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Fell the  words u
a tbe  girlish gleeful tougue;
«  lit t 'e  children sing ;
; aa eine the  birds in Ju n e  : 
ie w ords like light Uuves down

• Rocks ot A gts. d e l t
3 bide myself in Thee. 

9 b id s  myself
d to  h id e ; 

song could be
though t b esid e :

o o the r lips a  p ray e r—

p hide m yself in Thee.1

lock ot Ages, cleft forme"- 
Twab a w oman sung tliei 

■leadingly and prayerfully

1 Rock of Ages, cleft t
myself in Thee.

Rock of Ages cleft for me”—
Lips grown aged s

* Let me hide myself in Thee.
Trembling though  the  voice, and low. 

Ran th e  sw eet s tra in  peacefully,

Who behold th e  promised re s t—

Never more. O storm  tossed eoi:l!
Never more from wind or tide , 

Never more from billows roll.
W ilt thou  need thyse lf to  hide. 

Could th e  s igh tlers, sunken eyes,
osed beneath  „  .

buhl th e  m ute  and stitinned lips 
Move agaii

gray  hair 
ned lips 

pleading prayer.

THE RED HOUSE.
CHAPTER I.

They were not nice lodging*, certainly; 
bat what could I do? The place was lull; no 
ethers could be tound. • You see it was the 
week of the assizes; about the dullest town 
in Eugland had therefore become lively all 
on a sudden, putting Irom it for awhile the 
cares usually oppressing it touching the 
wool-stapling trade, the state of the corn 
market, and huoolio interests generally. 
The judges were hard at work in the courts 
beside the town hail, trying cases and sen
tencing convicts. Wigs and gowns had be
come common objects of the High street and 
the market place; the bar had secured pos
session of all the lodgings that could any
where be discovered. One eminent Queen's 
counsel was to be found on a confined first 
floor over a barber's shop; a distinguished 
sergeant at-law had established himself at 
the green grocer’s round the oorner; rising 
juniors were dispersed all over the town.

Sc I had to do the best I could. I wanted 
a bedroom, and a room that I could convert 
into a sort of ofiice, with a spacious table in 
it upon which I could spread out my draw
ings and plans. I was employed, I may 
state, in constructing the new line of rail
way, whioh, passing within a qnarter of a 
mile of the town, crossed the river, bored 
through the bills beyond, and so forced its 
way into Wales.

In reply to repeated inquiries I learned, at 
length, that I might possibly bear of lodg
ings at the Ked House; but) this was not 
very confidently said. And my interlocu
tors, as it seemed to me, dropped their 
voices and looked askance when they made 
mention of the Ked House. Still they 
averred it was the best they could do for 
me. I couldn’t miss it, I was told; a square, 
red brick house outside the town, close to 
the gasworks; any one would point it out 
to me.

I found it readily enough. It looked some
thing like an old farm-house unaccountably 
transplanted lrom the open country to a 
dingy suburb. In truth, its’situation was 
as disagreeable as well oould be. Towering 
gasometers overshadowed it, poisoning the 
air; it was half washed by a slimy green 
stagnant pool; it was neighbored by num
berless little rows of shabby, stunted 
dwelling places—such as are cheaply run 
np lor artisan occupation. Nevertheless, 
the house itself possessed a certain pic- 
tnrefqueness in right of th9 pleasant 
patches of moss and lichen, and the 
ragged mask of ivy, screening its weather- 
stained red face; its high roof, interrupted 
here and there bv gable ends, and its soar
ing chimney stacks of handsome design and 
proportions. All was in a deplorable state of 
decay, however: the slates were slipping one 
b.y one down the steep incline of the roof; the 
seed of paint, whitewash and cleansing was 
everywhere manifest; there was scarcely a 
whole window in the house, and the many
broken panes were either left broken___
tidily mended with paper, rags or odd frag
ments of deal board. The garden was neg
lected—a wilderness of weeds, with raDk 
grass growing thickly over the uneven, ill- 
kept path; of the palings that had once 
inolosed it, few remained. Altogether the 
place were a woe begone aspect—it looked 
blighted, poverty-stricken, squalid, un
canny.

There was neither bell nor knocker. I 
rapped on the door with my walking-stick. 
A man opened it—a middle-aged man, 
ahabbily and slovenly dressed, with his 
ecowling, coarse-featured face half-hidden 
by a ragged iron gray beard, and long, 
thick, dnsty hair tumbled over his forehead 
to bis eyebrows.

“Lodgings!” he repeated after me, when 
I had mentioned to Him the object of my
visit. “We don’t let lodgings. ’ Not but 
what we’ve a deal more room here than we 
want.”

“Then why not let lodgings?” I ventured 
to observe.

“Why not, indeed,” he said, gazing at me 
rather stupidly and tugging at his beard,
•‘W h n  KAnT v n n  lin ?’’ La innninul ......“Who sent you here!” he inquired pre- 
aently.

I told him I had been bnsy all the morn
ing searching for lodgings, and that a 
chance person I had met in the sheets in 
reply to my inquiries, had bid me try at the 
Ked House.

“Was it the master!”
“Who’s the master?”
“No, it oonldn't well be,” he muttered, 

lost in thought, and tumbling his rough hair 
into increased disorder by passing his dingy 
Angara through it. “The master’s at work;’’ 
here he permitted himself a curious sort of 
chuckle; “It wasn't like him to send you 
here. It’s about the last thing he’d think 
of doing.”

“Well, oan I have the lodgings?” I asked 
again, bringing him back to the proper sub 
ject of our discourse.

“You’ve been hoaxed, young man. This 
ain't a lodging house—not to say a regular 
lodging house. Some one’s been making a
fool of you.

“There’s no great barm done, anyhow,” 
I said. “I’m sorry to have troubled you.” 

“Ob, it’s no trouble. Stay a bit.” I was 
moving away, bnt on his saying this I 
turned toward him again. “You would pay 
for lodgings, supposing we made room for 
yon!’*

“Handsomely 
“Reasonably.’'
“And yon wouldn’t mind making shift n 

bit, seeing that we’re not used to letting 
lodgings—that we’re quite new to the buai-

bed; it wi*j bo but a i*hake down, yoq un
derstand; for the Ked House isn’t what it 
used to be. and things has got into a good 
deal of confusion inside. I ain't certain as 
I can lay my baud on anything in the shape 
of bedroom furniture, linen or counter
panes. or the likes of that. But HI do the 
best I can for you. Shall you be wanting 
jour boots blacked? Well. I’m pretty sure 
there’s a blacking brush somewlieres about. 
As lor towelB—well, we must find some
thing for you, Master and me ain’t very 
particular, you see. We’re used to roughing 
it, and making things do. and getting along 
anyhows. For my part. I don’t mind own
ing I'm more comfortable like when I'm 
dirtv than when I’m clean. Still. 1 think I 
could find you a morsel of yaller soap, if I 
only gave iky mind to it. The master likes 
Vo have something ot a clean-up now and 
then, when the fit takes him. He's what 
you call a curious character, is the master, 
take him all round.”

