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Hwoet 1 he memory is to  me 
Of u land bevond the era,
W here the waves and m ountains meet; 
W here amid her mulberry trees 
Hits Amaltii in the heat,
RaihiDK ever her white feet 
!n th e  tideless, sum m er seas.

In th e  middle of the town,
From its fountains in the hills,
Tumbling through the narrow gorge 
The Canneto rashes down.
Turns the great wheels ot the mins, 
b itts  the hammers ol the Jorge.

’Tis a stairway, not a street,
That ascends the deep ravine.
Where the torrent leaps between 
Kooky w 11a th a t almost meet.
Toiling up Irom stair to stair 
Peasant girls their burdens bear;
Hunburnt. daughters of the soil,
Stately figures tall and straight;
What inexorable fate 
Dooms them to this life of toil!

Lord of vineyards and ot lands.
Far above the convent stands,
On its Ierraeed walks aloof 
Urnns a monk witli folded hands, 
placid satisfied, serene,
Looking down upon the scene 
Over wall and red tiled roo ,
Wondering unto what good end 
All tine toil and traffic tend.
And why all men can not bo 
Free from care and free from pain 
And the sortlid love ot gain,
And as indolent as he.

Where are now the freighted harks 
From the m alts of Hast and West!
Where the knights in lion sarka 
Journeying to the Holy Land,
(•love of ateel upon tt e liaad,
Crons ol crimson on the breast*
Where the pomp of camp and court*
W here tlie pilgrims w ith their prayers*
WIn-re the m erchants with their wares!
And the gallant brigantines 
Hailing safely into port,
Chased by Corsair Algerines!

Vanished like a fleet of cloud, 
l.ike a passing trumpet blast,
Are those splendors of the past,
And the commerce and tlie crowd '
Fathoms deep beneath the seas 
Lie the ancient wharves and quays, 
.Swallowed by tlie engulfing waves;
Mlent streets and vacant halls,
Ruined roofs and towers and walls;
Hidden front all mortal eyes 
Deep the sunken city lies;
Kveu cities have tlieir graves '

This is an enchanted land '
Round the headlands far awav 
Sweeps the blue Salernian bay 
With its sickle of white sand;
F u itlier still and furtherm ost 
On the dim-discovered eaost 
Pa stum with its ruins lies,
Ai d its roses all in bieoin 
Seem to tinge the fatal skies 
Of th a t lonely laud of doom.

On bis terrace, high in air.
Nothing doth the good monk care 
For sucli world themes us these.
Fioni the gulden ju s t below 
Little poll's of perfume blow,
And a sound is lu Ins ears 
Of the murmur of the bees 
In the shining rli« «tnut trees;
Nothing else lie heeds or hears.
All tlielandscape seems to swoon 
In the liappv afternoon;
Flowly o’er liia senses creep 
The encroaching waves of sleep,
And he sinks as sank the town.
Unresisting, fathoms down 
Into caverns cool aud deep'

Wnlled about with drifts of snow,
Healing the fierce north wind blow 
He* lug all the landscape wh.te.
And tlie river cased in ice.
Comes I liia memory of delight.
Cornea this vision unto me 
Of a long lost Paradise 
to the  land beyond the sea.

—Atlan t i c  Monthly.

O I.D  T IM E S  ON T U B  M1HS18H1PPI.

BY MARK TWAIN.

V.
• ‘S ound ing’*—F a m ilie s  P ecu lia rly  Neccs- 

nnry to  n  P ilo t.
When tlio river is very low, and one's 

steam boat is "drawing all the water” there 
is in the channel—or a few inches more, as 
was often the case in old times—one niUBt 
be painfully circumspect in his piloting. 
We used to have to “sound” a number of 
particularly had places almost every trip 
when the river was at a very low stage.

Sounding is done in this way. The 
boat ties up at the shore, just above the 
shoal crossing; tlie pilot not on watch 
takes his "cub” or sleersmau and 
picked crew of men (sometimes an officer 
also), and goes out in the yawl—pro
vided the boat has not that rare and 
sumptuous luxury, a regularly devised 
“sounding boat”—and proceeds to hunt for 
tlie best, water, the pilot on duty watching 
his movements through a spyglass mean 
time, and in some instances 'assisting by 
signals of the boat’s whistle, signifying "try 
up higher” or "try down lower,” Jor tlie 
surface ol the water, like an oil painting, is 
more exprestive and intelligible when in
spected from a 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 ripples upon the water’s surface. 
When tlie yawl bus reached the shoal place 
the speed is slackened, the pilot begins to 
houiiiI the depth with a pole ten or twelve 
feet long, and the steersman at the tiller 
obeys the order to "hold her up to star 
board,” or “let her fall off to larboard,"* or 
steady—steady as you go.”

When the measurements indicato that the 
yawl is approaching the ehoalest part of 
the reef the command is given to “ease all 
Then the men stop rowing and the yawl 
drilts with the current. The next order is, 
"Stand by with the buoy !’’ The moment 
the shallowest point is reached the pilot 
delivers the order, "Let go the buoy!” and 
over she goes. If the pilot is not satisfied 
he sounds the place again; if he finds better 
water higher up or lower down lie removes 
the buoy to that place. lieing finally sat
isfied, he gives the order, and all the men 
stand their oars straight up in the air, in 
line; a Mast from the boat’s whistle indi 
cates that the signal has been seen; then 
the men "give way” on tlieir oars and lay 
the yawl alongside the buoy; the steamer 
conies creeping carefully down, is pointed 
straight at the buoy, husbands her power 
tor the coming struggle, and presently 
at the critical moment, turns on all her 
steam aud goes giinding and wallowing 
over the buoy and the sand, and gains 
the deep water beyond. Or maybe she 
doesn't; maybe she -‘strikes and swings.” 
Then she has to while away several Hours 
(or days) sparring herself off

Sometimes a buoy is not laid at all, but 
the yawl goes ahead, hunting the best 
water, and the steamer follows along in its 
wake. Often there is a deal of fun and ex 
citeuient about sounding, especially if it is 
a glorious summer day or a blusterin 
night. Hut in winter the cold aud the peril 
take most of the fun out of it.

A buoy is nothing but a board four or live 
feet long, with one end turned up; it is a 
reversed bootjack. It is anchored on tlie 
shoalest part ot the reef by a rope with a 
heavy stone made tast to the end of it. Hut 
for tlie resistance of the turned up end the 
current would pull the buoy under w ater. At 
night a paper lantern with a candle in it is 
tastened on top of the buoy, and this can 
be seen a mile or more, a little glimmering 
spaik in the waste ot blackness.

