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THE LAST WISH.

“This is a’; is it much, my darling! You must fol-
low your vath in life

Have a head for its complex windings, 8 hand for
ite sudden strife:

The sun will shine. the flowers will bleom, though
my course ‘'m'd them all is o'er— .

1 would not that dear living eyes should licht in
their jov no more

Only iuet for the eake of the bappy past, and the
golden days that Lave been,

By the love we havelosw«d.and the hopes we have
hoped, will you have my grave kept green?

Just & moment in the morning, in the eager fiush
of the day, =

To pluck some creeping weed, perchance, or train
the white rose spray:

Juset » mement to shade my violets from the glare
.01 the noontide heat

Just a t-ar and a prayer in the gloaming, ere you
leave me with lingering fee'. X

Ah! it is wesk and fuolieh, but I think that in

® serene,
1 should know, and love te know, mine own, that
you keep my grave 80 green.

1 would fain, when the drops are plashivg against
your window pane, )

That you should be thinking wistfully of my
graeses out in the rain: :

‘That, when the winter veil 1 spread o'er the fair
white world below,

Your tender hauds twine the holly-wreaths tbat
mark my reet in the suow.

My claep on life's rich gifts grows taint and coid, I

Ween;
Yet ol ' 1 would hold it to the last—the trust of wy
grave kept green.

Becauee it is by such little signe the heart and ite
taith are read;
Because the natursl man must shrink ere he joins
__the forgoiten dead;
The heavenly hope is bright and pure, and calm is
the heavenly rest,
Yet the human love clings yearningly to all it has
prized the best. >
We have been so happy, darling! and the parting
is pang 80 keen; :
Ab' soothe it by this last vow to me: yeu will
watch that my grave keepe green! .
—All! the Year Round.

A NARROW ESCAPE.
BY ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS.

How long ago exactly I can not tell—
but long enough for two little boys to
have grown into two great men, and you
can judge how long that must be as well
as 1—there lived in a gentleman’s family
in England a pretty housemaid and an
bonest young coachman. And in course
of time—how much time or how little I
can not say, for this is a matter in which
it 18 not B0 easy to judge of time—the
bousemaid and the coachman fell in love.
It was a-very foolish thing to do, of
course; but people do foolish things in
this world occasionally, even so foolish as
that, and 1 don’t know any better way
than for wise people, like you and me, to
look oo and say, “I'm so glad it was not
1! and then walk off.

The coachman’s name, by the way, was
John, and the housemaid they ecalled
Susan.

So one day, when Susan was standing
in the garden door, with a clean white
apron on, and a cruel pink ribbon in her
hair, John came by with the silver-
handled whip in his hand, which he was
just going to polish up. Said he, ‘‘Susan,

don't like these goings on Wwith the but-
ler, and that's the truth.”

Said Susan, just turning her head so
that the unkindest bow in that merciless
little pink ribbon shone like a star in her
beautiful hair, ““And what if I do takea
walk with the butler of an evening when
I like? It ain’t any man’s business, John
Jacobs.”

“I don't know-as it is,” said John, re-
flectively; it had never struck him in that
light before. He wished it were his busi-
ness, with all his heart, but he wouldn't
say 80; and Susan wished the same, you
may be sure, but she couldn’t say so: so
bhe went away to the great coach house
with his whip, and Susan sat down on the
steps with her thoughts. And so, pretty
soon, when the honest coachman came
back, the pretty housemaid was crying.

Said John: *“Why, Susan!”

Said Susan: “G-g-go away!"

seia J0b0: “You don’t wean as you
cared because I was eross to you?”

Sobbed Susan: I d-d-don’t know-ow!”

Said Jobn: *“Susan, will you have me?”

Said Sasan: “Yes, I will.”

Now, I'm not going to write you a love-
story, because I don't believe the editor
would think that was proper; but I had to

the newness, and there was the homesick-
ness, and there was the distance trom the
market, and there was the bitter cold, and
there was the blighting heat, and always
there were the babies, and besides, there |
were the Indians.

Yes, an Indian story. “Truly, honest-
ly,” as my little friend Trotty would say,
a live Indien story; and though it isn'ta |-
very long one, it is every word a true one.
Most true things are not very long in
this world, unless you except the moral
law or the multiplication table, or a few
such things as fhat.

John, and Susan, and Tem, and Titus,
and Betty, and the new baby, and the
newest new bsby (when it came) got along
pretty well with everything else; but it
wasn't pleasant to see an Indian come
walking by with a tomahawk just as you
were quietly sitting down to supper; and
they got a little tired of sleeping with one
ear open, listening for the awful, echoing
sound of the cruel Indian war cry; and
whatever might be urged against life asa
coachman in England, at least it was a
life in which one’s attention wasn't called
80 frequently to the top of one’s head.

“Mine is fairly sore,” laughed Susan,
“with thinking how it will feel te be
scalped.”

But Susan was sueh a brave little woman!
And if thereis anything very much needed
in this world it is brave women.

“I'll bave a gun,” ske said. So she had
agun. “I'll be a gooda shot,” she said.
And quickly she became as good a shot as
John. And when John was at work in
the woods of the garden, Susan gathered
ber brood about her in the house, and,
lynx-eyea as a sentry, and fine-¢ared as a
mother, mounted guard.

Now, there came a time when nobody
bad seen any Indians for so long a while,
that even the wise heart of the mother
forgot to feel keenly about anything. in
this world, if we do not see it—an absent
duty, or an absent friend, or an absent
terror—all alike they grow a tritle dim or
d

u
And one day, when Titus and Tam said
“Just one gellop on the prairie, mother,
with old Jerusalem,” their mother said
“well, I don't know,” and their father
said I guess I'd let 'em;” and the lynx
eyes, and the keen ears and the wise head
of the mother said not nay—and so it hap-
pened.
0Old Jerusalem was the big white horse;
the faithful, ugly, grand old horse, that
took steps almost as long as a kangaroo'’s,
and was more afraid of an Indian than
Titus and Tam. 7
8o Susan kissed Titus good-bye tend-
erly—for he was the good boy of those | )

called him Titus ; and kissed Tam a little
mor» tenderly still, because he wasn't so

and she said *‘ Hold on tight!” and Jobn
came out and said ‘‘Come home pretty
soon;’ and Tam got on first, and Titus
got on behind him, and Jerusalem gave
one great bound and away they shot,
«Jinging with shining bare feet to Jeru-a-
lem’s white bare back—for they were
magnificevt little riders, seven years old

ing long after they had swept away into
the great, green, beautiful sea of the
treacherous prairie grass.

