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Plamed raoks of tall wild-cherry
Aud oireh surround

The balfhid, solitary
Oid burying ground.

All the low wall Is erumbied
)

« Tumbled
Stone upou stoue.

Ouly the sehool-hoy, scrambling
r Lis nrrow
Or lost ball—searcling, tramphng
The tulls of yarrow,

OF iniTk weed and slin mullein—
i plnos disturbs:
Or bowrd win -w wi culling
Her magie berbs,

Ko more the melancholy
Dark trains draw 1ear;

The dead posaess it wholly
This many u year.

The head stones lean, winds whistle
The 1ot £ £rass Wiaven,

Kank grow the dock snd thistle
Over the graves;

Avd wl s woate, deserted,
And drear, as though

Even the ghiosts deparied
Long yearn ago!

The squirrels start forth and ebatter
To soe e pass;

Grwsshoppers lvap and patter
In the dry grass.

1 henr the drowsy drumming
OFf wood peckers,

And suddeniy st my comivg
The quick grouse whira

Untonched through all mutation
Of times and skies,
A by goue generation
und me les:

Of high and low coadition,
Just snd unjuat,

The patient aud physician,
All turned to dust.

Suns, snows, drouth, cold, birds, bloesoms,
Visit the spot;

Ra'nw drench the quiet hosoms
Which heed them not.

Cuder an nged willow,
Tho earth my bed,

A morsy mownd my pilow,
1 lean my head,

Babe of 1his mother, dying
A freah Young bride,

That ola, 0! wan s lying
Hern by ber side!

T must; above me hovers
A hizae of dreams;
Bright wids and Iaughing lovers.
ife's morning glesos ;

The pust with all its passions,
118 toils and wiles,

Ite ancicut tolliss, tushions,
And tears sud swiles;

With thissts and fever rages,
And o¢ less puins,
Homding or the ages
Tts Liftio galus !

FPalr lives that bloom aud wsumr,
Thetr summer done;

Loved torms with heart-b reak hither
Borue ose by vue.

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

Whioh mourtied on esrth the other,
Or went before,

The soul risen from its embers,
Tu ite biest state

Perchanes not even remembers
* N varthly fate;

Nor hieeds, in the duration
Of aphocen sublime,

This pehble of creation,
This wave of Lime,

For m swift moment only
Such drvums ariee;

Then, turning (cowm thin lonely
Tossed ticid, oy «yes

Through elumps of whortleberty
briar ook down

er cemeleory

10 town,

Where wtil! meu build, and marry,
Avd airive, ard mourn,
And now the dark pali esrry,
Andd now are bovie,
—Atlantic
- ——— -

AIRY LILTIAN.
BY FREDERICK TRYON,

¥ Alonzo=Whe'r thou beest (s)he, or no,
Or some enchanted trifle to sbise me
As Into | hsve been, 1 uot know; thy pulse
Beats, un of flesh und blocd.”
=The Tempent, Act V, Soone 1.

It was through an atmosphere hazy and
laden to the suturation point with nicotine
that I looked at length with  sort of annoy-
ance at Tom, who sut with his feet on the
other side of the little open grate stove
which, by » bold fiction of the imagination,
was supposed to warm my office. i
silence ought, perhaps, to have been com-
strued as & tacit roversnce for the srgu.
ments which 1 had been advancing with
considerable uency during the past titteen
minutes. They wero certainly incontrover:-
ible, sustained as they were by the ouly too
material aud acknowledged facts about vs.
Certainly, bad he beon disposed to assanil my
proposition, thut the work of establisaing a
practice by a young physician without con-
nections was one of poverty and misery and
long suffering, the wuction room furniture
would have cresked a denial, my unused
instruments would have snapped their joints
with indigoation in the drawer st the other
mide of the hittls room, and the gray ashes
that o nearly crowded out the coals from
the grate would huve glowed sguin in re-
monstrance.  This last event could not have
been wholly disagreeable, sineo we had
been smoking for s warmth ruther than for
enjoyioent, und my pipe had gono out in
the ardor of discourse,

But coutroversy wus not what my heart
sought; rather sywpathy. And Tom, to
whom my plaint had lost ita sonl-moving
quality by frequent repetition, replying at
first with words that became iparticolate in
the struggle to puss his pipe stem, had then
punctunted my remarks with meaningless
gutturais, and finally subsided into the
quict of abetraction. 1t was not speechloss
conviction, then, but qnite another state of
mind thut 1 saw portrayed on my friend’s
countenunce; and thore fell npon we that
eense of loss which comes with the convie-
tion that s well expressed and foreibis
grumbie has been thrown away on deaf
CaTR,

Whether it waa the upnamed influence
which popular superstition asgigns to the
gaze of the human eye, or whether 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 viacaney,
hin eyes enlarged thoe visual angle until
probably my figure cawe in eight, and be
epoke:

“Too bad. Didn’t yon colleet anything?"

“Collect your sensvs, Tow,"” said 1, with
eome indignation at this irrelovant speech,

“So I will; so I will,” was Tom's unof.
fended reply, us he drew that long breath
which sccompanies a change of wental oc-
capation—or, to speak with more scientifie
exactness, which is caused by the involun-
tary recpivatory muscles relieving them-
selves from restraint. I was thinking of
something else.”

Now, this mood of abstraction had been
growing on Tom of late. His oceasional
visits of friendship and condolence at my
oflice had been given vp more completely
to that fumigation which is 8o adwirable
an accompuniment to, but not wholly a
substitute for, sympathetio compavionstip,
and the evidence that he had something on
his mind whose voutemplation was more ab-
sorbing than even the picture of Wy Woes,
bad at length beeome irresistible, I have
no hesitation in saving that 1 was more
sellish than my friend. Miserable egotist
that I was, my own atlairs filled my mind
80 eutirely that, although pereeiving that
hodh"d "l 'roinbh'. llnhnl wy eyes to the fact
and intlieted myself upon bhim more op-
sistently than ever. s =

It may be thut Tom thought himeelf lack-
ing in genero-ity while permitting me to
unbosom myself and offcring nothing 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 mowent, lun{ enough to
blow a large ring of smoke, thick us » ahip's

cable, and then to send another, slim as the
bracelet of the dantiest wrist, whirling
through the exaot centre of the first, when,

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

“Roger, what are the signs of incipient
insunity 1"

The inconsequence of this remark made
its substance rather startliog.

“What in the world do youn ask -boqt
that for, old fellowi” said I.  “Therc's
Maudsley's treatise will tell you all about
it, if you really want to know; but, you see,
when everybody is more er less insane, it
breuks out in all sorts of ways. You have
to wutch for it.”

