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AMALFL

BY M. W, LUNGPELLGW,

Hweet the memory is 1o me

OF o land bevond the ses,

Whers the waves agd mountsing et
Where amid Ler mulberry trees

Sits Amalfil o the heat,

Bathing ever hor white foet

1o the tideless suminer sean.

In the middle of the town,

From ita fountaios tu the hills,
Tumbling through the uarrow gorge
The Canneto roshes down, %
Turns the grent wheels of the mille
Lifts the hamtoers of the lforge.

‘Tin & stairway, not a street,

That asoendas Lhe deep ravioe,
Where the torrent leaps botween
Rocky w lln that almost meet
Toiling up from stalr to stair
Peanunt girin their burdens ho".r,
Sunburnt daughters of the soll
Stately tgores tull aud straight;
What Wexorabie fate

Dooma themn to this life of tolld

Lord of vineyards and m'

lown npon the seene
Over wall and red tiled 100
Wondering unto what good eud
AllLthis to] and tratlic tend,

And why all men ean not be

Free fiom care and free from pan
And the sordid love of jain,

And ws Indoleut as he,

Where are now the freighted harks
From the marts of Eust sud West!
e kulghts o bhon sarkas

i to the Holy Land,
Gluve of stesl upon 1) e band,
Cross of crimaon on the breaat?
Whaote the pomp of camp aud court!
Where the pilgrims with their prayers’
Where the merchaots with their wares!
Aud the g?lhm brigantines
Nalling safely inta port,
l’hueﬁ by Ul’il’llﬂ‘ Algerines’

Vanishied like a fleet of clond,

Like a passiog trumpot hlast,

Are those splendors of the past,
Aud the commerce and 1he crowd !
Fatlioms deep beneath the sons
Lie the ancisnt wharves and quuya,
Swallowed by the ergulling wiaves;
dilent strests and vacsut halls,
Kumed roofs and towers and walls;
Hidden from all mortal eyes

Deep the sunken city lies;

Esen cities have their graves!

This is an enchanted [and '
Round the h-adlands tur awav
Sweops the blus Salernian bay
With ita sickle of white sand:
Further still and furthermost
On the dim-discovered cnost
Pastum with ite riins lies,
Avd ita Toses a1l in bloom
Senmn to tinge the fatal skies
Of that lonely land of doom.

On bis terrace, high in wir,
Nothing doth the good monk care
Vor such world themoes us these,
From the garden jast below
Little pufls of pertume blow,

And o sonnd s lo bie ears

Of 1he murwur of the bees

In the shining ¢ le stnut trees;
Kothing ¢lse he hecds or hears,
All the lnndscane seenis to swoon
Tu the happy afternoon

Mowly o'er his aenses creep

Tho encroaching waves of sleep,
And ho sinks as sank the town,
Unresieting, fathoms down

luto caverns cool aud deep!

Walled about with drifts of snow,

oaring the ficree usrth wind blow
Needtg all the landseapo wh to,
And the river eased (n ice,
Comes this memory of delight
Comes this vision unto me
O » long lost Parndise
1a the land beyoud the sea.

—Atlan tic Monthly.

OLD TIMES ON THE MINSISSIPPI.

BY MARK TWAIN.
Vi
s‘Sounding”—-Facultien Peculiarly Neces-
sary to a Pilor,

When the river is very low, and one's
steaw bont ia “drawing all the water' there
18 in the channel—or a fow inches more, as
was often the case in old times—one must
bo painfully circumspect n his piloting.
Weo nsed to have to “sound” a nomber of
particularly bad places almost every trip
when the river was at a very low atage,

Sounding in done in this way. The
boat tiea up at the shore, just above the
shoal crossing: the pilot not on watch
takes  hin “cub” or steersman and a
picked crew of weu (cowetimes an officer
also), sud goes out n the yawl—pro-
vided the boat has not that rare snd
sumptuous luxury, a regularly devised
“sounding boat”"—and proceeds to hunt for
the best water, the pilot on duty watching
bis movements throvgh s spyglass mean
time, und in somo instances assisting by
signals of the boat's whistle, signifving “try
ap higher” or *try down lower,” for the
surfuce o1 the water, like un oil painting, is
more expressive and iotelligible when in-
spected from s little distance than very
close at hand. The whistle signals are sel-
dom necessary, however; never, perhaps,
except when the wind confuses the signifi-
cant rirplea upon the water's surface,
When the yawl has reached the shoal place
the speed 18 sluckened, the pilot begina to
sound the depth with a pole ten or twelve
foot long, and the steersman at the tiller
obeys the order to “hold her up to star-
board,” or “let her full off to larbvard,”” or
stendy—stendy as you go."

When the messurements indicato that the
yawl is approschiog the shoalest part of
the reef the command is given to “enase all!”
Theu the men stop rowing and the yawl
dritts with the current. The next order is,
“Stand by with the brnoy ! The moment
the shallowest point is reached the pilot
delivers the order, “Let go the buoy ' and
over she goes. 1 the pilot s not satisticd
he sounds the place again; if he finds better
water Ligher up or lower down Lis removes
the buoy to that pleee. Being finally sat
wfied, he gives the order, and ali the men
stand their onrs straight up in the air, in
line; & Liast from the boat’s whistle indi-
cates thut the signal has been seen; then
the men “give way” on their onrs and lay
the yawl alongride the buoy; the steamer
comes crecping cureiully down, in pointed
straight at the buoy, husbands her power
for the coming strugeic, and presently
&t the eritical moment, turns on all her
steam and goes grinding and wallowing
over the buoy and the s=and, snd gains
the deep water beyond. Or maybe she
doesn’t; maybe sho “strikes and swings."”
Then she has to while away several hours
{or days) aparring herself of)

Sometimes & buoy is not laid at all, but
the yawl goes ahead, hunting the beet
water, and the steamwer follows along in 1ta
wake. Often there is a deal of fun and ex-
citement about sounding, especially if it is
a glorions summer day or u b ustering
‘lﬁthl. But in winter the cold nnd the penl

e most of the fun out of 1t.

