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THE WELL. 

Dark and cool the water lies , \ 
In the old time-honored well; < , 
Down d6ep the backet flies, 
And how often who can tell?.., 

For the school-boy, hot with play, 
For the laborer tirei with toil, 
For the traveler on his way, 
Doth the tireless rope uncoil. ft *** 

And how often, who can tell? 
Or, who first the, gracious draught f 
Drew up from the bounteous well? "•< 
Or, who sunk the ancient shaft? 

They are dust, who slaked their thirst 
At the little silver fount 
In the wild woods, where it first 
Galled the huntsman to dismount. 

They are dust, the pioneers, 
Who the storm armed forest broke. 
Where the old well now appears. 
Where now curls the village smoke 

So shall we within the vale 
With our children's children dwell, 
But the waters ne'er shall fail 
In the old time-honored well. 

LOYE'S CONQUEST. 

An idle boat, with idle oars, floating idly 
down with the current of a calm, smooth 
lake, on whose placid breast the moonbeams 
played at will. 

Such the picture, had one been mere 
spectators to the mimic Bcene; but to the 
two actors, surroundings were lost sight of 
—they thought only of themselves. 

Mocking the moon-rays, when they 
glanced upward, they could see on the 
bank above them the twinkling lights of 
Biverdene, and hear the merry voices and 
gay laughter of the group from which they 
had escaped. 

Arch smiles had passed between its mem­
bers as they had seen Gwendoline Oassilis 
and Colonel Hilher stroll off, arm in arm, 
to where the little boat was moored. 

The women had almost ceased to be jeal­
ous of Gwendoline, or to ask where lay 
her charms. She exercised her fascination 
even among them as among men, and they 
bowed before her—first from necessity, 
then from choice. 

But though her victims were countless, 
she was twenty-three, and Gwendoline 
Gassihs still. However, this time she had 
encountered—the little world at Lady 
Southwell's country seat said—a foeman 
worthy of her steel. 

What she was among men, Claude Hillier 
was among women. Therefore, seeing 
those two brought beneath the same roof, 
and thrown into daily intercourse, rumor 
was rife, and speculation awaited results 
with bated breath. Meantime the little 
boat floated calmly on the quiet surface of 
the lake, 

"Miss Oassilis!" 
It was the first word either had spoken in 

full five minutes. 
She glanced up at the speaker. The white 

lace thrown carelessly upon he* dark hair, 
out from which peered the beautiful, pale 
face, lent her some of the moon's mystic 
charm; but meeting the magnetic gaze of 
the dark, earnest eyes bent upon her, bers 
fell for an instant; then, as though ashamed 
of the momentary weakness, and again 
shot a'questiooing look into the handsome 
face of the beau aabreur who sat opposite 
her. 

"Miss Cassilis," he repeated, slowly, "did 
you know that we were in danger?" 

"In danger?" 
Her cheek grew a shade paler. She 

glanced up at the blue vault where sailed so 
majestically the Goddess of Night—down 
into the dark depths of the waters, only to 
see Luna's brilliancy reflected there— 
around, about her. Not a leaflet stirred. 

"No." he said, in answer to her look, "not 
from any of these. The moon, the wind, 
the water, all are our friends to-night We 
are in danger from each other." 

Oh, how she prayed the moon might fail 
to make apparent the instant flushing of hot 
blood to her cheek! She felt it glow, like 
a warm crimson rose, even while she raised 
her little head almost defiantly, as though 
to hurl a challenge at his audacity. 

Men had made love to her in many forms, 
but always as suppliants. This man dared 
suppose her in equal danger with himself! 

"You deal in enigmas, Colonel Hillier," 
she returned, haughtily. "I am accustomed 
to plain speech." 

"Bather say that plain speech is to you an 
unknown tongue, and that I am the first 
man who has dared to speak frankly. 
Would you have me more open still? You 
shall have your wish. A week longer un­
der the same roof with you* a week more of 
exposure to your maddening fascinations, 
and my ship would go to wreck and ruin 
on the bar; unless"—he leaned neater, his 
voice grew softer, more full of tender feel­
ing, and his hand fell on hers very lightly, 
but with caressing grace—"unless, Gwen­
doline, you would let it float your pennon 
and guide it into the safe harbor of your 
love. 

She had been wooed many times, in many 
climes, and by many men, but naught had 
ever moved her as this wooing, on this 
moonlight night in June. Yet this man 
had dared to tell her that in another week 
this might come to pass. 

Others had sworn to go from her presence 
to put an end to the existanoe she had 
rendered miserable; or Lad vowed that 
henceforth woman's smile would be gall 
and wormwood; or pleaded that she had 
shorn their manhood of its strength, and 
rendered their life a burden. 

This one done none of these things. 
While his strength was yet his he saw and 
met the danger. 

"A week hence," she said to herself, bit­
terly, "and the flame might singe him. 
Now his wings are all unscorched. He 
does not say, 'I love you!' He says, 'In 
time I might love you.' " 

Was he thus to win so easy a victory? 
Not se. 

"Let us go home," she interrupted, with 
a little shiver. "It is growing chili." 

"Gwendoline Cassilis, is this my answer? 
Have jou none other to give me?'' 