“No; but serionsly, now, did you ever see
anythiog in me that made you think—that
wade you suspeet—

“*Nonsense, Tom ! what has got into your
head ("

“Tuat'sexactly what I want to talk to you
about. 1 waut you to feel my pulse”—here
he stretehed out an srm that wonld have
been forwidable, indeed, bad &8 mudman's
mind controlled its sction. “Does it run
slong turicusly? Look at my eyes, are the
pupila dilated and glaring! "1s there any-
thing bloodshot and feverigh there! Do 1
avoid your glance?! Look me straight in
the exe. Now give your professional judy-
ment

I must have grinned in a mannoer most
exasperating to an earnest inquirer as 1
guzed into Tom's honest face and calm blue
eyen, aud felt a pulse tull, strong, and per-
fectly regulur in ity beat, as my sense told
we, quite below seventy-eight.

“lLdon't know aa I can trust you Tom.”
said I, lavghing. “You ure, doubtless, as
wad 28 & March bare; but, probubly, there
is nothing here to excite a display of your
mania."”

*It's mo fooling matter,” responded my
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 head is as sound as s nut,
and don't you go to crack it with soeh
botheration. There is no surer way to get
the bypo than to think about it.”

o .fx‘.’x believe you,” said Tom. “Bat
that settles the queation. If I'm not going
crazy, I know what I am.”

“What's that 1"

“Floored.” ?

“EhI”

“Smitten! Smashed! Dome up entirely !
Spooney on & ghost ! «juculated Tom, as if
to exhaust the synonymws of slang in aiding
my comprehension.

Now, s neither Tom nor myself was
even approaching that condition of material
prosperity which is thought a necessary
rruwdenl of matrimony, it shonld, perbaps,
have been cousidered an act of profound
discretion on his part to fall in love, if fuli
he muat, with a creators so inexpensive and
intavgible a8 a ghost; but the statement wis
none the less strunge and possibly alarm-
ing. It certuinly required axslmnlion.

“Toat's about the long and short of it,”
coutinued Tom, leaning back his head and
sending the smoke through his nostrils to-
ward the ceiling. “If 1'm eubject to illu-
#ions and that sort of thing, I am all righy;
it is only un insune imagining. If my Lowd
clear, a8 you say it is, then I won't spswer
for myeelf. The tirst time I saw ler at
Mume. L’Astra’s —."

“Yon don't mean to say you've been
ruuning after that sort of aiumbug, Tom," 1
exclaimed, in smazement.”

“I mean to say exactly that,” replied he;
“and I dou't kuow about its beiuga hum-
bug, eitber; or that a lawyer hasn't 88 much
right to investigate physical phenomens an
a pbysician. But 1 was zoing to say that
the first time I went to one of those mite-
r{a}:fing seances, 1 fell in love with that

irl.

’ “Then she isn't a ghost?"

“Oh! you know what I mean. They cqll
it o materialized spirit. [ don't miod taik-
ing to you about her, Roger, and I have
been bursting to talk to some one. | find 1
van't keep it to myself; she is really grow
ing fond of me.”

**A true epirit love!"

“And isn’t that the truest kind? She al-
ways wears my flowers when she APpears;
und mudam vuys that if 1 am not there, she
scems more shadowy and sad. Two
weeks ago she let ‘'me kiss her hand,
und when I had a private sitting, she really
put her cheek against mine, 1f it wers not
tor those tonches, I should think with you
that it is all a huwmbug; but they thrill e
now. Then I thought, perhups’ I was not
all rightin my bead. Perbaps you can't
tell. Are you sure?!  But your brain is elear
enongh, and you shull come with me and
see for yourself.”

“Whent”

“This evening,” answered Tom, pulling
out his wateh,  “Madame begins her seance
at eight. We shall have just fifteen min-
utes to ger there ”

The doorway before which Tom halted
me was the entrance of one of those sewi
public baildings in which rooms way be
 hired for any conceivable purpose on pay-
ment of rent weekly in advance, whether
one may wish to use them for preaching,
for m-nnfut-luriuﬁ. or for lodging. There
was evidently a photographer’s room ia the
upper story, for padlocked shutters Lid
what must have been a remarkable display
of “art” just inside on the walls of tha p
sage. Tue words, “Intelligence Office
mocked the prsser in brilliant let-
ters on one side; and opposite swung
a flattened representation of & por.
tion of the human leg, which,
when viewed in profile, illustrated the
lrﬁrml of “Guitera Muade to Order,” and
when seen edgewire, painfully suggested a
vietim of the torture of the iron boot.
Tuere was, of course, a dentist up one
light, and the sign of a patent invention of
sotne sort was very fresh at the foot of the
staircase,

The street lump shone brigiitly, or the
modest tin plate tacked on one of tho jambs
of the door way, announcing “Mme. Estelle
L'Astra, Clgirvoyunt,” wenld bave been
invieible. Tom preceded md up the stuics,
turned to the right theough u close darkpees
that seemed 10 wake itsell swelt, and
climbed avothor tlight ar the top of which
swung a dim kerosene lump, shedding oily
rays on two cards of the showease oraer,
one of which read: “Mmme. E<telle L’Asira,
Business and Healing Medinm:” and the
other, “Seanee To-night;” while the hund of
an unprofessional letterer had added in
vickery print beneath, “Walk In.”

As 1 followed my compusion throngh the
door, which be opened a8 if fumiliar with
the peculiar  weakneeses of the Jouse
knob  und  the rattling  lateh, there
fwote upon my ecnses that odor, in-
describable in " words, which is found
ouly in apartwents bearing more thun
their share of the burdens of duily human
existence. Thero was a suggestion of tea
and tosst in the air,with possibly vomething
fried; a sofu bed and & curtsined recoss,
which was doubtless a luvatory, hioted
other family uses of the room; a faint flavor
of wet gingham tloated in from the um
brella stand in the entry to mingle with the
econt of the lumps; and when to thess were
added the burdened exhalstions of some
dozen persons slready sesembled for the
exhibition, it did not ‘seem sltogether ju-
credible that from such an atwosphere a
&pirit having synilietic power :-nul-‘ casily
gather the means of materialization.

“Fitty cents admission, it you pliase,”
said a large and not unkindly looking
woman, as we passed into this bome of mys
teres, advancing with sn assumed dignity
ludicronsly out of keeping with the nuture
of her demand. “Ab! Mr. Bolter, I am
glad to see you. We had a beautitul seeance
lnst evening. They were atl so harmonious,
We don't cften get'the conditions so perfect;
harmony ia ko essentisl.  There was & jads
bere who received w wondertul test, It wes
her brother, killed two yours ago by the In-
G1ans in Arizona. [ was under the control
of Big Mountain, and he deseribed it ex
actly. He gave the initials of the name—J.
V. R —which are Very uncommon initinls.
Liliun dido't seem in good spirite lust
night and couldn't waterialize, only her
hands. It was u great disappointment. Do
you Know, shie tells me she is never so
strong as when you are in the rofmeShe
draws a great deil from you, und that ix a
relief to me; it is so exhansting to my moag-
netism to keep up the supply of Ler cur
rents when she materializes,”

During the progress of thi< professionn!
monologue I had opportunity to regard the
person who had such tamiliar relation-
with the unseen. She was s tail woman, wir
# frame implying oconsideruble physics|
power, dressed plainly in bluck that showed
signs of wear and of carerul preservation;
her hair, which gave intimations of grayv,
arranged close to her head, and her face,
while not yet what might be called sg.,
showing the harduess which rally pre
cedes the wrinkling of the skin. Her tigure
was tull, and her teeth, when she smiled in

i of Tom, apy d preternaturally
regular,

“This is my friend, Mr. Atkinson,” asia
Tom, introducing me; *‘I hope Lilan will
sppear to-pight, for I wish him 1o see her
very much.”