A buoy is nothing but & board four or five
feet long, with one end turned up; itis s
reversed bootjack. It is wnchored on the
shoulest part of the reef by a rope with a
heavy stone mado fast to the end of it. But
for the resistance of the turved up end the
current would pull the buoy under water. At
night a paper lantern with o candle in it is
tastened on top of the buoy. and this can
be seen a mile or more, a little glimmering
spark in the wazte of blackpess,

Nothing delights a cub so mwuch as an
opportunity to go out sounding. There 15
such sn wir of adventure wbout i often
there 18 danger; it is so gaudy and man of
warlike 1o sit up in the stern sheets and
steer a swilt yawl; there 18 something fine
wabout the exultant spring of the boat when
an experienced old ssilor crew throw their
souls into the oars: it is lovely to see the
white fosm stream away from the bows;
there is music in the rush of the water; it is
deliciously exhilarativg in summer to go
speeding over the breczy expanses of the
river when the world of wavelets is dancing
in the sun.  Jtis sach grandeur, too, to the
cub to get achavee to give an order; for
often the pilot will simply say, “Let her go
about!” and leave the rest to the enb, who
instantly ories, in his sternest tone ot
command, “Eare starboard! Strong on
the larboard! Starboard give way! With
a will, men!” The ecub enjoys sound

iy for the further reason thut the eyes
of the passengers ure watchog all the
awl's movements with absorbing intereat,
if the time be daylight; and if it be night
he knows that those sawe wondering eyes
are fastened upon the yawl's lantern us it

" jo never used at sea now

glides out into the gloom and fades pway in
the remote distance.

One trip a pretty girl of aixteen spent her
time in our pilot house with her uncle and
sunt, every day and all d-{[Ion .1 fell in
love with her. 8o did Mr. T—'s cub,
Tom G——. Tom and I had been bosom
friends until this time; but now a coolness
began to arise. I told the zirl a good many
of my river adventures, and ade myseif
out & g eal of & hero; Tom tried to
make himself appear to be a hero, too, and
succeeded to some extent, but then he al-
ways had s way of embroidering. How-
ever, virtue is ith own reward, so I was
a barely perceptible trifle shead in the
,contest. About this time something
happened which promised handsemely
for we; the pilota decided to romnd the
crossing at the head of 21. This would
weeur about nine or ten o'clock at night,
when the passengers would be still up: it
would be Mr. T—'s watch, therefore my
chiet would have to do the sounding. We
had a perfect love of a sounding boat—
long, trim, graceful, and a8 tleet as & grey-
hound; her thwarts were cushioned; she
carried twelve oarsmen; one of the mates
was always sent io her to trapsmit orders
to her erew, for ours was a steamer where
no end of “style” was put on.

We tied up at the shore above twenty one,
and got ready. It was a foul night, and the
river was 0 wide there that = landeman’s
uncducated eyes could discern no ite
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and decisi and & oool, calm

them sc accurately that you can i tly
nawe the one you are abreast of when you
areset down at random in that street in the
middle of an inky black pight, you will then
have a tolerable notion of the amount and
the exactness of a pilot's knowledge who
carries the ippi river in his head
And then if yolf will go on until you know
every street crossing, the character, size
and posi of the ¢ ing- st and the
varying depth of mud in each of those
pumberiess places, you will have soms idea
of what the pilot must know in order to
keep a Misaissippi steamer out of trouble.
Next, if you will take balf of the signsin
that long street, and change their places
once & wonth, and still manage to know
their new itions accurately on dark
nights, and keep up with these repeated
changes without making any mistakes, you
will understand what is required of s pilot's
peerless memory by the tickle Mississippi.

1 think a pilot's memory is about the most
wondertul thing in the world. To know
the Old and New Testaments by heart, and
be able to recite them glibly, torward or
backward, or begin at random anywhere in
the book and recite both ways and
never trip or make a mistake, is
no  extravagant mass of knowledge,
und no marvelous facility, compared
to » pilots mwassed knowledge of
the Mississippi and his marvelous facility
in the bandling of it. 1 make this com-
parison deliberately, and believe I am not

shore through such a gloom. The passen-
gers were alert and interested; everything
was satisfuctory. As I hurried through the
engine room, picturesguely gotten up in
atorm toggery, I met Tom, and could not
forbear delivering myself of & mean speech:

“Ain't you glad you don’t have to go out
sounding!”

Tom wus passing on, but he quickly
turned and said:

“Now just for that, you can go and get
the sounding pole yourself, 1 was going
after it, but I'd see you in Halifax, now,
before I'd do 1.

“Who wants you to get it? I don’t.
in the sounding boat.”

“It ain't, either. It's been new-painted;
and it 's been up on the lady’s cabin guards
two days, drying.”

1 flew back, and shortly arrived among
the crowd of watching and wondering ladies
Just in time to hear the command:

“Give way, men!”

I looked over, und there was the gallant
sounding boat booming away, the unprinei-
pled Tom presiding at the tiller, and my
chief sitting by him with the sounding pols
which I had been sent on a fool's errand to
fetch. Then that young girl said to me—

“Oh, how awful to have to go out in that
little boat on such & night! Do you think
there is any danger!”

1 vmlldy rather have been stabbed. 1
went off, full of venom, to help in the
pilot house. By and by the boat's lun-
tern dissppeared, sud after an interval
& wee spark glimmered upon the face of
the water a mile away. Mr. T—— blew the
whistle in acknowledgment, backed the
ateawer out and made for it. We flew along
for & while, then slackened steam and went
cautiously gliding toward the spark. Pres-
ently Mr. T—— exclanned:

“Hello, the buoy lantern’s out

He stopped the engines. A wowent or
two later he said:

“Why, there it is again!"

So he came ahead on the engines once
more and rang for the leads. Gradually the
water shoaled up, and then began to deepen
awgain! Mr. T— muttered:

“Well, I don't understand this, [ believi
that buoy has drifted off the resf. Seems
to be & little too fur to the left. No matter,
it is safest to run over it anyhow.”

So, in that solid world of durkness, we
went ereeping down on the light. Just aa
our hows were in the aet of plowiug over
it, Mr. T—— svized the bell ropes, rung a
startling peal und exclaimed:

“My soul, it's the sounding boat !

A sudden chorus of wild ularms burst ont
far below—i pause—and then a sound of
grinding and crashing followeld. Mr. T
excluimed:

“There! the paddlewheel has ground the
sounding boat to lucifer matches! Run!
See who ia killed !

I was on the main deck in the twinkling
of an eye. My chief and the third mate
and nearly all the men were safe. They
had discovered their danger when it was
too late to pull ont of the way; then, when
the great gnarda overshadowed them a
moment later, they wers prepared and
knew what to do, at my chief's order they
sprang at the right inetant, seized the
guard, and were hauled aboard. The next
moment the sounding yawl swept aft to the
wheel and was struck and splintered to
atoms. T'wo of the men, and the cub Tom,
were missing—u fact which spresd like
wild fire over the boat. The passengers
came tlocking to the forward gungway,
ludies and «ll, anxious-eyed, white-faced,
and talked in awed voices of the dread-
ful thing. And often and again | heard
{ht-t'vg' suy, “Poor fellows! poor boy, poor
LICAY

hy this time the boat's yawl was manned
and away, to search for the missing, Now
a faint call wus heard, ofl to the left. The
yawl had disappeared in the other direction.
Half the people rushed to one ride to en-
courage the s ¥immer with their shouts; the
other half rushed the other way to shrick
to the yawl to turn about. By the callings
the switnmer was approsching, but some
faid the sound showed failing strength.
The crowd mossed themselves ngaiost tie
boiler deck railings, leaning over and star-
ing into the gloom, and every faint and
fainter ery wrung from them wnch words
ws, “Ah, poor fellow, poor follow ! ls thers
no way to save him?’

