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TUB OLD BURYING'GROUND
BT J. T. THOWKKIDCfR.

Plumed ranks of tall wild-cherry 
And oirc.h surround 

The half-hid, solitary 
Old burying ground.

All th e  low wall is crumbled 
And overgrown.

And in th e  tu i f  lien tumbled 
Slone upon stone.

Only th e  school-boy, scrambling 
After bis arrow

Or lo*l ball—searching, trampling 
The tu fts  of yarrow,

Of milkweed and slirn mullein—
The place disturb/;

Or bowed wls* - woman culling 
Her magic herbs.

No more the melancholy 
Dark trains draw i ear;

The dead popfi«*ss it wholly 
Tins many a year.

The bead stones lean, winds whistle,
The lot g grass waves.

Rank grow the dock and th istle 
O vrr the graves;

And ail is waste, deserted.
And drear, as though 

Kven the ghosts deparunl 
Long yeats ago!

The squirrels s ta rt forth  and chatter 
To see me pass;

Orasshoppeis 1* ap and patter 
In the dry grass.

I hear the drowsy drumming 
Of woodpeckers,

And sucdemy at my comiLg 
The quick grouse w hira

Untouched through all m utation 
Of times and skies,

A by-gone generation 
Around me lies:

Of high and low condition.
Ju st and unjust,

The p atien t ami physician,
Ail tu rned  to  dust.

Runs, snows, drouth, cold, birds, blossoms 
Visit th e  spot;

Ua'ns drench th e  quiet bosoms 
Which heed them  not.

Under an aged willow, 
rllirt ea r ill my bed,

A mossy mound my pillow,
I lean my head.

Babe of this mother. d \ing  
A fresh young bride,

That oiu, o<«l man is lyiug 
Here by her side!

I must; above me hovers 
A base of dreams;

Bright maids and laughing lovers,
Life's morning gleam s;

The past with all its passions.
Its toils and wiles,

Its ancient tollies, fashions,
And tears and smiles;

W ith th irsts  and fever ragee.
And ceaseless pains,

Hoarding as for the ages 
Its  little gains f

ivy.bePair lives that bloom and 
Their sum m er done;

Loved forms with heart-break  h ither 
Borne one by one.

Wife, husband, child and mother, 
Now reck no more

Which mourned on earth  th e  other, 
Or went before.

The soul risen from its embers.
In its bleat state

Perchance not even remembers 
* I ts  earthly fate;

Nor heeds, in the  duration 
Of spheres sublime,

This pebble of creation,
Tins wave of time.

For a  swift moment only 
Such dream s arise;

Then, turning from th is lonely,
Tossed held, my ryes

Through clumps ot w hortleberry 
And briar look down

Toward yonder cemetery 
Aud modem town,

Where still men lmild, and m arry.
And strive, and mourn,

And dow the dark pali carry,
And now are borne.

—Atlantic

A FRY L IL IA N .

BY FREDERICK TKYON.

' Alonzo—Win ’r thou bees! (s)he, or no 
Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me 
As late 1 have been, I not know; thy  pulse 
Beats, as of liesli and blood.”

—The Tempest, Act V, Scene 1
It was through an atmosphere hazy and 

laden to the saturation point with nicotine 
that I looked at length with a sort of annoy
ance at Toni, who sat with his feet on the 
other side of the little open grate store 
which, by a bold fiction of the imagination, 
was supposed to warm njy otiice. His 
silence ought, perhaps, to have been cos 
strued os a tacit reverence for the argu
ments which I had been advancing with 
considerable liuency during the past lifteen 
minutes. They were certaiuly incontrovert
ible, sustained as they were by the only too 
material aud acknowledged facts about us. 
Certainly, hud he been disposed to assail my 
proposition, that the work of estahlisaing a 
practice by a young physician without con
nections was one ol poverty and misery and 
long stideling, the auction room furniture 
would have creaked a denial, my unused 
instruments would have snapped their joints 
with indignation in the drawer at the other 
side of the little room, and the gray ashes 
that so nearly crowded out the coals from 
the grate would have glowed again in re
monstrance. This last event could not have 
been wholly disagreeable, since we had 
been smoking for a warmth rather than for 
enjoyment, and my pipe had gone out in 
the ardor of discourse.

Hut controversy was not what mv heart 
sought; rather sympathy. And Toro, to 
whom my plaint had lost its soulmoving 
quality by frequent repetition, replying at 
first with words that became inarticulate in 
the struggle to pass his pipe stem, had thin 
punctuated my remarks with meaningless 
gutturals, and finally subsided into the 
quiet, of abstraction. It w as not speechless 
conviction, then, but quite auother state of 
miud that I saw portrayed on my friend's 
countenance; anil there fell npon me that 
sense of loss which comes with the convic
tion that u well expressed and forcible 
grumble has been tin own away on deaf 
ears.

\\ hether it was tlie unnamed influence 
which popular superstition assigns to the 
gaze oi tho human eje, or whetber it was 
the abrupt cessation of the sound of my 
voice, something caused Tom to raise his 
glance, and, as it were, to gather himself 
together again from the scattered condition 
into which be had lapsed. From vacancy, 
his eyes enlarged the visual angle until 
probably my figure eatue iu eight, and he 
spoke:

“Too bad. Didn’t you collect anything?”
Collect your scust s, Tom,” said I, with 

eonte indignation at this irrelevant speech.
“So I will; sir I will,” was Tom’s unof

fended reply, as he drew that long breath 
which accompanies a change of mental oc
cupation—or, to speak with more scientific 
exactness, which is caused by the involun
tary respiratory muscles relieving them
selves from restraint. “1 was thinking of 
something else."

Now. this mood of abstraction had been 
growing on Tom of late. His occasional 
visits of friendship and condolence at my 
office hud been given tip more completely 
to tliat fumigation which is so admirable 
an accompaniment to, but not wholly a 
substitute for, sympathetic companionship, 
and the evidence that he had something on 
liis mind whose couteuiplation was more ab
sorbing than even the picture oi my woes, 
had at length become irresistible. I have 
nili hesitation in saying that I was more 
•elfish thau my friend. Miserable egotist 
that I was, my own affairs filled my mind 
so entirely that, although perceiving that 
he hail a trouble, 1 shut my eyes to the fact 
and inflicted myselt upon him more per
sistently than ever.

it  may he that fum thought himself lack- 
rog in genero-ity while permitting me to 
unbosom myselt and offering nothine of his 
own in return; or, perhaps, the time and 
the occasion were peculiarly appropriate 
Whatever the case may have been, he was 
silent only for a moment, long enough to 
blow a large ring of smoke, thiok as a ship’s 
cable, and then to send another, slim as the 
bracelet of the dantiest wrist, whirling 
through the exact centre of the first, when,

just as they broke on the side of the stove, 
he continued:

“Roger, what are the signs of incipient 
insanity ?”

The inconsequence of this remark made 
its substance rather startling.