“And you and be are the only tenants of 
this large bouse ?’’

“Yes. that’s about it. Come along inside 
and look about you.”

CHAPTER ir .

I lollowed him. into the house. He was 
careful to close, and oven to bar the door 
after us.

The ruinous look characterizing tbe ex
terior w h s  fully present within. All was 
dirt and deeay. The air was laden with 
du9t, and with close, unwholesome odors. 
The rooms were carpetless; the tl iors un
even and shattered, as though the boards 
had been splintered by violem ill usage, or 
rent away altogether; tbe ceilings were 
black with dirt and suioke; the walls were 
cracked and blistered, or stained with Urge 
patches of green mold. There were spacious 
rooms on tbe right and left as we entered. 
Of these I had but a glimpse through tbe 
halt open doors. One appeared to be used 
as a kitchen. Both were almost bare of 
iurniture; unprovided with blinds or win
dow-curtains, and exceedingly dirty. The 
staircase was broad aud of anold-fashioned. 
substantial character, of dark oak apparent
ly. Bnt there had been cruel maltreatment 
of the carved balusters; many bad departed 
altogether; certain of the others looked as 
though they had been hacked with a knife, 
or battered with a mallet.

“This would be about the thjng for you, 
I should say, when it’s a trilie brushed up
and put to rights. There's a lock and key 
to tue door, you see, all complete. You 
wouldn’t find that everywhere.”

He led the wav as he spoke into a large 
room on the first floor, and threw open the 
shutters that I might the better view tbe 
accommodation offered me.

• The bedroom ’s through that door 
yonder.”

It was a cheerless place. A few ragged 
moth earten scraps of carpet strewed the 
lioor. There was but little furniture; a 
table in the centre and three or four chairs, 
all exhibiting signs of ill-treatment and 
decay, with evidence, nevertheless, that 
they had originally been of a good, sub
stantial, and even costly kind. The dust 
lay very thickly upon tbe creaking, shat
tered fioor, as, indeed, upon every object in 
the room.

•Will it do?”
“Well—I must try and make it do, I sup

pose.”
"We can clean it up a bit, may be.”
“It would stand a good deal of cleaning.”
“But you haven’t seen the bedroom. Take 

care; there’s a step down. That board's a 
little unsteady; perhaps I might find a nail 
somewhere to fix it for you. It’s rather 
dark, this room. The window’s small, and 
the gasometer outside blocks out the light 
so. But it’s what one might call a snug sort 
of room.”

“One might call it that, certainly, but it 
wouldn’t be particularly true. Well, what 
rent do you want for this precious accom- 
mation ?”

“Would five shillings a week hurt you?” 
he asked, alter an interval of severe seif- 
communing the while he had scrutinized me 
from under his bushy eyebrows and falling 
locks of hair, tugged at'his beard, and even 
thrust a handful of it into his mouth, torn 
it with his teeth, and labored apparently to 
consume it altogether.

It was agreed that 1 was to pay five shil
lings a week rent for the rooms, and I was 
to enter upon possession of them forthwith, 
with a proviso that some measures were to 
be taken in tbe direction of cleaning and 
repairing.

“And, mind; I've let ’em to you, not the 
master. Y’ou pay the money to' me and not 
to him. He’s naught to do with it. It's no 
sort of affair of hie. If he should try it on, 
don’t you be persuaded to let him have 
sight of your money.”

“And your name is—’’
“My name is Mark Voss. I’m not 

ashamed on it. Mark Voss. Do you hear?” 
“And the master, aB you call him. What's 

his name?”
“What's that matter, to you or to any 

one? Call him ‘the master,’ as I do. Isn’t 
that name enough? Can’t you make that
do?” He spoke very angrily

!|I said I’d try and make it do: that it 
ldn’t matter a straw to me what his name

was. And so I departed.
My* luggage had been left at the railway

ness!”
“I oould make anything do, almost. Shel

ter and room to turn round in; I don’t want
much more than that.”

“We could manage that, I think. Bnt
you’ll find us rougb̂ the master and me—I 
warn you of that. So don’t say I didn’t, 
afterward. We’re a queer lot, an uncom
mon queer lot, we are. Yen’ll have to put 
up with a deal. I tuppoee you can contrive 
to do without n lady’s maid for a while f” 
he said with a grim kind of sneer. “We 

k’t pretend to do mnoh waiting on you.” 
i don’t keep a servant V”
, we don’t. An old body <

I now and then—to serul 
, or what net She’d

»Mi>̂  her a witch 
So look at. WeOl get her to make your

station. I engaged a porter to wheel it on 
a truck to the lied House. He stared at mo.

You know it ?”
I know it fast enough. Bat it seems a 

strange place for you to be putting up at, 
my young master. The Ked House ot all 
houses in the world ! I’ve been in this town 
a many years now, but I never before was 
asked to wheel luggage down to the Ked 
House!’’

CHAPTER III.

Mark Voss was as good as his word. 
Wheh I returned in the evening he was car
rying out our provision that something 
should be done toward cleaning the place. 
He had taken off his coat and rolled up his 
shirt-sleeves; he was busy plying a mop, 
having first emptied a bucket of water on 
the floor. I can uot say I think he was do
ing much good.

The bedroom certainly did not Iojk in 
viting. A trestle-bed, covered with a patch 
work counterpane, stood in a corner. The 
sheets were ragged, of very coarse texture, 
and not merely damp; they were wringing 
wet. Fortunately I possessed a good sup
ply of railway rugs, which I could substi
tute for the sheets. There was a rickety 
waahstand; a dirty, mildewed chest of 
drawers. I was prepared to rough it. I 
knew that my stay in the place could he 
but brief; that for some hours every day I 
needs must be absent from the Ked House. 
And I had a youthful ability to sleep under 
almost any circumstances. My dilapidated 
rooms and their decayed furniture, the Ked 
House and my strange landlord, Mark 
Voss, afforded me, indeed, considerable 
amusement. My curiosity was somewhat 
aroused, and I was supplied with abundant 
opportunities for indulging in conjecture 
and speculation.

My sitting room window commanded a 
view of the desolate, wild and neglected
garden; the bedroom window looked on the 
gas works. I coqld see from neither the 
main entrance to the house.
.Mark ceaSed from his toil. He refreshed 
himself with a draught from a wicker flask 
he carried in his pocket. An odor of whisky 
pervaded the chamber. His face was very 
red from hard work, and, as l now per
ceived, from drink. His speech had be
come indistinct and his gait unsteady.

“You’ll do how. I aon’t know when 1 
had such a tough job. But you’re all right 
and tidy now.”

“Is ‘the master’ in yet?”
“Not yet.” he answered, with an oath. 