Uneasy? Not exactly. Sorry she had
let them go? Hardly that. She was a
sensible little woman, and having done
what she thought was right, had no idea
of being troubled by it, till the time came.
But still she stood watching, her hand
above her eyes—this way—and she did not
go into the house till the newest baby had
cried at least five minutes at the top of its

d

Titus and Tam and Jerusalem got pret-
ty far out on the beautiful, terrible prairie. | _
How beautiful it was! It did not seem as | ©
if it ever could be terrible if it tried. The | 5"
green waves of the soft grass rolled mad-
ly. The wind was high. The sun was
so bright they could not look at it. The

The boys could feel the muscles quivering
and drawn tense in his soft, warm body,
as they clung. It was like beinga horse
yourself. They did not know which was
horse and which was boy. They laughed
because they could not keip it, and
houted b they did not know it.

tell you about John and Susan, be
that was the beginning of everything; and
as a love-story always is the beginning of
everything, perhaps the editor will excuse
us this time.

The long and short of itis, that the
honest noachman and the pretty house-
maid were married.

"At least, that's the short of it; that gen-
erally is the short of it; the long of it
comes afterwards.

The long of it came to Jotin and Susan
when their children came. Two at a time,
to begin with; twin boys; ‘‘beautiful”
boys, their mother said; ‘*bouncing” boys,
their father said—and their names were
Titus and Tam o’ Shanter. And before
Titus and Tam were able to walk across
the kitchen to the molasses jug on their
own feet, dear me! bless it! there was
another.

“But she's a girl,” said John, “and
won't cost so much.”

For Jobhn bad just reached that desper-
ate point in a young man’s life when he
first begins to suspect that it costs five
times as much to support five people as it
does to support one. This is a great dis-
covery in domestic science, which you
will observe as you grow older, people
seldom do make till they have five people
to support.

But then, you see, when the little girl
(I think her mame was Betty, but I can
not be quite sure) was beginning to talk,
she had a little sister to talk to, and that
was serious,

Said Jobn, decidedly, ‘‘My dear, we
never can manage it in the world. How's
one coachman’s wages to do all this?”

Said Susan, dejectedly (for the baby
and one twin had cried all might), I
flz:r' t know, John. Can't we go to Amer-
jca?”

“And what should we do in America?”’
said John.

“Live!” said Susan, and her tired black
eyes snapped.

Well, the long and short of that was,
they came to Nebraska; and here, perhaps,
my story should properly begin.

So long ago as it takes for little boys to

ow great men, it was not so easy to live
in Nebraska as it is now, when the great
land commissioner of the great railroads
hangs a buffalo’s bead in every depot in

Boston, to show the world how much

more delighttul is the society of buffaloes

than the society of Bostonians.

When John, and Susan, and Titus, and
Tam O'Shanter, and Betty, and the new
bady came to Nebraska, that plucky
young State was, for the most part, an
ugly, bowling wilderness.

In the thick ot the wilderness Mr. and
Mrs. John Jacobs dug out for themselves
a home. Literally, they dug it out with
their own hands. Susan was a tough
little woman, with stout hands and a
stout heart, and she dug too. I think, if
the truth must be told, she rather enjoyed
leaving Titus and Tam with the other
babies—there’s nogussing how much care
one baby will take of another till youv'e
tried—and taking an ax to help her hus-
band fell trees and cut underbrush, or
taking & hoe to hoe her row in the darling
little garden, out of which they meant to
make a living, if they died for it.

1t was only because they meant to, 80
~very bard, I fancy, that they made the
living without dying forit. It was al-
most worse, at first, than coachman’s

Hi! Hi! O, the sun, and the mad grass, pl

yourself, John.

pistol and my gun.
guard the door.
they’ll live to get here and be let in. But
not one step outside that door, John
Jacobs, as you're the father of three liv-
ing children! Oh, John, John, John! My
poor little boys!”

down at that. He thought he could never
get her from the attic floor, where she lay
trembling in that horrid way, with her
chin on the window sill, and her eyes set
upon the six dark figures, and the grand,
old, ugly horse, upon which the slipping,
reeling, hopeless burden clung. But all
he could hear her say was, ‘*Mother's poor
little boys !”

deed! Leap your mighty leaps, Jerusa-

remarkable twins—and that was why they | jeos'that” Tam and Titus have so often
g.mde fun of, mﬂnonoh &ool long for their

usiness now. How the splendid muscles
good a8 Titus, and so had got called Tam; | throbbed beneath the un‘}, terrified bare
feet !
which was boy this time.
now. There was no will, no muscle, no
nerve, no soul, but the brave soul of old
Jerusaler.
he ever, ever keep ahead so long? O,
bow the arrows fly by!
we shall be hit!

now, and bmd"e N; cl:libs- A S mother !
Susan stood watching them after John “Pam: why doecen’
sras sy tahe 5 y doesn’t father come to
had gore back to Lis work—stocd watch meet us? Why don't they do something

for us, Tam ?
est minute in all the crael story.
minute when the mother, at the attic win-

came staggering trom her post, down
stairs to say—still in that strange voice
that mothers such as she will have at
such a minute, *‘John, they are hit, the | 8
arrow strurkdthem both, let me go to the
: kitchen window.
now little langs. There's just a moment now."

yard.

the mighty form of the horse Jerusalem.
g . To this day, he says that the saddle, to
stroug Lorse Younded very mighty leaps. [ aven, bn Wis seacnibont Eveatote
leaped by, was empty as air,
saw the horse—and the
straight for the barn.

less horse?
cruelly after
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s, S oo 28 e &
ev ing t! o care e
babies a minute for mother. John, come

ere!”