Nothing delights a eub so much us an 
opportunity to go out sounding. There is 
such an air ol adventure about ir; often 
there is danger; it is so gaudy and man of 
warlike to sit up in the stern sheets and 
steer a swilt yawl; there is something tin 
about the exultant spring of the boat when 
an experienced old sailor crew throw their 
souls into the oars; it is lovely to see the 
white foam stream away from the bows; 
there is music in the rush of the water; it is 
deliciously exhilarating in summer to go 
speeding over the bree/.v expanses of the 
river w hen the world of wavelets is dancing 
in the sun. Jt is such grandeur, too, to the 
cub to get a ebam e to give an order; ter 
often the pilot will simply say, "Let her go 
about!” aud leave the rest to the cub, who 
instantly cries, in his sternest tone ot 
command, "Ease starboard! Strong on 
the larboard! Starboard give way! With 
a will, men!” The cub enjoys sound 
ii.g lor the further reason that the eyes 
ot" the passengers are watch.ng all the 
yawl's movements with absorbing interest, 
if the time be daylight; aud if it be night 
he knows that those same wondering eyes 
are fastened upon the yawl's lantern as it

■  The term "larboard" is never used at sea now 
to signllN the left liaad, but waa al«ay« uied on 
the river in my time.

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

One trip a pretty girl of sixteen spent her 
time in our pilot house with her uncle and 
aunt, every day and all day long. I fell in
love with her. So did Mr. T---- ’s cub,
Tom G-----. Tom and I had been boeont
friends until this time; but now a coolness 
began to arise. I told the girl a good many 
of my river adventures, aud made myself 
out a good deal of a hero; Tom tried to 
make himself appear to be a hero, too, and 
succeeded to some extent, but then he a! 
ways had a way of embroidering. How 
ever, virtue is its own reward, so I was 
a barely perceptible trifle ahead in the 

.contest. About this time something 
happened which promised handsomely 
for me; the pilots decided to sound the 
crossing at the head ot 21. This would 
occur about nine or ten o’clock at night 
when the passengers would be still up: it
would be Mr. T---- ’s watch, therefore my
chief would have to do the sounding. We 
had a perfect love of a sounding boat— 
long, trim, graceful, and as fleet as a grey 
bound; her thwarts were cushioned; she 
carried twelve oarsmen; one of the mates 
was always sent in her to transmit orders 
to her crew, 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 so wide there that a landsman's 
uneducated eyes could discern no opposite 
shore through such a gloom. The passen
gers were alert and interested; everything 
was satisfactory. As I hurried through the 
engine room, picturesquely gotten up in 
stoim toggery, I met Tom, and could not 
forbear delivering myself ot a mean speech: 

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

Tom was passing on, but he quickly 
turned and said;

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

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

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

I tlew back,, and shortly arrived among 
the crowd ot watching and wondering ladies 
just in time to hear the command:

"Give way, men!”
I looked over, and there was the gallant 

sounding boat booming away, the unprinci
pled Tom presiding at the tiller, and my 
chiel sitting by him with the sounding pole 
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 a night: Do you think 
there is any danger!”

I would rather have been stabbed. I 
went off', full of venom, to help in the 
pilot house. By and by tbe boat's lan
tern disappeared, and after an interval 
a wee spark glimmered upon tbe face of 
tbe water a mile away. Mr. T— -  blew the 
whistle in acknowledgment, backed the 
steamer out aud made for it. Wre Hew along 
for a while, then slackened steam and went 
cautiously gliding toward the spark. Pres
ently Mr. T----- exclaimed:

“Hello, the buoy lantern's out!”
He stopped the engines. A moment 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
again! Mr. T----  muttered:

Well, I don’t understand this. I believe 
that buoy has drifted off the reef. Seems 
to be a little too far to the left. No matter, 
it iR safest to run over it anyhow.”

So, in that Rolid w orld of darkncRs, we 
w ent creeping dow n on the light. Just as 
our howr w ere in the act of plow ing over
it, Mr. T-----seized the bell ropes, rang a
startling peal and exclaimed:

"My soul, it’s the sounding boat!”
A RUtlden chorus of wild alarm s b u rs t ou t 

far below—a pause—and then a sound of
grinding and crashing followed. Mr. T-----
exclaimed:

"There! the paddlewheel lias ground the 
sounding boat to luciler matches! Run 
See who is 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 sate. They 
hud discovered their danger when it was 
too late to puli out of the way; then, when 
the great guards overshadowed them a 
moment later, they were prepared and 
knew what to do, at my chief’s order they 
sprang at the right instant, 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. Two of the men, and the cub Tom, 
were missing—a fact which spread like 
wild fire over the boat. The passengers 
came flocking to the forward gangway, 
ladies and all, anxious-eyed, white-l'aced, 
and talked in awed voices of the dread
ful thing. And often and again I heard 
them say, "Poor fellows! poor boy, poor 
boy!”

By this time the boat's yawl was manned 
and away, to search for the missing. Now 
a faint call was heard, efi to the left. The 
vawl had disappeared in the other direction. 
Half the people rushed to one side to en
courage the s xitmner with their shouts; the 
other half rushed the other way to shriek 
to the yawl to turn about. By the callings 
the Hwimmer was approaching, but some 
said tbe sound showed failing strength. 
The crowd massed themselves against the 
boiler deck railings, leaning over and star
ing into tbe gloom, and every faint and 
fainter cry wrung from them such words 
as, "Ah, poor fellow, poor fellow ! Is there 
no way to save him?”

But still the cries held out and drew 
nearer, and presently the voice said pluckily:

"1 can make it! Stand by with a rope!” 
Wliat a rousing cheer they gave him! 

The chief mate teok his stand in the glare 
of a torch basket, a coil of rope iu his hand, 
and his men grouped about him. The next 
moment the swimmer’s face appeared in the 
circle of light, and in another one the owner 
ol' i t was hauled aboard, limp and drenched, 
while cheer on cheer went up. It was that 
devil Tom.

The yawl crew searched everywhere, tint 
found no sign of the two men. They prob
ably failed to catch the guard, tumbled 
back, aud were struck by the wheel and 
killed. Tom had never jumped for the 
guard at all, but had plunged head first into 
the river and dived under the wheel. It 
was nothing; I could have done it easy 
enough, anil I said so; but everybody went 
on just the same, making a wonderful to do 
over that ass, as il he had done something 
great. That girl couldn’t seem to have 
•nough of that pitiful "hero” the rest of the 
trip; but little I cared; I loathed her, auv 
way.