"Your answer'" with an assumption of 
surprise. "I was not aware of any ques­
tion." 

"You shall not even have this excuse. 
"Will you be my wife?" 

His voice was stem now—stern to harsh­
ness—and his grasp tightened on her hand. 

"You hurt me, Colonel Hillier," she com­
plained petulantly,making an effort to with­
draw her fingers. 

Instantly jhe released her. 
"I see that I have hurt you," he returned, 

courteously, and took up the idle oars. 
"Pardon me." he continued, "I will not 
offend again. It is tune we were return­
ing." 

A few bold strokes, and the boat*s keel 
grated on the shore. Ten minutes later, 
and the two re-appeared in their hostess' 
tastefully-appointed drawing-room. 

A group of men instantly gathered about 
Miss Cassilis. Never had her laugh rung 
out more clearly, her gay sallies of wit and 
repartee been more sparkling; but ever, 
from time to time, her eye roved restlessly 
to the open window, where, on the lawn 
beyond, beneath the tall cedars, shone the 
red light from a man's cigar. 

It was still there, still gleaming, when 
jshe had gone up to her own room. She 
crossed to the window to pull down the 
blind, but stood a minute, fascinated, mo­
tionless. 

"After to-night he will forget me," she 

murmured, sadly. ' 'And I—I shall remem­
ber him for ever!" 

Then, as though a sudden truth had 
burst upon her, she drew down the blind— 
to throw herself, with quick, impetuous 
motion, prone upon the couch, and weep 
the first heart-tears she had ever shed. 

"The drama is ended—Miss Cassilis has 
refused him!" This was the general ver­
dict when, twenty-four hours later, Claude 
Hillier bade his hostess adieu, and with­
drew to town on plea of sudden business. 
Of course the news reached Gwendoline's 
ear. 

"I have not refused him," she said aloud. 
"Not even that satisfaction is mine,*' she 
added to herself—"nor ever will be! It 
was only the might have been." 

He was not the man, she knew full well, 
to plunge desperately into flirtation, or as­
sociate his name at once with another 
woman's or to retire later or rise earlier, or 
in any way disturb the even tenor of his 
way. The ^difference between them 
was only this—his wound was healing, per­
haps already healed, but he would bear its 
scar to the grave; hers was a festering sore 
which hurt the more that she had let the 
physicians who might work its cure pass 
her bv. 

The summer waned to its close. Nature 
had lent autumn its wonderous paint-box 
and magic brush, and mountain and hill­
side were coverted thereby into glorious 
beauty. Then came King Frost, first to 
heighten by his touch, then to kill, follow­
ed by winter's lagging footsteps, mercifully 
bearing the exquisite white shroud of snow 
to cover up all signs of devastation and de­
cay. 

The season in the gay world was at its 
height. Occasionally murmurs among the 
debutants for its honors arose at the fact 
that, though Gwendoline Cassilis' fourth 
winter, her former successes paled in its 
more effulgent light. 

She and Colonel Hillier constantly met. 
She almost wished he might avoid her; but 
at their first chance-encounter he had ap­
proached with outstretched hand. 

"How charming you are looking, Miss 
Cassilis!" he had said. 

And all in vain she had watched for a 
tremor in his tone, or a shade of embar­
rassment in his manner. 

"Only a week between him and ship­
wreck," she thought bitterly. "'And he 
has sailed so far from the fatal rock that 
doubtless he would now laugh at his sup­
posed danger; and I—I was weak and vain 
enough to think he stood upon the preci­
pice's brink." 

The new year had come, and one even­
ing Gwendoline stood alone in her father's 
drawing-room looking out at the fast-gath­
ering darkness when through its sombre 
shade she saw a figure pass and mount the 
steps. 

"A visitor!" she uttered, wearily; then 
waited the inevitable announcement she 
knew must follow. 

But, spite of her every effort, she started 
when the servant, throwing open the door, 
uttered Colonel Hiliier's name. Oh, how 
glad she was that the rooms were not yet 
lighted as she went forward to receive him. 

"May I welcome you in darkness?" she 
questioned. 

"As you will," he said. "I have but a 
few moments to stay. I am come to bid 
you good-bye, and to ask you to wish me 
hon voyage." 

" Bon voyagel You are going abroad?'' 
"Yes; I sail on Saturday for India. I 

hesitated about calling, but my desire to see 
you led me to believe you would pardon my 
audacity in supposing my going a quebtion 
of enough moment to make it worth a spe­
cial call." 

"My friends aro always welcome, Colonel 
Hillier," said Gwendoline, an icy feeling at 
her heart, though she maintained an out­
ward composure "I did not suppose it 
necessary you should hear that repeated 
now." 

"Noris it. It was only morbid fancy on 
my part which induced me to question it. 
I shall comeback, 1 trust, with my mind 
clearer. At least I shall be some years old­
er. When I return I presume I shall look 
for Miss Cassilis in vain, until I find her in 
some matron, equally charming. I cannot 

imagine her quite staid and portly." 
So he could speak thus lightly of her be­

coming the wife of another man* And he 
was going away; she might never again 
hear his voice or see his face. T was too 
cruel! 