She led him to the little attic, and from
the narrow, three-corned window pointed
%o the prairie, still without a word.

And still, how besutiful it was! How
the wind played like one gone crazy for
joy with the tender tops of the unbroken,
unbounded grass. And soft, as if the
world bad gone to sleep for very safety,
fell the magnificent western sun. = Beauti-
ful, terrible. treacherous thing !

Cutting through the soft horizon line,
sharp as the knife through shrinking
flesh, six dark figures loomed against the
sky. Wildly before them, with the gigan-
tic strides of a long-stepped roadster, fled
a big, gaunt, homely, grand old horse.

And clinging with little bright bare feet to |-

his white sides, and clinging with little
despairing arms to one another.
“My God! They are our boys!”
John Jacobs threw up hisarms and ran.
Quick as woman's thought ran, his wife
was betore him, and had bolted the attic
door.
**Where are you going, John?"
She spoke, he thought, in her natural
tones, though she trembled horribly.
Where was he going? Why, to meet them,
save them —get his gun—blow these devils’
brains out—what did she mean? Whydid
she keep bhim? Quick, quick! Open the
door!
“My husband,” said Susan, still in
those strangely quiet tones, ‘‘we can not
save our boys. Look for yourself and
see. They will be shot before they reach
the house. We have three children lett.
You must save them, and for their sakes,
Keep the door lock-
ed. Keep the the windows barred. Keep
the shutters drawn. Give me the old
Take your own and
There's a chance that

He thought she would have broken

Mother's poor little boys indeed and in-

em: they're none too large: your great

No wondering which was horseand
It was all horse

Will he get us home? Can

We shall be hit,
O, mother, mother,

Has mother forgotten us ?"
That, I think, must have been the cruel-

And yet, perhaps, notso cruel as the

ow, gave one long, low, echoing cry, and
1

You stay at the door.

There was but a moment, and like a
ild dream, the whole dreadful sight came
veeping up, over the garden, into the

Now John could not see anything but

He ouly
horse made

But why did the savages pursue a rider-
And whooping and shooting
it, into the barn they
wnged.

“The boys are on the horse,” in a

offer no explanation.
facts, and leave the reader to draw his
own conclusions.

friend, Dornton Leroy, and myself were
seated together in my room in the
Hotel. 3
outside, but we cared little for it as we sat
there talking of the past and the present,
in which there was little that was disa-
greeable to discuss, and of the future, the
knowledge of which was mercifully with-
held from us.

Leroy asked with a laugh.

smile, for I could never think of the man
without a strange feeling of Lorror.

the faculty of the college which Leroy and
in metaphysics, and was in many respects

not generally liked.
had been a terrible interview in his room
between him and the president of the col-
iege, aud the next day he was dismissed
from his position ana left the instis;, ;on,
since which time he had not miet him. It
was never known why %e bad been dis-
churged: there were many vague rumors
afloat, but nothing definite was known.
One of the students had heard him say
10 the president as the latter left his room:

mine and yours alone, and, by the Eternal
Powers, if it becomes known through you
the vengence of one of whose might you
bave wuever, until this day, dreamed, will
follow you through a wretched life and
into a restless grave.”

like little wildcats?

when they bad got tired of yelling.
‘You bet!” said Tam, loudly.
Hi! Hi! Yi-i-ee-ee!”

more likely to remember to be good.

soon,” said Titus.

‘“‘mother said to hold on tight. Hi!

[it”

“Ah! whet was that?
Could Jermsalem answer?
winds talk”

Tam O’Shanter’s shout.

round! Injuns! Injuns!

and the wild wind ! Hi ! Hi! Yi-i-i! Who
could be two boys on such a prairie, on
stich a day, on such a horse, and not yell

“It’s pretty,” said little Titus, softly,
“Hi!

“I guess we ought to go back,” said
Titus, pretty soon; Titus was so much

*Oh, po,” said Tam. who was gener-
ally a little bad when there was a chance.
“Father said to come home pretty

“But,” urged Tam, with a bright air,

What was it?
Can the wild
Will the mad prairie Speak?
The sunshine is tongue-tied, and the great
sky is dumb. But something answered

0O, there! O, Titus! Quick, quick, quick!
Turn bhim round, Tam! Turn Jerusalem
Ob, I wish we

Ladn't come! What shall we do? Oh,
Tam, they've all got horses, and they're
coming straight! Get up! Get up! Oh,

us home! Good boy! Good old fellow!
Oh, Tam! they've got arrows, and they're
going—to—shoot!

newest baby to sleep, and got the baby
that wasn't quite so new to sleep, and
given Betty her patchwork, and sent her
husband out his beer, and swept the
kitchen, and built the fire, and started
supper on the way, and | don’t know what
else besides, when that fine mother’s ears

wind upon the prairie, a sharp, uneven,
and, to her notion, rather ugly sound.

Betty was sitting in ker door, but she | h
beard nothing. The sleeping babies did

was in the garden, but John heard never

Only the mother heard it. Only the
mother grew lynx-eyed in an instant, and
in an instant was out with hand upraised—
Just s0,again—bareheaded, stern-mouthed,
anxious-hearted, watching as those watch
who have lived much face to face with b
death—without a word. She did not | b
even call her husband. The time had not
come to s .

It might have been three minutes; it

tell? when Jphn Jacobs, digging heavily
over an obstinate potatoe, feit a band laid
lightly upon his shoulder. His wife | r
stood beside him. She was as pale as
olxglel many hours dead; but shestood quite
still.

into the house a minute.”

He obeyed ber in wonder and in silence,
He just dropped his hce and went.

**Now, shut the door,” said Susan. He
shut it. “‘Shut the windows."”

“What's the matter, Susan? Anything
wrong? Ain't the boysin? What? Yoy
don’'t—mean—"

“‘Hush-sk! Before the children. Don't,
John. I'll tell you in a minute. Bolt
the front door.”