“But he’ll be baok soon enough, come when 
he may. The cur—the coward—the miser
able sneaking fool! I hate the master! I 
should like—”

Failing in words to express his desire, he 
resorted to violent gestures, importing the 
infiotion of severe chastisement, the while 
he ground his teeth *and emitted angry, ani
mal noises. Soon after Le withdrew.

Who was this man, I asked myself. What 
had he been f What was his position in 
life f A sailor f Possibly. He had rather 
a rolling gait; there were elaborate de- 

—ih wbion figured initial letters, mer- 
“ Aids, anchors, and true lovers’ knots— 
tattooed, I had noticed, upon his brawny 

And yet the man nad scarcely the 
wpect or the ways of a sailor, either. The 
unwholesome redness of his face was not 
the result of sxposnre to sun and wind. It 

that whisky had much moreto do with it.
±»d Who Bin ha oiled “the u »

y s w e s m h S ?*“  oooopjiiig mjtoll with ram oflaf M>7

rooms, with a,view toa their better appear
ance and my increased'comfort. I hau‘dis
covered some coals in a cupboard, and tome 
fragments of wo?d. It was not cold, but 
still the place was very damp, and I thought 
a fire would be cheering; so, with eome dif
ficulty, I lit one. The chimney smoked 
vexatiously at first; but by and by the 
flames blazed aud crackled "pleasantly, and 
I was gratified with my performance. I 
drew the easiest chair I could find to the 
the froDt of grate; there was no fendar, so 1 
rested my slippered feet upon the hobs. I 
lit a cigar.

Presently I * otdd bear some one enter be
low. “The inaste^’probably. Angry talking 
followed. Mark and the master were quar
reling—reviling. swearing at, threatening 
each other. Then came the sound ot a 
footstep upon the stars. A man entered
my r

u do here?” be demanded, 
n’t have it. You must get

What d 
angrily. “i
out of this. You’ve no business here.

He was very pale, with long, Jight'hair— a 
man of about thirty, perhaps, of handsome 
features, although ins face was worh by ill 
bealtb, or. it might be, dissoluteness of life. 
He was shabbily dressed; his clothes were 
soiled and torn; his shirt collar was ragged,
and tbe frayed ends of a rusty black neck
erchief, tied in a slovenly bow. straggled 
out untidily; bis waistcoat was held to
gether but by few remaining buttons;*his 
boots were split aud miry. And yet there 
was a certain air of refinement about the 
man. Violent as he was. negligent and al 
most equalid of appearance, he seemed to 
me one fallen from a more prosperous condi 
tion—one of gentle origin, upon whom some 
strange ill fortune had borne very hardly.

He was trembling with passion. His long, 
thin hands were waved in the air as he 
spoke: bis eyes were bloodshot; hie lips 
colorless.

I replied to him as calmly as I could, ex
plaining the circumstances that brought me 
to the Ked House. I srated that 1 had en
gaged rooms of Mark Voss for a week at 
the rent be had determined.

“Mark Voss, indeed !” he screamed, with 
.an oath. “I’ll Mark Voss him. The insolent 
beggar. The lying bound. Is it bis house ? 
Is he master here ? What right has he to 
do this ? How dare he take upon himself 
to act is this way. A pretty thing, indeed. 
But it shan't be. I won’t have it ”

I interrupted him. I begged him to be 
calm. I assured him that it there had been 
any mistake—that if my stay in the house 
occasioned him any inconvenience, I would 
assuredly take my departure as soon as 
possible—early on the followipg morning if 
I could so manage it.

He seemed pacified. “I'm not complain
ing of you,” he said. “It’s not your fault. I 
know. It's all that infernal Mark. What 
rent did he ask you ?”

“Five shillings.”
“The villain ! The lying, extortionate 

scoundrel. Five shillings to be spent in 
drink, that’s what it means. But it shan’t 
be. Y’ou shan't pay him a farthing, mind 
that. I say it. I'm master here. Stay 
here if yen like in the old house—it’s a 
wretched den of a place when all's said- 
hut stay as my guest; mine, you under
stand. I'm a nice person to talk of enter
taining a guest, I know; aud this is a pretty 
place, this Red House, to entertain a guest 
in!” He laughed bitterly. “But, black
guard as I look, and am, for that matter, I 
was a gentleman once; at least,” be added 
in an altered tone, “folks so counted me. 
For mv part, I think I was bad right through 
from tbe beginning, though not, perhaps, 
so bad as I am now.”

He bad grown calmer, now. He spoke, 
looking at tbe fire, with a contemplative, 
reminiscent air. lie moved toward a chair. 
Before, as I believe, he was quite conscious 
of what he was doing, he had taken up my 
cigar case and drawn lrom it a cigar. Sud
denly, with a slight li’jsh upon Lis face, he 
returned it to the case and thrust that far 
from him.

“Pray light a cigar,” 1 said, and I form
ally profferd him the

he said, &s he rose. “It wouldn’t 
be right. I’m not fit to be sitting here with 
you. If you knew all, you'd say so t jo . I 
know what I’ve come to, and my proper
place: the cellar or the kennel, with* Mark 
Voss for company. I’ll go now. You’re 
welcome to such shelter as this beastly deu 
affords, pray understand that, without pay
ing a sou for it, whatever Murk Voss may 
say Good night ?’’

He bowed and quitted the room, closing 
tbe door after him.

“What, you here, you vagabond !’’ I heard 
him saying outside, almost immediately. 
“What do you mean by dogging me and 
trying to listen at keyholes?”

“1 thought you might get t j blabbing,” 
Mark Voss answered.

There was the sound of a scutlle carried 
on a great part of the way down the stair
case. In the passage below the conliict con
tinued.

“WhatI went out on the landing, 
matter. What are you doing

There was silence for a few minutes.
“It’s nothing, nothing,” Mark Voss said, 

“only ‘the master’s’ just a little trouble
some to-night. He gets a bit flighty at 
times. It’s one of his bad nights to-night. 
Lock your door. Do you hear? Whatever 
you do, be sure you lock your door.”

I beard “the master” abusing his com
panion in a low voice. There was much 
discussion between them.

Presently they parted. Mark withdrew 
to the kitchen. The master entered the op
posite room on the the right hand aide of 
the staircase.

I could hear them both noisily locking, 
bolting and barring their doors. Each 
seemed to regard the other as a dangerous 
wild beast to be kept apart from. There 
was, as I judged, bitter hatred between 
them—distrust and suspicion, and yet they 
lived together, the only tenants of the Ked 
House, with myself for a while their lodger 
or their guest. Which? But it did not 
much matter which.

I was very careful to lock my deoi. 
However, the night passed away quietly
enough.

CHATTER IV.