He and Fate were too strong for her. 
The tears had gathered in the grey eyes, but 
the darkness hid them. * 

He rattled on—she had no need to speak. 
Then he rose to go. 

"Good-bye, Miss CassUis!"—he took her 
hand in both his—"good bye! God bless 
you!" 

Was it her fancy that, just at the last, 
his voice trembled? 

He crossed the room; he had gained the 
door. Another instant he would be gone— 
another instant, it might be too late. 

"Claude! she said, softly. 
Two strides, it seemed,brought him bac k 

to her. 
"You called me? For what? To make 

my goingnarder?" " 
"Oh, is it hard? In mercy, tell me, for 

my heart is breaking!" 
"Your heartbreaking! Gwendoline," and 

the man's voice sounded strangely hoarse, 
"what does this mean'" 

But the sound of her sobs was the only 
answer. 

"Child," he continued, "can it be that I 
have judged you wrongly? Look up my dar­
ling! Is it your wish that I should stay?" 

Then she found her voice. 
"I thought you did not love me enough," 

she murmured; "but stay,I will try to make 
you love me more; or, if you must go, take 
me with you." 

June had given place to January, and 
warmth to cold; but where was coldness 
now was warmth, and the winter moon was 
happier than the early June orescent—for 
in Gwendoline's heart was the song of birds 
and the fragrance of flowers, mingling with 
the words which stole softly into heT ear 
while nestling in her lover's arms—the 
words, "my love—my wife." 

How Long Should We Sleep J 
Felix L. Oswald in Popular Science Monthly 

for July. 
The vital processes of man, like those of 

all his felllow creatures, are partly con­
trolled by automic tendencies. Some func­
tions of our internal economy are too im­
portant to be trusted to t^e caprices of hu­
man volition; breathing, eating, drinking,, 
and even love, are only simi-voluntary ac­
tions; and during a period varying from 
one-fourth to two-fifths of each solar day 
the conscious activity of the senses under­
goes a complete suspense, the cerebral 
workshop is closed for repairs, and the 
abused or exhausted body committs its or­
ganism into the healing hands of Nature. 
Under favorable conditions eight hours of 
undisturbed sleep would almost suffice to 
counteract the physiological mischief of 
sixteen working hours. During sleep the 
organ of consciousness is at rest, and the 
energies of the system seem to be concen­
trated on the function of nutrition and the 
renewal of the vital energy in general; sleep 
promotes digestion, repairs the waste of 
the muscular tissue, favors the process of 
cutaneous excretion, and renews the vigor 

, of the mental faculties. 
The amount of sleep required by man is 

generally proportionate to the waste of vital 
strength, whether by muscular exertion, 
menial activity (or emotion), or by the pro­
cess , of rapid assimilation, as , during the. 

first years of growth and during the recov­
ery from an exhausting disease. The 
weight of a new-born child increases more 
rapidly than that of a eupeptic adult, en­
joying a liberal diet after a period of star­
vation, and, though an infant is incapable 
of forming abstract ideas, we need not 
doubt that the variety of new and bewilder­
ing impressions must overtask its little 
sensorlum in a few hours. Nurslings 
should therefore be permitted to sleep to 
their full satisfaction; weakly babies; es­
pecially, need sleep more than food, and it 
is the safest plan never to disturb a child's 
slumber when the regularity of his breath­
ing indicates the healthfulness of his re­
pose; there is little danger of his "over­
sleeping" himself in a moderately warmed, 
well-ventilated room. Never mind about 
meal-tames; hunger will awaken him at the 
right moment, or teach him to make up for 
lost time. Three or four nursings in the 
twenty-four hours are enough; Dr. C. E. 
Page, who has made the problem of infant 
diet his special study, believes that 50 per 
cent, of the enormous number of children 
dying under 2 years of age are killed by 
being coaxed to guzzle till they are hope­
lessly diseased with fatty degeneration < \ 
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THF WBOHG VERDICT. ? t$$ 

"Do I want any tapes and shoe-laces?" 
said Mr. Penfield in his big comfortable 
voice, that always seemed to have a suspi­
cion of a laugh down in its sonorous depths. 
"Do I look like anybody who is likely 
to want tapes and shoe-laces. "No, sissy, 
I don't." And then, as Flora Bawson was 
moving slowly away, With a mute, uncom­
plaining expression of despair in her face, 
he added, kindly, "But, all the same, you 
had better come in and warm yourself; you 
look half frozen to death." 

"Thank-you, sir," said Flora, and she 
came gratefully to the fire, setting her bas­
ket of cheap wares on the floor, and warmed 
herself, shyly glancing around the while at 
the cosy little private room with its cheer­
ful red carpet on the floor, the curtains at 
the window and the leather-cushioned easy-
chairs. The fire blazed and crackled in 
the grate—Flora, secrttly wondering how 
any one could have the heart to waste coal 
so recklessly—a clock with a plate-glass 
front ticked leisurely on the wall, and Mr. 
Penfield, making entries in his big ledger, 
and day-book, whistled softly under his 
breath as he did so. 

"What is your name, child'" he asked at 
last, without turning his head. 

"Flora Bawson, sir," was the meek 
reply. 