He bolted it.

“Lock everything. Draw the shutters.
Fasten them with case knives besides the

minmoﬂletEnghnd- There was

of their murdered boys.

is hands heavily S8
Jerusalem, do hurry! Old fellow, do get gni;h:;esl'mngmg B s
pose they scalped the little fellows and
lett them there.”

Pretty little Mrs. Jacobs had got the [ went around and around stealthily as a
cat about the barn. Ab, blessings forever
on the mother’s ear, and blessings on the
mother's eye!

the barn yard, a little stream of blood
came trinkling down-—and she saw it.
Deep from the middle of the mound a
of hers detected, through the sough of the | little cry came, faint,
smothered—but she heard it.

s . just an arrow’s length ahead of his pursu-
not stir from their baby dreams. John | ers, off tumbled Tam and Titus, and out
into the barn yard, and down into the
a sound. pile of mud and gravel, deep and safe,
And about and about, aud here ana there,
the Indians had searched, and scoured,
acd grumbled—and gone; and there they
were.

bappen with the good boys): and how
they ever did it and lived, I don't know.

might have been less or more; who could their brave, black-eyed little mother, who
Picked them up and wasbed them off and
carned them in (but she pulled out tke ar-

daged, and coutrived, and cared,
kl?ed.uaug cried, and prayed— n(llu};hey
» Sl 80t well. Prol if she had live the
“John,” she said, in a low voice, ‘“‘come | city of Bostg:l,ﬂywlltle?’e there are two
medical schools, or i Philadelphia, where
there are three more, or in New York,
where there are five, to say nothing of no-
body knows how many full-fledged doc-
tors, the boys woald have died. But as
she lived in a howling wilderness, and
they had norhing but clean water, and
soft bandage: and mother's eyes and
{liale:dds and lov: to get well upon, they
v

they are living now, I presume the
ure six fest :tfu. ik .

hoarse whisper said the mother; “I saw
them both. 'They are bleeding and fall-
ing. The arrow has pinned them to-
gether, John, but theyv’e kept their seat.”
“My boys are pretty good riders,” said
John, turning his white face round with
a grim, father's pride, even then; “but
even my boys can’t keep a horse after
they're shot through the body. Fright has
turned your brain, Susan.”

I tell the story just as it was told to me,
and the way of that was this: How Jerusa-
lem leaped into the barn with the boys,
or, so the mother thought, bleeding upon
his back; how the savages scoured the
barn, the yard, the garden, plundered a
little here and there, and fitfully attacked | I
at intervals the barricaded house; how
John, brave and white at one door, and
Susan, white and brave at the other,
abundance of powder and unflinching
hearts, and the love of three helpless
babies, drove them by and by sullenly
away: how, when they had been a long,
safe hour gone, the parents, shivering and
sad, crept out with white lips, little by
little as they dared, to bunt for the bodies

““They ain’t in the barn,” said the

“Ill go to the woods. I sup-

But the mother, when be was gone,

From a pile of fresh earth thrown up in

terror-stricken,

To be sure. When Jerusalem—bless
im! went leaping through the bsrn door,

Pinned together with the arrow? Truly,
es. Just under the shoulder (and Titus
ad the worst hurt, as will sometimes

I'm sure they never would have, but for

ow firat), and put them to bed, and ban-
and

They lived to be six feet high, and as

1t is a pretty long story, I know, but it

tottered through the hallway as if he had
been face to face with death.

morning, I do not to this day know.

“what singular ideas the old doctor had
regarding a future existence?”

liant scholar, possessing a wonderful in-
tellectual power, was an infidel.

man,” Isaid, impelled to the utterance
by the unaccountable feeling of horror of
which 1 have spoken.
even to think of him.

his ideas of futurity were; I do not think

the old man used to take a strange delight
in drawing me aside and reiterating to me
Lis belief of what occurred after death:
and now that I think of it, I do not re-
wmember that T ever heard him ventilate
his ideas in public.

‘I don’t want to hear what he believed, or
anything about him.

hear the man mentioned.”

low,” Leroy said, ‘“and we'll let him rest;
though I can’t understand why you have
so great a horror of him. Take another
glass of sherry, my boy, it will steady your
nerves.”

said, ‘‘do you still maintein the same
opini s regarding a tature existence as of
oid? Have you not been forced to change
your views?”’

entered into an argument.
to make him understand the subject as 1
understood it; but all my efforts were in
vain.
he exclaimed:

what I say.
Istill exist as a spirit, return to you and
tell you of the existence after death.”

on:

state I am forbidden to fulfill my purpose,
I swear to resign my right to existenge in
the spirit land and remain on earth a
wanderer forever.”

‘‘you know not what you say.
not comprehend the terrible significance
of the words you utter.”

not that the vow he has made is registered
in the spirit land.”

not mine.
room from the adjoining apartment was
open, and on the threshold stood Dr.
Trent.

his name.

bowing, and continued, ‘“Mr. Leroy has
not told you what my ideas of futurity
are; but they are not very different, Mr,
Remington, from your own. One thing I
know, which is that such vows as he has
uttered are registered by the unseen
bands, and a strict fulfillment of their
conditions demanded—always, always.”

inarticulate moan, and he closed the door
and left ns together—Dornton Leroy and

is a true one, for I've seen the arrow.
John gave the arrow to a gen ; an
the gentleman gave it to his daughter;
and the daughter—no, she wouldn't give
it to me; but I held it for five minutes in
the very hand with which I write these
words. And if that doesn’t prove that
the story is true, what could?

And Jerusalem? O, Jerusalem lived to
8 good old and was buried in the
barnyard with great honors. And Tam
and Titus cried, and Jobn and Susan
cried, and Betty, and the new, and the
newest, and the very newest, and all the
babies cried, and it would have been very
sad, if it hadn’t been a little funny.