“What in the world do you ask about 
that for, old fellow I” said I. “There’s 
Maudsley’s treatise will tell you all about 
it, if you really want to know; but, you see, 
wben everybody is more or less insane, it 
breaks out in all sorts of ways. You have 
to watch for it.”

“No; but seriously, now, did you ever see 
anything in me that made you think—that 
made you suspect—

“Nonsense, Tom! what has got into your 
head I”

“Tnat’s exactly what I want to talk to you 
about. 1 want you to feel my pulse”—llere 
he stretched out an arm that would have 
been formidable, indeed, had a madman's 
mind controlled its actiou. “Does it run 
along f uriously? Look at my eyes, are the 
pupils dilated and glaring? 'is  there auv- 
thmg bloodshot and feverish tberef Do'l 
avoid your glance? Look me straight in 
the eye. Now give your professional iud 
ruent ”

I must have grinned in a manner most 
exasperating to an earnest inquirer as I 
gazed into Tom's honest face and calm blue 
eyes, and felt a pulse lull, strong, and per
fectly regular in its beat, as my sense told 
me, quite below seventy-eight.

“ I don’t know as I can trust you Tom.’ 
said I, laughing. “You are, doubtless, as 
mad as a March hare; but, probably, there 
is nothing here to excite a display of your 
mania.”

“It’s no fooling matter,” responded tny 
friend. “I want to know exactly what you 
think; whether you see anything strange 
about met’’

“Dear old fellow.” said I, at. last, a little 
troubled, “your bead is as sound as a nut, 
and don’t you go to crack it with such 
botheration. There is no surer way to get 
the hypo than to think about it.”

“Well, I believe you,” said Tom. “But 
that settles the question. If I’m not going 
crazy, I know what I am.”

What’s that ?"
Floored.” *
Eli ?” 9
Smitten ! Smashed ! Doae up entirely. 

Spooney on a ghost!" ejaculated Tom, as if 
to exhaust the synonyms oi slang iu uidiog 
my comprehension.

Now-, as neither Tout nor myself was 
even approaching that condition of material 
prosperity which is thought a necessary 
precedent, of matrimony, it should, perhaps, 
have been considered an act of profound 
discretion on his part to fall in love, if fall 
he must, with a creature so inexpensive aud 
intangible as a ghost; but the statement was 
none the less strange aud possibly alarm
ing. It certainly required explanation.

“Tuat’s about the long and short of it,” 
continued Tom, leaning back his head and 
sending the smoke through his nostrils to
ward the ceiling. “ If I’m subject to illu
sions aud that sort of thing, I am all righj; 
it is only un insane imagining. If my head 
clear, as you say it is, then I won't answer 
tor myself. The litst time I saw her at 
Mme. L’Astra's----

“You don’t mean to say you’ve been 
running atter that sort of humbug, Tom," I 
exclaimed, in amazement.”

“I mean to say exactly that.” replied he; 
and I don’t know about its being a hum

bug, either; or that a lawyer hasn’t as much 
right to investigate physical phenomena as 
a physician. Hut I was going to say that 
the first time I went to one of those mate
rializing seances, I fell in love with that, 
girl.”

Then she isn’t a ghost?”
Oh! you know what I mean. Thev call 

it a materializi d spirit. I don't niiail talk
ing to you about her. Roger, and I have 
been bursting to talk to some one. I find I 
can’t keep it to myselt; she is really grow 
iug fond of me.”

“A true spirit love!”
“And isn’t that the truest kind? She al

ways wears my flowers when she appear?; 
aud madam says that if 1 am not there, sho 
seems more shadowy arid sad. Two 
weeks ago she let me kiss her hand, 
and when 1 had a private sitting, she really 
put her cheek against mine. If it were not 
tor those touches, I should think with you 
that it is all a humbug; but they thrill me 
now-. Then I thought, perhaps. I was not 
all right in my bead. Perhaps you can't 
tell. Are you sure? Hut your brain is clear 
enough, aud you shall come with me ami 
see for yourself.”

•When?”
•This evening,” answered Tom, pulling 

out his watch. “Madame begins her seance 
at eight. We shall have just fifteen min
utes to get there”

The doorway before which Tom halted 
me was the entrance of one of those serni- 
public buildings in which rooms may be 

|. hired for any conceivable purpose on pay
ment, ol rent weekly in advance, whether 
one may wish to use them for preaching, 
for nianufai-turiug, o’- for lodging. There 
was evidently a photographer’s room in the 
upper story, for padlocked shutters hid 
what must have been a remarkable display 
oi “art" just inside on the walls of tbs pas
sage. The words, “Intelligence Office” 
mocked the passer in brilliant let
ters on one side; and opposite swung 

flattened representation of a por
tion of the human leg, which, 
when viewed in profile, illustrated tho 
legend of “Gaiters Made to Order,” and 
when seen edgewise, painfully suggested a 
victim of the torture of the iron boot. 
There was, of course, a dentist up one 
flight, and the sigu of a patent invention of 
some sort was very fresh at the loot of tho 
staircase.

The street lamp shone brightly, or the 
modest tin plate tacked on one of the jambs 
of the door way, announcing “Mme. Estelle 
L’Astra, Clairvoyant,” would have been 
invisible. Tom preceded mfe up the s ta ir s ,  
turned to the right through a close darkness 
that seemed to make itself suielt, and 
climbed another flight at the top of which 
swung a dim kerosene lamp, shedding oily 
rays on two cards of the showcase order 
one of which read: “Mme. Estelle L'Asira! 
Business and Healing Medium;” and the 
other, “Seance To-night;” while the hand ot 
an unprofessional letterer had added in 
rickety print beneath, “Walk lu.”

As 1 followed my companion through the 
door, which he opened as if familiar witli 
the peculiar weaknesses ot tho loose 
knob and the rattling latch, there 
smote upon my senses that odor, in
describable in words, which is found 
only in apartments bearing more than 
their share of the burdens of daily human 
existence. There was a suggestion of tea 
and toast in the air,with possibly something 
Pied; a sofa tied and i. curtained recess, 
which was doubtless a lavatory, hinted 
otner family uses of the room; a faint flavor 
ot wet gingham floated in from the um 
brella stand in the entry to mingle with the 
scout of tho lumps; ami when to these were 
added the burdened exhalations of some 
dozen persons already assembled for the 
exhibition, it did not seem altogether in
credible that from such an atmosphere u 
spirit having synthetic power could easily 
gather the means of materialization.