"How old are you?" - . * 
"Going on fourteen, sir, I believe." 
"And how does it happen that you are 

selling gimcracks like these around the 
country, instead of being put at some hon­
est trade," said Mr, Penfield, with his pen 
in his mouth, while he got up to search for 
beme blottmg paper. 

Flora hung down her head. "There's 
only me, "said she. "Father and mother 
are dead, and my step-mother says I've got 
to earn my own living!" 

"Where do you live?" said Mr. Penfield, 
brusquely. 

"In Holmes' lane—the little cottage just 
this side of the china factory." 

"Humph!" said Mr. Penfield.* "That 
locality has a bad name!" 

"Yes, sir," Flora made haste to explain, 
"there was a bad Bet lived there last year. 
But my step-mother, sir, she tries to be 
decent and honest—and she goes out wash­
ing and cleaning, by the day, to support my 
little half-brothers and sisters, and—" 

But here she became conscious that Mr. 
Penfield was intently surveying her and 

colored scarlet, all of a sudden. 
"Would you like to learn the gold-leaf 

business?" said he. "And work here in the 
factory, with these girls who are coming 
up now for their wages ?" ; 

Flora glanced timidly at the line of bright 
faced, neatly dressed young women who 
were collecting outside Mr. Fenfield's slid­
ing window, which afforded easy commu­
nication with the ware room without. 

"Could I, sir?" she said, drawing her 
breath quickly, with a sort of sob." 

"I don't know whv not, * said Mr. Pen-
field. "It's a pity that a smart likely girl 
like you should be tramping around the 
country, selling buttons and pins, when 
there are respectable trades to be learned. 
I'm busy to-night. Come here at nine 
o'clock to-morrow morning, and I'll see if 
we can make room for you. No—you 
needn't go until you are thoroughly warm, 
he added, with a sudden sentiment of com­
passion, as he noted her blue fingers and 
slight, shivering frame! And then he ap­
plied himself with energy to the task of 
paying off the hands—a ceremony wkuch 
took place every Monday afternoon at five 
precisely. 

Flora Bawson stood by the .fire a little 
longer, but she felt the eyes of the smartly 
dressed operatives upon her and became 
painfully aware of the deficiencies of her 
faded dress, shabby worsted shawl and 
frayed straw bonnet with many mangy vel­
vet bows—so presently she * crept away 
without disturbing kind Mr. Penfield. 

He finished his task presently—all except 

Saying old Mrs. Beilly, who scrubbed the 
oors, polished the windows and carried 

out the ashes. 
"Hallo1" said he glancing uneasily 

around. "This is very strange. Tm sure 
I laid out a five-dollar bill here 
for you, Mrs. Beilly—just here by the 
glass paper-weight, but I don't see it now!" 

He lifted up papers, pen-rack, ink-stand 
—even shook the daily paper that lay there 
to see if, perchance, the missing bill had 
hid. itself away in its folds—but all to no 
avail. He searched through his pockets— 
and all the time old Mrs. Beilly, who was 
very deaf, stood smiling and courtseyingin 
front of the sliding window. %"^ 

A sudden light flashed across his mind 
-—he turned quickly and cast a searching 
glance around the office. ^ 

"I thought so," said he. The girl is gone. 
And so is the money. What a fool I was to 
listen for a moment to her plausible story. 
Well, its rather an expensive little lesson, 
but it serves me right.n 

He paid Mrs. Beilly out of his own .mon­
ey-drawer,., shut up the office and went 
home, rather disenchanted with, his ideal 
view of respectable poverty. / * * 

"There's no use in going to Holmes's 
lane," thought he. " p i e girl d o n \ live 
there—and never did." ^ -fiae 

But the next morning as he sat over his 
books, just as the clock was striking nine, 
in its slow, deliberate fashion, there came a 
knoek at the panels of the door, and Flora 
Bawson presented herself, with her raven 
curls brushed tidily back under a net, her 
face shining with recent soap and water,and 
some attempts made at mending up the 
more hopeless of the rents in her dress. 

Mr. Penfield's face grew hard as he be­
held her. 

"I am surprised at your audacity in com­
ing here, girl?" said he, sternly, ^v ,„ < 

'Sir?" r^ -
Poor Flora looked at him in amazement, 

not unmingled with terror. 
"Leave this office," said he. "Andnever 

dare to show your face here again." 
She shrank away like a chidden dog, 

while Mr. Penfield went grimly on with his 
writing. ^ *-

"I suppose I'm a fool for not giving her 
up to the police," thought he. "But she 
is very young and somehow I hadn't the 
heart to do it." 

He went home that night—and his wife, 
a cheery, apple-cheeked little woman, 
looked up with a smile as he entered the 
sitting-room where she was at work. v 

"Well, Bob," said she, "I've mended 
that coat yen left here this morning. I 
sewed on new buttons, bound the sleeves 
with fresh binding, and—" 

"Thatfs right, Kitty; that's right,?* said 
Mr. Penfield, drawing off his gloves.." 

'•But that isn't all," persisted Mrs Pen-
field. "I found a rip in the bottom of the 
upper left-hand pocket, anal when I was 
sponging off the skirts I came across some­
thing hard, so I ripped it open and found— 
what do you think?" 