“I bave wo doubt she will,” said the
secrens, addressing we, “She told me she
would come and bring your flowers, Mr.
Bolter; although the weather is so bad that
the eonditions not very favorable. 1
don’t know as we shall get the Howers.”

I wentioned my gratifivation, and referred
to the intereat which her nume had awak-
ened in me.

“That is my epirit nams,” was her reply.
“They gave it to me. Estelle L'Astra—it
in Alwato language, and mesns the Sturry
One. They esy LI bave great iufluence
among them,"

There had heen several fresh arrivals
durivg our conversation, and after enllect-
ing fitty cents frow each, Mme, L'Astra,
whose name, as interpreted, recioed sufil
ciently insppropriste, sononnced that she
felt the influence eoming on, and that har-
mony would be gained i some one wounld
sing. Song was quavering!v turnished by
two ladies of elderly hu'it, in whom |
thought | saw habirues of the entertain
ment. Nor was harmony disturbed when,
on the entrance of a tardy disciple, the me
dinm, aronsed trom the waguetic sloep that
was rapidly possessing her through cighs
and gaspings and coniortions, calm!y wade
chungs for fitty cents, und was speedily
under “control” again,

Soun the spirit apske. It was an Indisn
warrior who claiwmed possession of the
atary one. Heannounced Lis presenco by a
whoop, and Le chuckled and grunted as he
pictured the epirit forws which be saw
standing in shat close ard stutly chamber,
now over the shonlder of this, and eguin by
the side of another. One hw summoned to
clasp the band of the medinm and listen to
a revelation from a guardian sngel giving
his nume us John, to the effict that perse
verance in the right will bring huppiness,
und that the future hus changea of imporc
wnce in store. A woman, in whose dress
there is conspicuous absenee of bright color,
is compelled to ply her bandkerchief frecly
8 she hears what o her ia the lisping voice
of her child, assuring her that heaven is
much nicer than she expected, sod that
dear papa is there by Ler side, anxions to
#peak with dear mamma at a priv i
with this excellent wedium, g
substantial business win hears, wit ing
eyes, the sasertion of & epirit giving his
name as William, to the eftect that the
enterprise in which he is now engaged is
in dauger of faiiure through the treschery
of o man with dark buir; sod Lis slann
ia only partislly queited when the
spirit #'ill promises to irtlaenco Lim to-
ward the rmight course, especially if be
will inguire sgaio throngh thy mediam,. A
young wan, with resplondent seaef ringz and
buge dangling locke?, is inclined to skepti-
cism, and prone to indulge in scofling and
gentle raillecy, until startled into wondering
fuith by the apirit'a revelation of the fuct,
known only to the younz man hirself, that
his appetite is not good in the carly worn-
ing, sud that he frequently feela it neces
sary to tuke bitters. When the Indisn war-
rior adds that feamomiie flowers uro not us
beueficial as thorowort, the youth gives s
couscious start, throsts sometbing into his
cheek with hia tongue, and clides sway
his seat astonished,

During all this and mnch more, 1 was
ocenpied in watching Tom's expression. It
waa that of one bored, half eontemptuons,
and on tho verge of disgust. Neirber did he
display evidence of a truly harmonious spir
itual frame of mind when Mme, L'Atra,
shaking off her possessian, stood with one
koeo under the piano ard snmmoned by her
word stout spirita, who liced swod  onmped
the heavy inatrument in time to musie.  Ie
was only when she strerched two heavy
shawla across one end of the room thut i
spark of intereat seemed to tlash in his face.

“Now, Roger,” suid he, “you wmay think
what you liks about the Indian und the
piano. L Eknow you could dous wall as that

Yourself. But you must heti ve this,"”

“My friends,” spoke Mme, A'Astra, “the
£pirits that have been with ny i
have not all acquired the high developm
necessary to enable thom to become vis
to carthly eves; but 1 have the sromise of
Liliun, one who has reached & higher plane,
that she will materializo so far 43 the con-
ditions permit

Thers waa a brief silencs, durin
thero wes evidently mnel LERTR TS
ceeding from the medinm, whoso sprsmonie
twitehinge und flutteriogs wers cven puain
ful,

“I s not sure that Liliag will ha alle—"

Here her speech was ens short by i wh
baod that protruded frow vetween the
chawis, nod Lid iself goutly across her
lips.,  Something glittered on the round
arm.  Asight went up from the eniirs com-
panv.

“My hracelet ! muttered Tom,

I looked at wy friend in
wonder.

“Have you been wastinz your substanee
on & chadow in that way "

But he was gazing in a sort of ectauy at
the swuying shawls. Two hands, sbu; ¥,
and attached to arms whose symmetery was
unquestioned, now sppesred, ok
vanished. The dim ligh —fur the )
becn turned down svd swellsd vilely—per-
mitted ouly shapes to be seen; when, sul
denly, sceming to glow ae if by the light of
its own beauty, there sprang cut, frawed
between those muaiy shawls, & fsce,
bright, jovous loveliness was better worihy
of the spirit land than of dull emth. The
folds of the drupery were gathered olose be-
neath the chin, Slowly they parted down-
ward for the space of two or threa band
breadths, giving a glimpse oi u throat s
white and #5 round ax was litring far suel
1o her hair were flowers, snd aspray
The vision

i« whi

indignant

feoe
hung down toward her bosom,

geemed 10 meit rather then to draw back
within the curtains; aud wow, jor the st
tie, 1 uoticed thut ite eyes hud pever by
i ted compmidn

-

crted from my fascon
They were sull opon hinw
sevwed about to el
when, by a sudden s T
and bhust uickly inuro wi & han!
earvicd what secmed $0 e wocmall boaneh o
tlowers to the lips, sud with @ wovo nent o4
il wafting s kiss i Tom's direciion, ihe
whole vanisbed,

He was on his feet in an inatant, drag
we alter Liw,

“That ia all. Come! conel”
puiled out of the sow stithing den, down
the stairs, past the iotelligones e, tha
patent agency and (bo dentist’s room, dark
aud dirmal enough for the haunts of verile
ble ghosts, into the sireet

1 can't stay and heur their doubts nod
ridicule, or their twaddling beliet eitior
witer that,” he ot last apoke, «8 we buttoned
up our coute and turned down the stroet
toward wy office.  “Now, what do yor say,
Roger!”