“Fifty cents admission, if you phase," 
said a large and not unkindly looking 
woman, as we passed into this home of uiys 
tones, advancing with an assumed dignity 
ludicrously out of keeping with the nature 
of her demand. “Ah! Mr. Bolter, I am 
glad to see you. We had a beautiiul seeance 
lust evening. They were all so harmonious.

e don’t often get the conditions so perl tie; 
harmony is so essential. There was a lady 
here who received a wondertul test. It wts 
tier brother, killed two years ago by the In- 
dtans in Arizona. I was undjer the control 
ot lsig Mountain, and he described it ex 
aetly. Ho gave the initials of the name—J.
, which are very uncommon initial.?.
Lilian didn t seem in good spirits last 
rnglit and couldn’t materialize, only her 
munis, it was a great disappointment. Do 
you know, she tells me she is never so 
s.roug as when you are in the ridK^^Slie 
draws a great deal lrorn you. and that is’ a 
relief to me; it is so exhausting to my mag
netism to keep up the supply of her cur 
rents when Hhe materializes ”

During the progress of this professional 
monologue I had opportunity to regard the 
person who had such lamiliar rc-larion- 
witb the unseen. She was a tall woman win 
a frame implying considerable physical 
power, dressed platuly in black that showed 
signs of wear and of caretul preservation: 
her hair, which gave intimations of gravi 
arranged close to her bead, and her lace,’ 
while not yet what might he called aged!

welcome of Tom, appeared preternaturally 
regular.

“This is my friend, Mr. Atkinson,” sain 
Tom, introducing me; “ I hope Lilian will 
appear to-night, for I wish him to see her 
very much.”

“I have no doubt she will,” said the 
seeress, address-ng me. “She told me she 
would come and bring your flowers, Mr. 
Bolter; although Hie weather is so bad that 
the conditions a/G not very favorable. I 
don’t know as we shall get the flowers.”

I mentioned my gratification, and referred 
to the interest which her name had awak 
ened in me.

“That is my spirit name.” was her reply. 
“They gave it to me. Estelle L’Astra—it 
is Alwato language, and means tho Starry 
One. They say 1 have great influence 
among them.”

There had been several fresh arrivals 
during our conversation, ami after collect
ing titty cents from each, Mme. L’Astra, 
whose name, as interpreted, seemed suffi
ciently inappropriate, announced that she 
felt the influence coming on, and that har
mony would he gained if some one would 
sing. Song was quavering!v furnished by- 
two ladies of elderly hai-it, in wboiu I 
thought 1 saw bali’ues of the entertain
ment. Nor was harmony disturbed when, 
on the entrance of a tardy disciple, the me 
dium, aroused trom the magnetic sleep that 
was rapidly possessiug her through sighs 
and gaspiDgs and contortions, calmly made 
chunge for fifty cents, and was speedily 
under “control” again.

Soon the spirit, sp-ike. It was an Indian 
warrior who claimed possession of the 
stary one,. He announced his presence by a 
whoop, and he chuckled and grunted as hc 
pictured tho spirit forms which he saw- 
standing iu shat close and stuffy chamber, 
now over the shoulder of this, and again by 
the side of another. One ho summoned to 
clasp the hand of the medium and listen to 
a revelation from a guardian angel giving 
his name as John, to the effect that perse
verance in the right will bring happiness, 
and that the futnre has changes of import 
ance in store. A woman, in whose dress 
there is conspicuous absence of bright color, 
is compelled to ply her handkerchief freely 
as she hears what to her is the lisping voice 
of her child, assuring her that, heaven is 
much nicer than she expected, and that 
dear papa is there by her side, anxious to 
speak with dear mamma at a private sitting 
with this excellent medium, price $2. A 
substantial business men bears,with staring 
eyes, the assertion ot a spirit giving his 
name as William, to the effect that thp 
enterprise in which ho is now engaged is 
in danger of failure through the treachery 
of a man with dark hair; and liis alarm 
is only partially quelled when the 
spirit still promises to irflaenco him to
ward the right course, especially if be 
will inquire again through the medium. A 
young man, with resplendent scarf ring and 
huge dangling locker, is inclined to skepti
cism, and prone to indulge in scoffing and 
gentle raillery, until startled into wondering 
faith by the spirit’s revelation of the fact, 
known only to the young man himself, that 
liis appetite is not good in the early morn
ing, aud that he frequently ft-els it neces
sary to take bitters. When the Indian war
rior adds that {camomile flowers are not as 
beneficial as tborowort, the youth gives a 
conscious start, thrnsts something into liis 
cheek with his tongue, and elides away to 
his seat astonished.

During all this and much more. I 
occupied in watching Tom’s expression. It 
was that of one bored, half contemptuous, 
and on the verge of disgust. Neither did he 
display evidence of a truly harmoniousspir 
itual frame of miud when Mme. L’Astra, 
shaking off her possession, stood with one 
knee under the piano and summoned by her 
word stout spirits, who lifted and bumped 
the heavy instrument in time to music. It 
was only when she stretched two heavy 
shawls across one end of rbo room thu 
spark of interest seemed to flush in his f<*?.-.

“Now, Roger,” said he, “you mav think 
what you liko about the InJiuu a'nd tho 
piano. I know you could do as well as that 
yourself. But, you must believe this.”

“My friends,” spoke .Mme. A’Astra, “the 
spirits that have been with us this evening 
have not all acquired the high development 
necessary to enable them to become visible 
to earthly eyes; but I have the promise of 
Lilian, one who has readied a higher plane, 
that she will materialize so fur as tho con
ditions permit.”

There was a brief silence, during which 
there wes evidently much magnetism pro
ceeding from the medium, whom spasmodic 
twitchings and llutteriugs were even pain 
fill.

“I am not sure that Lilian wil! bo able—” 
Here her speech was cut short by a white 

hand that protruded from between the 
shawls, nnd laid itself gently arrows her 
lips. Something glittered on the round 
arm. A sight; went up from tho entire coin- 
pan v.

“My bracelet!” muttered Tom.
I looked at my Inend in indignant 

wonder.
“Have you been wasting your substance 

on a shadow in that way ?”
But he was gazing in a sort of ectasy at 

the swaying shawls. Two hands, shapely, 
and attached to arms whose symmetery was 
unquestioned, now appeared,'flickered and 
vanished. *1 he dim ligh:—for the lamps had 
hem turned down and smelled vib !v—per
mitted only shapes to be seen; when, sud
denly, seeming to glow as if by the light of 
its own beauty, there sprang out, framed 
between those musiy shawls, a lace, whoso 
bright, jovous loveliness was better worthy 
of the spirit land than of dull earth. Too 
folds of the drapery were gat tiered close be 
neath the chin. Slowly they ported flown 
ward for the space of two or three ham 
breadths, giving a gliinp-e of a throat a 
white and as round as was fitting for such a 
face in her hair were flowers, and a spray 
hung down toward h< r bosom. Thff vision 
seemed to ineit rather than to draw It; 
within the curtains; aud now, lor the fir 
time, 1 noticed that its eyes had n e v e r  bee i 
diverted from my fascinated couipaniiTn 
They were still upon him as ihe shawl 
seemed about to close ovi r the fair fi 
when, by a sudden movement, ihe full head 
anil bust camo quickly into view; a ban 
carried what seemed to be a ,-mall bunch ol 
flowers to the lips, atid with a mov, im -nt its 
it waiting a kiss iu Tom’s direction, tho 
whole vanished.

Ho was on his feet in an instant, dragging 
me after him.