"I'm sure I don't know," said Penfield. 
Well, a pocket-knife, business-card, 

three cough lozengers. and a five dollar 
bill," said Mrs. Penfield laughing. 

"A—what!" almost shout Penfield. 
"A five-dollar bilL" triumphantly re­

peated his wife holding it up. And he in­
stantly recognized it for the same bill, 
slightly discolored with some sort of acid, 
which he had laid aside yesterday for the 
payment of Mrs. Beiliy! 

"I must have put it in my pocket in a fit 
of abstraction," said he to " himself, and it 
slipped down through that unlucky hole of 
Which I never dreamed! And that poor girl 
with the big eyes and the loose mane of 
black harr—I've condemned her without 
judge or jury." 

Robert Penfield, however, though an 
impulsive man, was not unjust. He put on 
his hat and went straight to the 'cottage in 
Holmes' lane, where Flora Bawson lived. 

It was a dreary place, uncarpoted, with­
out much fire, and the broken window 
panes stuffed with rags, where Flora was 
tending a flock of untidy children, while 
the shrill tones of her step mother's voice 
sounded from the back yard, where she 
was hanging up clothes to dry. She started 
and looked frightened when she saw him 
standing in the doorway. 

' 'My good girl, "said he, I have misjudged 
you. I am sorry I sent y©u away so harsh­
ly this morning. We'll try to make a place 
for you if you'll come again to-morrow!" 

And then he explained to Flora and her 
step-mother, who had by this time hurried 
in with a pocket-handkerchief tied around 
her head, and steaming, soapy arms, the 
peculiar combination of circumstances by 
which Flora had been adjudged to be 
guilty of theft' 

Mrs. Bawson tossed her head and bridled 
as she listened. 

"Our Flora has her faults," said she, 
"and plenty of 'em—but, thank the Lord, 
she ain't a thief; nor never was!" 
And Flora herself .burst into tears. 

"I am so thankful that you found the 
money," said she. "Because—because you 
had spoken kindly to me, and I culdn't 
bear that you should think me such a one 
as that*" 

So Flora Bawson got an excellent place 
in the gold-beating establishment and Mr. 
Penfield was always a little kinder to her 
than he would have been if it had not been 
for that one act of injustice toward her in 
the very beginning. 

"It only shows," said he "how «asy it 
is to be mistaken. 

FLATORS. 

Fusel Oil as the Fssence of Pineapple Straw­
berry—Cider From No Orchard. 

From the New York Sun. 
There is mighty little genuine fruit ex 

tract in the sirup and extracts of commerce,' 
the chemist of a manufacturing house said, 
pushing aside glass jars, strainers, and re­
torts, so as to make a clear place for some 
of his books of formulas. ' 'Natural flavors, 
are both weak and costly. For instance, if 
if you sugar down pineapples or strawber­
ries, you get a delightful natural sirup, but 
your white sugar alone ;will cost you 88 
cents a gallon, and the fruit is expensive, 
as you know. The flavor is just at its 
proper strength and will not go a great ways 
in flavoring additions to the sirup; and BO 
only a small portion of the fruit syrups and 
essence of commerce have any fruit about 
them. Smell this!" 

He unstopped a bottle of thin, transparent 
liquid. It diffused a strong pineapple oder 
of imitating pungency. 

"That," he said, ' is butyric ether. Mixed 
with alcohol, it is the pineapple oil of com­
merce, and it enters into nearly every flavor 
manufactured and into most perfumes. It 
is extracted from rancid fat. The tallow 
oil which is the basis of artificial butter will 
furnish it. Another pi eminent ingredient 
of artificial flavors is amyle, which you will 
know better by the name of fusel oil. Some 
one of its compounds go into the manufac­
ture of the flavors of pineapple, strawberry, 
raspberry, apricot, pearl, orange and apple. 
Compounds of methyl, au extract ot coal 
tar, are also much used. Succinic acid, ob­
tained from amber; sebacic acid, extracted 
from fat; and benzoic ncid, oiiginally ex­
tracted from a vegetable resin, but now 
made from naphthaline, a coal-oil product, 
are also much used in various shapes. 
Formic acid, another ingredient, was origin­
ally obtained from ants, and hence its name 
is derived from the Latin word for ant, 
formicia. But it is now manufactured arti­
ficially. Chloroform goes into some flavors, 
notably grape essence, and oxalic acid goes 
into the bloom of gooseberry, apricot, lem­
on, and apple. Tartaric acid is also largely 
used. Most of these substances are used 
in the form of ethers, and their strength 
of odor is due to their exceeding volatility." 

"Are not such compounds injurious?" 
"Not when &sed simply for flavoring 

purposes," was the answer. "The reason 
why they must be used to imitate natural 
flavors with such success is doubtless due 
to the fact that the flavors of the natural 
fruits are due to then- presence. Butyric 
acid is naturally present in the pineapple, 
tartaric acid in wine, citric acid in lemons 
and oxalic acid in gooseberries. While ar­
tificial flavors or essences would be poison­
ous, taken in large quantities, it does not 
follow that their use as flavors is injurious 
any more than that almonds should not bo 
eaten because their concentrated extract is 
poisonous. 