The way wo cumo to mistake the Sound
ing boat's lantern for tlie buoy light was
this. My chief said that after’laving tlie 
buoy he fell away and watched it till it 
seemed to be secure; then he took up a 
Josition a hundred yards lielow it and a 
ittle to one side ol the steamer's course, 

headed the sounding boat up stream, anil 
waited. Having to wait some 'inie, he anil 

officer got to talking; he looked up 
when he judged that the steamer was on 
tlie reef; saw that the buoy was gone, but 
supposed the steamer had already run over 
ii; lie went on with his talk: he noticed 
that the steamer waa getting very close 

wn on him, but that was the correct 
thing: it was her business to shave him 
losely. for convenience in taking him 

aboaid; he was expecting her to sheer off, 
until the last moment; then it Hashed upon 
him that she was trying to run him down, 
mistaking his lantern tor the buoy light; so 
u‘ sang our, “Stand by to spring lor the 

guard, men ! ' and tlie next instant the jump 
was made.
.  ̂ wandering from wliat I was
intending to do, that is, make plainer 
than perhaps appears inCmy previous pa
pers, some ol the peculiar requirements 
ot the science ol piloting. First ol all, there 
is one faculty which a pilot must incessantly 
cultii ate until lie has Drought it to absolute 
perleftion. Nothing short of perfection will 
do. That faculty is memory, lie eau not 
stop with merely thinking a thing is so and 
so; he must know it; for this is eminentlv 
one of the "exact” sciences. With what 
scorn a pilot was looked upon, in the old 
limes, it he ever ventured to deal in that 
leelile phrase "I think." instead of the 
vigorous one “I know!’’ One can not easily 
lealize what a trt m> ndoue thing it is to 
know evety trivial detail of 1200 miles of 
river and know it with absolute exactness. 
If you will take the longest street in New 
York, aud travel up and down it, conning 
its features patiently until you know every 
house and window and door and lamp-post 
and big and little sign by heart, and know

them sc accurately that you can instantly 
name the one you are abreast of when you 
are set down at random in that street in the 
middle of an inky black night, you will then 
have a tolerable notion of the amount and 
the exactness ot a pilot’s knowledge who 
carries the Mhutissippi river in his bead 
And then if you will go on until you know 
every street crossing, the character, size 
and position of the crossing-stones, and the 
varying depth of mud in each of those 
numberless places, you will have some idea 
of what the pilot must know in order to 
keep a Mississippi steamer ouV of trouble. 
Next, if you will take half of the signs in 
that long street, and change their places 
once a month, and still manage to know 
their new positions accurately on dark 
nights, and keep up with these repeated 
changes without making any mistakes, you 
will understand what is required of a pilot’s 
peerless memory by the fickle Mississippi.

I think a pilot’s memory is about the most 
wonderful thing in the world. To know 
tbe Old and New Testaments by heart, and 
be able to recite them glibly, lorward or 
backward, or begin at random anywhere in 
tbe book and recite both ways and 
never trip or make a mistake, is 
no extravagant mass of knowledge, 
and no marvelous facility, compared 
to a pilot’s massed knowledge of 
the Mississippi and his marvelous facility 
in the handling of it. I make this com
parison deliberately, and believe I am not 
expanding the truth when I do it. Many 
will think my ligure too strong, but pilots 
will not.

And how easily and comfortably the 
pilot's memory docs its work: how placidly 
effortless is its way; how unconsciously it 
lays up its vast stores, hour by hour, day 
by day, and never loses or mislays a single 
valuable package of them all. Take an 
instance. Let a leadsman cry "Half 
twain ! half twain ! half twain ! half twain ! 
half twain !” until it becomes as monoto
nous as the ticking of a clock; let conver
sation be going on all the time, and the 
pilot be doing his share of the talking, and 
in the midst of thrs endless 9tnng of half 
twains let a single "quarter twain!” be in
terjected, without emphasis, and then the 
half twain cry go on again, just 
before: two or three weeks later that 
pilot can deecribe with precision the 
boat’s position in the river when that 
quarter twain was uttered, and give you 
such a lot of head marks, stern marks, and 
side marks to guide you, that you ought to 
be able to take the boat there and put her in 
that same spot again yourself! The cry of 
quarter twain did not really take his mind 
trom his talk, but his trained faculties in
stantly photographed the bearings, noted 
the change of depth, and laid up the im
portant details for future reference without 
requiring any assistance from him in the 
matter. If you were walking and talking 
with a friend, and another triend at your 
side kept up a monotonous repetition of the 
vowel sound A, for a couple of blocks, and 
then in the midst interjected an K, thus: A, 
A, A, A, A, R, A, A, A, etc., and gave the 
R no emphasis, you would not be able to 
state, two or three weeks afterward, that 
the R had been put in, nor be able to tell 
what objects you were jiassing at tbe mo 
ment it was done. But you could if your 
memory bad 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. But only in the mat
ters it is daily drilled in. A time would come 
when the man’s faculties could not help no- 
l icing landmarks and soundings, and his 
memory 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 had for 
breakfast, it would be ten ehauces to one 
that be could not tell you. Astonishing things 
can he done with the human memory if you 
will devote it faithfully to one particular line 
of business.

At the time that wages soared so high on
the Missouri river, my chief, Mr. B------- ,
went up there and learned more than a thou
sand miles of that stream with an ease aud 
rapidity that were astonishing. When he 
had seen each division once iu the daytime 
and once at night, his education was so 
nearly complete that he took out a “day
light" license; a lew trips later he took out 
a full license, and went to piloting day and 
night, and he ranked Al, too.

Mr. B-----placed me as steersman for a
while under a pilot whose feats ol memory 
were a constant marvel to me. However, 
his memory was born iD him, I think, not 
built. For instance, somebody would men- 
tiou a name. Instantly Mr. J—-  would 
break in:

"Oh. I knew him. Sallow-faced, red
headed lellow, with a little scar on the side 
of his throat like a splinter under the liesh. 
He was only in the Southern trade six 
months. That was thirteen jyears ago. I 
made a trip with him. There was five feet 
in the upper river then; the Henry Blake 
grounded at the foot of Tower Island, 
drawing four and a half; the George El
liott unshipped her rudder on the wreck of 
the Sunflower.”

"Why, the Sunflower didn't sink until"—
"I know- when she sunk; it was three 

years before that, on the second of De
cember; Asa Ilardv was captain of her, 
and his brother John was first clerk; 
and it was his first trip on her, too; Tom 
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 sixth of July of the 
next year, and died of the lock jaw on the 
fifteenth. His brother John died two years 
alter—third of March—erysipelas, I never 
saw either of the Hardys—they were Alle
ghany river men—but people who knew 
them told me all these things. And they 
saul Captain Hardy wore yarn socks winter 
ami summer just the same, and his first 
wile’s name was Jane Shook—she was from 
New England—and his second one died in a 
lunatic asylum. It was in tlie blood. She 
was from Lexington. Kentucky. Name was 
Horton before she was married.”

