BRICE.

liz came up the mountain road at
nighfall, urging his lean mustang for-
ward wearily, and coughing now and
then « heavy, hollow cough that told its
own &tory.

There were only two houses on the
mesa, siretching shaggy and somber
with grease-wood from the base of the
mountains to the valley below—two un-
painted redweod dwellings, with their
clumps of trailing pepper trees and tat
tered bananas, mere specks of civiliza-
tion against a stern background of moun-
tain side. The traveler halted before
one of them, bowing awkwardly as the
master af the house came out.

“ Mr. Brandt. I reckon?”

Joel Brandt looked keenly into the
stranger’s face. Not a bad face certain-
ly; sallow and drawn with suffering,
one of those hopelessly pathetic faces,
barely saved from the grotesque by a

air of dull, wistful eyes.

Not that Joel Brandt saw any-thing
grotesque or pathetic about the man.

“ Another sickly-looking stranger out-
side, Barbara, wants to try the air up
here. Can you keep him? Or may be
the Fox's ‘ill give him a berth.”

Mrs. Brandt shook her head in house-
wifely meditation.

“No, Mrs. Fox can’t, that's certain.
She has an asthma and two bronchitises
there now. What is the matter with
him, Joel?"

The stranger’s harsh, resonant cough
answered,

“Keep him? to be sure. You might
know 1'd keep him, Joel: the night air’s
no place fora man with a cough like
that. Bring him into the kitchen right
away."

The new-comer spread his bony hands
over Mrs. Brandt’s cheery fire, and the
soft, dull eyes followed her movements
wistfully.

“The fire feels kind "o homey, ma’am;
Californy ain’t much of a place for fires,
it "pears.” :

“Been long on the coast, stranger?”
Joel squarea himself intorrogatively.

“’Bout a week. I'm from Indianny.
Brice’s my name—Posey Brice the boys
in the glass mill called me. I was blow-
ed up in a glass once.” The speaker turn-
ed to show an ugly scar on his neck.
“Didn’t know where I was for six weeks
—thought T hadan’t 1it.  When I come to
there was Loisy potterin’ over me; but I
ain’t been hugged since.”

“Married?”

The man’s answer broke through the
patient homeliness of his face at once. He
umbled in his pocket silently liks one
who had no common disclosure to make.

“What d'ye think o’ them, stranger?’

Joel took the little black case in his
hani reverectly. A woman’s face—not
grand or fair even—some bits of tawdry
finery making its plainness plainer—and
beside it a round-eyed boy plumped inte
a high chair, and two little feet sticking
sturdily out in Joel’s face.

Mrg, Brandt looked over hér husband’s
shoulder with kindly euriosity.

“The boy favors vou amazingly about
the mouth, but he’s got his mother’s eyes,
and they are sharp knowin’ eyes too. He's
a bright one I'll be bound.”

“Yours, I reckon.”

“Yes, that’s Loisy and the boy,” fight-
ing the conscious pride in his voice like
one who tried to do his honors meekly.

He took the well-worn case again, gaz.
inginto the two faces an instant with
liclpless yenrning and returning it to its
place. The very way he handled it was a
caress, fustening the little brass hook with
scrupulous care.

“I’ll be sendin’ fur’ em when I get red
of this pesterin’ cough.”

A very quiet, unobtrusive guest Mrs,
Brandtfound the man Brice;talking little
save in asudden gush of confidence, and
always of his wife and child; choosing a
quict corner of the kitchen in the chill
California nights, where he watched his
hostess’ deft movements with wisttful ad-
miration.

“Try hunting, Brice; the dectors most-
ly say it’s healthy.” .

And Brice tried hunting as Joel ad-
vised. Taking the gun from its crotch
over the door after breakfast, and wan-
dering for hours in the yellow wine-like
air of the mesa, he came in at noon and
nightfall always empty handed; yet no
one derided his failure. There was some-
thing abou! the man that smethered de-
rision, :

And so the hunting came to an end
without bloodshed. Whether the doctors
were right or whether it was the mingled
resin and honey of the sage and chapar-
rel, no one cared to ask. Certain it is
that the “pesterin’ cough’’ yielded a little
and the bent form grew a trifle more
erect. :

“I think likely it's the lookin’ up, ma'-
am. Mountains seom to straighten a fel-
low some way. ‘Pears to me somebody
writ once uv liftin’ his eyes to the hills
for help. Mebbe not, though. I ain't
much at recoilectin’ verses. Loisy's a
powerful hand that way.”