“That is all. Come! conic!” And h 
Pulled me out of the now stifling den, down 
the stairs, past the intelligence office, the 
patent agency and the dentist's room, dark 
aud dismal enough for the haunts of veriia 
ble ghosts, into the street 

"I can’t stay and hear- their doubts and 
ridicule, or their twaddling belief e-tin 
alter that, ’ he at last spoke, as we buttoned 
up our coats and turned down the stre-e 
toward my office. “Now, what do you sav 
Roger!”

“I should like to see the ynupg lady in a 
less dramatic situation—without so'much 
stage effect, if I may say so—for it i? ratio 
distracting to sober jtulgin ’tit utton her.”

•But you understand me. I mean, whe 
do you say about me? Am i under an 
hallucination, or is that the loveliest creature 
in tho world?”

Although fully confident that the appari 
turn of rhe fair young girl with which tho 
exhibition closed was ol the same fictitious 
character as the spirit revelations and tho 
tippings that had preceded, it was impossi- 
blt lor me to dislodge from Tom’s mind the 
ridiculous notion that the purity and beauty 
oi the face guaranteed its celestial origin 
and that where all else might be deception 
Lilian was a truth. He tried loexnla'n t. 
me the difference iu the feeling which be 
experienced toward this inaccessible sp rit 
love as compared with that which ho mu si 
lei-i toward one of less e v a /io s m  ut tie h a n d  

blood. Tho hopelessness of all thought o; 
possession, the intangibility of the object oi 
his affection except tor a tew moments ai 
a time, the brief interviews permitted, all 
tended to give an vlevatiou to his passion 
such as no earthly conditions could pro

little meaning in my practice. I was wanted 
by Mrs. Lunt. No other doctor on the 
street was to be found, aud I must come 
at once. The girl who brought the message 
wore a water-proof cloak—lor it was rain 
ing—with the hood put up over her head. 
She waited in the passage while 1 hastily 
aimed myself with rubbers and umbrella, 
xnil then hurried me along. She ltd me 
through a passage, up a staircase, then turn
ing aud up again, until she placed her hand 
on the rattling knob of a door, on which 
were the words: “Mme. L’Astra, Business 
and Healing Medium.”

“Isu’t there some mistake here?” I asked, 
l«.r I was young in the profession, and more 
sensitive to possible association with quack
ery, aud to other violations of the code ot 
ethics, than I am now.

“No, sir,” answered the girl, in a voice of 
rather coarse and metallic quality. “This is 
where Mrs. Lunt, lives. Her other name is 
Mine. L’Astra. Come right in.”

It was the same room, with but a slight
change ia appearance, vrlii'e the odor of a 
slew ot some medicinal herbs wgs added to 
the compound which 1 had analyzed on my 
formcr visit. The sofa-bed was in its bi-ii 
form, and on it lay Mme L’Attra, evidently 
much nearer the spirit world than she ever 
before suspected herself of being.

As I raised my head iroiu a brief ex 
uyuiuarion of the siek woman to ask a ques 
tion of the girl, who hail thrown off her 
cloak and was standing at the side of the 
conch, I w as conscious of a puzzling rendu 
isceneo. The face I had certaiuly seen be 
fore, yet 1 utterly iailed to recall the cir 
cumstances. It was youthful and fresh, 
rather too fresh and obtrusively rosy for 
refinement, in fact; the texture of tho skin 
seemed healthy, but coarse; the expression 
was that of self-consciousness, with a tinge 
of boidness, a .d ia the manner of dressing 
the hair there was a somewhat unpleasant 
suggestion of frowsy display. The features 
were in their shape not without beauty of a 
rather striking ciiaracter, aud this was'what 
agitated tny memory.

As 1 looked I became conscious that the 
feeble eyes ol the Koeret-s were upon me 
evidently with re c o g n itio n  in their gaze. I 
bent my head to hear what she was etrug 
giing to utter.

“Do—you—know—her?” rolling her eyes 
iu the direction of the girl.

At once it flashed through my mind 
Here was the original of the spirit Lilian, 
in her permanently malcrialized form, as 
seen without the accessories of shadows and 
flowers, and probably pearl powder and 
chalk.

Don’t—expose—her. I—did it all—for 
her. She—will not—starve when I’m gone,” 
gasped out the old woman. “Lucy !”

“Well, mother ?”
But whatever the poor woman had to say 

to her daughter was left unsaid. Her 
strength was exhasted by the short effort 
to excite luy sympathy for her helplessness. 
The maternal instinct was strong even to 
the verge of death, aud would have em 
ployed tue last breath in the service of the 
child.

When I returned to my office there was 
Tom. Had he at this time put to me the 
question regarding his sanity my answer 
would have been less confident than it had 
been a month before. Ills delusion had 
grown apace. He had indulged in fancies 
thatwere actually wild at times. One oi 
thi se was, that since he could never possess 
Lilian in t liis world, he would serve his own 
happiness by getting himself in the spirit 
world as quickly ns possible. Ho would be
come restive under opposition; anil when, as 
I met him now, ho advanced with the state
ment that ho hail come to say good-by, 
wished me to take the key ol hi» room and 
deliver iu the morning a' package I would 
find on the table, as he was to take the night 
train and would not bo back lor some days,
I thought the crisis had come. It required 
a sharp awakening, or his mania might in
deed push him on to suicide.

“Have you tiado good-by to Lilian and the 
madam!” 1 asked, with as close an imitation 
oi pleasantry as I eould summon up.

Lilian, Lilian,” said Tom, with tho 
strangest yearning in his voice and eyes.

No; madam has been too sick to give sit
tings tor a fortnight past. But 1 hope to etc 
Lilian before I return.”

‘When does your train leave?”
‘On, it makes no diiiereuce—I mean, about 

uin- o’clock, I believe.”
Then you will have time to walk a little 
y with ue. I have a patient to whom I 

must return at once.”
Oh, yes,” said Tom, wearily; “I’ll walk 

along with you.”
Now, I thought, to.my self, ior an experi

mentthat will either kill or cure. If Tom 
would not yield ids morbid fancy to reason,
' ft must to startling iact.

“Here? You’re surely nor going up here?” 
e lid he, as 1 turned into the doorway of the 
passage leading to Mme. L’Astra’s apart
ments.

Yes,” I replied. “The madame is my 
patient. Come up with me. It is a curious 
case, and 1 know she won’t object to my 
bringing you in tor a minute.”

“It makes no difl rence! It makes no 
difference now!” I heard Tom mutter as he 
followed me along the dim passage.

I presumed upon my professional privi
lege for a purpose of my own. and entered 
without knocking. Madame lay as before, 
and the filial Lucy was engaged iu minis
tering, with camphor and other such corn- 
men medicaments, to the sick woman’s 
fancied comiort. bhe was tender enough 
in her care, but outwardly she was even 
!c88 attractive thau when I had seen her a 
few hours before. Siie had changed her 
gown ior one. of calico, which, without 
being absolutely slatternly, had a leaning 
in that direction. Her hair, which she had 
worn loose, had become, tangled and was 
askew over her fori head. 1! r face looked 
render anil coarser than ever; and, but for 
those iaige and brilliant eyes, I doubt if 
T >m would have recognized the Lilian 0f 
hi? fancy.