And so on, by the hour, the man’s tongue 
would go. He could not forget anything.
It was simply impossible. Ttie most triv ial 
details remained as distinct and luminous in 
bis head, after they had lain there for years, 
as'themost memorable events. His was not 
simply a pilot's memory; its grasp was u n i
versal. If he were talking about a tiifling  
letter he had received seven years before, 
he was pretty sure to deliver you the entire 
screed from memory. And then, without 
observing that he was departing from the 
true fine of his talk, lie was more than like 
ly to hurl In a loDg drawn parenthetical 
biography of the writer of that letter; and 
you were lucky indeed if he did not take 
up that writer's relatives, one by one, and 
give you their biography, too.

Such a memory as that is a great misfor
tune. To it, all occurrences are ot the same 
size. Its possessor can not distinguish an 
interesting circumstance from an uniuter- 
estiHg one. As a talker he is bound to clog 
his narrative with tiresome details and 
make himself an insufferable bore. More, 
over, be can not stick to his subject. He 
picks us every little grain of memory he 
discerns in his way, and so is led aside. Mr.
J— - would start out w ith the honest in
tention ol telling you a vastly fuuDy anec
dote about a dog. 11c would be "so full of 
laugh" that he could hardly begin; then his 
memory would start with “the dog's breed 
and personal appearance: drift into a history 
ol ins owner, ol his owner’s family, with 
descriptions ot weddings and burials that 
had occurred in it, together with recitals 
ol congratulatory verses and obituary po
etry provoked by the same; then this 
memory would recollect that one of these 
events occurred during the celebrated 
"hard winter" of such and such a vear. and 
a minute description of that winter would 
follow, along with the names ol people who 
were frozen to death, and ilie statistics 
showing the high figures which pork and 
hay went up to. Pork and hay would sug
gest and fodder; corn aud fodder
would suggest cows and horses the latter 
would suggest the circus and certain cele
brated bare back riders; the transition lrom 
the circus to the menagerie was easy aud 
natural; from the elephant to equatorial 
Africa was but a step; then of course the 
heathen savages would suggest religion; 
and at the end of three or lour flours' 
tedious jaw, the watch would change, 
and J----- would go out of the pilot
house muttering extracts from sermons 
he had heard years before about the 
efficacy of prayer as a means of 
grace. And . the original first men
tion would be all you had learned about 
that dog, after all this waiting and bunger-

A pilot must have a memory; but there 
are two higher qualities which he must 
also have. He must have good and quick

judgment and decision, and a cool, calm 
courage that no peril can shake. Give a 
man the merest trifle of pluck to start with, 
and by the time be has become a pilot he 
can not be unmanned by any danger a 
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 after the young pilot has 
been "standing his own watch," alone 
and under the staggering weight of 
all the responsibilities connected with 
the position. When an apprentice has be
come pretty thoroughly acquainted with 
the river, he goes clattering along so fear
lessly with his steamboat, night or day, 
that he presently begins to imagine that it 
is his courage that animates him; but the 
first time the pilot steps out and leaves him 
to bis own devices he finds out it was the 
other man’s. He discovers that the article 
has been left out of his own cargo altogether. 
The whole river is bristling with exigencies 
in a moment; he is not prepared for them: 
he does not know how to meet them; all 
his knowledge forsakes him, and within 
fifteen minutes he is as white as a sheet and 
scared almost to death. Therefore pilots 
wisely train these cubs by strategic tricks 
to look danger in the face a little more 
calmly. A favorite way ot theirs is to play 
a friendly swindle upon the candidate.

Mr. B----- served me in this fashion
once, and for years afterward I used to 
blush even in my sleep when I thought of 
it. I had become a good steersman; so 
good, indeed, that I had all the work to 
do on our watch, night and day: Mr.
B----- seldom made a suggestion to me;
all he ever did was to take the wheel on 
particularly bad nights or particularly bad 
crossings, land the boat when she needed 
to be landed, play gentleman of leisure 
nine-tenths of the watch. and collect the 
wages. Tlie lower river was about bank- 
full, and if anybody had questioned my 
ability to run any crossing between Cairo 
and New Orleans without help or instruc- 
'ion, I should have felt irreparably hurt 
The idea of being afraid of any crossing iu 
the lot, in the day time, was a thing too pre
posterous lor contemplation. Well, one 
matchless summer's day I was bowling 
down the bend above island (56, brim full of 
self-conceit, and carrying my nose as high 
as a giraffe's, when Mr. B-—- said:

“I am going below a while. I suppose 
you know the next crossing!'’

This was almost an affront. It was about 
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 this "perfectly well.

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

“How much water is there in it?’
“Well, that i9 an odd question. I couldn't 

get bottom there with a church steeple.” 
"You think so, do you!”
Tlie very tone of the question shook my

confidence. That was what Mr. B---- was
expecting. He left, without saying any
thing more. I began to imagine all sorts of
things. Mr. B-----, unknown to me, of
coure, sent somebody down to the fore
castle with some mysterious instructions to 
the leadsmen, another messenger was sent 
to whisper among the officers, and then Mr.
B----- went into hiding behind a smoke
stack where he could observe results. Pres
ently the captain stepped out on the hurri
cane deck; next the chief mate appeared: 
then a clerk. Every moment or two a 
straggler was added to my audience; and 
before I got to the head ol tbe island I had 
fifteen or twenty people assembled down 
there under my nose. I began to wonder 
what the trouble was. As 1 started across, 
the captain glanced at me and Haid, with a 
sham uneasiness in his voice—

“Where is Mr. B ----
“Gone below, sir.”
But that did the business for me. My 

imagination began to construct dangers 
out of nothing, and they multiplied faster 
than I could keep the run of them. Ail at 
once I imagined I saw shoal water ahead. 
The wave of coward agony that surged 
through me then came near dislocating 
every, joint in me. All my confidence in 
that crossing vanished. I seized the bell 
rope; dropped it, ashamed; seized it again; 
dropped it once more; clutched it trem
blingly once again, and pulled it so feebly 
that I could hardly hear the stroke myself. 
Captain and mate sang out instantly, and 
both together:

“Starboard lead there, and quick about 
it!"

This was another shock. I began to 
climb the wheel like a squirrel ; but I 
would hardly get the boat Rtarted to 
port before I would see new dangers on 
that eide, aud away I would spin to the 
other; only to tiud perils accumulating to 
starboard, and be crazy to get to port 
again. Then came the leadsman's se
pulchral cry:

“D-e e-p lour!”
Deep four in a bottomless crossing! The 

terror of it took my breath away.
“M-a r-k three! M-a-r-k three! (Quarter 

lees three! Half twain!”
This was frightful! I seized the bell ropes 

and stopped the engines.
"Quarter twain! Quarter twain! Mark 

twain!”
I was helpless. I did not know what in 

the world to do. I was quaking from head 
to foot, and I could have 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 nerveless flutter. J could not ring a 
bell intelligibly with them. I flew to the 
speaking tube and shouted to the engineer.