But eti!l the cries held out and drew
nearer, and presently the voice said pluc :
©1 can make it! Stand by with a rope!
Wist & rousing cheer they gave him!
The ehief mate took his nmmf in the glare
ol a torch busket, a col of rope in hia hund,
and his wen gronped about him. The next
moment the swimmer's fuce uppeared in the
eirele of light, and in another one the owner
of 1t was hauled abowrd, limp and drenched,
whils eheer on choer went up. It was that
devil Tom.

The yawl crew searched everywhere, hut
found no sign of the two men. " They prob
ably failed to catch the goard, tumbied
back, nud were struck by the wheel wnd
killed,  Tom had never jumped for the
guard at all, but had plunged heud first into
the river ana dived under the wheel. It
waus nothing; T could have done it easy
enough, and 1 <aid so; but every body wert
on just the same, makiog & wondertul to Jo
over that was, as it he had done souething
great.  That girl couldn’t seem to have
enongh of that pitiful “bero” the rest of the
trip; but little T cared: 1 loathed her, any
WAy,

The way wo came to mistake the sound-
ing bout’s lantern for the buoy-light wus
this. My chief saad that atter laying the
buoy he fell away and watched it 11!l it
eecwed to be secure; then bo took up u
weition @ bhundred yards below it and «
ittle to one side of the steamer’s course,
headed the sounding boat up streaw, und
waited, Having to wait s me, he anid
the got to talking: he locked up
when he judged that the steater was on
the rect; saw that the buoy wus gone, bat
supposed the steamer had alresdy run over
1 e went on with hia talk; he noticed
thut the steamer was getting very close
down on Lim, but that was the ‘corrvot
thing; it was her business to shave him
v « for convenience in taking him
aboard; be was expecting ber to sheer off,
nutil the last moment; then it tashed upon
him that she was trying to run him down,
:ld-hlklllu Lis luntern for the buoy light; so
e sang ont, “Stand by to spring for the
guard, men " and the next instant the juwp
was wade. :

It's

"

. Bat T am wendering from what I was
intending 1o do, that is, make plainet
than perbups appears mC"“_\— previcus pa-
pers, some of the peculiar requirements
ot the science of piloting.  First of all, there
is one taculty which a pilot must imeessantly
caltivate lllll'l! he has brought it to absolate
periection. Nothing short of perfection will
do. That fuculty 1s wemory, He can not
stop with werely thinking u thing s o und
80; he wuss know 11; for this i« ewinently
one of the “exact” eciences. With what
scorn a pilot was looked upon. in the old
times, it he ever ventured to desl in that
feeble phrase 1 think.” instead of the
vigorous one “I know!" Oue can not cusily
tenlize what s tremendous thing it 1s to
know e\'mz trivial detail of 120 wiles of
river and know it with absolute exuctness.
If you will take the longest street in New
York, and travel nr and down it, conning
its featurcs patiently until you know every
house and window and door and lsm post

" term “larboard
to d';:I‘l_\ the left hand, but was always ueed on
he river in wy time.

and big and little sign by heart, and w

expanding the truth when Ido it. Muny
wiil think my tigure too stromg, but pilots
will not.

And how easily and comfortably the
pilot’s memory does its work: how placid!
effortless ie ita way; how unconsciously it
luys up its vast stores, hour by hour, day
by day, and never loses or mislays a single
valuable pasckage of them all. Take an
mstunce. Let a leadsman cry “Half
twain ! half twain ! balt twain! balf twain !
half twain ! until it becomes as monoto-
nous as the ticking of a clock: ist conver-
sation be going on all the time, and the
pilot be doing his share of the talking, and
in the midst of this endless string of half
twains let a single “quarter twain!” be in-
terjected, without ewphasis, and then the
half twain cry go on agsin, just ar
before: two or three weeks later that

ilot can deecribe with precision the

at's position in the river wben that
quarter twain was uttered, and give you
such & lot of head marks, atern murks, and
#ide marks to guide you, that you ought to
be able to take the boat there and put her in
that same spot -saiu yoursell ! The ery of
quarter twain did not really take his mind
trom his talk, but his trained faculties in-
atantly photographed the bearings, noted
the change of depth, and lsid up the im-
portant details for future reference without
requiring any aseistance from him in the
matter. If you were walking and talking
with & friend, and another {riend at your
side kept up 8 monotonous repetition of the
vowel sound A, for a couple of blocks, and
then in the midst interjected an R, thus: A,
AALA AR A AA, ere, and gave the
R no emphasis, you would not be able to
state, two or three wecks afterward, that
the R had been put in, nor be able to tell
what objects you were passing at the mo
ment it was done.  But you could if your
memory had been patiently and laboriously
trained to do that sort of thing mechan-
ically.

Give a man tolerably fair memory to start
with, and piloting will develop it into a very
colossus of capability. Butonly in the mat-
ters it is daily drilled in. A time would come
when the man's faculties could not help no-
1cing landmarks and soundings, and his
wewory could not help holding on to them
with the grip of a vice: but if you asked
that same man at noon what he had bad for
breakfast, it would be ten chanoes to one
that he could not tell you. Astonishing things
can be done with the human memory if you
will devote it faithfully to oue particular line
of business.

At the tinue that wages soared =0 high on
the Missouri river, my chief, Mr. B 5
went up there and learned more than a thou-
sand miles of that streaw with an ease and
rapidity that were uastonishing. When he
had seen each division auce in the daytime
and once at night, Lis edacation was so
nearly complete that he took out a *‘day-
light” license; & tew trips later he took out
a full licenee, and went to piloting day and
night, and he ranked Al 100,

Mr, B— placed me us steersman for a
while under a pilot whoee feate of memory
were & constant marvel to me. However,
hi# wemory wae born in him, I thiuk, not
built.  For instance, somebody would men-
tiwn a name, Instantly Mr. J—— would
bresk in:

“Oh, I knew him. Sallow-faced, red-
headed tellow, with a little sear on the side
ol his throat like a #plinter nnder the tesh.
He was only in the Soutbern trade eix
wonthe. That was thirteen jyears ago, 1
wade a trip with him. There was five feet
in the uppes river then; the Henry Dlake
grounded at the foot of Tower Isiand,
drawing four and a bulf; the George El-
liott unshipped her rudder on the wreck of
the Suntiower.”