I rose early, and was absent the greater 
part of the next day, engaged in surveying
for our new line.
»It was nearly night when I returned to 
the Ked House. Mark Voss, smoking a 
short pipe, was sitting in the doorstep. The 
door behind him was open. A lighted lan
tern was placed beside him.

“It’s you, is it ?” he said, as he moved a 
little to let me pass. “It grows uncommon 
dark, don’t it. I thought it might be the 
master coming along; and yet it didn’t 
sound like his footstep neither.”

“He is not in, then!”
“Not yet. He’s pretty sure to be late to

night. He’s got work *to do—these assizes 
have brought wotk into the towh, after a 
way. It’s a joke to think of his working,
though, isn’t it? I used to work once. Now 
it’s his turn; and serve him jolly well right. 
But tw be called ‘the master,’ and to be 
obliged to work for the two of us—for such 
a fellow as me. as well as for himself—it 
sounds queer, doesn't it? Bat he must earn 
money somehow, you see, or we shouldn't 
get along anyhows. He had a power of 
money once, to be suie; but it’s all gononnv. tftlll La's a. cchnlanl la »l.n —now. Still, he’s a scholard, is the master. 
It would be easy enough lor him to earn 
money if he chose. But he don’t choose— 
that's where it is. He won’t work more 
than he can help. He’s got a spell of writing 
to do now—juat for a bit—copying for the 
law stationers behind the market plaoe. 
These lawyers that comes down to the as
sizes always wants copying done, you see. 
There’s forever something taming up at the 
last moment—even after the trial’s begun— 
that thev wants to instruct counsel about. 
That’s what people tells me; bless you, I 

1 pretend to understand it myself—it 
lan t likely, you know. I only repeats to 
you what I’ve heard others tell on.

Mark Voss was garrulously disposed. A 
certain good humor possessed him, the re
sult, 8̂ I judged, of his potations. But 
what was this he was saying? “The mas
ter aaort of copying clerk at the law sta
tioners, behind the market place! I had 
been permitting myself all kinds of sur
mises about “tfie master” and Mark Voss, 

bnt 1 confess this had never oc-his man. 
curred to me.

At first I bad thought that be was in
sane, and that Mark was with him as his 
keeper. But now that seemed but an in
different explanation of the case.

Why, then, should Mark lead a wholly 
idle and unprofitable life, supported bv bis 
master? what hold had the dependent 
upon his superior? Why did not the master 
•t once rid himself of sneh a servant? I 
could not make the matter out at ail.

“Don’t jon get to trusting him,” Mark 
Praeentl j. “He’s got a cam yin g way 

with him, when he likes.. He'll make oat

that he’s much tp be pitted, very likely. 
But he’s a bad lot, Is the Master—a thor
ough bad lot, take my word for it, and I’m 
oue as knows him well—too well, by a deal. 
He was a child in arms When i first set eyes 
on him. It wasn’t such a lucky day lor me 
when I first met the master, I can tell you.” 

There was the sound of a footstep. The 
piaster appeared, advancing toward the en
trance. Mark raised the lantern, not to aid 
his master, but the better to see his ieoe.

“You're in one of your nasty tempers,” 
said Mark. “It’s no use of your denying it, 
for I can see it with bait an "eye. Your lace 
is as white as a ghott’s, and you’re shiver
ing as though 30a had the ague. And 
what's that upon your shoulder—not blood, 
surely not! I see it isn’t—it’s ink.”

This was not a pleasaut speech, nor one 
likely to have a pacifying effect upou an 
angry maq.

The master stood glaring at his servant as 
though longing to spring at him.

“Stand back!” cried Mark. “None of that. 
Don’t try to come that game. 1 know yon’d 
like to kill me if you dared. But take care; 
we're not alone. Therb'a a witness here. 
Stand back, or it will be the worse for you.” 

With r.n effort tbe master controlled*him
self.

‘There’s money for you,” he said, and he 
fiung at Mark a handful of 6ilver and cop
per coins. Some of them struck on his lace 
rather severely.

“You know what you deserve,” said Mark 
holding up a threatening fbrefinger. “You 
deserve to be taken before the judge sitting 
there in court. You ought to be made an 
example of, you ought. Hanging’s too good 
for the likes of you. But the judge would 
find some way of giving it you, I daresay. 
Justice would be done anyhows. I shouldn’t 
have to ask twicp for it.”

•Held your tongue, can’t you?” '*
“Be civil, then, or take care I ddn’t drag 

you before the judge. He’d see justice 
done me, iu double quick time. And 

here would you be then, I should like to
kno

I withdrew. Curious as I was in regard 
to tbe two men. I did not care to be any
lohger a witness and an auditor of their 
angry discussion.

1 retired to my own room, and having 
lighted a candle, was sitting at the table 
on which I had enrolled a map, drawn on a 
large scale, of a portion of the neighboring 
country through which our line was to pass 
I was noting in pencil the direction of the 
railway, with memoranda as to gradients,

“The master” entered abruptly. Then, 
as tLough recollecting himself, he paused, 
and stood for a few moments with an ii 
solute air near the door.

“I beg your pardon,” he said, “I'm 
trading upon you, I know. But, you must 
think all so strauge here, and, worse than 
that, so shameful. I would explain matters 
if 1 could, but that can hardly be. For my
self, it doesn’t matter ho much; I’m used to 
it But you must have been used to such a 
very different state of things. I really think 
thut you’d—that it would be well for you to 
leave us. Tbe Ked House is noplace for 
you. And Mark is such a scoundrel. You 
heard him just now. 1 could have struck 
him dead for Lis insolence; he deserved no 
less. No ! I don’t quite mean that, either. 
But it wasjbard to bear, wasn’t it?”

•Why do you bear it? Why don’t you 
get rid ot him? He’s your servant,!
he ?

“We yes. He’s my servant, after 
But you don’t know how hard it 

would be to get rid of him. I can’t well 
plain it, but it would be very difficult. 

So old a servant, you see. I detest him, but 
I can't bring myself to turn him adrift.”

He spoke with a curiously evasive air. 
“Not but what it's too bad, a great deal 

too bad. He grow worse and worse. He’s 
most abusive, he's rarely sober,̂ Und he 

t do a stroke of work. I have to sup
port him whether 1 like it or not, aud I 
don’t like it. But I take care to earn as 
little as 1 can, for the more I earn the more 
he wants. And he spends every farthing 

drink. So I only work now and then, by 
aDd starts, as it were. 1 earn enough to 

keep body and soul together; only that. 
But I’ve said enough about myself and that 
wretch Mark. More than enough, you'll be 
thinking. You're welcome here; stay as 
long as you like for that matter. 1 don’t 
grudge you the shelter of this tumble down 
old place; only, when all’s said, the Ked 
House, in it’s present state, is hardly a 
place for you to be living at. What’s that? 
A map of the county! It's on a very large
scale.

1 explained to him the object of the map, 
and my occupation in regard to it.