But I think, take it altogether, it was
an Arrow Escape.— Wide Awake.

mY WIFE AND 1,

BY MARY CLEMMER,

We're drifting out to isles of E““'
We let the weary world go by ;

We sail away o'er lummer seas,
My wifoand L

We bear to rest in regions fair
The« faltering spirit of the m.nd;
The kingdom wide of toil aud care

We leave behind.

How poor to us the proudest prize

For which earth’s weary militone sigh;
Our meed we 8ee in two dear eyes,

My wite and I.

This way and that the races go,
All seeking some way to be bles’:
Nor dream the joy they never know
Is how toreet.

The travailing natious rise and fall,
They lift the palm, they pear the rue;

Yet b isa is this, to know through all
That one is true.

They perish swift, the gala liowe ‘s,
The lauding people love to tling;

Waits silence, dearth, and lonely hours
The once crowned king.

But never shall he faint or fall
Who lists to hear @1 every fate

The sweeter and the higher call
Of his true mate.

I hear it whereso'er I rove;
She holde me safe from sheme or sin:
The loly temple of her love
I worship in.
We're drifting out to realms of peace;
We let the weary world go by ;
We sail away o'er summer seas,
My witeand 1.

We sail to régions calm ard still,
To bring in time to ail benind
The servioe of exalted will,
Of tranquil mind.

The fading shores grew far and dim,
The stars are lighting in the sk);
We sail away 10 ocean’s hymn,
My wite and I
—Icdependent.

THE SPIRIT HAND.
A MYSTERY.

For what I am about to relate, I can
I merely state the

On the night of March 20, 1868, my

The night was a very bitter one

“Do you remember old Doctor Trent 7"

*Indeed 1 do,” I rephied: but I did not

He bad been at one time a member of
had attended. He was deeply learned

remarkably agreeable man, but he was
One morning there

“Remember, Dr. D——, this secret is

The student said that President D ——

What occurred in Dr. Trent's room that

*Do you remember,” Leroy continued,
Leroy, though a splendid fellow, a bril-
“I wish you would not mention the

“I can not bear
I do not know what

ever heard him express them.”
©It seemed to me,” Leroy said, “‘that

Why, he believed—-"
“Excuse me, Dornton,” I interposed.

Ican not bear to

*“Well, ke was a disagreeable old fel-

‘*As we are on the subject, Dornton,” I
He replied that he had not. We then
1 endeavored
At last, jumping up from his seat,
“Frank, listen to me and remember

If I die before you I will, if

“Dornton,” 1 interposed, but he went

“I will do this; and if in this fature
“Dornton, Dornton,” I cried in horror,
You can
a voice said, *‘I question

“And yet,

Whose voice was this? Not Dornton's;
The door which separated my

Dornton Leroy and myself each uttered

““At your service. gentlemen,” he said,

His last words died away to an almost

myself. For a moment we sat paralyzed
vf‘t.h astonishment; Iro to the
door and attempted to open it, but it was
locked on the other side. I knocked and
rattled the handle. Soon I heard Mr.
Trent’s voice: <

“Mr. Remington; you will oblige me
by making less noise; I wish to sleep.”

I retired from the door and resumed my
former seat. S .

“What do you understand by this ?” I
asked Leroy. “Isit not strange, myste-
rious, incomprehensible ?” kg

“Not at afl," he said; merely a coinci-
dence. We happened to be talking of
Dr. Treat while he was in the next room.
He overheard us and seized the opportu-
nity for ventilating one of his peculiar
ideas.” 4

“But how came he in the next room?

“‘This is a hotel; therefore I see nothing
singular in his presence there. It is ex-
tremely improbable that he came there by
any other than natural means. If you
will tzke the trouble to accompany me
down stairs to the office when I start for
home—which will be directly—you will
doubtless see his name upon the register.
You have a singular dread of this man,
Frank.”

“I have, I always have bad; I can not
help it. You're not going yet?”

“‘Must, my dear boy, I have to get up
early in the morring, and it'salready—,”
consulting his watch, “as I live it’s mid-
night —an hour leter than I thought.”

I went down te the office with Leroy,
and on the hotel register we found the
name “S. Trent, M. D.”

*‘So you see, my boy,” Leroy said, “‘our
old friend came in that room by perfectly
natural and legitimate means.”

Notwithstanding this, I could not sup-
press 2 shudder of loathing at the very
thought of the man.

Dornton Leroy left me with a cordial
pressure of the hand and a good humored
admonition to carefully faster the door
between my room and Doctor Trent's—
which advice I followed.

That night I was awakened from a
sound slumber by a peal of unearthly,
horrible laughter in Doctor Trent’s room.
I sprang from my bed and lighted the gas;
a cold moisture was upon my forehead.
The laughter ceased. I consulted my
watch; it was just twenty minutes past
four. It was long before I could sleep
again. At last I fell into a slumber, from
which I was awakened at eight o’clock by
a loud knocking at my door.

“Who's there,” I cried.

‘‘George Charlton,” was the reply, let
me in; I have news for you.”

“‘Good or bad?" I asked, as I admitted
my old friend.

*‘Bad, bad," he said, gravely. “Dornton
Leroy is dead.”

*“What!” 1 cried, grasping his arm.

He repeated the words.

“It can not be,” I gasped, ‘‘you are
mistaken. He left me in perfect health
at midnight—it ean not be!”

“I have just left his home,” Charlton
said, ‘it is true.”

“Ican not realize this! What was the
cause of his death ?

*‘Remington, "twas suicide.”

“Suicide!” 1 exclaimed, almost pros-
trated by the accumulation of horrors.
George Charlton told me that the inmates
of the house in which Leroy had boarded
had been awakened by the report of a
pistol; it proceeded from his room. They
had found him lying upon the floor, dead,
the fatal weapon in his hand, a bullet in
his hand. Upon the table was & note
containing those words:

I have no desire to live longer.
well, all.”

“Merciful heavens !” I exclaimed when
I had heard this; *‘it seems impossible that
this is so. When bie Jeft me at midnight
he was in the best of spirits.”