“f should like to ses the sonpz lady in
less dramatic situation wut 80 anuch
stoge eficet, if 1 Wiy Si) o i b rutly
distracting to sober judian ‘nt unon her”

“But you understand we, I mean, what
do vou say about wel Am I under m
balineination, oristhat the loveliest erentsre
in the world?"

Although fully confident that the appari
tion of the fuir young girl with witeh {he
exhibition closed was 01 tho semo fietitions
character ag the spirit revelutions and the
tippiogs that had preceded. it was s
bic for me to dislodge from Tom's wind the
vidiculons votion that the purity mod besuty
Of the fuce guaranteed 15a o lestinl oign,
and thut whers all else mizht he dece sion,
Liltun was w trath, He tried o exalan 1o
we the diterence in the foeling which be
sxperienced toward this maceessible sp i
love as compared with that which e wi st
feel toward one of lesa evisese ut
blooi. The hopelessness of wil 1)
pusscssion, the mntangzibility of the objuct of
bis affection exeept tor & Tew woments al
a thwe, the brief mterviews perwrted, ull
reuded 1o give un clevaiion to his pusson
snch us no earthly conditions coa'd pro

Hee, )

I began t

i
Aind he

ear that my friend waa indeed
tonched wit mania on this surject, und
us the weeks wore on this iy m wius
contirmed, snd gave e excee pain
For Tom peglected his law reading, yes.

lected  me, neglected cversthing, sppa-
rently, except the ghostly Liltan.  He wae

A constant visitor at Muwe. L'A dia's, and
twice, ua I passed the doorway, ail [ en
counter Lim comimg out with a cowfes-
auee expressive of such exw!:zion of soul
that bis fuilure to recoinize we, his o)
Iriznd, wa no surprise.

My unxiety was at its ‘bviglﬂ. wheu one
WIErLoon there came n b=~ v rin »bwmy
otlice bell. It was not o1, ~ybonr£.to be

sure, but at that tune thoee disiuotions bhad
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little meaning in my practice. 1 was wanted
by Mrs. Lunt. No other doctor on the
streel was 10 be found, and I must come
ut once, The girl who brought the message
wore a water-proof clouk—tor it wus rain-
ing—with the bood put up over her head,
SLe waited in the passage while 1 hastily
armed myself with rubbers and umbrelia,
wnd then hurried me slong. She led we
through & prssagze, up A stairease, then turn-
g aud up again, nutil she placed her hand
on the ruitling kuob of & door, on which
were the words: “Mme. L'Astrs, Business
uod Healing Medium.”

“Isn’t there some wistake here?” I asked,
ter I was young mn the profession, und mwore
Acnsitive to possible aesocieBon with quack-
ey, and w other violatious of the cudeo of
ethics, than Taw now

the girl, in a voi
coarse and metailie quality. ¢
where Mre, Lunt lives, Her other nawme is
Mwo. L'Astra.  Come right in.”

It was the rams room, with but a slight
cbunge in apprarance, whi'e the odor of
#lew of some medicing! berbs wga added to
tho compound which 1 lind soalyzed on my
former visit, The sofa-bed was in ita bed
furm, und on it lay Mwme L'Attrs, evidently
el nearer the spirit world thun she ever
betore Ruspected herself of being.

As 1 raised my head from a brief ex-
amination of the sick woman to ask a ques-
tion of 1he wirl, wio had thrown off her
cloak snd was st at the side of the
concy, I wus con ns of 1 puzzling remin-
iscencn,  The face 1 had cortoiuly scen be-
fore, yet 1 utterly failed to recail the cir
cumastunces, It was vouthiul and fresh;
rather too fresh and obirusively rovy for
refinoment, in tact; the texture of the skin
sevmed healtiy, but ¢oarse; the expression
was that of self'conaciousness, with a tings
ol boudness, 4 . in the manner of dressing
the hair thers was & somewhat unpleasant
surgestion of frowas display. The features
were in their shupe not without beanty of a
rather striking character, aud rlis was what
agituted my memory.

A« 1 locked T becate conscions that the
feeble exyes of the soeres8 wWere upou we,
evidently with recoguition in their gaze. |
bent wy head to hear what she was strug-
Siing to atter.

“Do—yon—know—her!” rolling her eyes
in the direction of the girl. y

At enes it He-hed throngh my mind.
Here was the origingl of the spirit Liliun,
in ber permanent'y materialized form, us
reen without the necessorles of shadows und
tlawers, and probably pearl powder sud
chalk.

“Don’t—expose—her. I—did it all—for
her.  She—will not—starve when Fm gone,”
gus{)‘oll oat the old woman, *Lucy!

“Well, mother 1"

But whatever the poor woman bad to eay
to her daughter was left uosaid. Her
strength was exhasted by the short effort
1o exvite my sympathy for ber helplossness.
The muterunl instinet wes strong even to
the verge of death, aod would have em
pluyiea tue lust breath iu the service of the
cbild,

When I returned to my ofiice there was
Tow. Had he at this time put to me the
question regarding lus sanity my answer
would bave been less contident than it bad
been w month before,  Hidg delusion had
grown apace. He had indolged in faucies
Lhat were aotualiy wild at times. Oune of
these wus, that since be could never PORBEES
Lilisu in this world, he would serve hisown
happiness by getting bimself in the spirt
world as quickly as possible. He would be-
come restive under opposition; and when, as
I met bim now, be sdvanced with the srate-
went that be bad coma to say good-by,
wished me to take the key ot Lis room snd
deliver in the worning o package I wonld
fimi on the tubie, us e was 10 take the night
train and wo 70t ba back tor some days,
I thought the orisis hud come. It required
4 fliurp awakening, or his manis wight in-
dedd push i on to suicide,

*Have you vade good-by te Liliau and the
mewdam ! 1 asked, with as close an imitation
ol santry us 1 could sumwmon up.
iitan, Lilian," said Twm, with the
strangest yearning in his volee aud eyes.

No: madam has been too sick to give sit-
tings tor a fortaizht pust. But 1 bope toece
Lilua before I retarn.™
en does your train leave?”
ikes no difference—I mean, about
T, 1 bedieve,”
sou will huve time 1o walk 2 tittle
way with ‘we. Ihsvea patient to whom I
mast veinm at opee
v ¥e&," said Tom, wearily; “I'll walk
alovg with yon.”

Now, ! thought to.mvself, for an experi-
mwnt that will cither kill or care, If Tom
vuld nou yield Lis morbid tuney to reason,
Lo mnst to startling fact.

“Here! You're surely not going up herve!”
eaid he, as I turned into the doorway of the
passuge lewding o Mwe, L'Astra’s apart-

e« 1 replied. “The madame is my
patient. Come np with me. It is a curious
cage, end 1 kuow she won't object to my
bringing you in tor 8 minute.”

“It wukes no diff renee! It maskes no
differenes now!" [ heard Tom mutter as he
tollowed we ulong the dim passuge.