Perhaps the man was right. It was the
looking up.

}# He tollowed Joel from the table ome
morning, stonping outside, his face tull
of patient eagerness.

“I’m gittin’ right smart ‘o strength,
neighber. Ef there's odd jobs you could
gi’ me; I'd be slow, mebbe, but seems
like most anything 'ud be better’a settin

. round.”

Joel scratched his head, reflectively.
The big brawny-handed fellow felt no
disposition to smile at his weaker brother.

“Fox and I was saying yesterday we’d
like to put another man on the ditch;
it'll be easy work for fa week, till we
strike rock again. Then there is the
grease-wood. It's always on hand. Yon
might take it slow, grubbin’ when you
was able. I guess we'll find vou jobs
enough, man.” z

The scared, coloriess face brightened.

“Thank ye, neighbor. Ef you'll be as
kind there’s another little matter. Il
hev a triflc over when I've paid your
woman fur her trouble. I wuz thinkin’
like enough you'll let me run up a shan.
ty on yer place here. Loisy would't
mind about style—just a roof to bring
‘em to. It's for her and the boy, you
know,” wa'ching Joel’s face rly.

“Yes, yes, Brice, we'll make it al' right.
Just take things easy. I'll he goin’ in
with wood next week. And I'll fetch out

a load o’ lumber. We'll makea day ef

it ::gt.er ‘awhile. and put up your house in

a fiffy.! it

\ A.n{l so Brice went to work on the ditch,
gently at first, spared from the heaviest

work by stroa: arms aand rough kindli-
ness.. And so, ere long, another rude
dwelling went up on the mesa, the emoke
from ts fireside curling slowly toward
the pine-plumed mountain tons.

The building fund, scapty enough at
Dbest, was unexpectedly swelled by a sud-
den acd obstinate attack of forgetfulness
which seized good Mrs. Brandt.

‘No, Brice, you haven't made me a
spark o’ trouble, not a spark. 1'm sure
you have paid your way twice over bring-
in’ in wood, and grinding coffce, and the
like. Many a man’d ask wages for the
half you've done, so I'm getting off easy
to call it square.” And the good lady
s‘ood her ground unflinchingly. s

“You've been powerfulegood to me,
ma'am. We'll be watchin’ our chance to
make it up to you—Loisy an’ me. I'll be
sendin’ fur Loisy direckly now.”

“Yes, yes, man, and there'll be the bils
o' fuumiture and things to get. Spread
your money thin, and Mrs. Fox and me’ll
come in and put you to rights when
you’re looking fer her.”

He brought the money to Joe at last, a
motly collection of silver pieces.

“Etye'll be so kind as to send it to ‘er,
neighbor—Mis. Loisy Brice, Plattsville,
Indiana—I've writ the letter teliing her
how to come. There’s enough for her
ticket and a trifle to spare. The boy's a
master hand at scuffin® out shoes and
things. You'll oot make any mistake
sendin’ it, will you?"

“No, no, Brice, it'll go straight as
rocket. Let me see now. This letter'll
be a week, then ‘lowin’ ’em a week to g
started—

“Never you mind, man. Lowin’ 'em a
week to get off, that’s two weeks; then
them emigrant trains is slow, say thirteer
days on the road that's about another
fortnight—four weeks; this is the fifth,
ain't it? Twenty-eight and five's thirty-
three; that’ll be ’bout the third of next
month, say. Now mind what T tell you,
Brice —don’t look for ’em a minute before
the third—not one minute.”

“ 'Pears like a long spell to wait, neigh-
bor.”

“T know it, man; but it'll seem a sight
longer after you begin to look for ’em.”

“I reckon younre right. Say four
weeks from to-day, then. Like enough
yew'll be goin’ in.”

“Yes, we'll hitch up and meet ’em at
the train—you and me. The woman ‘ill
have things kind o’ snug ’gin we get
home. Your week'll soon slide along,
man.”

The southern winter blossomed royally.
Bees held high carnival in the nodding
spikes of the white sage, and now and
then a breath ot perfume from the or-
ange groves in the velley came up to
mingle with the mountain odors. Irice
worked every moment with feverich ear-
nestness, and the pile of gnarled roots in
the clearing grew steadily larger. With
all her loveliness mature failed to woo
him. What was the exquisite languor of
those days fo him but so many hours of
patient waiting? The dull hungry eyes
saw nothing of thelavish beauty around
them. looking through it all with restless
yearning to where an immigrant train,
with its dust and dirt, noisome breath
crawled oyer miles of alkali, or hung
from dizzy heights.