“Aud yet,” Charlton said, “‘at twenty
minutes pasi foar he took his own life in
a fit of. melancholy. Is not——"

“At what hour?” I interrupted.

*The shot was heard at precisely twen-
ty minutes past four.”

It was at that very moment that the
peal of fiendish laughter from the old doc-
tor’s room had awakened me from my
sleep! I did not tell Charlton of this. It
seemed a horror too great for utterance.
The thought occurred to me to notify
Doctor Trent of Leroy's death. I rapped
on his door, informing Charlton briefly
that an old friend of the deceased oc-
cupied the room, but there was no re-
sponse to my knock. On inguiry at the
office I learned that Doctor Trent had
left the hotel at six o’clock that morning.
I went with George Charlton to the
room where Dornton Leroy lay dead. As
we looked upon his face we each thought
of one to whom his loss would be a far
more bitter application than it was even
to us, his bosom friend. That one was
Alice Bentley, the young girl to whom Le-
roy was to have been married in a month.
They had been engaged one year with the
full approval of all concerned or in-
terested. She was a rarely beautiful and
intelligent girl, the idol of her parents, who
thought Leroy the only man in the world
worthy of becoming her husband, while
he considered her far too good and too
pure for him. She was a frail, delicate
creature, and 1 feared that this blow
wonld kill her. 'While Charlton and my-
self were still in the room she entered; we
immediately withdrew, and left her alone
with her dead lover. Two days later we
laid Dornton Leroy beneath the sod.

Six months passed. Alice Bentley did
not die as she stood by the coffin of the
man she loved so dearly, but as the days
and weeks passed on, she faded like a
plant torn from the soil which matured it,
and the physician said that an entire
change of scene, at ouce, wight save her,
but that nothing else could. So a Eu-
ropean tour was planned. A large party
party was formed, of which I was a mem-
ber. On the third of October we sailed
for Liverpool. We had scarcely left the
whart when I discovered that among the
passengers was Dr. Trent. I recoiled with
positive terrcr as my eyes fell upon his
face. Must I be brought for two weeks in
constant contact with this man whom I
detested ? For a moment I thought of
leaving the steamer at Sandy Hook and
returning to New York in the pilot boat,
but I dismissed the idea, for I knew I
could give no satisfactory answer to my
friends for such an’ act. I endeavored to
persuade myself that I was wrong in feeling
ag I did toward ithis man who had never
bharmed me by word or deed, that I was
morbidly sensitive upon this subject; but
all my efforts were in vain; I still felt to-
ward Dr. Trent as toward a poisonous
reptile, I despised, dreaded, loathed him.
But he soon became very generally
liked by the passengers. My friends soon
learned that he was an acquaintance of
mine, and each insisted upon an introduc-
tion, which I gave with a reluctance I
strove in vain to conceal. During the
voyage Doctor Trent spent the greater
portion of his time in Alice Bentley’s com-
pany. It gave me the keenest pain to sce
them together—she whom I loved as one
far above me, and he upon whom I looked
with loathing. But what was my horror
on hearing that this old man, Dr. Trent,
had asked Alice Bentley’s hand in mar-
riage, and that she had promised him an
answer in three months. I refused to be-
lieve thig at first. I counld mot compre-
hend how this girl, pure as an angel, who
had been betrothed to Dornton Leroy,
cguld for a moment listen to the addresses
of this creature, Trent; how she, upon
whose lips my friend’s kisses had. been
pressed, could fail to spurn this man with
contempt. But as time passed on I saw
that she was completely in his power—
that he was drawing her to him, nearer,

Fare-

nearer, da; day, by means of a dread-
’l:,’., :y A etism which she

being completely subservient to his.

Dosctor rent traveled with us through
Europe. He was constantly at Miss
Bentley's side, and she never re_pulsed
him. I knew that Alice did pot love him, but
I believed she would marry him. She
marry him! O, the thought was torture
to me!

1 avoided Doctor Trent as much as
possible; I seldom spoke with him. But
one day he met me in a cafe in Paris, and,
seating himself by my side, said ab-
ruptly: ~

“That was a terrible death of my ol
png'il Leroy, was 1t not, Frank Reming-
ton?"

The question was so strangely and sud-
denly uttered that for a moment I knew
not what to say. Finally I murmured
an affirmative response. :

Fixing his eyes upon my face with &
strange earnestness, Doctor Trent con-
tinued:

“Do you remember the oath which Dorn-
ton Leroy uttered that night, a few hours
before he died?” )

I did not reply; I could not speak with
this man’s fiery gaze upon my face. He
read my answer in my eyes and went on:

“I can recall his exact words: they were
these: ‘If I die before you I will, if I
still exist as a spirit, return to you and
tell you of the existence after death; and
if, in this future state, I am forbidden to
fulfill my promise, I swear to resign my
right to existence in the spirit land, and
to remain on earth a wanderer forever.'”
These words, as Dr. Trent uttered them,
seemed to burn into my very soul; I strove
to speak, but coald not.

“Ah!” Trent exclaimed, seizing my
hand in his own, which was so cold that
it chilled me through. *It is not safe for
man thus to trifle with a power of whose
might the human mind can have no con-
ception. Frank Remington, where, in all
the universe, think you is Dornton Leroy
now?”

My face must have shown the horror I
felt of this man and at the fearful thoughts
he suggested, for he paused suddenly,
and said, with a laugh, ‘‘But my talk
does not suit you. Well, well, let us dis-
miss the subject. By the way, you will
be at Mme. ‘s ball to-morrow night,
will you not?”

I replied in the affirmative, and as soon
as ible left the man.

e next night I was at Mme.
ball.

The company were about dispersing
when Trent advanced to the centre of the
room, holding Alice Bentley by the hand,
and said, in a loud voice:

“Friends, congratulate me; Miss Bent-
ley has consented to make me the hap-
piest of men by becoming my wife.”

He had scarcely spoken the last word
when the girl uttered a terrible shriek
and fell fainting to the floor. When a few
minutes later she regained consciousness,
she cried:

““Where is he? O! where is he?