“Why, the Sunflower didn't sink until"—

“l know when she sunk; it was three
years before that, on the second of De-
cember; Asa Hardv was captain of her,
und his brother John was first clerk:
and it was his first trip on ler, too; Tow
Jones told me these things a week after-
ward in New Orleans; he was first mate
of the Sunflower. Captain Hardy stuck a
nail in his foot on the mxth of Ju{y of the
next vear, and died of the lockjaw on the
tiftecenth, Hia brother John died two years
after—third of March—erysipelas. I never
saw either of the Hardys—they were Alle-
ghany river men—bat people who knew
them told me all these things. And they
siid Captuin Hardy wore yarn socks winter
aud snmmer just the same, and his first
wile's nume was June Shook—she was from
New England—and his second one died in a
Iunatic gsyimm. It was io the blood, She
wus irom Lexington, Kentucky, Nume was
Horton befors she wis smarred.

And 8o ou, by the hour, the man's tongue
woiuld go. He could not forget anything.
It was simply impossible, The most trivie
detiils remained as distinet und laminons in
bis head, after they had lain there for years,
w8 tho most memoreble events. His was not
siply a pilot's wemory: its grasp was uni-
versal. If he were tulking about a trifling
letter b had received seven years before,
he wis pretty sure to deliver yon the entire
served from memory. And then, without
vbserving that be was departing from the
true line of bLis talk, he was more than like
Iy to horl In & long drawn parentbetical
bivgraphy of the writer of that letter; and
sou were lucky indeed if he did not take
up that writer's relatives, ono by oue, and
give you their biography, oo,

Such & memory a8 that is a great misfor-
tune, To 1t, all occurrences are of the same
size,  Its possessor can not distinguish an
mteresting circumstunes from an uniuter-
valing one. As a talker he is bound to clog
his narrative with tiresome details and
wake bimself an insuferable bore. More
over, he can not stick to his sabject. He
picks us every little grain of memory he
disceres in his way, and =0 is led aside. Mr.
J—— would start out with the honest in-
tention of telling you a vastly fuuny anec
dete about a dog. He would ‘be “*so full of
lungh” that he could hardly begin: then his
memory would start with the dog's breed
and personal appearance: driftintoa history
ot his owner, of his owner's tamily, with
desctiptions ot weddings and burisls that
had occurred in it, t her with regitala
of congratulatory verses and obituary po-
etry provoked by the same; then this
wemory would recollect that one of these
events occurred  during the celebrated
“hard winter” of such and euch  year, and
& minute degeription of that winter would
follow, along with the nawes of people who
were frozen to death, and the statistics
showing the high figuree which pork and
hay went up to.  Pork and bay woald sug
gest - a0l fodder; corn aud fodder
wonld suggest cows and horees the latter
would suggest the circus and certain cele-
brated bare-back riders; the transition trom
the circus to the menagerie was easy aod
natural; from the elepbant to equatorisl
Africa was but & step; then of course the
beathen savages would soggest religion;
and wr the end of thres or four aours'
tedious jaw, the watch would change,
and J— would go out of the pilot-
house wuttering extracts from sermons
he had heard years before about the
efficacy of prayer 88 a means of
grace.  And . the original first men-
ton would be all you bad learned about
itll:;l dog, after all this waiting and bunger-

A pilot must bave a memory; but there
are two higher qualities which he must

also have. He wust have good and quick

‘courage that no peril can shake. Give s
man the merest trifie of pluck to start with,
and by the time be has become a pilot he

THE SPRIG OF GREEN.
BY JOSRPH J. MRADFORD,

At Fred, on thet dread day

can mot be unmanned by any dangera
steamboat can get into; but one can not
quite say the same for judgment. Judg-
ment is a matter of brains, and a man must
start with a good stock of that article or he
will never succeed as a pilot.

The growth of courage in the pilothouse
is steady all the time, but it does not reach
a high and satisfactory condition until
some time ufter the young pilot has
been “standing his own watch,” alone
and under the staggering weight of
all the responsibiliticsa connected with
the position. When an apprentice has be-
come pretty thoroughly acquuinted with
the river, he goes clattering alonz 8o fear-
leasly with his stearbost, night or day,
that he presently begina to imagine that it
is his courage that aniwates hiw: but the
firat time the pilot ateps out and lesves him
to his own devices he tinds vat it was the
other man's, He oiscovers that the article
has been left out of his own cargoaltogether.
The whole river is bristling with exigencies
in & moment; he is pot prepared for them:
he does not know how to meet them; all
his knowledge forsakes him, and within
fifteen minutes be is as white as a sheet and
scared almost to death. Theretors pilots
wisely train these cubs by strategic tricks
to look danger in the face a little wore
calmly. A favorite way of theirs is to play
a friendly swindle upon the candidate.

Mr. B—— perved me in this fashion
once, and for years afterward 1 wsed to
blush even in my sleep when I thought of
it. T had become a good steersman; so
good, indeed, that 1 had all the work to
do on our watch, pight and day: Mr.
B—— seldom made a suggzestion to me;
all be ever did was to tuke the whecl on
particularly bad nights or particularly bad
crossivgs, land the boat when ghe needed
to be landed, play gentleman of leisure
nive-tenths of the watch, and collect the
weges. The lower river was about bank-
full, and if auybody had questioned wy
ability to run any crossing between Cairo
#nd New Orleans withont help or instrue-
vion, 1 should have felt irreparably hurt.
The idea of being afruid of any crossing io
the lot, in the deay time, was  thing too pre-
posterous for contemplation. Well, one
mutchless summer's day 1 was bowling
down the bend above island 66, brim full of
self-conceit, and carrying my nose ag& high
as & giratie's, when Mr. B—— said:

“l am going below & while. I suppose
you know the next crossing!”
This was almost an affront. It was abont

the plainest and simplest crossing in the
whole river. One couldn’t come to any
harm, whether he ran it right or not: and
as for depth. there never had been any bot-
tom there. I knew all thissperfectly well.

“Know how to run it! Why, I can run it
with my eyes shut.”

“How much water is there in it!"”

“Well, that is an odd question. I couldn’t
get bottom there with a church steeple.”

“You think so, do you!"

Tue very tone of the question shook my
confidence. That was what Mr. B— was
expecting. He left, withont saying any-
thing more. 1 began to imugine all sorts of
things. Mr. B——, unknown to me, of
coure, sent somebody aown to the fore-
vastle with some mysterious instructions to
the leadswen, another messcugor was sent
to whisper among the officers, und then Mr.
B—— went into hiding behind a smoke-
stack where be could vbserve results. Pres-
ently the captain stepped out on the huarri-
cane deck; next the chief mate appeared;
then u clerk. Every moment or two a
straggler was added to my audience; and
before 1 got to the head ot the island I had
fifteen or twenty people assembled down
there under my nose. I began to wonder
what the trouble was. As I started across,
the captain glanced at me and said, with a
sham uneasiness in his voice—

“Where is Mr. B —!"

“Gone below, sir.”