"Oh, Ben, if you love me, back bet! 
Quick, Ben! Oh, baca tlie immortal soul 
out of her!”

1 heard the door close gently. 1 looked
around, and there stood Mr. B-----.smiling
a bland, sweet smile. Then the audience 
on the hurricane deck sent up a shout of 
humiliating laughter. I saw it all, now, 
and I felt meaner than the meanest man in 
human history. I laid in the lead, set the 
boat in her marks, came ahead on the en
gines, and said:

"It was a fine trick to play on an orphan, 
wasn't it! I suppose I'll never hear the 
last of how I was ass enough to heave the 
lead at the head of tit'.”

"Well, no, you won't may be. In fact I 
hope you won't; for I want yon to learn 
something by that experience. Didn’t you 
know there was no bottom in that crossing!” 

"Yes, sir, I did.”
“Very well, then. You shouldn’t have 

allowed me or any one else to shake your 
confidence in that knowledge. Try to ro 
member that. Aud another 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. Y’et about the hardest part 
of it was that for months I so often had to 
hear a phrase which I had conceived a 
particular distaste for. It was, "Oh. Ben, 
it you love me, hack her!"

T U B  S P R IG  O F G R E E N .

BT JOSBPH J. BKZDI'OfcB.

At Fredericksburg, on th a t dread day 
Ere yet tbe strife began,

Along tbe battle  line of blue 
Tlie General's order ran:

"W in we or lose, our country s curee 
Upon the w retch who eliirke,

But houor to the man who dies 
The nearest to  the  works."

Before them rose the giant range 
Of bill in m artial round.

From whose grim tops all bodeft.liy 
The bristling cannon frowned.

No break within th a t iiou line,
But death from lefr to right:

Aud Mesgher, w ith his Irish, .ay 
Before St. Mary’s height.

No gloom was there, hut every face 
So careless aud so bright,

As if it  were a  wedding If,or:.
And not a day of fight;

And in th e ir caps, though all around 
No tree nor shrub was seem 

They wore—heaven knows from whence procured— 
Each man a sprig of green.

Not long they waited tor the  sound 
That told the strife begun;

Hark! from tlie river’s further s ue.
It is the  signal gun.

A thousand cannons from the hil.s 
Bellowed the fieree acclaim.

And all tlie mighty line of blue 
Swept upward thro’ the  flame.

O, what avail are wrords to paint 
The strife th a t none can teli.

The hurrah of the  Union first 
The wild Confederate yell;

The sabre’s clank, tlie horseman's tram p,
Tlie scream of shot and shell,

The groans of dying men th a t went 
To make the mimic hell.

All day against those awful heights 
Our lines were hurled in vain;

All day the shattered ranks closed -p 
But to be torn again,

Until ilie sun withdrew his light.
As if for very sliame,

Anil night caiue down upon th e  field 
To t-nd the bloody game.

The morning broke ail fair and br.gnt 
Upon tlie dread array;

Aud lovingly, on lii'l aud plain.
The blessed sunbeams lay.

The fight was done, tlie field was won,
Tlie blue bad lost tlie oay,

And fioni their works all curiously 
bwarmed down the men iu gray

Thick lay the slain like sheaves of g ra .t 
Ripened by b att e sun.

But one had died beyond file rest.
A stone’s cast from their guns 

They raised him softly—for tbe brave 
Respect tlie brave I ween—

And iuhis cap, unwithered stil!,
They found a sprig of greeu.

Of all the  thousands lying round.
Close locked in death’s embrace,

Wliat one. tlio’ all were brave and true.
From death bad got such giro r  •

No bearded soldier, old iu wais.
Had won tlie happy place;

He who died uearesi to the works 
Bad a  comely boyish face.

They buried him just where be fell,
These lbeinen w ith rude art;

They said that he had earned the p ace 
Bv his nndaunted heart;

And oue—a poet in his soul—
TLo’ rough in garb and mien.

Planted upon the simple mound,
The dead boy’s sprig of green.

The brave man dies; but tlie brave deed 
With death will not be found;

And travelers sav th a t lo tliis  day,
The children play iug round,

Can point the stranger to tbe spot,
Tlie fairest on tbe scene—

The grave where sleeps the Irish boy 
Who wore the sprig of greeu.

Tbe  Br i ti sh  i ’o lnr  Expedi tion .

In regard to the British polar expedition 
the London Times of March 28 says:

The polar expeditionary vessels at Ports
mouth are now receiving their finishing 
touches. On Saturday their smokestacks 
were fitted, and their masts were brought 
down to the ship basin in readiness to be 
placed on board on their being floated out 
of dock to day. Each vessel will be bark 
rigged, and the masts will be interchange
able, having been so constructed that in 
case of accident the spars of the Alert can 
be erected on board the Discovery, and vice 
versa. The rigging is of a light but durable 
character, and men are engaged in covering 
all the iron work, above and below, with a 
coating of leather, as a protection for the 
hands of the sailors in the cold latitudes 
whither they are bound.

Th6 great Lord Chiei Justice Holt, when 
young, was very extravagant, and belonged 
to a club of w ild fellows, most of whom 
took to an infamous course of life. When 
his lordship was engaged at the Old Bailey 
a man was tried and convicted of robbery 
on the highway, whom the judge remem
bered to have been one of his old com
panions. Moved by that curiosity which is 
natural on a retrospection of past life, Holt, 
tbiuking that the fellow did not know him, 
asked what was become of such and such 
of hie old associates. The culprit, making 
a low bow, and fetching a deep sigh, said, 
“Ah, my lord, tiey are all hanged but your 
lordship and I !”

A N ight in tlie  C ra te r .

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

I succeeded in reaching an altitude of 
nearly 18,001) feet and then gave out on ac
count of a previous illness, from which I 
had not fully recovered, and was compelled 
to return to a ranch down on the "timber 
line.” Here 1 waited tbe return of the 
party, which was composed of Colonel 
Grasty, of Virginia, and Mr. Harry Stevens, 
of Cleveland, yvho had accompanied us 
from home.

The gigaDtic crater is about one mile in 
diameter and 4500 feet deep, and, almost 
incredible to believe, but nevertheless true, 
there is a settlement consisting of forty 
sulphur miners in the bottom of this awful 
cavity, their only mode of ingress and 
egress from this infernal region being bv 
by the means ot a w indlass and 1000 leet of 
rope, by which they are lowered down to a 
shelf iu the side of the abyss, the rest of the 
journey downward being"performed on foot 
over a long and steep descent.