1 presumed upon my professional privi-
lege for & purpose of my own, and entered
without knocking,  Madame lay as before,
and the tilial Lucy was engaged in minis-
teriayg, with camphor and other such ecom-
wen wedicaments, to the sick woman's
funcicd comtort, She was tender enough
in her eare, but ontwardly she was even
lesu pttractive thau when 1 had seen her a
few hours before. She Lad changed her
gown tor ene of caulico, which, without
being absolntely slntternly, hud 2 leaning
in that direti Her hauir, which she hud
worll loose, hid beeome tangled and was
ackew over ber forchead. 11 r fuco looked
reader and courser than ever; and, but for
those farge and brifliant eves, I doubt i
Tom would buve recoguized the Aifan of
Lisfunoy.

Perhaps the eyes themselves would bave
boeu insuflicient, bud not a startled ook
come into them as their clance foll npoy
Forug but that he suw it afi, and took it al)
in nt enee, 1 was conseings,

It wue, in wy opinton, an even chance
whether Yis manin wonid burst ont into
evihnt insunity on tho kpot, or whetber bis

Yaeteal strengih would collupse, anid then

Ly worun of fever to work off his
But  Tom

neither yelicd nor
. All the wen iu him rose up ay
and suved him, Lali erazed thouzh he
hoi heen, This is what be said, speaking
low in my ear

“Dou’y burey yourself, Roger; but when
You get through with your patient you
pecdu't wuit for me. T want to speak with
that soung woman.'

What was spoken at that interview Tom
revertold me exactly, It was enough to
Lkuiw, from the manner in which piadam
sounded his praises ot wy subscquent visit,
thut be had bebaved b th handsowely and
direreetly; and from Tow Liwself, that his
dilogion was over,

Sime. L'Astra, perhaps I onght to say un.
fortunately, paud tribute to Lues's nursing
snd wedical 8kill by recovering: and if the
spirits that have gone before thus lost by
the postponement of what would donbtless
have boen & distingaisised arvival, the ma
tediulized ghost= visiting this sphers endured
perhaps greater bereavement, for Lilian
reappested. 1 think this must huve
tevn ove of the conditions imposed by Tom
for 1w rilence on the subjoct; and whatever
iy have been Mume, L'AS4's ambation for
Lor very sabstantial funiinr spirit, it eould
hurdiy bave been thut of which Tom shortly
biousht we news, 0 the sunoumcement of
the marnage of Locy Lunt to the keeper of
w osmall restnraet around the corner—
Seribnier’s Monthly

= i —
The New Pontil Cards.

The new postal cards will be unlike those
now in uee. The color will be violer blue,
The borider and all ditections as o where

ved how 1o woite tutie sud address will be
tepenscd with. A wonegram formed of
e detters “ U, 8" will be printed on the
card in black Tuis will be on the
upper lefi-band corner, across which will ba
the words ** Postal Card.” Tl vignette—
Liborty with ber luxuriant tresses banging
down hir back and confined by a can—
sdorns the upper lettband corner The
rew cards Wil be wenticu) i size with the
old ines. They will cost 139 to mannfue.
ture, and will be ready for delivery about
the widdie of April :

A red-baired lady. who was um bitious of
'itcrary aistinetion, found but a poor sale
for ber book. A gentleman in aking of
b er dicsppointment, euid: “}er E'nir is red
( read) it her book 1 not." Ap aunditor in
* Wmpling 1o relhte the ke elsewhere,

# aid: “She bas red L.ir, if bgr book hasa's.

A PETITI0N TO TIME.

Touch us gently, Time!
Les us glido niown thy stream
Gently—us we sometimes ghde
Toroagh s quiet dream!
Humble vo¥sgers are we,
Husand, wite, and chiliren three—
(One in lost—au ang-l, fle
To the azure, overhead!)

Tourch us gently, Timel
We've not proud noc soaring wings
@ur ambitiov, our coutent,
Livs {u simple things.
Humble voyagers are we,
Oer Life's dim, unsounded sea.
Sevking only some calt clime—
Touch uz zently, geutle Time!

—_——
ELI PERKINS WAKES UP.

Oar reporter found “Eli Perkins in a suf
fering erute at the Palmer House yester-
day. Ho was bordering on insanity., His
table was covered with dozens of letters,
snd in his bands he clutched a8 wany
White League editorials,

“What is the matter?” asked our reporter,
d vn the frenzied lecturer from a

as he ws
distance.

“Matter, sir!” M-a-t-t e-r! Why, I've gone
and told the trath, sir—gone like a darned
fool #nd let the truth all ont about the
Louisiann bosiness—gone like un idiot and
told how the bandits murdered the six
Coushatta planters—gone—"

“But why did yoa do it, Mr. Perkins "
asked onr 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,
und I'm a ruived man,” and Mr. Perking
buried bis fuce m his hands. A moment
atterward be rallied a little and remarked:

“But [ couldn't belp it, young man. It
was so near the twenty-second of February,
In my mind’s eye | ssw the memorable
hatebet. 1 baa been muking arrangoments
for w Waushington dinner, and with the
father of his country befors me, io an un-
guarded momwent, I told the truth ahout
Coushutta und the murdered Republicans
in Lonisiana. I deeply regret wy rashness
now, but it 18 o late—too Lut«,”

“How too late, Mr. Perkins!” asked our
reporter,

“Why, yonng man, don't you see the
newspupars—how they all want to kiJd me
for telling the truth? Just as they nsed to
want to kill Owen Lovejoy when the old
rebel fords throw his free press in the river
und jost us they wanted to kill Summner and
Buringame and Greeley. It's the sume
thing ever again, my boy. The noble Dem
ovrats and honest, weak kneed Republicans
of the North are bowing down to the South
and its beantiful tyraony and sweet inno-
cence and brigandage, just to get their votes
at the vext Presidentiul election—and
slunghtering every man who is fool enough
to tell the truth, Ob, I've dowe it—done it
wilthdn-y eyes open. and now I'm to be
killnd!"

*“How killed, Mr. Perkina! How —i"

“Why kilied by the newspaper, young
man. Look at the Shreveport Times. Sew
here’s & wholo page—dreadfal tire-eating
stutf—and all because I was stupid enongh
‘o tell the trath. Read that!” and Uncle
Eli tbrust the Shreveport Zimes into our
reporter’s hand:

“THE TOURNAMENT OF LIARS.

““The President and his politicians have
dragged all the slom and pools of moral in -
fsmy and degradation to find creatures in
huwan shape to lie up & case agaicst the
Southern people, and if' they had scraped
hi—1 with & fine-tooth comb vﬁ ¢ could not
have gathered a crowd of dirtier seoundrels
than those they buve fished up.  The Presi-
dent’s first message on Lovisiana #ffairs isa
model of beastly Iying, and it is the official
duty and personul awbition of Rudieal Jjour-
nals, Radieal politicians, Radical army of-
ficors, und Radical correspoudents, to rival
that consummats and symmetrical work ot
pulttical shame, oflicial turpitude, and moral
infumy. Phil Sheridun has come nearer the
mark thun uny other man, and is conse.
quently  kigher in the confidence of the
President than bis fellow brates, But the
Iuter-Occan 18 elogs up with hiw, and Dog
Merrill and two or three of his dirty little
licutensnts here, have done their level best
uud secomplished some very clever things
in the wuy ofs Iying about the Southern
people, Scrubs nuve a natural antipathy
to gentlemen, nud the President has direct-
ed that antipathy into a channel where it
can develop wost full and treely; and there-
tore the rivalry awonz the rascals ia vager,
intense and progressive, Tand  the Inter.
Ocean closes upon the beels of Phil Sheri-
dan, and ¢l i_v followed by Dog Merrill
and bis dirty little scholars | in infumy-—
Hodg-on, Melutosh, Wallace and Gerlach—
han culisted in its nid o new recruit.

