposition to reward the auth of

of a

Czar thr d to invade Belgium at once
with a powerful army, utterly reckless of
the peace of Europs, unless the culprit was
surrendered. Alarmed at, this extraordj-
nary threat, the Belgian King set about
finding some pretext upon which the or-
derly might be arrested. It was finaily as-

certained that he was printing his book
without the usudl license, and he was
With his un-

grompt.ly taken into cus
nished volume and stolen letters he was
hurried acroes the Belgian line into Prus-
sia, where the agents of the Russian gov-
ernment were ready tQ receive him. He
was goon in St. Petersburg, amd in twenty-
four houre after was on his way to Siberia,
under sentence of a life servitude in the
mines.

The mnext letter from the Emperor in-
formed Alexis that his miesing letters, par-
tially printed, had been recovered, and the
young gentleman was admonished to be a
little more careful of his love missives in
the future. Had these letters been pub-
lished, a profound fiutter would have geen
created among the fairest, if not the best of
the great cities of the Eadt, 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 a
general Eunzgeln war, and the lesson
should serve them through life.

A Diamend Wedding.

On Thureday evening G 1 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 notdd in the City of
Mexico for his greatlearning. The prepara-
tions for the wedding were on a grander
and more magnificent scale than sn;thing

buildings, furniture and all the appliance
requi to render the hospital efficient;
that they may repair and improve :te
property of whatever kind it may be, may
rent and lease the same and enter into any
kind of contracts, sales of real estaie
exce| 3

Sl}:’. 8. Be it further enacted, etc., That
it shall be the duty of the treasurer to re-
ceive and disburse all moneys for the use
of the hospital, and ehall control the finar-
cial busi in such and under
such restrictions as the board of admin-
istrators shall prescribe.

Sec. 9. Be it further enacted, etc., That
it shall be the 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
sums received and disbursed, the actual
condition and wants of the hoepital, 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 eaid
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.

SEec. 10. Be it further enacted, eto., That
all appropriations made by the General
Assembly for the support of the hoepital
shall be received by the treasurer of the
hospital in the following manner:  The
treasurer shall present his order, signed by
h If and igned by the Govern-
or of the State, to the Anditos, who ehall
issue his warrants upon the Treasurer of
the State for the amounts authorized by
law, and upon such warrants the treasurer
of the hospital may draw the appro-
priations. .

Sec. 1 I“Be it I;n‘rltlheli':nucud. eto., That
appropriations & aid quarter!
in advance. L4 > 4

SEc. 12. Be it further enacted, ete., That
all laws or parts of laws contrary to tue

rovisions of this act ‘be and the same are
reby repealed, and that this act sbail
take effect from and after its .

(Signed) CHARLES W. ﬂ;WELL.

Sg;eaker of the House of Re; ntativee.

(Signed) C. C. ANTOI
Lieutenant Governor and President of ibe

Senate.
Approved May 1, 1874.
(Signed) WILLIAM P. KELLOGG,
Governor of the State of Louisiana.
A trnepcoay:

DEesLoxbe,
Secretary of State.

of the kind since the famous di wed-
ding of Oviedo, the wealthy Caban, twenty
yeurs ago. The groom’s gift of silverware
and jewelry to the bride have been on ex
hibition all this week, and are thus de-
scribed:

A diamond cross, which had been manu-
factured for the bride, contains eleven of
the finest brilliants ever seen here, aggre-
gating fifteen carats, valued at $6500, It
hangs from a necklace of the most delicate
and exquisite workmanship, from which
are pendant a large number—probably
150—of diamonds, about a half.carat each
in weight. The solitaire ear-rings accom-
panying the cross cost $5000, and are as
1u}'g6 48 one's fore-finger nail. Another set,
of cameos, consisting of a brooch and ear
rings. 18 €et in small dinmond eprays and
large pearls. There are bracelets innomer-
able; but the most remarkable are of large

arls set in blue enamel with diamond

ands. The chatelaine watch ig universally
admired as tEne neatest thing of the kind

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 8o good a eitizen
as Senator Bayard, illustrates the mar-
velous effecta of political prejudice on the
wental 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 Kepublican,

T T
Political Prospects in Massachusetts.
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 Goy-
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, and the movement in favor of

Mr. Dawes has no strength. The Demo-

crats will nominate ex-Mayor Gaston. Con-

cerning Congr I dent
writes:

“The Democrats will perhaps make Mr.
William Gray their candidate for Congreas
in Mr. Hooper's distrier, if he will consent
to stand. He could easily be elected in the
present state of public feeling. In the Wor-
cester distriet the contest will probably be

tween Mr.G. F. Hoar and Senator Verry,

Mr. W. W. Rica haviog declined to be a

candidate. It is not certain that Judge

Hoar will be a candidate for re eleetion; 1n

case he is not, and Dr. Ayre is nominated

by the Republicans, with Butler's help, the
chances are that .\lulyor Tarbox, of Law-
reuce, a Democrat, will ca the district,
for Ayre can never be eleca There is an
effort making to unite the Democratic and