I’erhapB tho eyes themselves would have 
boi-ii insufficient, had not a startled look 
cyme into them as their glance fell upon 
T> iu; but that he saw it all. and took it ail 
1L> at i nee, I v. a? conscious.

It was, in my opinion, an even chance 
whether 1 is mania wouid burst out iuto 
evidmt. insanity on iho spot, or whether his 
physical strength would collapse, and then 
probably a run of lover to work off his 
trouble. But Tom neither yelled nor 
fainted. Ail the man iu him rose up at 
once and saved him, half crazed though he 
I] <o.been. This is what he said, speaking 
low in my ear

"Don’t hurry yourself, Roger; but when 
you get through with your patient you 
lie itu t wait for me. I want to speak with 
that young woman.”

What, was spoken at that interview Tom 
jievi r told mo exactly. It was enough to 
know, from the manner in which madam 
sounded his praises at m y  subsequent visit, 
that, he had behaved b. tli handsomely and 
discreetly; and trom Tom himself, that his 
di liisiun w as over.

feme. L’Astra, perhaps I ought to say un
fortunately, paid tribute to Lucy’s nursing 
end medical skill by recovering; ami if the 
fin 's that have gone before thus lost by 

tin postponement oi what would doubtless 
•■■■ye been a distinguished arrival, the ma 

ialized ghosts visiting this sphere endured 
caps greater bereavement, for Lilian 
i-r reappeared. I think this must have 
n one ol the conditions imposed by Tom 
*!“ Mle?ce «>« Hie subject; and whatever 

y have been Mine. L’Astra’s ambition for 
• very substantial lamiliar spirit, it could 

barmy have b. en that, f which Tom shortly 
to ought me new s, in the announcement ol 
ill. marriage ot Loey Lunt to the keeper of

mall n-sianrant around the corner_
bcriDnu- s M onth ly

A PETITION TO TIME.
Touch us gently, Time!

Let us glide :uiown thy  stream  
G ently—as we sometimes glide 

Through a  qu iet dreamt 
Humble voyagers are we.

Husband, wife, and children th ree— 
(One is lofct—an ang l, fled 

To the azure, overhead!)

Touch us gently, Timet 
We’ve not proud nor soaring wings: 

©ur arubiiioo, our content.
Lies iu simple tilings.

Humble voyagers are we.
O'er Life’s dim, unsounded sea. 

Seeking only some calm clime— 
Touch ue gently, gentle 'i init!

ELI PERKINS WAKES TP.

duce.
1 began W ear that my friend was indeed 

touched witfirti mania on this sunj-ct, and 
as the weeks wore on this impression was 

•a firmed, anii gave me exceeding pain. 
For Tom neglected his law reacting, neg
lected me, neglected everything, appa
rently, except the ghostly Lfiiai). He was 
a constant visitor at Muie. L'A tra's, au l 
twice, as I passed the dooi w «v, ji .1 I en
counter him coming out witli 'a  counten- 
ance expressive of such exultation of s-/ul 
faint his lailure to recognize me, his old

showing the hardness which generally pre I 
cedes the wrinkling of the skin. Her figure |  office boll.

friend, wag no surprise. 
Mv anxiety was at iti.» —  -- its beignt. when one 

auernoou tnere cams a hs-.j ring atmv
w as full, and her teeth,' whel she^mil&ln |  sure” but at that ' ^ e  those d lim X n ^ h lS

The New Postal Cards.
The new postal cards w.ll be unlike those 
w in use. ^ he color will be \ inlet blue.

bor.o-r sml all directions as to where 
fl how to write name and address will be 
spoused with- A monogram formed of 

letters U. S.” will be printed on the 
can! m black ink. This will be on the 
upper Icfl-band corner, across which will be
iho words Postal Card.” Tbe vignette_
Liberty with her luxuriant tresses hangin- 

•\wi her back and confined by a can— 
i,,rna lhe “PPM* tot-band corner. The 
•vv cards will be identical in size with the 
d ones They will cost fifly ,0 manufac- 

t iro, and wnl b* ready for delivery about 
the middle of April. J

A red-haired lady who was ambitious of 
Dti rary oistincnon, found but a poor sale 
f ”  *'<'1 A gentleman ;n speaking of
h ei diespnomtment. said: “Her hair is red 
( read) it her hook is not.” An auc’tor in

/.“ £«?V °  rei T  ti,L Phs where,* aid: “hhe has red L.ir, if tyr book hasn’t

Our reporter found “Eli Perkins in a suf 
feting prate at tlie Palmer House yester
day. Ho was bordering ou insanit.v. His 
table was covered wilh dozens of letters, 
and in bis hands he clutched as many 
White L“ague editorials.

“What is the matter?” asked our reporter, 
as he gazed ou the frenzied lecturer from a 
distance.

“Matter, sir!” M-a-t-t e-r! Whv, I’ve gone 
anil told the truth, sir—gone like a darned 
tool end let the truth all out about the 
Louisiana business—gone like an idiot and 
told liovv the bandits murdered the six 
Coushatta planters—gone—”

“But why did you do it, Mr. Perkins ?’’ 
asked our reporter.

“ Well, sir, it was in me, and had to come 
out. The truth must have been in me. It 
never came out before, but now it’s out, 
and I’m a ruined man,” and Mr. Perkins 
buried bis face m bis hands. A moment 
afterward he rallied a little and remarked: 

“But I couldn’t help it, young man. It 
was so near t lie twenty second of February. 
In my mind's eye I 6aw the memorable 
hatchet. I hail been making arrangements 
lor a Washington dinner, and with the 
father of his country before me. in an un
guarded moment, I told the truth about 
Coushatta and the murdered Republicans 
in Louisiana. I deeply regret my rashness 
now, but it is too late,—too l a t e."

“IIow too late, Mr. Perkins?” asked our 
reporter.

“Why, young man, don’t you see the 
newspapers—how they ail want to ki.l me 
for telling the truth? Just as they used to 
want to kill Owen Lovejoy when the old 
rebel lords threw his free press in the river 
and just as they wanted to kill Sumner and 
Burlingame and Greeley. It’s the same 
thing over again, my boy. The noble Dern 
ocrats and honest, weak kneed Republicans 
of the North are bowing down to the South 
anil its beautiful tyranny and sweet inno
cence aud brigandage, ju„t to get their votes 
at the next Presidential election—and 
slaughtering every man who is fool enough 
to tell ttie truth. Oh, I've done it—done ît 
with my eyes open, and now I’m to be 
killed!”