Not wany days ago the editors of this
aper received a visit from Melville D,
Landon, better kuown in journsliatio circles
a8 “Eli Perkins.” Tkis ‘man has obtained
nototiely as a humorist lecturer aud as a
writar of burlesque.

Hs was received by us with kindness and
introduced to several gentlemen of this
oity; ho bore ubout him all the marks of a
gentleman, and he gives evidence of 8880
ciation with cultivated people,

Being  fanoy wen and somewhat noto-
rious for Lis Durlesque writings, Eli was
co:dinlly received by the editors of this
paper and several of their friends, and
treated with the utmost kindness, He told
us he had realized a competency by his
writings and was now independent of regu-
lar gervice on the prees; that when he wrote
anything e sent 1t to the New York Swun
and recerved u lurge price for it. He asked
to read the history of the Coushattn affair
which appeared in the Times, and it was
given him to peruse. He talked not at all
wbout L)-nlizica. saying he was not a poli-
tician, but & humorist, and that he could
take peither side. else the journals of the
other would ruin him in his lecturing busi-
ness, ete,

This mun “Perkins" was treated here
with the greatest Kinduess, and we parted
with him belweving bim a cultivated gentle.
wan and a genial, good nutured und very
amusing fellow, who had run down hers,
us.lm suid, inst 1o see what sort of a2 conntry
{lu;‘ﬁuu and how Phil Sueridan’s banditti
aaktd,
~ Our surprise can, therefore, be better
lmagined thun deseribed, when wo read a
letter from this Northern mnd sill to the
Chicago  Inter-Ocean, written in  the
burlesque siyle, but as full of venomous
liew as it conld stick. We submitted the
letter to other gentlemen who bud met the
teilow here, and their expressions were

those  of  indignation and  disgnst,
Indeed, we aflirm that Eli Perkins'
letter  to _the  Inter-Ocean about  af-
fuirs in North Louisians is as vile,

dirty and sbameless a concoction of false-
lmm!s A5 any vagabond scoundrel ever
originated. He has misrepresented every
fact and misstated everything that was said
to him; he professes to “give the very lan-
guage of the White Lesugners he met, and
retails o mess of jurgon that is as strange
to the gentlomen he imposed npon as the
lingo ot Ethiopin, or as honeaty and manli-
nesa are to his character. There are reveral
ol the banditti in this city whom the dirty
rascal rpeaks of, but nene desire to kill
him, though it would afiord any one of
them infinite pleasure to give him such a
llor-ga whipping as would deter him from
again intrudivg himsell into the company
of decent men,

It has been suggested that as Curtia, the
cortespondent of the Inter Ocean, wan
charged with having visited this city in
cox., und wirh mingling only with negroes
und Dog Merrill, this scoundrel, mud sill
“Perking” had been sent down by that de-
lectable sheet in the capucity of #py and
correspondent, that it might be said he
mingled freely with the whites wnd got his
fnformation from them. Ogr own opinion
I& that he ia a vile, unserupulous, thieving,
lying, gambling puppy; that, beirg in Chi-
cagy, the Inter-Ocean 'made him ay offer to

Friie a series of livs sbout the people among
whom he bad been, and that he would have
105t as willingly and fluently written the
other way and told the truth, if the Chica-
£0 ZTimes had paid him s dollar or two
more to do eo0. Iv short, that he is a low,
vulgar, mean literary scavenger, who cares
no more for the truth than for talsehood,
and will write a lie aa readily as a truth, if
the cowpensation is a little better or as
good.  Such is Mr. Mellville D, Landon, or,
s he styles himself, Eli Perkins, the Yankee
bireling mudsill of the North. ¢

Such is Eli Perkine, who has written a
bumorous letter to the Inter Ocean which
has no humor in it, but is thiek and reckiog
with venom, cowurdice and lios, We have
dwelt with loving tenderneas upon this pen
sketch of the fellow, because we told Elem
emilingly over a beaker of Krug, that wo

thought him a real funny fi 5 ot
showe the real love &:t ‘l’llhi: M!ln;'nyn_“r

‘heart for us and ofir people, snd this
sketeh way gikv:‘ In?a fuiut idea of 'm
we really thio {bim. .

In couversing onjthe subject of the l:l.lml
ing news: of New York, the ecoun
remarked that he oonld give ns the am.:
ciroulation of ”éh' which u‘:l?lhd ::‘::"l‘.‘]' 1
{vrom the Newa Cujnpany; us
publeh the list if we d"g"b':&.‘.’.':{ suggested

i e sho! no P
mx.]‘(.:. ?: n:h.\ ligt: Sun, 118,000; Herald,
1R.000; Timen, 30,000; Tribune, 21,000; Worid,
G00; Evening Poxd, 8000; (.-'nmgurr:‘ml Adver-
tiser, TO00; Erprest, 1200; Mail, 1500,

We tarn the whlicious humorist over to
the tender mercijs of those of the ubave
papers which i hjas sttempted to injure.

“Well, that is bard, Mr. Perkins,” ob-
served our reportqdr us he finished reading
the article and wiped his eyeglusses with
his handkerchietl “That was dreadful,
vour telling these| bandits about the eiren-
lation of the New| York papers, wasn't it

“But suppose [ had gone on with the
outrage and said fhe Graphic has a circula-
tion of 18.000; tlo Weekly Inter Ocean »
cireulation ot §J000, aud the (:im-mm'ntl
Commercial a doply issue of 30,0007 I'm
glud I didu't noo. That would have been
awful! But thaf isn’: half, young wman.
Read the 8t Lodis Republican. See how
this nobla sheer kil me, 100!” und the ven-
erable Mr. Perkips hunded us snother edi-
toriai:

THE GREAT AMERICAN HUMORIST,

The outrage grinders have found a man
at last to write ldtters to order, and remark-
ably be does it.| His nsme in Eli Perkina,
and he is engagdd by the Chicugo Inter-
Oceun, & paper decond to none in its devo-
tion to Cicsar sod governwent advertise-
wents, and its wild desire for buckets of
gore drawn from|the banditti of the South,

“Eli Perkins” iy now lying for the Chicago
“ontrage mill,” the Inter-Ocean.