The thoughts ol Grasty and Stevens 
were now turned to the horrible gulf that 
yawned belore them, for in it they must 
pass the night, which would fall" in the 
course of two or three hours; lor it was 
alike impossible toepeDdit on the mountain 
toji or to return down to the “timber line.”

An Indian employe of the sulphur mine 
had preceded them up the volcano bearing 
their letter of introduction to Senor Core- 
hado, the superintendent of the mine, who 
immediately repaired to the summit, 
where he met 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 Malac.ate.” From 
this was suspended a cable about an inch 
and a halt in diameter and 1000 feet long. 
From this point they obtained a magnificent 
view of tlie crater, whose walls rose in all 
directions in frightful wildness and sublim
ity. They at once appreciated its enormous 
dimensions. Nearly a mile below them was 
the bottom, almost lost in the darkness and 
distance.

Grasty and Stevens peered over the ledge 
where stood the windlass and saw, far, tar 
below them, a level rock that formed the 
top of a long, steep declivity, at the foot of 
which was black spot. This, they were 
told, was the miner’s house. They were to 
descend the declivity by tbe rope, having 
accepted Corcbado’s invitation to spend the 
night below. Corehado and Stevens went 
first. They were tied to the cable in such a 
manner that they sat side by side.

For about the ’distance of 150 feet the 
ledge from which they made their wild leap 
■ rejected out over tlie precipice, and conse- 
jiiently they hung free and dangling in 

mid-air. It was only a minute or two, 
however, before they came to a place where 
the cliti bellied out further than the wind
lass rock, aud they were compelled to kick 
against its strong front to keep clear of it.

Immense clouds of sulphurous steam and 
gases rc.lled skyward from beneath this 
projection. These nauseated Stevens, and 
set him to vomiting badly.

They were now out of sight of the people 
above them. Stevens afterward said lie 
left that be w as going straight ntotbe jaws 
of hell. On every eide of them was a 
gigantic and hideous ruin of cracked cliffs 
and blistered crags. Beneath them were 
pools of liquid aud burning sulphur that 
trickled in little rivulets from the gashed 
and fire marked walls of the crater. Nox
ious vapors floated through tbe air—all 
seemed a horrible nightmare. They reached 
tbe declivity in safety after a fearful jour
n ey  of ten minutes, and untied themselves. 
The rope was then pulled up.

The colonel proceeded to tie himself on. 
Through some mistake tbe rope that went 
round his back slipped down too low. lie 
dropped from the crag, still weak from tlie 
suffering he had experienced in the ascent. 
Everything went well until he got to the 
place where the precipice bulges out. Here 
the disaster overtook him. A cloud of gas- 
laden vapor enveloped him, and lie lainteil 
away, with yet 700 feet to descend. Cor- 
chado and Stevens saw him let go of the 
rope, throw his arms out, grasping at the 
air, and tall back until his head was lower 
than his heels, then spin round, striking the 
sharp rocks in a teai ful mauner. Stevens 
said it fairly made his blood run cold, and 
lie turned bis head Irom the awful sight. 
Meanwhile Corehado bad given the man at 
the windlass a sign to lower faster, and 
Grasty’s apparently lifeless and mutilated 
body soon reached where they stood. 
His face was severely bruised ami his 
clothing badly torn, while tbe blood was 
trickling from his nose and ears, but be still 
breathed. After an hour's rubbing ami 
throwing of snow in his lace, lie came to. 
and the whole parry, now augmented by 
tbe arrival of a number of peon miners from 
below, descended tbe shfping side of the 
crater. Corehado and his Indians led the 
way, slowly followed by Grasty, who was 
supported fly Stevens and a peon. After 
they had got about half way down the steep 
they expmenced from the ice and stones 
great difficulty in traveling. The most 
annoying thing, however, was the constant 
danger they were in ot being crushed by 
huge hunks of ice and rock that were con
tinually rolliug down. This debris is the 
matter that is loosened daily bv the sun, 
whose warmth strikes off' its icy fetters and 
suffers gravity to have its way. After two 
hours’ slippery descending they reached the

bottom of the pit about half past four in 
the afternoon of Thanksgiving Day.

Having seen everything that could De 
seen, they bid their Dew wade but long to- 
be remembered friend, Corehado, farewell, 
and set out to return, accompanied by tour 
Indians ,

The 8500 feet climb to the end of the rope 
was a fearful job, but the ascent by the rope
was still worse. They w ere compelled to 
kick and push against the cliff incessantly 
t o  prevent beiDg dragged to pieces against 
the sharp rocks. They got to the top in 
safety, however, and there found more 
peons to take them to the "timber line. 
They made the descent by sitting down on 
a piece ot thick matting, with an Indian 
seated behind each of them, to steer this 
novel vehicle while sliding down the moun
tain, over the snow aud ice. They descend
ed six miles in less than twenty minutes.

One time, while buried in a thick snow
laden cloud, they came near slipping into 
the Barranca del Muerte, a chasm .1000 leet 
deep. Ou reaching the end of the snow 
fields they fouud their horses at La Cruz, 
and then rode to Thames. When I met 
them I scarcely recognized them, they were 
so haggard, sunburnt, bruised and dirty.

T he  I’ap a l A ttac k  ou th is  C on tinen t.
If auy of our readers have supposed that, 

in our several articles of the past, lew weeks 
explaining theeombined attack of the papal 
hierarchy against the educational system ol 
this country, wo have anything exaggerated 
or set down aught in malice, we commend 
them to go over with us as brief an outline 
as is possible of the papal battle which is 
now being waged from the extreme British 
Possessions on the north to the farthest 
boundary of Brazil ou the south. For 
uiun.v of our facts bearing exclusively upon 
the United States, we are indebted to tbe 
enlightened labors of Mr. Eugene Lawrence, 
of Harper's Weekly.

Tbe heavy blows winch have been dealt 
at the Papal power iu Europe—by Victor 
Emmanuel in Italy, Bismarck in Germany 
and Gladstone in England—long since per
suaded the Pope and his cardinals of the 
necessity ot strengthening their power on 
the continent where the governments had, 
so far, retrained from any active 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 
these schools," he said, "where, for the 
most part, impiety reigns mistress, and em 
ploys every means of corrupting infancy 
aud youth, should most excite your zealous 
pastors.”

It lias “excited” them. The Jesuits 
throughout this continent have taken up 
this open declaration of war. The assault 
lias beeu general all along the line. We 
pointed out, some time since, the method 
of operations adopted iu Canada. Their 
first move there was to banish Protestant
ism from tlie public schools by a law pro 
hibitiug any religious teaching. The people 
fretted sorely against this domineering at
tempt of the Roman Pontiff to debar the 

^youth of the country from the religious 
teachings in which their parents believed; 
but the demand was conceded, because of 
its apparent fairness to all. But, no sooner 
was this step accomplished, and the Papal 
following iu ftps Legislature increased by 
organized labor at the polls, then a new 
measure was planned, aud is now being 
vigorously pressed, demanding a large pro
portion of the school moneys for the sup
port of purely Catholic schools.