But that did the business {or me. My

imagination began to construct dangers
out of nothing, and they multiplied faster
than I could keep the ran of them. All at
once | imagived 1 saw shoal water ahead.
The wave of coward sgony thut surged
through me then came near dislocating
every joint io me. All wy contidence in
that crossing vanisbed. | seized the bell
rope: dropped it, ashamed; scized it again;
dropped i1t once more; clutehed it trem-
biingly once again, and pulled it go feebly
that I conld hurdly hear the stroke myselt,
Captain and mate sang out instantly, and
both together:
“Starboard lead there, and «uick about
itl" 3
This wus another shock. I began to
climb the wheel like w squirrel; but |
would hardly get the bout started to
port before 1 wonld epes new dangers on
that side, aud away 1 wonld spin to the
other; only to find perils accumulating to
starboard, and be crazy to zet to port
again, Then came the leadsmun's se-
pulehral ery:

“D-ge-p four!”

Deep four in a bottomless erossing! The
terror of it took my breath away.

“M-ark three! M-urk three!
leas three! Half twain!”

This was frightful! I seized the bell ropes
and stopped the engines.

“Quarter twain! Quarter twain! Mark
twain!"

1 was helpless. 1 did not know what in
the world to do. I was quaking fromw head
to foot, and 1 could buve hung my hat on
my eyes, they stuck out so far.

“Quarter less twain' Nine and a half !”

We were drawing nine! My hands were
in a verveless fiutter, I could not ring a
bell intelligibly with thew, 1 flew to the
speaking tube and shonted to the engineer.,

“Oh, Ben, it you love me, back ber!
Quick, Ben! Oh, back the iumortul soul

vut of her!”

1 heard the door close gentlv, 1 looked
around, and there st Mr. B——, smiling
a# Dlund, sweet smile, Then the andience
on the hurricane deck sent up a shout of
hamiliating laughter. 1 saw it all, now,
ana I felt meaner then the meanest man in
humun history. 1 laid in the lead, st the
bout in her marks, caie aliead on  the en-
gines, and said:

*It was a fine trick to nlay on an orphan,
wasn't it! I suppose 1I'il nover hear the
last of how I was ass enough to heave the
lead at the Lead of 610"

“Well, no, you won't may be. In fact I
hope you won't; tor I want you fo learn
something by that experience. Didn't yon
know there was no bottom in that crossing?”™

“*Yes, gir, I did.”

“Very well, then. You shouldn’t bave
allowed me or any one elseé to shake your
confidence in that knowledge. Try to ro
wember that. And avother thing; when
you get into a dangerous place, don't turn
coward, That isn't going to help matters
any.

It was a good enough lesson, but pretty
hardly learned. Yet about the hardeat part
of it was thut for months I so often had to
hear a phrase which I had coneeived a
particular distaste for. It was, *Ob, Ben,
if you love me, buck Ler!”

e
The British Polar Expedition.

Quarter

In regard to the British polar expedition
the London Times of March 24 says:

The polar expeditionary vessels ut Ports-
mouth are now re ing their finishing
touches, On Saturday their smoke stacks
were fitted, and their masts were brought
down to the skip basin in readiness to be
placed on board on their being fioated ont
of dock today. Each vessel will be bark
rigged. and the masts wili be interchange-
able, having been €0 constructed that in
case of accident the spars of the Alert can
be erected on board the Discovery, and vies
versa, The rigging is of u light but durable
¢ haraeter, and men are engaged u covering
all 1the iron work, above and below, with a
coating of leather, as a protection for the
hauds of the sailors in the cold latitudes
w hither they are bound.

e

The great Lord Chiet Justice Holt, when
Foung, was very extravagant, and belonged
to a club of wild fellows, most of whom
took to an infamons course of life. When
his lordship was engaged st the Old Bailey
a wan was tried and convicted of robbery
on the highway, wbom the judge remem-
Lbered to have been one of his old com-
paniops. Moved by that curiosity which is
natural on a retrospection of past life, Holt,
thinking that the fellow did not know him,
asked what wus become of such and such
of his old aseociates. The culprit, making
# low bow, and fetching & deep dgh. said,
“Ab, my lord, they are all banged but your
lordship and 1!

Ere yet the strife began,
Along the bsttle line of blue
The General's order ran:
“Win we or lose, OUr COUDLIY 8 CLIs
n the wretch who shirke,
But honor to the man who dies
The uearest to the works.”

Before them rose the giant range
Of hill in martial round,

From whose grim tops all bodeft. 'y
The bristlic g canvon frowned.

No break within that jron line,
But death from lefr to right

Aud Meagher, with his Irisl, .y
Before St. Mary's height.

No gloom was there, bnt every fure
80 careless and so bright,
As if it were awedding morn
And not a day of fight;
And in their caps, though
No tree nor shrub wis seen
They wore—heaven knows from whence procured—
Each man a sprig of green.

i aronnd

Not Jong they waited for the sound
That told the strife begun;

Hark! from the river's further s.de
It is the sigual gun.

A thousand cannons from the Lils
Bellowed the flerce seclaim,

And all the mighty line of blue
Swept upward thro' the tame,

O, what avail are words to paint
The strife that none can tell
The hurrah of the Unlon tirst
The wild Confederate yell;
e 8aLre's clank. the horseman & tramp,
The screnm of shot and shell,
The groans of dying men that wert
To make the mimic hell.

All day against those awful bemghta
Our lines were hurled in vin,

All day the shattered rauks closed p
But 10 be torn again,

Cutil the sun withidrew his lght.
As if for vory shame,

Avd night eame down upon the teld
To end the bloody game.

The morning broke all falr and brigu:

l;ron the dread array;

And loviugly, on bi'l aud plain,
The bicesed sunbearms lay.

The fight was done, the ield was won
The blue had lost the any,

Aud from their works all ourionely
dwarmed down the men in gray

Thick lay the slain like sheaves 0f zraz
Ripenied by batt.e sun,

But one had died beyond the resr
A stone’s cast trom their guns

They raised him softly—for the brave

speot the brave I ween—

And in his cap, unwithered stil),

They tound a sprig of green.

Of all the thousands lying round
Close locked in death's erubra:

What one, the' all were brave an
From death had got such grice !

No bearded soldier, old in ware,
Had won the happy place;

He who died neares: to the works
Hud » comely boyish face,

They buried him jost where he fel’,
These tocmen with rude urt,

They snid that Le had earned the §ace
By Lis andaunted heart;

And one—a poet in his soul—
Tho' rough 1o gurb sod mien.

Plsuted upon the simple wound,
The dewd boy's sprig of green,

The brave man dies; but the brave decd

With aeath will not be fornd;

"And travelers say that 1o this day,

The children playiug reund,
Can point the stranger 1o the spot

The tsirest on the ecene—
The grave where sleeps the

Who wore the sprig of greeu.