“How killed, Mr. Perkins? IIow---- ?’’
“Why killed by the newspaper, young 

man. Look at the Shreveport Times. See 
here’s a whole page—dreadful fire-eating 
stuff—and all because I was stunid enough 
to tell the truth. Read that!” and Uncle 
Eli thrust the Shreveport Times into our 
reporter’s hand:

“ the tournament ok ua rs.
The President and hie politicians have 

dragged all tbe slum and pools of moral in - 
tamy and degradation to find creatures in 
human shape to lie up a case against tho 
Southern people, and if they had scraped 
.i—l with a fine-tooth comb (hey could not 
have gathered a crowd of dirtier scoundrels 
than those they have fished up. The Presi
dent’s first message on Louisiana a flairs is a 
model of beastly lying, and it is the official 
duty aud personal ambition of Radical jour
nals, Radical politicians, Radical army of
ficers, and Radical correspondents, to rival 
that consummate and symmetrical work of 
political shame, oilicial turpitude, and moral 
infamy. Phil Sheridan has come nearer the 
mark than any other man. and is conse
quently higher in the confidence of tho 
President than his fellow brutes. But the 
Inter Ocean is dose up with him, and Dog 
Merrill aud two or three of his dirty little 
lieutenants here, have done their level best 
and accomplished some very clever things 
in the way ot« lying about the Southern 
people. Scrubs have a natural antipathy 
to gentlemen, aud the President has direct
ed that antipathy into a channel where it 
can develop most full and freely: and there
fore the rivalry among the rascals is eager 
intenso and progressive, Tand the Inter- 
Ocean closes upon the heels of Phil Sheri- 
ilan, and closely followed by Dog Merrill
and his dirty little scholars , in infamy_
Hodgson, McIntosh. Wallace and Gerlach— 
haR emitted in its aid a new recruit.

Not many days ago the editors of this 
paper received a visit from Melville D. 
Landon, better known in journalistic circles 
as “Eli Perkins.” This man has obtained 
notouety as a Humorist lecturer aud as a 
writer of burlesque.

Ho was received by us with kindness and 
introduced to several gentlemen of this 
city; he bore about him all the marks of a 
gentleman, and he gives evidence of asso 
elation with cultivated people.

Being a funny man and somewhat noto
rious lor his burlesque writings, Eli was 
cordially received by tlie editors of this 
paper and several of their friends, and 
treated with the utmost kindness. He told 
us lie had realized a competency by his 
writings and was now independent of regu
lar service on the press; that when he wrote 
anything lie sent it to the New York Sun 
and received a large price for it. He asked 
to read the history ot the Coushatta affair 
which appeared in the Times, and it was 
given him to peruse. He talked not at all 
iiuout politics, saying lie was not a poli
tician, but a humorist, and that he could 
take neither side, else the journals of the 
other would ruin him in his lecturing busi
ness. etc.

This man “Perkins" was treated here 
v i,h the greatest kindness, and we parted 
w.th him believing him a cultivated gentle
man and a genial, good-natured and verv 
amusing fellow, who had run down here, 
as he said, lust to see what sort of a country 
bmked18 a“d h° W PhU SUeridan’8 banditti
. ° UF surprise can, therefore, be better 
imagined than described, when wo read a 
letter from tins Northern mud sill to the 
Chicago Inter-Ocean, written in the 
burlesque style, but as full of venomous 
ics as u could stick. We submitted the 
etter to other gentleman who had met the 

lei low here, and their expressions were 
those of indignation and disgust.
letterd’fnWet. th.at Eli S k in s ’i  . r . t*> toe Inter-Ocean about af
fairs m North Louisiana is as vile, 
dirty and shameless a concoction of false
hoods as any vagabond scoundrel ever 
originated. He lias misrepresented every 

everytbing that was said 
to him, he piolesses to give tho verv lan
guage oi the White Leaguers he met, and
to thi8<fenit88 of'ijirS'.’n that is as strange to the gentlemen he imposed npon as the 
lingo ot Ethiopia, or as honesty and manli- 
ness are to his character. There are several
ol the banditti in this city whom the dirty
rascal speaks of, but none desire to kiil 
him, though it would afford any ono of 
them infinite pleasure to give him such a 
horse whipping as would deter him from 
again intruding himself into the company 
oi decent men. F J

It has been suggested that as Curtis, the 
correspondent of the Inter Ocean, was 
charged with having visited this city hi 

11 mingling only with negroes 
“PerkW- f T u  ’ tblH f<c0llnflre], mud sill
w  tk J 114'1-been sent down by that delectable sheet in the capacity of spy and 
correspondent, that it might be said he 
mingled freely with the whites and got his
« r w u ,0n ' r0tl! th,ln- Our own opinion fi that he is a vile, unscrupulous, thieving, 

c ,.“? b h u g  puppy; that, being in Chi
cago, tbe Lher-Ocean made him an offer to
whooA'T^o 1,es ab!’ut t,lfi people among whom he had been, and that he would have 
lii-t as willingly and fluently written the 
other way and told the truth, if the Chica
go Tancs had paid him a dollar or two 
more to do so. In short, that he is a low 
vulgar, mean literary scavenger, who cares 
no more for the truth than for talsehood, 
and win \inte a lie aa readily as a truth if 
the compensation is a little better or’as 
good. Such is Mr. Mellville D. Landon, or, 
as he styles himself, Eli Perkins, the Yankee 
hireling mudsill of the North. ’

Such is Eli Perkiue, who has written a 
humorous letter to the Inter Ocean which 
has no humor in it, but is thisk and reekitm 
with venom, cowardice and lies. We have 
dwelt with loving tendernefis unnn tk;0
sketch of the fellow, tc a u se  C te ld  C  
smihngiy over a beaker of Krug that 
thought him a real funny fellow. Hi? V^2  
shows the real love that ia la hi# Yankee

heart for ns and ohr people, and this pen 
sketch may give some faint idea ot what 
we really think of jhiin.

In conversing onjthe subject oi tbe lead
ing newspapers of iNew Y'ork, the scoundrel 
remarked that he jconld give us the exact 
circulation of eochj, which he had obtained 
from the News Company; told us we could 
publish the list if f e  desired, but suggested 
that his name should not be used.

Here is the liJit: Sun, 118,0!HI; Herald, 
fit.000; Times, 30,000; Tribune, ”1,000; World, 
6000; lire nine/ I ’osi 8000; Commercial A deer- 
User, 7000; i'jcprcsk 4—00; Hail, 1500.

We turn tbe malicious humorist over to 
the tender tnerci is of those of the above 
papers which he h is attempted to injure.

.... . hard, Mr. Perkins,” ob-
r as he finished reading 
iped his eyeglasses with 

“That was dreadful, 
bandits about the circu- 
Yurk papers, wasn’t if?”

- jjui suppose had gone on with the 
outrage and said the Graphic has a circula
tion of 18,000; tl e Weekly Inter Ocean * 

000. aud the Cini-mmi

Well, that is 
served our report! 
the article and w 
his handkerchie! 
your telling these 
lation of the New 

“But suppose

000, auii the Cincinnati 
,ly issue of 30,000 ? I ’m

circulation ot !•',
Commercial a daily — —,—  -------
glad I didu’t non . That would have been 
awful! But that isn’t half, young man. 
Read the St. Lm is Republican. See how 
this noble sheer k lls me, too!” and the ven
erable Mr. Perki is handed us another edi
torial:

THE GREAT 1 MEKIOAN HUMORIST.