"I wonder whether Mervyn Court is 
marked down on it?”

"Yes. I know it is, for I was there to
day. We're going to cut through the park. ’ 

"What a shame! I mean I'm very sorry to 
hear it. The poor old park!”

“The house is a ruin.”
“Y'ee. It was nearly burned down some 

years ago.”
“Y'oultnow it well ?”
“Very well. I ought to.-I was born there. 

It belonged to my family for many a long 
year. But what am I saying? That’p a very 
»id story, now. And so you’re going to 
carry your line through the park! Well, 
why not? What’s the park to me?”

He bad moved from the table, and was 
standing- by the tire, leaning against the 
manteliu^. His face was in shadow; it 
wore, 1 CTuld see, a subdued and even 
pained expression. His voice was low and 
melancholy of tone, and be spoke in a self- 
communing way.

“What’s the park to me now?” he re
peated. “It was something once, but that’s 
all over now. And the courthouse—it was 
thought to be a fine place, a show place;

nile came from miles around to look at 
Veil, it’s a blackened ruin now; like my 
.......... " He was silent lor a fewlife—like my life! 

moments.
“I’m intruding.” he said presently. “I've 

no right, I feel that, to trouble you in this 
way. Pray pardon me. When you go 
from here it is probable that we Bball not 
meet again. I would only ask yon to think 
as well of me as yon can. I mean, don’t 
bear too hardly upon me. Although I ad 
mit it, I deserve my fate. Think me mad, 
if you will. I know my words mast sound 
very strange to you. Think me mad. Per
haps that will̂ be best. And so good night,
and good-by.’1

He bowed his head, and without another 
word strode from the room. I was left 
alone to muee over the strangeness of his 
speech.

CHATTER V.

Mervyn Court had belonged to his family, 
so he had admitted. I had noted it in the 
course of the morning. Of the house itself 
little enough remained; but there could be 
no question that Mervyn Court had been a 
very noble property. Who was this man, 
then? Was he the victim of a delusion? 
No, there had been nothing, as it seemed to 
me, of craziness in his discourse, although 
he had biddee me think him mad.

A loud knock at the door.
“Come in.”
Mark Voss entered unsteadily, for he was 

far from sober. He advanced in some 
haste, as though fearing to fall if he walked 
slowly, and stood half leaning upon the 
table, and clutching the back of a chair, 
the better to support himself.

“Th# mAAtAr’a limn kinThe masters been here,” he said, 
thickly. a “Don’t deny it, because I heard 
him talking. He thought I was asleep, but 
1 wasn’t. Now take care. I’ve come to 
warn yon. Don’t you have no dealings 
with him. Don’t put no confidence in him. 
Distrust him; keep Him at arm’s length, or, 
as sure as fate, he’ll be doing you some mis
chief.”

“Nonsense!”
“Is it nonsense? Yofc’llnot finditso.” 
“What harm oan he do me?”
“Every harm, when the fit takes him. 

Murder, perhaps; who knows!”
“Murder!”
“Why not? Can’t you see murder in bis 
êe? I can, times and oft. There’s a red

ie means death to you if you but let him 
come near enough. He’s a murderous vil
lain. if there ever was one.”

“Y’ou're mad to say so.”
“Mad, am I?' A likely story. As if "
i tn ’t. k n n n r  r h a m u t i *  i i> .n  >11 i k ididn’t know the muter alter all theee 

year,.”
'•You're ungrateful then. Doeen’t the 

maater, aa you call him, work tor you and 
keep yon. I don’t often aee you working.

I take care of the honae. And didn’t I 
tidy up your roome tor you! The maater
•eye you’re to pay nothing for them—that 
it'e hie house; and ao it la, that’a true 
enough: it’a bla own freehold—the laat acrap 

know, nleft him of hie property. Still, yon 
poor man aaoh u  me likaa a ' tow odd a hi]
linga nows and thena to bay whisky with, 
or pbaccy,.or what not. He can’t get on

without such like. No, I don’t do much 
work, that's'tfue; I e&ffr; it Isn't in me to 
do much work. But I do deserve some
thing for (ydying up your, rooms for you, 
now, don’t I? Add Ifs true what I told you 
about the master. He’s all I said he was; a 
murderous wretch, if there ever was one. 
You dop’t believe it?”

“Frankly, I don't.”
'•You don't believe he ever tried to mur

der me?” • • .
“He doesn't like you—he hates you—very 

likely; but for wishing to take vour life—” 
“Yah!” he oried, with an air of extreme 

disgust, aqd au impatient stamping ot liis 
foot upon the ground, “it makes me eick to 
hear you talk. Defend him, ton; pity him; 
make him out a kind of a saint! Yet you’ll 
have to hark back to the truth after all. 
And you’ll *know what he really is when 
you wake up some lino morning anil tiud 
his hot, murderous hands upon vou. Yah ! 
Why, look here. Doesn't that look like 
murder?” As he spoke he bared his throat, 
roughly pulling aside his ragged beard, and 
exposed a long, angry looking scar, left by 
what must have been a very formidable 
wound. I: was hard to believe that a man 
could have received such an injury, and 
have lived after it.

“You mean—”
“That he done that. Now, mayn’t 1 cal 

him a murderous wretch?”
“If—” I began.
“If?” he repeated, scornfully. “Have 

your throat backed at liko that and you 
wou’t talk about ‘its.’ ”

I sould say nothing in reply to this. My 
amazement was too great.

“Perhaps you’ll allow now that I know 
more about tbe master than you do. Per 
baps now you’ll think I haven't had such un 
easyttme of it, living alone with him all 
these long years, and not knowing what 
might be goiog to happen from one moment 
to another. Perhaps now you'll own I may 
as well as not let him go ou working to keep 
the two of us; though, drat him, he’il work 
as little as he can, to starve me and spite 
me if he conld. What, would you have me 
work lor the likes of him? No. I’ve done 
enough for him, aud suffered enough lor 
him, if it comes to that. As for getting rid

•, he couldn't do it; it lie tried never 
much, he couldn't. And he dursn’t. 
have the law of him. I'd have him pun
ished lor trying to murder me. You see if I 
wouldn’t.

“But the man’s mad.”
“Who says so? Mad? A kind of ouu 

ning mad, then; mad enough to commit 
uiHrder, and cunning enough to keep un
hung for it. Mad, eh? Don’t you trust
him. Don’t you get nearer to him than 
you would to a tiger in a wild beast show; 

leastways, have your pistol read* and
keep your powder dry, or have a Sharp 
knile handy about vou, for there is no 
knowing what may happen, and inav the 
Lord have mercy upon us all. And so good 
night. And, as I "told yon before, ‘keep
jour door locked

CHATTER VI.

I was in the neighborhood of Mervyn
Court ou the following day.

The ruius bad the reputation of being 
haunted, I learned, and even tbe park was 
viewed us a disagreeable sort of place-to bo 
alone in after dark.