. ———— =
A Night in the Crater.

A letter to the Cleveland Leader tells the
following thrilling stroy:

I suceeeded in reaching an altitude of
nearly 18,000 feet and then gave out on ae-
count of & previous illness, trom which |
had not fully recovered, und was compelled
to return to a ranch down on the “timber
line™ Here I waited the retarn of the
party, which was compoeed of Colonel
Grasty, of Virginia, and Mr. Harry Stevene,
of Cleveland, who bad accompanied us
from home.

The giguntie erater is about one mile in
diameter and 1500 feet deep, and, almost
ineredible to believe, but nevertheless true,
there 15 a settlement consisting of forty
suiphur winers in the bottom of this awful
cavity, their only mode of ingress und
earess from this infernsl region being by
by the means of & windlass and 1000 feet of
rope, by which they are lowered down to a
#helf in the side of the abyss, the rest of the
journey downward being performed on loot
over & long and steep descent.

The thoughw of Grasty and Stevens
were now turned to the horrible gulf that
yawned before them, for in it they must
pass the night, which wonld fall' in the
course of two or three hours; for it was
ulike impoesible tospend it on the mountain
top or to return down to the “tmber line,”

An Iondian employe of the sulphur mine
tad preceded them up the voleano bearing
their letter of introduction to Senor Core-
hado, the superintendent of the mine, who
immediately  repuired  to  the summir,
where he wet them half or three quarters
of an hour after their arrival.

They zigzagged down the bleared and
blackened rocks about 200 feet, and came
to a windlass called “El Malacate.” From
this was suspended a cablo about an inch
and a halt in diameter and 1000 feet long,
rrom this point they obtained a magnificent
view of the crater, whose wulla rose in all
directions in frightful wildness and sublim-
ity. They at onceappreciated its enormous
dimensions. Nearly a wile below them was
the bottom, almost lost in the darkness and
distance.

Grasty and Stevens peered overthe ledge
where stood the windlass and saw, far, far
below them, & level rock that formed the
top of a long, steep declivity, at the foot of
which was black spot.  This, they wers
toid, was the miner’s house. They were to
descend the declivity by the rope, having
aceoptea Corchado’s fuvitation to spend the
night below.  Corchudo and Stevens went
first. They were t to the cabie inruch o
wanner that they sat side by side,

For about the distance of 150 feet the
ledge from which they made their wild leap
projected out over the procipiee, and conse-
quently they bang free and dangling in

-air. It wus only o minute or two,
bhowever, before they enme 1o u place where
the ohift bellied out further than the wind-
tues rock, and they were compelled to kick
against its strong front to keep clear of it.

Immense clouds of sulphurous steam and
gases rofled skyward from benesth this
projection.  These panseated Stevens, and
set him to vomiting badly.

They were now out of sizht of the people
above them,

2 Loy

Stevens afterward said he
lett that he was going etraight nto the jaws
of hell. Oa every side of them was a
gigantic and hideous ruin of eracked elifls
and blistered erags. Beneath them were
poolg of liguid end buarning sulphur that
trickled in httle rivulets from the gashed
und fire marked walla of the crater. Nox-
ious vapors tloated through the air—all
seemed a horrible nightmare. They reached
the declivity in safety witer a fewrfal jour-
ney of ten minutes, and untied themselves,
The rope wus then pulled up,

The colonel proceeded to tie Limself on.
Through some mistuke the rope that went
round uis huck slipped down too low, He
dropped from the crag, still weak from the
suffering hie had experienced in the ascent,
Everything went well until Le got to the
place where the precipios bulgzes out. Here
ihe disuster overtook him, A cloud of gas-
taden vapor enveloped him, snd he fainted
away, with yet 700 feet to descend. Cor-
chado nud Stevens saw bim et go of the
rope, throw his arms ont, grasping at the
awr, and tall beck until his lead was lower
than bis heels, then spin round, striking the
eharp rocks in w tewiful masner. Stevens
said 1t fairly 1rade his blood run cold, and
be turned his bead frow the awtul sight.,
Meanwhile Corchado had given the man at
the windisss & sign to lower faster, and
Graety's appurenty lifeleas and mutilated
body soon  rewched where they stood.
His face wss severely bruised ‘and hbis
clothing badiy torn, while the blood was
trickling from his nose and ears, bat he still
breathed. Afrer an hour's rubbing aud
throwing of snow in his face. he came to.
and the whole party, now asugmented by
the arrival of a number of peon winers from
below, dercended the eldping side of the
crater. Corchado and his Indians led the
way, slowly followed by Grasty, who was
fupported by Stevens and a peon,  After
they had got whout half way down the steep
they expenenced from the ice and stones
great difficulty in traveling. The most
anvoying thing, however, was the constant
danger they were in ot being crushed by
huge hunks of ice and rock that were con-
tinually rollivg down. This debris is the
matter that is loosened daily by the sun,
whose warmth strikes off ite icy fe and
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bottom of the pit about half past four in
the afiernoon :{ Thanksgiving Day. o

Having seen everything that could
seen, they bid their new m-de’bnt long to-
be d friend, Corchad farewell,
and set out to return, sccompanied by four
Indians

The 3300 feet olimb to the end of the rope
was a fearful job, but the ascent by the rope
waa still worse. They were 'engnpelled to
kick sod push sgainst the oliff incessantly
to prevent being dragged to pieces against
the sharp rocks. They got to the top in
safety, however, and there found more
peons to take them to thev“t.imber line.
They made the deecent by sitting down on
a piece of thick matting, with an Indan
seated behind each of them, to steer this
rtovel vebicle while sliding down the moun-
tain, over the snow and ice. They descend-
ed six miles in less than twenty minutes.

Ote time, while buried in a thick snow-
Inden cloud, they came near slipping into
the Barranca del Muerte, a chasm 3000 feet
deep. On reaching the end of the srow
fields they fouud their horses gt La Cruz,
and then rode to Thames. When I met
them I scarcely recognized them, they were
50 huggard, sunburnt, bruised and dirty.

———
The Papal Attnck on this Coentinent.

If any of our readers have supposed that,
in our several articles of the pust few weeks
explaining the combined attack of the papal
hiecarchy agzainst the educational system of
thia country, we bave anything exaggerated
or set down aught in malice, we comiend
them to go over with us as brief an outline
as 18 possible of the papal battlé which i
now being waged from the extreme British
Possessions on the north to the fulbc:st
boundary of Brazil on the sonth, For
many of our facts bearing exclusively upon
the United States, we are indebted to the
enlightened labors of Mr. Eugene Luwrence,
of Harper's Weelly.