The outrage grinders have found a man 
at last to write letters to order, and remark
ably be does it. His name is Eli Perkins, 
and he is eugagt d by the Chicago Inter- 
Ocean, a paper t eeond to none in its devo
tion to Cicsar a nd government advertise
ments, and its ' nld desire for buckets ot 
gore drawn from tbe banditti of the South.

“Eli Perkins” i i now lying for the Chicago 
“outrage mill,” t te Inter-Ocean.

The first lying letter which we have seen 
of this great /  tnerican humorist on the 
subject of Soutl ern wrongs or rights, as 
the case may be. is to the Inter-Ocean, under 
tho date of Fe! iruary 10, and is written 
from the secure anchorage of the Palmer 
House, in Chic igo. The humorist, after 
visiting Shrevep >rt and introducing himself 
to the people ot hat vicinity, listened to all 
they bad to say pumped the bleached Af
ricans, and then prepared an account ot the 
Coushatta affair which he was very careful 
not to print uu il he was tar out of reach 
of the men be had iu all human proba 
bility so outr ;g*dy slandered. This is 
the style of humor in which the 
great America! wit indulged. We cun 
gratulatc the sa amuudrian city in its own
ership ot Eli Pi rkins. With Edwards, tho 
great American census-taker, aDd Eli Per
kins, the great. rinerican humorist, it ought 
to be happy. Wilh two such pre-eminent 
liars, 700,000 pi ople and the original out
rage mill of brother Scaminon, we could 
almost be teni[ fed to envy it, if St Louis 
had any necessity for such aids. But we 
are especially plleased that Eli Perkins has 
succeeded at lijst iu making tbe American 
people laugh. Jit is not often done as he has 
done it; yet if tilie great American humorist 
can cause them! to I nigh, when he only in
tends that thejj shall cry, why, where’s the 
difference? Iliji euil in life is attained, and 
then there ate the lies multitudinously 
thrown in for n akeweights.

“Great heavi ns!” exclaimed otir reporter, 
as he finished, ‘are there any more?”

“Mere, sir? Why cords of ’em, sir. I tell 
you I’m a kille i man. Oh, that I wasever 
so ioohsii as to tell tliose Coushatta truth.?!” 
And the brokeiji hearted man wept long aud 
loud.

A moment afterward Mr. Perkins fished 
out of his pocket a letter from a lecture 
committee in Brunswick. Missouri, a real 
old Democratic, tire eating town. The 
lecturer had been invited to speak there on 
the twenty-seventh of March; fee $100.
To day came this letter from the Hon. 
Louis Benecke, chairman of the lecture 
committee:

Gffick op lotus Run kckb, ) 
Brunswick, Mo., February 2Z, 1875. J 

Mr. Eli Perkins:

We will have to cancel your engagement 
to lecture here. The Hrunsteicker has 
clipped the Missouri Republican article, and 
it will appear hero. This article, with the 
Inter-Ocean article, making fun of the 
Louisiana bandits, and sustaining the Presi
dent in his Louisiana policy, compels us to 
cancel your engagement here. Our people 
are mostly Democrats, dyed iD the wool. 
The Hrunsicit ker is a Democratic organ, and 
exerts a great influence among the people 
here. That you may not misjudge m e in 
this matter, I will state to you that I am a 
Republican, and the articles on Louisiana 
has no effect upon me personally, or upon 
any of our Republicans.

If the articles had not appeared in the 
Inter-Ocean end tho Republican you wouid 
have realized more than $100 ior the lec
ture, which you will now have to lose.

I hope to meet you in person while you 
arê  in this neighborhood.

1 hanking you for your kindness, and 
wishing you abundant success. I am, very 
truly, yours, LOUIS BENECKE.

“What are yon going to do about this,
Mr. Perkins ?” asked oar reporter, as the 
big tears rolled down the old man’s cheeks.

“Going to do, sir? Why I’ve gone aud 
done it already, sir. I’ve gone and denied 
the truth of that Inter-Ocean letter—said it 
was a lie, sir. I’ve written a ‘letter oi con
trition,’ sir—acknowledging myself to be a 
Yankee mudsill, sir; a villain and a scoun- 
drel, for telling tbe truth in your Inter- 
Ocean! There is my reply—my apology,” 
anil the broken-hearted man handed ns this 
letter:

P almer House, February 25, 1875.
To the Noble Bandits of Shreveport:

Gentlemen—I regret exceedingly that I 
was betrayed into saying that you liigh- 
toncd, chivalric Southern White Leaguers 
are prejudiced against the Northern Repub 
hcan residents iu your State. It is not so.
I lied about it. You love them. You did 
not murder the six planters of Coushatta. 
These Northern planters killed themselves. 
Disgusted with the knowledge that they 
were Northern mudsills, your inferiors, and 
too late to change their vulgar natures, they 

I killed themselves. Other Northern meii 
soot themselves out of sympathy to these 
planters, and then several hundred ne«ro 
Republicans shot themselves to avoid sin
gularity. 1 also lied about their being any 
difficulty iu Louisiana. You all love tbe 
government. You love the Union. Notoneot 
you ever fought against the flag. No one 
ever seceded. You stood by the constitu
tion as you stand by it now. You invite 
Northern Republicans to come among you 
l ou love and cherish the negro. You are 
high-toned. You are chivalrio. You don’t 
carry revolvers. Oh, no! Your highest 
ambition u  to follow the plow—to peace- 
tully till tho soil. It is true, on tho other 
hand, that Northern men come among you 
and shoot you while at your daily toil.
They drive you from your homes, seize 
your property and, if you open your 
mouths, they shoot you down. When 
Northern journalists come among you and 
criticise you, you speak kindly and forbear- 
uigly ot them. You are gentlemen, and we 
are low, vulgar mudsills, only fit to -it at 
your feet-fit to stand around and be shot 
at. VVe are not fit to vote. It is wrong ior 
us to hire negroes—wrong to pay them and 
demoralize them with high wages.

I am sorry, I said, “there have been dis
turbances in New Orleans.” That w as a 
lie, too. It has been perfectly quiet there.

811 ^ortkern planters—Twitchell. and 
Cone and Scott, and Holland, and Dewees 
ami Howell, would have been peacefully 
tilling the soil now down at Coushatta if 
they had not killed themselves. But 
through their own self-murder their planta
tions are now desolate—:hur houses .1« 
stroyed; their negroes fled amt killed, ami 
their wives and children impoverished os 
tracised anil orphaned. oa’ os
nJ ° "  dot not ^tracise Northern men. Oh 

hand y°Ur W°moa take them by the

I were dead. And may heaven continue to 
protect you from this poor, lyingjnudsill, 

ELI PEKKIN3.
p. S.—I shall now sit down after this 

humble letter of contrition and await invi
tations to lecture in all Louisiana towns of 
five hundred inhabitants and upward. If 
the engagements don’t follow then. I shall 
take back this “statement,” and write my 
“true storv" of the whole affair, ending up 
by demanding a “bill of particulars.” 
Send on your invitations, dear bandits, 
send ’em on! . .  , .