We pass now to the great empire of Brazil 
and the republic of Mexico. The assault of 
tbe Papists here has been too recent and 
too violent to need any extended comment. 
In the former country, fortunately, they 
have been met by a ruler almost as enlight
ened, as strong aud as far-seeing as Bis
marck, aud the Jesuits are temporarily 
foiled. I a Mexico, ho wever, there was no 
central government powerful enough to 
control them. Repressive measures, of the 
strongest character, have, to be sure, been 
introduced in the national Legislature; but 
the force to cariy them into effect seems 
wanting. If. is but a few days since tbe 
sacred precincts of a Protestant ebureh were 
invaded by a bloodthirsty Catholic mob, 
and innocent men murdered at the toot of 
the pulpit.

Turning now to the United States, we ask 
attention to the singular similarity ot the 
Papal attack pursued in the several locali
ties. In Missouri, exactly as iu Canada, the 
first step was made while the Republicans 
were iu power to exclude all Protestant 
teaching irom tbe schools. The, at that 
time, large Republican majority, resulted 
in the move being carried much farther 
than the Catholic managers had intended. 
The provision forbidding all sectarian teach
ing in the public schools was made a part of 
the State constitution. No sooner, however, 
were the ex Confederates and the Papists 
again in power, than they introduced a 
measure to avoid the constitutional pro
vision, and just as iu Canada, to apply a 
part ol' the publio lund to Catholic schools. 
"This assault,” says the St. Louis Globe, of 
the twenty second of January, “is as stupid 
as it is malicious.” We concede the malice; 
but, unconstitutional as the attempt is, it 
will be found far from “stupid,” and will 
we fear, succeed, unless fought bitterly 
and to the death.

Turning now to New York, we find ex
actly the same course pursued by the Papal 
hierarchy. The first move—excluding Pro
testantism trom the schools—succeeded. 
The second, giving the Catholics part ol the 
school fund, is now being pressed, as we 
have heretofore explained. The great 
strength of the Papists, there, was ex 
lnbited to the election of Kernan to the 
United States Senate. “If you do not 
nominate Mr. Kernan,” said Governor Sey
mour to the Protestant Democracy, "you 
will drive away thousands ol intelligent 
aud patriotic Roman Catholics from our 
party.” Kelley, the manager ol the New 
York Democracy, and the right hand of 
Governor Tilden, is the acknowledged 
leader ot the New York Papal party.

In Illinois, Indiana, Massachusetts and 
Connecticut the trains are heing laid for 
the same performance. In Ohio we have 
already felt tlie first attack—an exceedingly 
embittered one—to drive the Bible from our 
schools. The Geghan bill was their next 
move; and. before long, tlie final effort, as 
in Canada, New York and Missouri will be
sprung upon us.

The priests have followed to the letter 
the cue laid down for them in the papal 
allocution above referred to. Father 
Walker, of New York, wouid "as soon ad
minister the sacrament to a dog as to Cath
olic parents who send tlieir children to the 
public schools.” Father Preston, of New 
York, threatens that the Roman Cathobcs 
will carry their demand lor a part of the 
school fund at the p <>11h. Bishop De St. 
Palais, of Vincennes, Indiana, threatens to 
excommunicate any Catholic parent who 
dares to send his children to the public 
schools. The priests of Chicago, New 
Haven, Springfield and Newark have pur
sued the same course. Bishops M'Quaid 
and Ryan re-echo the mandates ol the 
Vatican in Western New York. Bishop 
Gilmore, of Ohio, thunders from the pulpit 
against the common schools, and tells his 
people how they shall vote to abolish 
them.

Such are the features of this combined, 
carefully prepared aud thoroughly organ
ized attack of the Pope upon tlie school 
system of America. A cardinal has just, 
been appointed to press on the work. It is 
full time that our people were awake to 
the gravity of the situation, and to its 
political bearings.— Cincinnati Times.

H o w  the Sul ta n  Goes  to Church .
Frederick T. Martin writes to the Troy 

Times from Constantinople, giving an ac
count of the spectacle presented during the 
Sultan's pas-age from his palace to the 
mosque. He says: After breakfast we
repaired to the shore of the Bosphorus, 
and treading our way as best we could 
through the derive masses of people, and by 
the aid ol great good lortune managed to 
get upon one of the projecting docks or jet
ties which run out from the shore, thereby 
getting an exceptionally good view. Pic
ture to yourself a lovely, cloudless day, the 
banks of the rushing Bosphorus lined with 
one seething mass of human beings, kept, 
back by a continuous line ot troops, with 
bands of music stationed at short intervals. 
From our standing point we could com
mand the marble st^ps of the Sultan’s 
palace, and we had not been standing 
many minutes before the sound ot a 
great trumpet was to be heard, and we 
knew it was announcing the opening of the 
Sultan's palace, and that he was about to 
descend to his barge. The procession had 
no sooner commenced to move from the 
palace than the firing cf guns commenced 
from a fort situated above the palace, which

was immediately taken up and answered 
bv the mea-ot-war in the bay, and amid 
the shouts of the populace, strains of music 
and the boom of many guns the most im
posing spectacle that I ever expect to see 
commenced its progress. As it passed on 
the different bands struck up, and I felt I 
had never been nresent at such a wonderful 
si<rht before. I will describe as well as J 
can the order of the procession. The barges 
were all of burnished gold and glittered in 
the sun, the hows and sterns sloping 
gracefullv up. There were hve m all. The 
first was rowed bv twelve men and occu
pied by onlv a “single aid de camp, who 
stood motionless, with his arms crossed 
upon his breast, and hie head bowed toward 
the boat of the Sultan. The second was 
rowed by sixteen man, and contained 
two of the Sultan’s staff, standing m the 
eauie manner as the first, motionless as a 
statue. Tbe following and third barge 
contained his majesty the Sultan, and I 
shall ever retain h vivid remembrance ot 
tbe splendor of this sight. This barge we-s 
rowed by twenty-four men. and their mo
tions were a perfect wonder to me. At 
every stroke they rose and stepped forward, 
and then receded to their seats with won- 
derful precision and regularity, ihe Sultan 
sat in the stern, under a magnificent canopy 
of crimson velvet, the deep friuges of 
reflecting the rays of the sun. Two of his 
stall' stood motionless before him with their 
arms folded across their breasts and their 
heads bowed low, and did not alter their 
positions in the slightest all the time they 
were in sight. The only contrast to all this 
splendor was the Sultan himself. A Repub
lican President could not have ma'le less 
pretension to State and show than did this 
"shadow of God upon earth.” One order 
onlv glittered upon his brea6t, and he wore 
the usual Turkish fez. The Sultan’s barge 
was followed by two others similar to those 
that preceded it, but, instead of bowing 
toward bis face, the officers were obliged to 
bow toward bis back. IVe stood̂  watching 
the procession until it was quite out of 
flight, and we could hut flee that we had 
seen something we should never see again 
in our lives. The surroundings, the bril
liant sky above our heads, the crowds ol 
shipping of every natiou, and the people in 
their picturesque costumes, the music and 
the roar of the guns, all conduced to deepen 
the impression on our minds.