The property had belonged time out of 
mind to the Iielston family, of whom it was 
believed there was now no survivor. These 
were “a wild lot,” my informant stated, and 
had been so for generations. It was like 
father like son, with them all. Something 
of a hereditary taint cT insanity there 
might have been among them. As much 
had many time been said of them, at any
rate. The old courthouse Lad been the 
scene of many a strange event. It had al
most stood a siege in Cromwell’s time, when 
it had been pretty well battered about by 
bis troopers and cannoneers. It bad been 
restored, nearly rebuilt, about a century 
later, after which time little of the original 
building, which was of Henry VII.’s date, 
could be discerned. Tbe tire took plaoe 
sotuo ten years since. That was in tbe time 
of the la6t of the Helstons. It was said, and 
generally believed at the time, that he lost 
his life in the lire. But there came to bo 
two opinions on the subject afterward. No 
one was forthcoming, however, who could 
plainly assert as a faot within bis own 
knowledge that the last of the Helstons was 
yet alive.

I had some difficulty in eliciting even this 
information. The old man with whom I 
conversed on the subject spoke with evident 
reluctance. Ho was the village sexton, I 
thiuk; at any rate, ho possessed the church 
keys, and conducted me over the church, 
being very particular to point out tbe many 
monuments in its chancel, erected to the 
memory of various members of tbo Iielston 
family. It was clear to me that he knew 
more than he cared to tell. He replied to 
my inquiries civilly enough, but his answers 
were but brief. Possibly he detected, what 
was indeed the truth, that the motive of my 
investigations could not pretend to be much 
more than iule curiosity.

But I grew more and more interested, 
and pressed him with further questions. 
He became, perhaps, accustomed to the 
sound of his own voice; he lived but a lone 
ly life, it was clear; and gradually he was 
stirred to communicativeness. And then 
one of my inquiries acted as a sort of pass
word,

*I)o you know the name of Mark Voss?” 
What!” he cried, with astait; “do you 

know the name? Then why question me 
abont Mervyn Court and the Iielston lain- 
ilj? You must know as much as I do about 
them, if not more.”

“No, indeed. I know little more of Mark 
Voss than his name, and the fact that he 
served the family for many years, although 
in what capacity 1 can scarcely tell you.”

He managed the boat9 and the fishing, 
had charge of the water meadows, and was 
a sort of uuder game keeper as well. The 
river runs through the park, as you oan see 
for yonrself any time. People call it ‘the 
lake,’ but it’s really the river banked up 
and its course altered a little. There used 
to be very good fishing there, and it was 
Mark Voss’ business to see about it. But 
he was a very bad character, was Mark 
Voss—a common, illiterate, evil-speaking 
and evil-looking fellow. Yet he oontrived 
somehow to acquire great influence over the 
yonng squire. They were always to
gether, hand-and-glove. The squire loved 
sport; he was never a lad that
cared for his books, although, of
course, he had been put in the way of 
having the best education. But nothing 
would do; he must be always hunting, or 
shooting, or fishing. And his favorite, 
Mark, was ever with him; although he was 
no fit companion for a young gentleman. 
But Mark was clever at finding sport for 
him, or what’s. called sport; vermin to- be 
killed, or, maybe, a badger to be baited, or 
something of cock fighting to be ventured 
on the quiet. And there was smoking, and 
drinking, and rioting until the conrthonse 
seemed turned into the worst sort of tavern, 
and all the neighborhood round about—I 
mean the respectable people, for some were 
willing enough to join in the reveling— 
cried Bh'ame upon young Helston and his
m iln in  rm Hnf. La v u a 'F. in  L ia n n k fgoings on. Bat he wasn’t in his right mind, 
that was the plain truth of it. There’s been 
something wrong in the head about a many 
of the Helstons. They do say that 
insanity was brought into the fam
ily by the- Spanish wife that __
Jasper. Helston married beyond the 
seas, and treated so cruelly, after 
he’d ffofc her up here at the court away 
from ner friends. ' I should have thought 
him mad from all the ntorica tola of him; 
but no, they say the madness began v<th 
the children born of his Spanish wife. She, 
poor wretch, died raving in an .asylum—
there’s no question about that. Well she 
might go mad, being cursed with such a 
husband! But that’s a long time back. The 
madness showed itself in tne last squire be
fore very long—he was quite a youthful 
fellow still—and then there was rare trouble 
indeed at the courthouse. But you’ve 
heard the story. It made noise enough at
the time.1

He was so confident that I was well in
formed upon the subject, that it was with 
difficulty he could be brought to enter into 
any details in regard to it.

“There was a quarrel at last. It was only 
to be expected; the friendship between 
Mark and the young squire could only end 
like that. I can’t rightly tell you all about 
it, even if 1 wae so inolined; and I’m bound 
to say It's not a story such as an honest 
man need take pleasure in either telliag 
over or listening to. They fell oat; it was 
about a woman, if you must know. Mark 
had behaved like the villain he always was. 
The squire was bitterly angry, jealons, aud 
violent; he eried like a child, threw himself 
U9oa.tbe ffrooad, and writhed and groveled 
there like one in convulsions; stamped and 
screamed with paeeion; swore by all he held

sacred that he would be revenged to the fall 
for all the wronjW Mark Voss had done to 
him and to her. Then the mad fit took him. 
▲ t  least, to my thinking, he must have been mad.”

“Well—and then?”
“You know what happened. One morn

ing Mark Voss was found in his bed, dread
fully wounded. It seemed impossible that 
he oould recover. He was insensible— 
speeohless. The crime had been committed 
with a sharp hunting knife. Suspicion fell 
upon the squire. It seemed scarcely pos
sible that any other but he could have been 
guilty of tbe cruel act. His quarrel with 
Mark had only happened a day or two be
fore. He bad been liearil to threaten him— 
to swear that he would Lave his life. Who 
could doubt his guilt alter that?”

"He was tried for the attempted mur
der?

“No, there you’re wrong. He was never 
put upoo hie trial. Not becavse he was mad, 
stark mad—although that would have been 
good reason, enough for bis escape. Bat— 
there was no evidence against him.”

“Why not? Mark recovered.”
“But he declined to say a word upon the 

subject. He oould not be forced to speak, 
and be would bring no charge against the 
young squire, Without Mark’s evidence no 
conviction was possible. From that time 
they were friends again, or seemed to be so, 
although there were plenty to say that the 
two kept together because the squire was 
mad, and Mark Voss was his keeper. Anv- 
bow, Mark fastened upon him—was pro 
vided lor for life. While the squire pos
sessed a penny pieoe Mark was sms of half 
of it, although it was freely said that they 
hated each other, that not a scrap of the 
old liking now remained between them. So 
things went on again, very bad and shame- 
fnf; indeed, up at the Court, when the fire 
oatue. Ii broke out in Mark’s room. It was 
with the greatest difficulty that he could be 
saved, lor liis door was found to be fastened 
on the outside. However, be saved himself 
by jumping from the window at the risk of 
his neck. The fire was tbe work of an in
cendiary, so all agreed. It was the squire 
himself they suspected, though few cared to 
say as much. After that there seemed to 
be an end both of the squfre and Mark 
Voss. They left this country for good, and 
I can’t say that there was a soul left to be 
sorry over their going away.”