The first Iying|lotter which we have seen
of this great American humorist on the
subject of Soutlern wrongs or rights, as
the case may be [is to the Inter-Ocean, under
the dute of February 10, und is written
from the eecuref anchorage of the Palmer
House, in Chicggo. The humorist, after
visiting Shrevepprt and introducing himself
to the people ot fliat vicinity, listened to ail
they hud to say| pumped the bleached Af-
ricuns, and theu/prepared an secount of the
Coushatta affair] which he was very careful
not to print uofil he was tar out of resch
of the men be|bad in all human proba-
bility so outrggely slandered. This is
the style of | humor in which the
great Americag wit indulged. We oon-
gratulate the drian city in its own-
ersbip of Eli Prkine. With Edwarde, the
great Awerican]census-taker, and Eli Per-
kios, the great American humorist, it ought
to be happy. With two such pre-eminent
liars, 700,000 pdople and the original out-
rage mill of ther Scammon, we could
almest be temjjted to euvy it, if St. Louia
had any necesdity for such aids. But we
are especially pleased that Eli Perkins has
succreded at l4st in making the American
people laugh. Jt is not often done as he has
dope it; yet if fhe great American humorist
can cause themf to 1yngh, when he only in-
tends that they| sball ory, why, where's the
difierence! 1 end in 1ife is attained, and
then there sre the lies multitudinously
thrown in for shakeweighta.

“Great heavque!" excluimed onr reporter,
as he finished, [*are there any more!™

“More, sir? by cords of 'em, sir. I tell
you I'm u killefl mun. Oh, that I was ever
80 foohsh as to[tell those Conshatta traths=!"
And the broken hearted man wept long und
lond.

A moment afterward Mr. Perkins fished
out of his pooket a letter from a lecture
cominitiee in Brunswick, Missouri. a real
old Democratie, fire eating town. The
lecturer had bpen invitad to sprak there on
the twenty-seventh of March; fee $100,
Today euwme thia letter from the Hon.
Louis Benecke, chairman of the lecture
committee:

Oryicx or Lovis Brxreks, ;
Brunswiek, Mo., Felbruary 22, 1535,
Mr. Eli Perkins:

We will have to eancel your engagement
to leetare here. The Brunswicker has
clipped the Missouri Republican urtiele, and
it will appear here.  This article, with the
Inter-Ocean article, waking fun of the
Louisinua bandits, and sustaining the Presi-
dent in his Louisiana policy, compels us to
cancel your eogagement hers. Our people
are mostly Democrats, dyed in the wool.
The Brunswicker is a Demooratic organ, and
exerts a great influence among the people
here. That you may not mi-judge me in
this matter, I will state to you that I am a
Republican, aud the articlea on Louisiang
bus no efiect upon me personally, or upon
any of our Republicans.

If the articles bad not appeared in the
Inler-Ocean snd the Republican you wounld
have realized more than #8100 for the lec-
ture, which you will now have to lose,

Ihops tomeet youin person while you
are in this neighborhood.

Thanking yon for yonr kinduess, and
wishing you abundant success. I A, very
truly, yours, LOUIS BENECKE.

“What are you going to do about this,
Mr. Perkins!" asked oar reporter, as the
big tears rolled down the old wan’s cheeks.

“Going to do, sirt Why I've gone aud
done it already, mir. I've gone and denied
the trath of that Inter-Ocean letter—anid it
was a lie, sir.  I've written a ‘letter of con-
trition,” sir—acknowledging myself to be a
Yunkeo mudsill, sir; & villam and & scoun-
drel, for telling the truth in your Inter-
Ocean! There is my reply—my apology,”
and the broken-hearted man handed us this
letter:

Parver Housk, February 25, 1875,
To the Noble Bandits of Shreveport:

GENTLEMEN—I regret exceedingly that I
was betrayed into maying that you high-
toned, chivalric Southern White Leaguers
are prejudiced against the Northern Repub-
liean residents in your State. It is not so,
Llied aboutit. Yon lova them. You did
not murder the six planters of Coushatta.
Theee Northiern planters killed themselves,
Disgusted with the knowledge that they
were Northern mudsilis, your tuferiors, anid

too Inte to change their valgar natures, they |

killed themselves. Other Northern men
shot themselves out of sympathy to these
planters, und then several handred negr

Republicans shot themeelves to avoid sin-
gulurity. I also lied about their being any
difficulty in Louisiana. You all love the
governmeut. You love the Union. Not oneot
you ever fonght aguinst the flugz. No one
ever seceded.  You stood by the constitu-
tion as you stand by it now. You invite
Noribern Republicans to come among you.
You love und cherish the negro. You are
bigh-toned. You are cuivalrio. You don't
carry revolvers. Ob, no! Your higheat
awbition is to follow the plow—to peace-
fully till the soil. It is true, on the other
hand, that Northern men come &mong you
und shoot you while at your daily toil.
They drive "you from your homes, seize
your property and, if you open vour
mouths, they shoot you down. hea
Northern journalists come among you and
eriticiee you, you speak kindly and forbear.
ingly of themw. You are gentlemen, and we
are low, vulgar mudsiils, only fit to it at
your feet—fit to atand around and be shot
at. We are not fit to vote. It is wrong for
us to hire HELTOEs—Wrong to pay them and
demoralize them with high wages.

I am sorry, I said, “thers have been dis-
turbances in New Orleans.” That was
h_-x. too. It has been perfectly quiet there,
The six Northern plante ra—Twitchell, and
Cone, aad Scott, and Holland, and Dewees,
and Howell, would have becn peacetully
tilling the soil now down at Coushatta if
they had not killed themselves, Bat
l{m-uuh their own self-mnrder their planta-
tons are now desolate—:heir houses (e-
stroyed; their negroes tled wnd killed, and
their wives and clildren impoverished o8-
tracised and orphaned, ?

You do not ostracise Nortkern men,
ool That is anotner of my lies. They
ostracise you. Yonr WwWomen are lurgiviug
They are  polite, beautiful ang accom-
plished. Oar women are coarse and yyl-
:u;.dmll yYour women take them by the

and.

You are in constant i 0
i trepidation for

Oh,

our
Northern planters ride around on

aud bunt you down, They s
éuvious of you. They form White l‘-suygl:::

- am sorry fi
You Streveport bandits wouli l::vie‘ g:‘::
better muen in my place than I have been. I

bumble myself” bef;
wy mother-in-law, IO: o:v:nl:;hbefm

I were dead. And masy heaven continue to
3 mudsill,
proteot you from this P“i d‘?’fc BKIN!:.b.
. 8.—1 ahall now eit down after
huible letter of contrition ?'.d await hv:f-
B s Iababltaate” aed upward. _ If
inhabitants and u A
?tn':ol::'::::enu don't follow then, I aball
take buck this “‘statement,” snd write my
strue story” of the whole affair, ending ap
by demanding s “bill oulnrln.
Send on y?ur invitations, bandits,
send 'em op i
Jacle Eli handed our reporter his let-
u-: zlbt‘-l:n?riﬂnn he burst into tears and
sank heavily ou the sofa—a sobbing, ruined,
broken-hearted man.—Chicago Inter Ocean.