P r ic e le s s  R e lics .
1 saw wife null out the bottom drawer of 

the old family bureau this evening, and 
weDt softly out and wandered up and down 
until 1 knew she had shut it up and gone to 
her sewing. We have some things laid 
away in that drawer which the gold of 
kings could not buy, and yet they are relics 
winch grieve us both until our hearts are 
sore. I haven’t dared look at them foi a 
year, but I remember each article. There 
are two worn shoes, a little straw hat 
with part of the brim gone, some 
stockings, pants, a coat, two or three 
spools, lots of broken crockery, a whip, 
and some toys. Wife—poor thing—goes to 
that drawer every day of her life and prays 
over it, and lets her tears fall upon the 
precious 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 was such a 
burst of suDrhine 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, a child on the street will call 
out as our boy used to, and both will start 
up with beatmg hearts and wild hope, only 
to find the darkness more of a burden than 
ever.

It is still and quiet now. I look up at The 
window w uere his blue eyes used to sparkle 
at my coming, but he is not there. I listen 
for bis pattering feet, his merry shout and 
his ringing laugh, hut there is no sound. 
There is no one to climb over my knees, no 
one to search my pockets and tease for 
presents, and I never find the chairs 
turned over, the broom down, or ropes tied 
to tlie door knobs. I want some one to tease 
me for my knife; to ride ou my shoulder: to 
loose my ax; to follow me to the gate when’I 
go; to meet me when 1 come; to call "Good 
night!” from the little bed, now empty. 
And wife, she misses him still more. There 
are no little feet to wash, no prayers to say; 
no voice teasing for lumps of sugar or 
sobbing with the pain of a hurt toe. and she 
would give her own life, almost, to a wake 
at midnight and look across to the little 
crib and see our boy there as he used to be.
So we preserve our relics, and when we are 
dead wo hope strangers will handle them 
tenderly, even if they shed no tears over 
them.—Chicago Fireside Friend.

A  F rencliy  R om ance.
The Paris Tigaro tells the following 

breuchy story: In 1870 a young French
man, the Count George ue Meyrac, married 
a beautiful girl of bis own station in life,
Mathilde------- , who was very much in love
with linn. All went well, anil the two were 
very happy in their devotion to each other.
I hey were fond of the theatre, and every 
one just at that time was enraptured with a 
new actress, Rosita, who took the principal 
ro es in the dubious dramas of the Dumas 
school. The newly wedded pair often went to 
Kusita s theatre, uutil the Countess thought 
her husband’s eyes lingered too fondly 
on the actress, and began to feel pangs 
of jealousy. iron Frou waa one of 
Rosita s best impersonations, and on 
ber farewell night she appeared bv 
request m that character. The Jockey- 
Club of which George de Meyrac was vice 
president, gave her a supper after the play. 
George, ot course, was present- and sat by 
the side ol the fascinating Rosita, who was 
surrounded with bouquets. Wine flowed 
treely, and mirth and wit enlivened the 
banquet until three o’clock in the morning. 
Meanwhile tlio poor wife, Mathilde. waited 
at the little gate of their park for he” 
truant husband. The hours passed slow'v 
on. and lie came nor. A cold penetrating 
rani began to fall at midnight, anil Mathilde 

from exhaustion and exposure

days after, but never recovered 
ber mind In her delirium, she inreesanHv 
murmured “Frou Frou! Frou-Frou!” Those 
were her last words. 086

w e r  ̂ ,nr  ™ d bnvr  wif£
“ in l t bl7V V bat,lts the F ranfi

suffocating heat of a summer’!  niJhf 
George opened the door between th« t 
rooms He then fell a-letp g V u ® .two 
Imur he awoke; the clock srsn/t an
As the last stroke^sounded'h? ‘W *  
tinotly from the other r im  ,ueard dl8“ 
“Frou-Frou.” lie listened 116 words
anguish—“Frou- Frou” »eem£ M ? M,ble

hiBfore;head;Tds"imsa h l~ R T P  ,elt 
indefinable—a breath it r ‘̂ ks, something 

'*1 w>ng. iir, pe’rhaos'̂ Vt!'’ th* conta«
. r- He fe ll’ Unconscious “ hl in 0 l  amorning he was found h i„„ ,, 1 h?

To every interrogation" he Jnsa,,?‘

of
peignoir.

b rou Frou.” The countrr > A *'-F”cu, 
neighborhood ot the e m lke
think that it was ,h„ siuri / V ®  Me-vraC 
returning at midnight to L ,  e c,JUntes8 
"ar of her cruel LuslLd ." !’rmur in the 

George. I s;m 
who hast killed

oll|y replied’

i .  '  ’ D U M ld fK
love thee; but it is thou’

L u c d le ^ W v s K i^ lf»  says of
money in her pocket to C l  l,lav” been 
ago, when she couh; ten \earsconlij ijut-ft I,*- “  jvitAiw
and the stage with some credh t h v W°r!d 
AS e have seldom seen a U to berself. 
the remains of this onee ,rlj, H'«ht Ttan 
attempting to play u.,. .!pM,aut woman 
Wednesday night. S c a r ,. .; d Stealer” 
her loaner self remains ti’ * Vesti«e °f 
harsh, wooden eomwt ,T. voice has a 
human; her eyes, oncoW.^ 'n0 a n J't.hiDg 
botled sort of a look; her' i ’!'* i'an*’ have a 
her features have bec< m ,nner '» idiotic- 
withal, she was very £ ,ulf*ded, and 
“ sorrowful sight p, ,,r U was indeed. . . .  ' 'g i . Tmi.fl w . . - * ,Heron clinging to the MaT’in T 4 MaWda 
dotage, is bad enough bin r “ h,l|'r Torn out 
m far worse. Not fn ^ “? Western

o we Protest against in-rmitti..L ’n sorrow’
at large any longer, .she eho„ig1 t0 ran 
some asylum, where she w'ii t J be 8ent to 
Irom calling public attention ret*trained
a Diarmet to the decav o f 1 80 Painful
breaking down of her won ,lntell«ct, the 
the degredation whfoh ? H*Iy Drlde and 
strained appetite.” tomes o f unre-