"As a matter of fact, soda water flavors 
and candy flavors are almost invariably ar­
tificial; and the bouquet and flavor of many 
a bottle of wine is due to the various amyle 
or fusseloil ethers." 

"I remember," he continued, "seeing 
some time ago an anecdote about a French 
wine seller, who said to his * son: ' 'Always 
remember, my son, that wine may be made 
from anything, even grape juice.' I have 
thought the same thing often when I have 
drunk the sweet cider of commerce. 

Of course there is sweet cider that is made 
from apple juice, and it may be kept from 
getting hard by the addition of bisulphite of 
lime. But there are immense quantities of 
eweet cider sold that are perfectly innocent 
of apple juice, and there are plenty of re-
cipts for making it. People that know 
what good orchard cider is, are not likely 
to drink much of the manufactured cider, 
and if they did it would not hurt them, 
although I would not like to drink cider 
made from this recipe. 

The chemist snowed the reporter a trade 
recipe for cider, which called for honey, 
catechu (an astringent resin), alum yeast, 
bitter almonds, cloves, burnt sugar, and 
alcahol. The recipe adds:"If too sweet, 
add sulphuric acid to suit the taste." 

"Sulphuric acid, "he said, is not a health­
ful article of diet; but, as I said before, a 
thing may be perfectly innocuous in a di­
luted shape and a very small quantity that 
would be hurtful in a concentrated form, 
Odd, isn't it, that delicate flavors and per­
fumes should come from the refuse of the 
abattoir and coal-oil distillery? But a 
great many pleasant things have humble 

i origins." 

DETECTIVES AND DIAMONDS. 

A great forgery having been committed, 
whereby a bank was robbed of £30,000, the 
culprit succeeded in getting safely out of 
England, and escaped to the Argentine Re­
public, where there was no extradition 
treaty. He was believed to have taken the 
whole of the plunder with him, as his wife 
— who was narrowly watched—certainly had 
no portion of it, and no letter addressed to 
him had passed through the postoffice; so a 
private detective of great reputation was 
employed by the bank authorities to go out 
to the Piver Plate, and endeavor either to 
recover the money, or to lure the forger in­
to a position where he might be captured. 
This detective was an educated man, and 
well fitted to carry out the role he assumed 
—that of Major B , traveling for his 
health, and intending to pay a short visit to 
Buenos Ayres before proceeding to Val-
paraise and Peru. Unlimited powers, of­
ficial and unofficial, were confened on him; 
he was supplyed with letters of introduc­
tion to the'leading people in the Republic; 
and, of course, there was to be no question 
of expense. Thus furnished, he sat out. 

On arrival in Buenos Ayres he discov­
ered that his man had gone some leagues 
up country. Following up the track, he 
found him living vn apparent great poverty, 
employed as a shepherd by an English es-
tanciero, te whom the would-be Major 
B happened to have a letter of introduc­
tion. In this way he had no difficulty in 
making acquaintance with his intended 
prey—gradually and casually, to avert sus­
picion. One day he asked him openly 
whether his position in life haa not been 
very different from that in which he found 
him, as his speech and manners were those 
of a gentleman; and after a little hesitation 
the shepherd confessed that such was the 
case—presently telling a plausible tale of 
misfortune in busmess, etc. Professing 
pity for him the kind-hearted major lent 
him money and took him back into the 
city, where he entertained him at one of 
the best hotels as his> guest, having men­
tioned to him confidentially that he wished 
to invest a considerable sum in land out 
there, and promising to install him as man­
ager of the estate. All this time the thiet 
was supposed to be carrying the money hid 
about his person, and it was to devise some 
strategy for obtaining this with certainity 
and safety that the detective postponed the 
denouement of the plot so long. 

At length, when he had excluded every 
other possille place of conceal­
ment, and seemed to have won 
the man's entire confidence, he 
went to the captain of the British man-
of-war lying there, and revealed himself in 
his own character—for nobody, till then, 
had the least inkling of the truth—and to­
gether they arranged a very nice little trap. 
The officers of the gun-boat were to give a 
grand picnic, followed by a dance onboard; 
and all the best people in Bueno Ayres 
were invited—Major B and his friend 
among the rest. The "friend" was delight­
ed at the prospect, and drew largely on the 
major for the wherewithal to present a be­
fitting splendor of appearance on the event­
ful day. As they strolled down to the wharf 
together, arm-in-arm, you maybe sure that 
Major B 's heart beat high with the tri­
umph already in his grasp—one of the clev­
erest captures ever planned by an emissary 
Of Scotland Yard. Hiring a boat, they soon 
arrived alongside of the man-of-war.where 
the poop was already crowded with ladies. 

"Jump up," said the major, as the gang­
way ladder was lowered; "we're just in 
time." 

"Well, no, Mr. G ," returned the 
forger, calling the detective by bis real 
name. "I don't think I'll go on board; but 
I'll stay here in the boat and listen to the 
music, while you go up and dance." 

If the officer did not feel sold at that 
moment no man ever did. The best of it 
was, the audacious robber had not one 
penny of his booty with him, and was much 
too wary to trust the post. Both he and 
his wife—who joined him soon afterward— 
were obliged to work for their board until 
the arrival of their governess—who had 
never been suspected of complicity—with 
the whole sum. But how he discovered 
his adversary was never known. 