“Is it known wfiat became of them ?” 
“Well, the squire was ruined over and 

over again. The property here was seized 
by his creditors, who put it into chancery, 
as 1 believe, and there it has remained ever 
since. The squire, it was said, went abroad; 
of course with Mark Voss. I can tell you 
nothing more about him for certain. 1 
don’t believe he’s ever set-foot since in the 
park here, though there’s people to tell you
they’ve seen his ghost walking about along 
side the river, with Mark Voss following 
him olosely, pointing to the wound in his 
throat; and I’ve heard, too, say that he's 
been met in the town yonder, strangely al
tered lrom what he w*as, yet still the "same 
Squire Helston. I know the IlelstonB did 
own an old house or two up in the town 
yonder, but whether he’s really there or not 
is more than I can say. Only one thing is 
very certain. If Squire Helstons living 
there, Mark Voss isn’t far off. He always 
stuok to the squire like a horse-leech; and if 
they’re both living, Mark Voss is sticking 
close to him still, i’ll go bail. Thar’s all I 
can tell you, sir, about Mervyn Court and 
tho last of the Helstons. Thank you, 6ir, 
much obliged. Good morning, sir.”

CHATTER VII.

On my retnrn to the town I packed np ail 
my possessions and quitted the Ked House 
forthwith. I entertained a great reluctance 
to remaining there another night. 1 paid 
Mark Voss tne five shillings rent I had ren
dered myself liable for. “The maater” I 
did not see. He was at work, presumably, 
at the law stationers’. Mark expressed, no 
surprise at the suddenness of my departure. 
He was civil enough, if he had been more 
sober. I removed to a pleasant village 
some few miles distant, and easily accessi
ble by the railway. But my stay in that 
part of the country was not destined to be 
of long duration. I was tempted to quit 
England |by the offer of a verv well paid 
appointment upon an Italian line then in 
course of construction. I was absent some 
live years altogether.

I never again set eyes upon the Ked 
Ilonse, upon Mark Voss, or upon “the mas
ter.” Yet something I heard of them.

I had been away six months or so, when 
studying by chance a London newspaper, 
then some ten days old, I found myself 
reading a paragraph with the conventional 
heading of “Awful Tragedy—.Suspected 
Murder.” From the description it soon be
came clear to me that the scene of crime— 
for crime it was, beyond all question—was 
the Ked House, and the victim Mark Voss.

A dead body had been discovered in an 
empty red brick building in the immediate 
neighborhood of the assize town of which I 
have written. The house was in a ruinous, 
dismantled state; it had long been an eye
sore and a source of unnoj-ance and re
proach to the authorities, who had. how
ever, been without power to interfere, 
the bouse being private propertv. 
The body exhibited signs of very 
violent treatment—was indeed, cruelly 
injured. The peculiar oircainstances of 
the case precluded the notion ot sui
cide. The house had been deserted for 
some time before tbe police, upon the invi
tation of the neighbors, had been induced 
to force an entry, when they encountered 
the dreadful speotaale of the dead body. 
Two men, it was said, had resided in the 
house, but little was known of them. They 
had for some time been viewed with suspi
cion by the police, who entertained an idea 
that they had been engaged in coining. 
One of themeD, however, was stated to be 
of superior education, and to have from 
time to time earned small sums by working 
for the well known law stationers in the 
vicinity of the market place. The mur
dered man rarely quitted the house. It was 
supposed that his name was Mark, but no 
one seemed to be sure of the fact. The 
other man had disappeared altogether. The 
polioe h^d been busily engaged in making 
inquiries concerning him, and were under
stood to be upon his traces; for obvious rea
sons, however, they had withheld from pub
lication such discoveries as they had made.

I read subsequently that an inaue6t had 
been held upon the body of Mark Voss, and 
a verdiot had been returned of “willful mur
der” by some person or persons nnknown. 
After that the matter seemed gradually to 
drop out of the newspapers, and to fade 
from publio attention. The murder of Mark 
\  oss was added to the long list of unpun
ished crimes. The arrest of “the master,” 
the last of the Helstons, was never accom
plished to my knowledge. Certainly no 
furtner tidings of him ever reached my 
ears.—All the Year Round.

Fast Malls South.
Now that the Postoffice Department has 

arranged for rapid mail transportation for 
the North, Northwest and Southwest, can 
not something be done in the 6ame line for 
the South Atlantic and Southern States? 
We see that Colonel A. S. Buford, of the 
Piedmont Air Line railway, has just been 
elected president of the extending line to 
Atlanta. As he is one of the most enter
prising railway managers in the South, we 
shall be disappointed it he does not shortly 
make propositions to the department for a 
rapid schedule from Kiohmond to Atlanta, 
which, in conjunction with connecting 
lines to Mobile and New Orleans, will 
shorten the present time from Washington 
to New Orleans at least twenty-four hours. 
That such a schedule is practicable once a 
day, without interference with way traffic, 
there can be no doubt. It can be effected 
simply by a slight increase of the present 
rates of speed, combined with rare and short 
stops. This fast mail train should be lim
ited to a certain number of palace cars by 
day and sleepers by night, taking only 
such passengers as may be willing to pay 
the extra cost for superior accommoda
tions. Such an arrangement will prevent a 
crowd of local trafiio from enoumbering the train. ®

There is an opening presented now for 
the several South Atlantic lines to seenre 
their full share of the travel from New Or
leans to New York by competition with the 
\\ estern and Southwestern routes, if they 
have tho energy and enterprise equal to 
the occasion. The Postmaster General 
stands ready to do all his power under the 
law to encourage the enterprise, and is anx
ious to second the efforts of Uie railway 
companies for tbe rapid interchange of com
munication between the various sections of 
the oountry. His efforts thus far have not 
proved remarkably successful in respect of 
speedy interchange of mail communications, 
but the railway companies have found their

limited express trains wonderful st;mBi 
to first class travel.

The economy ot two days’ time m 
road between New York and New Ori 
and return, combined with the add-* 
comforts and conveniences provided ‘i! 
palace and sleeping cars, wool i j„5 
many to make the trip who now for.., 
There is no greater bore to the trav-iJ3greater bore to the traveler 
.s anxious to reach his objective ooinr 
tbe constant halting at way stations f 
convenience of those who oould be 0 
cally advanced ju3t as well by a local- 
As there is no real advantage gained', 
local traveler by tbe detention ot .. 
whose interests and comfort alike reo 
greater celerity of movement toward 
destinations, and tor which they are 
willing to pay an extra charge, i- J 
seem worse than folly to compel 
linger on the road.