Great lowa Meteor.

Prof '“N. R. L d, of thu'cbalh- of
mathematics and astronomy, at the lowa
State Uuniversity, hse had the good fortune
to secure a portion of a fragwent of the
meoteor whicrfell near Homestead, low‘;
ovunty, on Friday evening, Febraary 12,
The exact loeality of its fall was the south-
vast quarter of section five, township
eighty, range nine west. It was on the
furm of Mr. Sherlock. Sowe membera of
his family were returning from = spelling
school ut the time of the descent of the
meteor, and saw, as they thought, three or
four fragments fall in the direction of their
louse, Those of the family who remained
at home heard this fragment as it went
whizzing by, and thonght that it hed
passed over the house. They eought for it
the next day and the day following, but in
consequence of the deep snow did not tind
it notil Monday, when a danghter of Mr.
Sherlock found it about fifty roda northeast
of their house. Professor Leonard has
visited the spot and noted such items as
wero attainuble.

The meteor struck npon the snow and ice
just beyond & little elough that ruoa
through their pasture, making @ very slighs
indention in the ground, and bonnded
northeast, a distance of thirty feet or more,
up a slight deolivity, and cawe to rest ug:n
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
Lesnard entertains the suspicion thatthe
place pointed out is not the ftirst place of
striking, but that when the snow goes off
he shull be able to find uvon the other side
of the slough a more decided mark or im-
pression where it first ahghted and from
which it bounded to the spot first men-
tloned. Thia, of course, is mere conjeetnre,
but it seews 1hat the impression made upon
the ground where it first alighted should
have been more decided.

The weight of the eutire fragment was
seven p ds six , though we are
sorry to state that before Professor Leonard
could gain poesession ot it it bad been re-
duced to three pounds eight ounces, to sup-
ply specimens, not to men of science, but
simply to necighbors or curiosity bunters.
This ilating of the is greatl
to be regretted, and an it is €Very way prof
able that with the melting of the snow other
fragmenta now buried in the deep snow
dritta will bs found, the hope is entertained
that the press and all who desire the
advancement of science in this rare and
dewply interesting field, will nse all their
influence to prevent the mutilation of such
otuer fragments s may be foound, and to
urge that, preparatory to the dividing up
of the meteor among the differeut musenms
or cabinets of the State, it shall be collected
at one place 8o that it may be examined
and photographed as a whole—or ss nearly
80 as possible, :

The specific gravity of the epecimen ap-
pears to be near 3.0, its struciure stromg,
with some admixture of iron. Tue lsoce of
the fragment which formed a part ot the
surface of the original budy is covered with
# comparstively thick black coating not
perfectr::moolha. while that face by which
the fragment was joiued to the main body
is coated in like manner but 1n aless degrea.
The onter surfuce has the pitted appearance
characteristic of such bodies,

Professor Leonard has placed a sample in
the hands ot Professor Hiericha tor chemical
analysis, and hopes #oon to be able to an-
nounce definitely a8 to the number and
proportion of the ditferent elements it
contains.

Farming Under the Nea.

The fuot is not generally known, even in
these {mrts. tho business baving 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
1819, along the sea shore, aud which is noth-
ing more nor less than farming under the
#ea. Six miles south of Minot's Light—that
tall pharos tbat stands out in the sew,
rocked as a oradle on a hidden rock—on the
southern side of Mussachusetts bay, the
sbhore suddenly changes its direotion and
turos away from the southwest to a little
west of south. Just at the turn is Scituate
harbor, and behind the harbor is the quaiot
little village of Seituate, still suggestive of
Old Coluny times and customs, It was
here that the *“oid osken bucket”
hung in its well. The summer touriat over-
looks this place, with its dismantled light-
house, its breezy cliffa and noble views of
land and sea. Evorvwhere upon the coast
of Eastern New Eugland may be found,
aboat ten feet below low water mark, the
lichen known as carrageen—the ‘*‘Irish
mogs” of commerce. It may be torn from
the sunken rocks anywhere, and yet this
little seaport of Scitnate ia almost the onl
place in the country where it is guthamﬁ
und cured. This viilage is the groat centre
of the mosa business in thia country, and
the entire Union draws its supplies from
those beaches. Long rakes are used in
tiling this marine farm, and it does not
take long to fill the many dories that await
the lichen, torn from its sulty, rocky bed.
Parples and browns, maroons, blacks, yel-
lows and da!l dark reds, gleam and glisten
in the sunlight, Airy fronds, too delicate
to grow in the open wir, they Fpread their
lace like shapes under the sofr water, far
down in the quiet, below the foam and roar
of the sea.  Every moss-covered rock, every
Iu_n,'_- frond of kelp, every cluster and grove
of yellow rock weed and gresn pateh of sea
lettner, stands out olear in u curiously
refiected light, while the lordly lobster,
sort of u green dragon, crawling backward
and trailing his arm behind him, darts out
from between the groves of kelp, as the
eruel rake is diawn across the fruit, and
with staring yellow teyes in hia hideous
face, the creature seems to object to such
an intrusion from above and swims off,
with a rolling motion, throuzh the schools
of jelly fiches, whose gorgeons globes are
radiant with every tint of the rainbow.
Every rock and ‘boulder is covered with
moss. The husbands and fathers gather the
mo#a from the sea, the wives and daughters
prepare ic for market by a peculiar yet sim-

ple process. Soak it in water and it will .

melt away to jelly, Boil it with milk, and
a delicious, whits and creamy blane-man

ia the result. But this mossing is & ha
life. It's wet and cold in the boat, the
sund of the beach is hot and burning, and
the washiog tubs are hard on the back.
The moss business ut Scituate was started
in I81Y by & resident of the place. At that
time the demand for the articls was limited,
but it has now increased to an annual
product of 10,000 barrels, and brings
£10,000 into the town, which sum is shaved
by some 130 families, Itg consumption in
the munufacture of lager beer is very
large, aud the entire beer interast in the
gountry draws ita suppiies from Scituate
beaches, as the importation from Ireland
has almoat ceased. It is well known that
the moss, as an article of food. is called
..;\',- Moss pnn‘u‘,."_('urrrupmu(cnt‘é, San
Francisco Call,

T

The Parish Where There Are No Courts,

The Natohitoches Republican of February
7 says:

We learn incidentally that two white
men were detected last week, near Munny,
stealing horses, They were hung, without
judge or jury, an a warning to all such
rogues. There has long existed a regular
band of these marasuders, whise operations
bave extended from Enstern Ty us, through
Mansfield, Manny, Fort Jessup and this
on_‘i. nnddwhone business
mules and horses from thess various points
and sell them at either end of their l?:e of
dopredations. In the absence of judges and
ct:nn-. the people have mu other recourse

A0 0 protect themselves by an appesl to

ynob,” however biamesble such &
Pproceedure may be,
———

It is & mistake to think tal oards will
not go unless an nddm':“

———