By the way, this same detective is said to 
have had another "sell" a few davs later. 
He went on board the mail-steamer just 
come in from Brazil, as he thought he 
might obtain an English newspaper. If he 
got one, he certainly had plenty of time to 
read it for the steamer happened to be in 
quarantine, and he had to undergo the hor­
rors of seclusion at Ensenada for three 
weeks! *V . 

ly-acquired treasure, and—report says— 
tainted. Paste! A good imitation, cer­
tainly; but, to his practiced eye, unmistak­
able paste. He had been misled by the 
genuineness of the small stones; and his 
eagerness to secure the large one for com­
paratively nothing, and utter absence of 
grounds for suspicion, had caused him to 
disregard the little opportunity he had for 
examining it The whole thing was a most 
ingenious plot, devised by some swindlers, 
who, with the "noble red man" as 
their ally, had been waiting for him ever 
since he a m red in Brazil; baiting their 
hook with a few real sprats they landed a 
whale. When I told the story to sojae 
diamond dealers in London afterward, they 
refused to believe that so experienced a 
man could be deceived by a sham. The 
story leaked out in quite another quarter, 
however, in a short time. It was not the 
paste that had imposed on him, but the 
artful misdirection of the attention. 

E TIC£ PRESIDENT'S HISTORY. 

A well known London diamond merchant 
went out to Brazil to buy precious stones, 
seeking them, naturally, not in the big 
cities, but at the smaller places along the 
coast The local steamer to which he had 
trans-shipped was one day about to leave 
some out-of-the-way port-Maceio, I think 
—when an Indian came on board selling 
skins: he also displayed some little shining 
pebbles, which he did not seem to set much 
store by, The merchant—reputed to be 
one of the best judges of a stone in Eng­
land—saw at a glance that they were small 
diamonds, and carelessly offered a few reis 
apiece for them, which the Indian gladly 
took; then, appearing to have thus discov­
ered a new branch of commerce, he pro­
duced an immense one attached to a string 
around his neck—one so large and valuable 
that the dealer, in his eagerness to obtain 
it, was thrown off his guard, and offered so 
much for it that the dusky possessor's sus­
picions weie excited. When I say "so 
much" I do not suppose the sum was in­
trinsically great, perhaps not more than a 
shilling or two; but it was out of all pro­
portion to what he had paid for the others. 

The Indian refused. More and more 
money was promised, and displayed, be­
fore his eyes in glittering piles. Bum, 
knives, shawls and all sorts of commodities 
were thrown in; but without avail. If the 
pale-face wants this bit of stone so much, 
he might be supposed to argue, it must 
be of some great power or value—perhaps 
an amulet or chaim of supernatural virtue. 
Superstitious and obstinate, like all his 
race, he would not part with it on any 
terms; hut hastened to .conceal it about 
him again, and hurried on shore. The 
merchant was frantic; such an oppor­
tunity was not to be allowed to slip with­
out making some effort. He paid the fine 
—no inconsiderable sum—for detaining the 
steamer in port another day, and roamed 
all over the neighborhood!, .searching high 
and low for the Indian. No glimpse of 
him, however, could he get, nor any tidings 
of his whereabouts. At last, on the fol­
lowing morning, when he had given up the 
quest in despair, and the vessel was again 
about to proceed on her way, the innocent 
savage made his appearance on board once 
more, and expressed his willingness to sell 
the diamond. But in the interval that had 
elapsed, he seemed to have discovered, 
from some unknown source of information, 
its actual worth, and he now asked for it a 
sum which would be a fair equivalent for a 
gem of that size. Nor would he take less, 
nor allow the stone to p*ass from his hands 
until he had received the money. The bar­
gain was made; the gold-laden Indian pad­
dled back to his native wild; and the steam­
er getting under weigh, soon left his canoe 
a mere speck on the waves. - 4*3? 

After settling certain transactions on pa­
per relative to his note-of-hand, which had 
just been cashed from the ship's chest, the 
happy purchaser sped to his cabin, locked 

* himself in, sat down to gloat over his new-

A Sketch of the Man Whom the Presidency 
Falls Upon General Garfield's Death. 