The beavy blows which have been dealt
at the I'apal power in Europe—by Vietor
Ewmanue! in Italy, Bismarck in Germany
and Gladstone in England—Ilong siuce per-
suaded the Pope and his cardinals of the
necestity of strengthening their power on
the continent where the governwents had,
80 fur, retrained from any sctive hostility
to their pretensions. The key-note of the
battle was sounded by the Pope in one of
his allocutions -directed at the common
schools of Rome. “The opening of
thess schools,” he said, “where, for the
most part, impiety reigos mistress, and em-
ploys every mezns of corrapting iufaney
und youth, should most excite your zealous
pastors.”

It hus “excited” them. The Jesuits
throughout this continent have taken up
this open declaration of war. The assault
has been general all along the line, We
pointed out, some time since, the method
of operations adopted in Canada. Their
first move there was to banish Protestant-
ism from the pablic schools by a law pro
hibiting any religious teaching. The people
fretted sorely sguinst this domineering at-
tempt of the Romun Pontifl to debar the
Jouth of the conntry from the religious
teachings in which their parents believed;
but the demaod was conceded, because of
ite apparent fairuess to sil.  Dat, no sooner
was this step accomplished, aud the Papal
following in the Legislature increased by
organized labor at the polls, then a new
measure was planned, and is now being
vigorously pressed, demanding a lurge pro-
portion of the school moueys for the sup-
port of purely Catholie schools.

We pass now to the great empire of razil
and the repubiie of Mexico., The assault of
the Papists here has been too recent and
too violent to need soy extended comwment.
In the former courtry, fortunately, they
have been met by a ruler almost as enlight-
ened, as strong and a8 lar-seeing as Bis-
wurck, and the Jesuits are tewporarily
fuiled, Ta Mexico, however, there wus no
central government powerful enough to
eontrol themw. Repressive measnres, of the
strongest character, have, to be sure, been
introdneed in the national Legisl: € but
the force to carry them inty eff BeeIus
wantiog. Tt 18 but a few days sionee the
szcred precinetsof w Protestant chureh were
invaded by a bloodthirsty Catholic mob,
and mnocent mer murdered at the foot of
the pulpir.

Turning now to the United States, we ask
attention to the singulur similarity ot the
Papal attack parsued in the several Jocali-
ties. In Missouri, exactly us in Cunada, the
first step was made while the Republizans
wers in power to exclude all Protestant
teaching trora the schools. The, at that
time, large Republican mjority, resulted
in the move being carri=d much farther
than the Catholic managers had intended.
The provision torbudding all cectarian teach-
ing in the public schools was made a part of
the State constitution, No sovner, however,
wers the ex Confederates and the Papists
again in power, than they introdoced a
measure to avoid the constitutional pro-
vision, and just as in Canada, to apply a
part of the publie tand to Catholie schools.
“This assault,” says the St. Louis Globe, of
the twenty second of Junuary, “is as stupid
a8 1t is malicious.” We concede the malice;
but, unconstitutional as the attewmpt is, it
will be found far from “stupid,” and wiil
weo fear, succeed, unless fought bitterly
and to the death.

Turning uow to New York, we find ex-
actly the same course pursued by the Papal
hierurchy. The tirst move—excinding Pro-
teatantism from the schools—succeeded,
The second, giving the Catholies part of the
school tond, is now being preseed, as we
have heretofore  expluined.  The great
strength of the Papists, there, was ex
hibited to the clection of Kernan to the
United Statea Senate. “If you do not
nominate Mr. Kernan,” said Governor Sey-
wour to the Vrotestant Democrae,
will drive away thousunds ol intellig
and patriotic Roman Catholies from our
xurty." Kolley, the wanager of the New

fork Diwocraey, and 1) it hond of
Governor  Tilden, is the acknowledged
leader of the New York Papal party.

In Ilinois, lodia hosetts and
Connecticnt the tra ing laid for
the same performunce. In Oo we have
felt the first attack—an excecdingly
red ope—to drive the Bible from our
The Geghian bill was their next
and. before long, the tinal «ffore, as

ile, New York and Missour: will be

embit
achoo

The priests have {ollowed to the letter
the cue laid Jdown for them in the papal
allocution  above referred 1o, Kather
Walker, of New York, would “as soon ad
minister the sacrament to u dog as to Cath-
oli¢ parents who send their children to the
public schools.” Father Preston, of New
York, threatens that the Koman Catholies
will earry their demand for a part of the
kchool tund at the polla. Dishop De St
Palais, of Vincennes, Indians, threatons to
excommwanicate any Catholic parent who
dures to send kg ehildren to the public
schools,  The priesta of Chicago, New
Haven, Springfield and Newark bave par-
sued the same course.  Bishops M Quaid
and Kyan reecho the mandates of the
Vitican in Weatern New York, Bishop
Gilmore, of Ohio, thunders trom the pulpiy
wgainst the cowmon schools, and talrn l’un
people how they shall vote to abolish
them.

Such are the features of this combined,
carefully prepared sud thoroughly orgun-
ized attuck of the Pope upon the sehool
system of Awerica. A vardinal has just
been appointed to press on the work. It is
tull time that onr people wore awake to
the gravily of the woand to its
political bearings.—Ciurinnate Tones,

-
How the Sultan Goewn 1o Church.

Frederick T. Martiu writes to the Troy
Times froom Constautinople, ZiViDg an ac
count of the spretucio presented durng the
Sultan's pas-age from his piluce to the
mosque,  He says: After breakfast we
repaired to the shore of the Bosphorus,
and treading our way as best we conld
through the dense marses of people, and by
the aid of great good tortune wanaged to
Eet upon one of the projecting docks or jet-
ties which run out from the shore, therehy
getting an exceptionally good view, Pic-
ture to yourselt & lovely, cloudless day, the
banks of the rushing Bosphorus lined with
one seothing mass of homwun beings, kept
back by & continuous line o1 troops, with
bands of music stationed at short intervals,
From our standing point we could com-
mund the marble steps of the Sultan's
paluce, and we had not been standing
many minutes before the =ound ot «
real trumpet was to be heard, and we
ﬁnew it was announciog the opening of the
Sultan's palace, and that be was about to
descend to his barge. The procession had
no d to move from the

suflers gravity to have ita way. After two
hours’ sli yd ding they reached the

:m‘the firing of gnns commenced
from a fort situated above the palace, which

immediately taken up snd answered
:y“ the mud-i’nr in the bay, amid
the shouts of the populace, strains of music
and the boom of many guns the most im-
posing speotacle that I ever expect to see
commenced its prog As it r on
the different bands struck up, an I felt ]
had never been present atsuch a wonderful
sight before. I will describe as well ae 1
can the order of th:rruoeumn. The barges
were all of burnished gold and glittered in
the sun, the hows and sterns sloping
gracefully up. There were five in all. The
Hirat was rowed by twelve men and ocou-
pied by onlyl a silgg'lle hﬂd-m:mcl:o. who