They asked her whom she meant.
‘‘Dornton—Dornton Leroy,” she said.
“As Doctor Trent finished speaking
Leroy appeared before me, and, gazed
fixedly into my eyes with an expression
of terrible anguish, seized my wrist in
his band. Did you not see him?”

Doctor Trent burst into a shriek of wild
laughter which thrilled me with horror.
It was the same which had echoed through
my room on the morning of Dornton
Leroy's death.

A moment later the man was profuse in
apologies, attributing his sudden and in-
appropriate outburst to nervous excite-
meont.,

“But ladies and gentlemen,” he ex-
clalmed, taking Alice Bentley hand, “look
here; is mot this a remarkable phenom-
enon?”’

Upon the girl's wrists were distinetly
the marks of human fingers, as if some
one had grasped it very tightly.

D

One morning two months later I entered
a little Enghsh church in Florence for the
purpose ot witnessing the marriage of Alice
Bentley and Doctor Trent.

The bridal party arrived at the time ap-
pointed, and the ceremony began. Alice
was in tears, and murmured the responses
in an almost inaudible voice.

Presently the clergyman read the words:
“If any man can show just cause why
they mmy not lawsully be joined together
iet him now speak or else hereafter forever
hold his peace.”

A terrible cry rang through the chapel
a8 the clergyman paused, and Alice Bent-
ley fell to the floor. Again came that
wild burst of laughter trom Dr. Trent,
who rushed to the door and left the
charch.

‘Stand back!” cried the clergyman to
the friends who crowded around the altar.
‘‘give her air. Too late,” he added, as
he bent over her, ‘'she is dead.”

And upon her wrists were the marks of
human fingers, as we had seen them two
months before at Mme. 's ball.

Not one of our party ever saw Dr. Trent
again.

— -
The Fate of Colonel Offutt’s Assassin.
The following account of the capture and
lynching of the colored man who assassi-
nated Colonel Offutt in St. Landry parish
some days ago, is from the Washington
Enterprise, of the second.

The news spread like a prairie fire, and
the suspicious circumstances mentioned
above, together with many others too
numerous to mention here, all pointing un-
mistakably to Gustin, citizens of every
shade of politics and color began to arm for
his pursuit, he having made his escape from
the party first attemp'ing his arrest. After
one week of constant search he was cap-
tured near the junction of the Bayous Teche
and Fuselier, some eighteen miles from
Opelousas. The two gentlemen who effect-
ed his arrest were at a shop about one mile
below the ,L::ouon. and the refugee was

being descri when a mulatto who was
listening said:  “That man is at my house
now.” The three going to the house to-

ﬁether, the mulatto got his gun out of the
ouse without alarming Gustin, under pre-
tence of wanting to hlrsome ducks. As he
ieft the cabin the white men took each a
door; he eucceeded in passing one of the
men and started to run but was shot, when
he fell but ricing started again, when he
was shot a second time and fell. Both the
gentlemen now approaching him he teigned
to be dying, asked them to turn him over
on his back, upon doing which he made a
desperate effort to po-sess himeself of a re-
volver in the hand ot one of them and very
nearly succeeded.

He was then brought to Opelousas and
delivered to the sheriff. As soon as this
was known, rich and poor, old and young,
Republican and Democrat,white and black,
some armed, some not, commenced to
eather at Opelousas, all with the one intent
of belping to execute summary justice.
After a short but fruitless resistance from
the sheriff and deputies, he was taken and
brought through Washington to the place
where, nine days before, he committed the
outrage, and tlere, quietly and soberly, he
was pulled ng to a limb some thirty feet
from the earth, and there left hanging, to
the satisfaction of all except those who
would not have been satisfied had his exe-
oution taken place under sentence of court,

—_———————
New Orieans, St. Louls and Chicago.

A special meeting of the stockholders of
the m Orleans, St. Louis and Chil:ago
:nlroed was held a few days ago, at which

T tion was ad d authorizi
insue of preferred stock, to be um.zi‘?f ::!o
tling the floating debt and retiring the
Mississippi Central income and equipment
bonds, and also the issue of fnew mortgage
bonda, not_to exoceed $3,000,000 in smount,
to be used for thopmhuqof additional

was evidently powerless to resist, her will.

Grandpa’s Hour.

At the close of the day Grandps Crey
would get bis four grandchildren round by
chair and tell them stories and jingy
rhymes for them, muking them very happy
and he was foil as h-pey a8 they wery
The names of his grandcbildren were Jim
mie, Willie, Alice and Mary; and they wen
all good chbildren and loved their grand
father very much. One night he said t
them: “Come, children, let us make some
rh’i:mes."

bey all clapped their hands and were ag
glad as they could be. They brought their
chairs close to his and eat with'the light of
the fire vhining out on them, g a
cheertul picture.

“You begin,” said Jimmie.

“Very well,” said the good old man; ‘‘but
you must all do something.” So he began:

‘‘“There was s rash boy in Malden

Who drank his milk when 'twas scaldin’,
Aud the foolish lad
Burned his mouth so bad

That a doctor had to be called in."

“Is that true, grandpa?” eaid Willze.

“Well. perhaps mot, exactly,” replied Lig
grandpa. “But we musn't question such
thinge, because they are rhyme, yeu know,
and rhyme has very little to do with rea
g

.Willie was silent. ]
*Give us another, grandpa,” said Mary.

#No; Jimmie must try now,” eaid grand-

pa. s

Jimmie thought a moment, and then said:

“There was once a boy called Ned
Who tried to stand on his head;

The brains tLey were looge

Of this stupid young ¢ 08¢,
And they all ran down intp his head.”’

The children screamed to hear it, and
grandpa. fmiling, said it was pretty good,
At which Jimmie looked very proud.