From the New York Sun. 
Chester Allen Arthur is 50 years of age, 

and a native of Fairfield county, Vermont. 
His father was a Baptist minister, who 
came from England to Canada, and later 
to the United States. The vice president's 
early education was obtained in a country 
school near Troy, in the neighborhood of 
which his father preached. He was after­
ward sent to Union College, from which he 
was graduated in 1848. He then studied 
law, and m 1850 was admitted to the bar. 
He formed a law partnership with Erastus 
D. Culver, who was afterward American 
minister to a South American state. On tixe 
elect on of Mr. Culver as a judge of a 
civil court in Brooklyn the partnership 
was dissolved, and General Arthur went 
into partnership with a Mr. Gardner, who 
died about 18,65. In 1871 the firm of 
Arthur, Phelps & Kenvals was formed 
with General Arthur as the senior, 
and the late District Attorney Benja­
min K Phelps as another paitner. Short­
ly before this General Arthur was appoint­
ed one of the counsel to the tax commis­
sioners at a salary of $10,000 a year. The 
only legal case of note in which General 
Arthur acted as ceunsel was m the suit of 
Jonathan Lemmons, of Virginia, to lecover 
possession of eight slaves that had been 
declared free by Judge Paine, of the su­
perior court of this state. Lemmons had 
been incautiously passing through N6W 
York with his slaves.mtendmg to ship them 
to Texas, when they were discovered and 
freed by an order of Judge Paine, who was 
of opinion that the fugitive slave act did 
not hold the slaves. The state of Virginia 
directed its attorney general to appeal trom 
the decision. Thereupon the legislature of 
New York directed the governor to employ 
counsel to defend the slaves. E. D. Culver 
and Joseph Blunt were appointed, but with­
drew, and afterward William M. Evarts and 
General Arthur were retained as counsel 
for the slaves. The decision of Judge 
Paine was sustained by the supreme court, 
and also affirmed by the court of appeals. 
In 1836 General Arthur prosecuted a city 
car line on behalf of Lizzie Jennings, a 
colored woman, and superintendent of a 
Sunday-school, who was roughly ejected 
from a car because of her color. The case 
was tried before Judge Rockwell in Brook-
lyn,and the jury gave the plaintiff $500 dam­
ages. General Arthur got his military title 
through service on the staff of Govenor Ed­
win D. Morgan, He was appointed engin-
eer-in-chief on the govenor's staff Jan. 1, 
1861, and on Jan. 27, 1862, he was made 
quartermaster general. He was acth e in 
both positions. General Arthur gave his 
attention to city politics at the close of the 
war, and was for a tune chairman of the 
republican committee, known as the Mor­
gan republicans, which met at Broadway 
and Twenty-third street. On the 20th of 
November, 1871, he was appointed by 
President Grant collector of the po|t of 
New York, succeeding Thomas Murphy. 
He served one term, and was reappointed 
in December, 1875. He was suspended by 
B. B. Hayes Julv 21, 1878. charges being 
preferred against him by John Sherman. 
Edwin A Merrill became collector in his 
place. In September, 1879, he was chosen 
chairman of the committee, and was chair­
man of the central committee of the county 
for two years. In May, 1880, he was nom­
inated for vice president on the republican 
ticket, and was elected the following Nov­
ember. Since the adjournment of the senate 
he has been forwarding Mr. Conkhng's 
canvass for a re-election. General Arthur 
married a daughter of Captain Herndon, 
who was lost on board his vessel, the 
Central America. His wife died about 
eighteen months ago. He has two children 
a son and a daughter. He has a brother, 
who is a major in the regular army, and 
one of his sisters is the wife of a Mr. 
McElroy of Albany, 
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THE CORWIK EXPEDITION. 

Interesting Letter From an Otncei—Plans 
lor the Summer. 

From the Milwaukee (Wis.) Republican. 
Deputy United States Marshal Burke has 

received a letter from his son, Lieut. Burke, 
of the revenue cutter Corwin, which has 
gone north in search of the lost Jeannette. 
The letter is dated Omalaska, May 19. It 
says 

"We arrived here on the 17th, after a 
stormy passage, from San Francisco. The 
weather was perfectly horrible. I never 
saw anything like it—strong wind, bigh'ea, 
with bunding' snow- storms. Yesterday we 
were busy repairing the-sheathing, which 
had been badly torn off during the passage 
from San Francisco; to-day we are taking 
in coal. Will sad to-morrow for the Seal 
Islands, from thence will go across Behring 
Sea to the Siberian coast. Expect to reach 
that cape within a week. At that 
point we will send a sledge party 
to the westward along the north 
shore of Sibera for a distance of 500 to 800 
miles to learn some information regarding 
the Jeannette. It will require six weeks to~Y 

make the trip While the party is away we 
will spend some time in Behring Strait, and 
settle the much disputed question as to the 
current. We are also to make extensive 
magnetic observations at different points on. ' 
the coast. When Eotzebue Sounds opens 
we are to land a party who are to explore 
the Buckland river and to make collections 
of fossil ivory. Take it altogether our 
cruise will be one of great interest. We 
carry along with us a geologist,, a botanist, 
and a naturalist—all bright fellows. In the 
event of our being compelled to winter 
here, we have taken precaution to have an 
abundance of warm clothing and plenty of 
provisions for 18 months. I am in hopes 
that we will be able to finish this summer, 
as I can assure you I have no desire to 
spend a winter above the Artie circle. * * * 
Speaking of cold weather, I wish you could 
see this place to-day. We are lying in a lit­
tle bay, surrounded by high mountains, 
completely covered with snow—just think 
how it must be north of this place." 

Dr. Bartlett, formely of the Chicag0 

Congregational Theological seminary, now 
President of Dartmouth college, New 
Hampshire, in an address to the alumni of 
that institution, stated that during his ad­
ministration of four years $170,000 in clean 
cash had been paid into the treasury, and* 
for the first time in twenty-three years the 
college was self-supporting. And yet, 
owing to certain jealousies, there is a strong 
movement to oust Dr. Bartlett from the 
presidency Of the College. ^ammmZmiimm^^i 

5*t3f 

tr*^- 3Hi 
% 