Republican anti Batler strength againat

the General in the Essex district, with some

hope of defeating him. General Banks will
the

the corresp

be elected with little of ition i
Waltham and Lyna dum e

ever prod here. The chatelaine is of
the rare copper-colored gold, with elaborate
pierced workmauship. The face of the
watch 18 less than a quarter of a dollar in
size, the dial marked with both Arabic and
Roman Dumerals. A magnificent flegh-
colunsgi cameo, with a figure of Spring,
crowning herself with flowers, forms the
back of the watch.—8t. Louis Republican.

o s‘.h-d fln the Mississippl River.
. Luree or four years since the Missiainni
river and some of its tribnmg::: mﬁﬂi’-’;
?gocked with young shad, under the diree-
tion of Seth ~Green, government commis-
sioner, but until now we have heard of none
of them being seen. Lagt Tuesday eve-
ning, however, Mr. Holmes, J. P. and
Bidwell Gage and William' Lyall, ‘whils
out  fishing with a gill net, c‘ptured
familiar with this species of ﬁsthholr:ulf:l:
‘b-:vnuphud. It was fourteen inches long,
and weighed about twe pounds. It prub;i:

bly came from k oripi
m the riw:ro 3 She ton originally placed

(lonea) Mirror.by Aruteial means.—Lyons

Referring to the above extract, we have
the authority of Professor Baird for stating
tpat'ehud have been taken from th® Missis-
8ippl niver before now. In his “Annual
Record of Science” tor 1873, he says:

We learn from Mr. H. A. Pattiso
w;h;le;x_zguged. professionally in :tl;: t;-plt'?nat
of 1867 in wrying to close the Roman creg-
vasse in the Mixsissippi river, about sixt
:‘llllif!s:l;:ve b_e: Orleans, he saw two ﬁui

[taken with a dip net tr S 3
running through the l::revusa:m'l‘tk;leesew::;g
z::sft.!;inn :;g;o.ﬂw!?obsr}awd that he had

ev 8 efore, i
.-ulrlud to eat them, was perfwtlm'lli?xelzg
sq”_tham. Mr. Pattison reports that h%'is
E" ing to testify that they were equal in
P:::r to any he bad*eaten, either from the
i mac or James river, The date of this
meee was the twelfth of April, 1867,

date it would seem that the shad
Mmm‘mbnbl; enter the Mi &pi river
what later than tbo‘ p::io:lh:: heir ascont of

the rivers of Florida and wa

L]
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ranting exclusive ferry privile; to Ed-
ward D. Tnph_at, his heirs ol;g“usignu,
across the Mississippi river, at the Mouny
Pleasant, plantation, in the parish of East
Baton Rouge, State ot Louisiana,
SeECTION 1. Be it enacted by the Senar

and House of Represenmtivesyof the Bta::

of Loupmna in General Assembly convened,

That bdwan:l D. Triplet, his heirs or assigne,

be and he is hereby authorized to keep,

eatablish and maintain a ferry across the

Mississippi river, at the Mount Pleasant
lantation, in the parish of East Baton
ouge, State of Louisiana, for the accom-

modation of such persons and movabie

property as may require transportation
acroas the ngmsxgpi river at said place,
and the said right shall be for the exciusive
gr{vnlegﬁ Of said Edward D. Triplet. his
CIrs or assigns, and shall extend n]ong the
bank of said river for the distamce of two
and a half miles above and below the Jand-
ing known as the Mount Pleasant Landing,
and the right to colleot fees or charges for
ferrymg shall be vested exclusively in the
aforesaid party, his heirs or assigns, and
shall run for the space of five years, dating
from the date of the paesage of this act.
SEC. 2. Be it further enacted. ete., That
the eaid garty, his heirs or assigns, shall e
required to place upon the lailfnlarry sub-
etantial flats and skiffs, sufficient for the
convenient and safe transportation of ver-
8ons and property across said river: and
shall have and keep said boats and skiffs in
readiness for the safe transportation of
persons and property as ordinarily require
tranngomru\luon ncrorn; tll:e said river to the

Opposite shore, at a/ ours -

iight and dark. SO ey
Sec. 3. Be it further enacted, ete., That

the said party, Lis heirs or assigns, ihul!hl::o"
entitled to receive for toll or ferriage suck
rates a8 have been, or that may be estab-

lished by the r_mli.wjur_y of said parish. i

__Sec. 4. Be it further enacted eto, That

if any other person than the said l-l,dwa;'d-

D. Triplet, his heirs or assigns, shall, for

bire or pay, transport or ferry any pez"s'm

animal or goods across the said river, 8o u«;

damage, destroy Or oppose said ferry or itg

chartered rights, within the limits specitied
in this act, such person so oftending shal)
forfeit and pay the sum of fifty dollars for
each and.every offense, one-halt of *which
sum shall be paid to the party owning saiq
ferry, and the other half to the treasurer of
8aid parish, and shall be recoverable before
any court of competent jurisdiction: and
the person so offending, failing to pay‘ said

;um. nhlu.ll behlmpriuuned in the parigh iul-l

or not less than ten n 3
% OF 10ore than twenty
SEC. 5. Be it further ‘®nacte has

the said Edward D. Triplet, gi.'f,%;,'“"‘:

assigns, ahullbbe liable i o

an

jurisdiction, ﬁi‘ lnyym?::;‘:r ompetent

o any person or pro, , I crossing aaiq

ferry, on aceount of Regle i
- ot, or insufliciency
?wb::h. or tnoommmy of ferrymen, pu-

damage done -
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