“Now, Willie,” said grandpa, *it is your
turn.” 3

Willie took some time to think of what
he should say, and then he broke out:

" There was & bad boy named Jick,
Who drank his graxdpapa’s ink.
‘Now,’ said he, ‘I will
Just swallow a quill,
And then I can write, I think." "

The children thought this was very funny;
but Willie was particular to tell them that
it was nct true, but was only & rhyme, at
which his grandpa laughed. Then grandpa
called upon Alice, who hesitated a good
deal; but, after looking into the fire quite a
while, she spoke:

‘1 cavght & little fish,
And put him in a dish,
1o stay till I could cook him
Eat Pusa came to tie door,
And crept across the floor,
And out of the dish she 100k bum."

Grandpa said he thought that was very
fine, and sll the children praisea it; bat
Alice sat soberly looking at the fire.

“That isn't true, either,’” said she. *‘But
it n;ight have been so; couldn’t it, grand-
pat?’

“Yes, my dear,” replied he. ‘“And very
few rhywmers come to near the truth as
that. Now, Mary, itis your turn.”

She was a funny little thing, and full of
all sorts of queer fancies; but she hesi-
tated. At last her eye brightened up, a
laogh epread ever her face, and she saic:

“Little Jimmie Brown
He went to towa
Without a cent in his pocketz.
He 1un his nose
‘Gaiust & tree that was froze
And fearfuily did kvock it."
“Was it the nose or the tree that was
knocked!” asked Jimmie.
*I guees it was both,” said she, laughing.
“Bat it burt Jimmie Brown the worst, I
guess; or would, if it was true.”
**Now, Willie,” said grandpa, “can’t you
say eomething about your little sister
Marian, who is too young to rhyme, but
not too young to be rhymed abeut?"
“She was named after her two grand-
mothers,” said Willie, **Mary and Ann; and
80 they called her Marian—a sort of grand-
mothers mixed up, you know.” .
“Well, Willie,” said grandpa, “try what
you can do.”
After a little thinking about it, Willie
said:
* Marian, my baby one,
Is » gear littie pet.
You can not find beneath the sin
A sweeter ene, you bet.
They all praised Willie but Alice, wko
looked as if she was about qutstioning the
truth of the rhyme. B
“Well, Alice,” said grandpa, *‘out with it..
Don’t you like Willie's rhyme!”
“Yes,"” replied Alice,” the rhyme is good .
But his pet isn’t 6o sweet as my little paby
brother Sumner.”
*Oh, he! That's the matter, is it? Well,
your brother may be full as sweet for a
boy. you know.”
This cheered the little girl up, and grand-
pa told her to make some rhyme about her
little brother. After a while she said:
1 have a baby brother,
And Summer is h1s rame;
You can't find such another
In ali the world, I know.""
“That isn't rhyme,"” said Jimmie.
“Well, it is true,"” replied she.
Grandpa laughed and patted her on the
bhead. By this time they had grown a little
tired, for thinking is very fatizuing; and,
after kissing them all, grandpa dismissed
them, and they then had arace through the
parlors and the long entry. making more
noise than ten men could.—B. P. Shillaber,
in Independent.
—

A Miraculous Cure by the Pope.

The Courier de Bruxelles gives the follow-
ing account of a miraculous cure effected
lately by his holiness Pius IX :

A religieuse of the Order of the Sacred
Heart, the Rev. Mother Julia N—. daugh-
ter of vne ot the most distinguished diplo-
mats of Belgium, after a violent nervouns
attack, bhad her right arm so completely
paralyzed that it had to be banaged :o
boards for a support. Her finger nails had
become black, and the bones of the fingers
and elbow had become displaced, and. as it
were, dislocated. In vain had the medical
men prescribed change of air. At Vienna,
whither she first betook herself, afterward
at Rome, where she arrived about the end
ot September, the diseass assumed even 3
more aggravated form. The sutferer, neve:-
theless, cherished a secret hope that she
would be cured, and through ber being a%
Rome, if she could but see the holy father
She obtained audience on October 19. Tte
holy father, at first surprised at the reques:
for cure that had been made him, and wish-
ing, too, perhaps, to try the faith of the in
valid, said to her: *“My daughter, I have
oot the gift of miracles.” But he imwme-
diately added: ‘Put your trust in God, for
nothing is impossible o His mercy.”
However, as the religious ladies, anc
especially the niece of the holy father, be
sought him that he himeself would deign to
commend the sick person to God and te
bless her, the Pope became for an instan-
recolleoted in prayer, his hands joined, anc
his eyes raised to Heaven; then, address
ing the invalid, he said: “My daughter,
have faith—the faith which moves mounn-
tains.”

He several times repeated the same words
toher. *'St. Julia.” he said, *‘gave her hfe
for Jesus Christ, and she’ proved by ter
martyrdom how ardent was her faith.”
Having then taken the ring of the religions
rofes~ion which the invalid wore on her
eft hand, the holy father blessed it, and
made her place it on the tinger of her right
band. “At that very inetant,” the Rev.
Mether Julia asserts, *‘1 felt life return to
the paralyzed arm, and the blood resumed
its circulation throughout the entire arm.”

The Pope then bufe her make the sign of
the cross; but as instinctively, and by the
force of habit, she was about to make it
with the lett hand. **No, no, not like that!”
8aid the holy tather; *'tne sign of the cross
must be made with the right hand, the
Catholio sign of the cross.” And, in fact,
the R. v. Mother Julia was able to sign her-
selt with the right hand, although still hesi-

+tating, and with some difliculty.

At the bidding of the holy tather ehe
made a second eign of the cross, and this
time without the smallest heeitation in a
perfect manner. She was cured. On her
return to the Villa Santa she was able to
write on the same day a long letter of
thanks to the holy father, and she wrote it
with the very hand which ebortly before
was paralyzed. The cure is complete. The
finger nails have recovered their patural
color, and the bones of the tingers and nails
have resumed their normal position.— Paris
Correspondence New York Times.
S ——e—

If a will counts, the best man in the world
recently died in Georgia. The fourtk clause
in his will says that ‘‘he cam recvlleot no act

of his life to be atoned for or regretted by

equipment for the road.—Chicago Tribune,

himself or family.”
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