As Uncle Eli handed onr reporter his let
ter of contrition he burst into tears and 
sank heavily on the sofa—a sobbing, ruined, 
broken-hearted man.—Chicago Inter Ocean.

The Great Iowa meteor.
Professor N. R. Leonard, of tbe chair of 

mathematics and astronomy, at the Iowa 
State University, has had the good fortune 
to secure a portion of a fragment of the 
meteor which fell near Homestead, Iowa 
county, on Friday evening, Febraary 12. 
The exact locality of its fall was the south
east quarter of section five, township 
eighty, rauge nine west. It was on the 
farm of Mr. Sherlock. Some members of 
his family were returning from a spelling 
school at tbe time of the descent of the 
meteor, and saw, as they thought, three or 
four fragments fall in the direction of their 
house. Those of the family who remained 
at home heard this fragment aa it wont 
whizzing by, and thought that it had 
passed over the house. They sought for it 
the next day and the day following, but in 
consequence of the deep snow did not find 
it nDtii Monday, when a daughter of Mr. 
Sherlock found it about fifty rods northeast 
of their house. Professor Leonard has 
visited the spot and noted such items as 
were attainable.

Tbe meteor struck npon the snow and ice 
just neyond a little slough that rune 
through their pasture, making a very slight 
indention in the ground, and bounded 
northeast, a distance of thirty feet or more, 
up a slight declivity, and came to rest upon 
the snow. It was apparently warm when 
it fell, for, when found, it was adherent to 
the ice and snow underneath, so that it 
required a smart rap to loosen it. Professor 
Le mat'd entertains the suspicion that the 
place pointed ot\t is not the first place of 
striking, but that when tbe snow goes off 
he shall be able to find uuon the other side 
ot the slough a more decided mark or im
pression where it first alighted and from 
which it bounded to the spot first men
tioned. This, ot course, is mere conjecture, 
but it seems that the impression made upon 
the ground where it first alighted should 
have been more decided.

Tbe weight of the entire fragment was 
seven pounds six ounce*, though we are 
sorry to state that before Professor Leonard 
could gain possession ot it it had been re
duced to three pounds eight ounces, to sup
ply specimens, not to men of science, but 
simply to neighbors or curiosity hunters. 
This mutilating of the specimen is greatly 
to be regretted, and as it is every way prob
able that with the melting of the snow other 
fragments now buried in the deep snow 
drifts will be found, the hope is entertained 
that tbe press and all who desire the 
advancement of science in this rare and 
deeply interesting field, will use all their 
influence to prevent the mutilation of suoh 
other fragments as may be louuit, and to 
urge that, preparatory to the dividing up 
of the meteor among the different museums 
or cabinets of the State, it shall be collected 
at ono place so that it may be examined 
and photographed as a whole—or as nearly 
so as possible.

The specific gravity of the specimen ap 
pears to be near 3.50, its structure strong, 
with some admixture of iron. The laoe of 
tbe fragment which formed a part ot the 
surface of the original body is covered with 
a comparatively thick black coating not 
perfectly smootbe, while that face by which 
the fragment was joined to the main body 
is coated in like mauner but m a less degree, 
l'he outer surface has the pitted appearance 
characteristic of such bodies.

Professor Leonard has placed a sample in 
the hands ot Professor Hiericbs for chemical 
analysis, and hopes soon to be able to an
nounce definitely as to the number and 
proportion of the different elements it 
contains.
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Farming Under the Sea.
The fact is not generally known, even in 

these parts, tho business having been con
ducted in a quiet manner, that within three 
hours’ ride of Boston a large and profitable 
business has been carried on, ever since 
1849, along the sea shore, aud which is noth
ing more nor less than farming under the 
sea. Six miles south of Minot’s Light—that 
tall nharos that stands out in the sea, 
rocked as a cradle on a hidden rock—on the 
southern side of Massachusetts bay, the 
shore suddenly changes its direction and 
turns away from the southwest to a little 
west ot south. Just at the turn is Scituate 
harbor, and behind the harbor is tlie quaint 
little village of Scituate, still suggestive of 
Old Colony times and customs. It was 
here that the “oid oaken bucket” 
hung in its well. The summer tourist over
looks this place, with its dismantled light
house, its breezy cliffs and noble views of 
land and sea. Everywhere upon the coast 
of Eastern New England may be found, 
about ten feet below low water mark, the 
lichen known as carrageen—tho “Irish 
moss” ot commerce. It may bo torn from 
the sunken rocks anywhere, and yet this 
little seaport of Scituate is almost the only 
place in the country where it is gathered 
and cured. This village is the great centre 
ot the moss business in this country, and 
the entire Union draws its supplies from 

beaches. Long rakes are used in 
tilting this marine farm, and it does not 
take long to fill the many dories that await 
the lichen, torn from its salty, rooky bed. 
Purples anil browns, maroons', blacks, yel
lows and dull dark reds, gleam and glisten 
in the sunlight. Airy fronds, too delicate 
to grow in the open air, they spread their 
lace like shapes under the soft water far 
down in the quiet, below tbe foam and roar 
ol the sea. Every moss-covered rock, everv 
teng trend of kelp, every cluster and grove 
ot yellow rock weed aud green patch of sea 
lettuce, stands out clear in a curiously 
reflected light, wljile the lordly lobster, a 
sort of a green dragon, crawling backward 
and trailing his arm behind him, darts out 
from between the groves of kelp, as the 
ciuel rake is diawn across the fruit, and 
with staring yellow iey. s in his hideous 
lace, the creature seems to object to such 
an intrusion from above and swims off 
witli a rolling motion, through the schools 
ot jelly fishes, whose gorgeous globes are 
radiant with every tint of the rainbow. 
Every rock and boulder is covered with 
moss. The husbands and fathers gather the 
moss from the sea, the wives and daughters 
prepare it for market by a peculiar yet sim
ple process. Noak it in water and it will 
melt away to jelly. Boil it with milk, and ' 
a delicious, white and creamy blanc-manga 
is the result. But this mossing ia a hard 
hie. I ts  wet and cold in the boat, tho 
sand of the beach is hot and burning, and 
the washing tubs are hard on the back.
in m ‘.0r i bU8,n'T  »**»•*«»« was started in 181J by a resident of the place. At that
time the demand for the article was limited! 
but it lias now increased to an annual
$10OOOtetn tl10’000 barrel«- and brings $10,000 into the town, which sutn is shared
by some 130 families. Its consumption in 
the manufacture of lager beer is very
i?n’nt aB<ii tbe ?n,ire l)eer interest in tho c luntrv draws its supplies from Scituate 
ne,aches, as tho importation from Ireland 
has almost ceased. It is well known that 
tee moss, as nn article of food, is called 
,, a M”8a harine.”—Correspondence, San 
Irancisco Call.
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