motionless, Wit

:tl.?ool? his breast, and his head bowed toward
the boat of the Sultan, The second was
rowed by sixteen wsp, and  contained
two of the Sultan’s staff, standing in the
same manner as the first, motionless as &
statue. The following and third barge
contained bis mnir‘l{y the Sultan, and I
shall ever retsin & vivid remembrance of
the splendor of this sight. This barge wes
mwes by twenty-four men, and their mo-
tions were @ perfect wonder to me. At
every stroke they rose and stepped (nrwnd.
and then receded to their seats with won-
derful precision and regnlarity. The Sultan
sat in the stern, under a maguificent canopy
of erimson velvet, the deep friuges of gold
reflocting the rays of the sun. Two o his
stafl stood motionless before him with their
arms folded across thewr breasts and their
heads bowed low, and did not alter their
positious in the slighteat all the time they
were in sight. The only contrast to all this
splendor wus the Sultan himself. A Repub-
lican President could not bave ma‘te !qu
pretension to State and show 3han did this
“ghadow of God upon earth.” Oue order
only glittered upon bis breast, and 'he wore
the usual Turkish fez. The Sultan’s barge
was followed by two others similar to those
that preceded if, but, instead of bowing
toward his face, the officers were obliged to
bow toward bis buck. We atood watching
the procession until it was quite out of
sight, and we could but sce that we had
sten something we should pever see again
in our livea. The surroundings, the bril-
Jiant sky above our heads, the crowds of
shipping of every nation, and the people in
their pieturesque costumes, the music and
the roar of the guns, ull conduced to deepen
the impression on our winds.

Priceless Relics. -

1 saw wife pull out the bottom drawer oi
the old family buresu this evening, and
went softly out and wandered np and dowp
until 1 knéw she Liad sout it np and gone to
ber sewing. We huve some things laid
away in that drawer whioch the gold of
kings could not buy, and yet they are relics
which grieve us both until our hearts are
gore. I haven't dared look at them for a
year, but I remember each article. There
are two worn shoes, a little straw hat
with part of the brim gome, some
stockings, pants, a coaf, two or three
spools, lots of broken crockery, a whip,
snd some toys. Wife—poor thing—goes 1o
that drawer every day of her life and prays
over it, and lets her tears fall upon the
precions articles; but I dare not go. Some-
times we speak of little Jack, but not often.
It has been a long time, but somehow we
can't get over grieving. He wae such a
burat of sunshine in our lives that his going
away has been like covering our everyday
existence with a pail. Sometimes, when
we sit alone of an evening, I writing and
she sewing, & child on theé street will call
out ag our boy used to, and both will start
up with beating hearts and wild bope, only
to find the darkness more of a burden than
ever.

It is still and quiet now. I look np at the
window woere bis bios eyes used to sparkle
at my coming, bat he is not there. I listen
for his pattering feer, his merry shout snd
his ringing laugh, but there is no sound.
There i8 no one to climb over my knees, no
one to erearch my pockots and tease for
presents, and 1 pever find the chairs
turned over, the broom down, or ropes tied
to the door knobs. I want some one to tesse
me for my kuife; to ride on my shoulder: to
lvose my ax: to follow me to the zate whensl
£0; to meet me when I come; tocall **Good
night!” from the little bed, now empty.
Aund wife, she misses him still more. There
are no little feet to wash, no prayers to say;
uo voico teasing for lumps of sngar or
sobbing with the pain of a hurt toe: and she
would give her own life, almost, 1o a wake
at midnight and lock across to tue little
erib and aeo our boy thers as he used to be.
So we preserve our relies, and when we are
dead we hope strangers will handle them
tenderly. even if they shed no tears over
thewm.—Chicago Fireside Friend.

A Frenchy Romance,

_The Paris Figaro tells the following
Freuchy story: In 1870 & young French-
wan, the Count George ae Meyrac, married
& besutiful girl of his own station in lite,
Mathilde » Who was very much in love
with him. Al went well, and the two were
very bappy in their devotion to each other.
They were fond of the theatre, and every
one just at that time was enraptured with a
new actress, Rosits, who took the principal
roles in the dubious dramas of the Dumasa
nf-lu_)ol: Thonewly wedded pair often went 1o
Rosita's theatre, uutil the Countess thought
ber husbund's eyes lingered too fondly

on the actress, and began to feel

of jealousy,  Fron Frou was ongug?
Rosita’s  best impersonations, and  on
ber farewell night she appeared by

request in that character, The J
(vlulg, of which Goorge de Meyrac wm:‘:i‘:,-';
president, gave her a eupper after the play.
(-fanrgn, of course, was present and sat by
the side of the fascinating Rositu, who was
furrounded with bonquets. Wine flowed
freely, and mirth aud wit enhivened the
bunnuet ontil three o'clock in the morning,
Meunwhile the poor wife, Muthilde, wul:.-'ti
at the little pate of their park for her
truant husbund. The hours passed slowly
on, and he came not, A eold penotrating
rain beadn to fall wt midpighy, and Mathilde
bled from exbaustion and exposnre
in the worning, when her hu-ham.i
camn .hrtmuh.tlm litthe gate, he stumbled
over her inanimate body iying on the rain-
soaked ground. She ‘was not dead; she
hived five ddays after, but LOVET e \';srml
ber wind. In her deli 1, she ineessnutly
wurmured “Frou Frou! Froy Frou!” 1 hose
wrlrr her lust words. e
The count waas almost erazed by ife’
loss, _Hn entered the m'mvl ;'l:n?mn:l;i‘;lz
death in the bloody battics of the Frane
Prussinn war, Fate Wits ¢rael ulinl H o
turned uoharmed.  His w1fv~'g‘ nmmw rg-
Juimng his own, had alwyys been 'k:-i:
closed sinee her deatk, but owing to "[u
enffocating heat of o -ummo-r': 'u)m
:wurgn '?Imml:l the door Letween tb:h;::(;
DOMms, ¢ then fell geloe
Liour he awoke; the ('hwk‘ ‘nlr’}u(-l: n?‘?jm!-r e
As the last stroke sounded |y vy i
tinetly from the eother
“Frou Frou,” He listened wi
anguish—*Fron Froy" Sectund
mured from all Parts of the
leaped from his hed, lighted &
crossed the thresh:id ol Muth
ber. At that instang B eurrent :
gnished the candle, und Gm.lr -"
his forehead, his bips. his of -l-: i
indetinable—g breath, culr 0 !' o Ok
of & cold wing, or, pd-'rhapa 'r';"' e Xtk
peignoir,  He fel] oo
To every inanoand 1yivg thare. o
 SYCTY Interrogation” by onty e 0o
“Fron Fron," Tie country ot TEPlied,
neighborbood of the l'i;;{r.«‘mm‘a i the

room,
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1de’s cham-
{ air extin-
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think that it was 1he soul of
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sur hie s
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