The oply question remainiug ie, su
ited express mail trains pay the conm 
on the Southern routes? This questb 
only be solved by experiment, lin. 
not au experiment worth tbe trial! 
all commercial and professional trav* 
“time is money.” Some put a much #- 
value upon their time than other*, 
most modest would scarcely valao 
presence at whatever point their bai 
most demands it at less than $20 ner 
It is reasonable to calculate that they* 
gladly give one-fourth or more of tjJ 
to the railways for that aceelerateds 
which the limited express train afford* 

a question with the railway comp,*
then, as to bow many limited expresj 
sengers they can command daily atth* 
vanced rates. Six months of exper’ 
would determine this matter. I* 
firm belief that such a divisfi 
the through fiom the local b' 
would prove both popular and 
able iu the South. By this' 
do not mean to undervalue the local 
of the roads. This is a traffic that ib 
careful I v fostered and cherished a* 
verv lifeblood of all railways a tlioi

trade which responds heartily and 
ly to all encouragement, and which 
built up can not easily be diverted, 
we simply mean that its accommodate 
quires a slow rate of speed and fam 
stops and low rates of lreight and 
The through business requires ceien: 
movement, rare stops and will pay ac 
ingly. This is the real differenoe'be*- 
way and through traffic, and theee ar*| 
reasons why we believe there should 1 
wise discriminition between them. Ii 
railway managers of the South At1 
and Southern States coincide witu 
views and are willing to trv the expei 
we may soon be within two days of 
Orleans.— Wuslungton National Rcpui
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The Coffee Berry.
An extraordinary increase in th»L 

sumption of coffee in the United Sai 
shown by the statistics of imporai 
Thus, at the six leading ports on the.vl 
tic coast there was eutered in 1872 "* 
tons; in 1873, 113.000 tons, and u 
110,000 tons, while this year promises J  
larger increase. |

New York city maintains its preemiiL 
in the coffee trade despite the rinjl 
Baltimore, which juet now is very bap-T 
having au exclusive line of steamers 11 
the great coffee port of the world, u 
her old competitor has none. Asthnl 
en the opposite side of the river 
a transit project fails in New York,T 
for Jersey,” so in tlie same spin: 1 
Garrison’s line stopped, they had col 
to shed iu Baltimore. But psrbapjl
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Y’ork will have another Brazil licei 
Foon. That's the present appearance, 
the coffee trade there are eome curiou 

The wonderful faculty sometimes 
oped by professional tea-tasters in 
manifest among experts in the coffee.
By merely sniffing a handful of rawke 
au accurate judgment is often lorn 
an enure lot, without regard to size, 
or polish. As an absorbent coffee ku. 
liar properties, so that a coil of tarred 
stored in tbe same apartment mav. ii 
of time, impregnate the whole with 
nous flavor. So, too, coffee is often cf 
as “hidey,” meaning that its me 
value has been impaired by tfie rat. 
of tfie hide in which it was bound for 
uortation. In a jocular way—telli:i 
the breakfast table—cott'ee is also spoi 
by dealers as “monkey clean.'' iip, 
that tbe kernels have been gathered! 
haunts ot tbe animal named, atterpi 
through a processor imperfect duf WHIl
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For obvious reasons, while the 
pearance may be unusually brig! 
connoisseur in such matters is soil 

used of being excessively fast
Iu the same way, what is know 
pepper” is descriptive of the spicy p;
from Cayenne, which 
dropped in their lodging places 
trees. Coffee, which iu the way*. 
may have absorbed odors foreign to 
betrays its true character rnoredt 
under the influence of heat, later, 
being released, and made palpabh 
senses.

The bulk of our coffee importation 
from Brazil, as the quality known a 
chiefly in demand South and West. 
Eastern part of the couutry tin J*vi 
ferred, as it has a lighter flavor 
India coffees, formerly known 
rningo, also the finer grades 
mostly go to the aristocrats of E* 
Cuba coffee does not come into our? 
at all. The old fashioned Sumatri 
eeived here under the name of Ji 
the finer grades of Rio are most 
Costa Rica is a choice coffee, raukiw 
in popular estimation, but the supp. 
is limited, and Englishmen get tbe 
it. Mocha (from the Arabiau 1 
brought into Aden from the sun 
country aud reaches oar market 
quantities, though more consider*̂  
is usually supposed.

The leading firms in the New Yori 
trade number about a dozen, some 
are roasters, including Schmellim 
&. Co., B. G. Arnold & Co., 
1‘belps &. Co., Samuel Wilde, 
street, Pupke Keid, and others.- 
whom the jobbing trade is supplied.

Very handsome fortunes u«»c be- 
in New York by those who hand! 
including not only importers and 
but those who prepare the Derry for 
by various processes, such as 
roasting an I grinding. There ar 
five leading brokers, each of who* 
from $o0,000 to $75,000 per am 
though they receive only from on; 
to a half of one per cent, when tbtf 
the cargo, as is often the case,:: 
makes a big item. Of the class fr 
tioned who afe in the business, tl 
some twelve or fifteen firms, some of 
each handle ooffees valued at $2,IX1' 
annum or even more, and the extent 
roasting is done may be judgedi 
fact that houses thus engaged in et 
stances turn out twenty tons a week

The fact is, the Amerioan people 
becoming a nation of ooffee drink 
singular as the statement may a
Sear, this result is attributed in 
egree to the late war. Every sc 

his coffee ration, and it was in 
that thousands of meu first acquire* 
tor ooffee, so that within the last 
the increased consumption of tbe 
been very rapid. In Germany, 
consequence of the Franco-Ger 
ooffee drinking has become more 
than ever before, for a si mils' 
Hence we may account in pait fo« 
vance which has everywhere taken 
the price of coffee, the rate of p> 
not having increased according to 
sumption.

Reducing the tariff on coffee did 
the anticipated effect—it did not 
consumer, and the action thus * 
Congress is pronounoed a great n 
the producer raised his pnoe io 
proportion. The consumer, the*- 
stead of assisting in a liquidate 
national debt, only helps to e- 
planter in Brazil, Java, Ceyloo 
Domingo. The consumer, it in 
never felt the tax; it was only “t- 
the bull’s horn.”—New York Ct 
Advertiser.

The Growlsc Appreciation of 
Securities.

The sndden subscription of tt- 
syndicate for nearly $13,000,000:
new fives, enabling Aoting Secret" 
”* Conant, to-day, to cloFT w s t n r y L __ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
tract for the refunding of the
Anna aria nnu H aam .. a$500,000,000 of the six per cents, it- 
tothe demoralization of Europe 
ments by the recent repudiation 
faith of tbe Tarkiah gove 
York Herald.