“To-morrow’s the third, neighbor. I
reckon she'll be ’long now direckly.”

“That’s a fact; what a rattler time is.”
The days had not been long to Joel.
“We'll go in to-morrow; and if they
don’t come you can stay and watch the
trains awhile. She won’t know you,
Brice; you've picked up amazingly.”

“I think likely Loisy’ll know me if
she comes.” .

But she did not come. Joel rcturned
the following night alone, having left
Brice at cheap lodgings near the station.
Numberless passers-by must have no-
ticed the patient watcher at the incom-
ing trains, the homely pathos of his face
deepening day by day. The dull eyes

rew a shade duiler, and the awkward
orm a trifle more stooped with each
succeeding disapointment. It was two
weeks before he reappeared on the mesa,
walking wearily like a man under a
load.
“I reckon there's something wrong,
ma'am. I come out to see ef yer man "ud
write me a letter. 1 hadn’t been long in
Platsville, but I worked a spell for a man
namedYarnell;like enough he'd look it
up a little. I ain’t much at writin’, an’
I'd want it all writ out careful like, you
know.” The man's voice had the old, un-
complaining monotony.
Joel wrote the letter at once, making
the most minute inquiries regarding Mrs.
Brice, and giving cvery possible direction
concerning her residence. Then Brice
fell back into the old groove, working
feverishly in spite of Mrs. Brandt’s kind-
ly warnings. -

“I can't stop ma’am; the sittin’ round
"ud kill me.”

The answer came at last, a business-
like epistle, addressed to Joel. Mrs.
Brice had left Plattsvil.e about the time
designated. Several of her neighbors re-
membered that a stranger, a well-dressed
man, had been at the house for nearly a
week before her-departure, and the two
had gone away together, taking the wes-
tern train. The writer regretted his in-
ability to give turther information. and
closed with kindly inquiries concerning
his former employe’s health, and earnest
commendation of him to Mr. Brandt.

Joel read the letter aloud, something
—-some siurdy uprightness of his own, no
doubt—blinding him to its significance.

“Will you read it again, neighoor, for
I'm not over quick.”

The man’s voice wasa revelation fu:l of
an unutterable hurt like the cry of some
dumb wounded thing.

And Joeiread it again, choking with
indignation at every word. ;

“Thank ye, neighbor. I'll trouble you
to write a line thankin’ him ; that’s all.”

‘He got up heavily, s ring a litte
as he crossed the floor, and went ont into
the yellow sunlight. There was the long,
sun-kissed slope, the huge pile of twisted
roots, the rude shanty with 1ts clamber-
ing vines. The humming of bees in the
sage went on drowsily. Life, infinitely
shrunken, was life still. A more cultur-
ed grief might have swooned or cricd out.
This man knew no such retuue: cven the
relief of indignation wuas denicu him.
None of the thousand wild impulses that
come to men smitten like flitted
acress his clouded brain. He only knew
to take up his burden dumbly and go on.

Day by day the bhollow .cough grew
more frequet, and the awkward ste
slower. Nobody:asked him to 'quit his
work now. Even Mrs. Brandt shrank

t

frem the patient misery of hisface when

idle. He came into the kitchen one even-
ing, choosing the old quiet corner, and
following her with his eves silently.

“Is there anythiug lackin’, Brice?”
The woman came and stood beside him,
the great wave of pity in her heart well-
ing up to her voice and eyes.

“Nothin', ma’am, thank ye. I've been
thinkin’” he went on speaking more
rapidly than was his wont, “an’ I dunno.
You've heard of people gettin’ wrong in

their mindg 1 s’pose. They wuz mostly
smart know@’. chaps, wuzn't they?” the
low monotonous voice growing almost

sharp with eagerness. “I reckon vou
never knowed o’ wny one not over bright
gittin’ out of his head, ma’am?”

“I wouldu’t think o’ them things, Brice.
Just go on 2nd do your best, and if there's
any good, or any right, or any justice,
you’ll come out ahead; that’s abovt all we
know, but it's enough if we stick to it.”

“I reckon you're right, ma’am. “Pears
sometimes tho* as if anything ‘ud be het-
ter than the thinkin’.”

Happily, it all came to anend one af-
ternoon. Brice was at work on the ditch
again, preferring the cheerful companion-
ship of Joel and Bert Fox to his own
thoughts, and Mrs. Brandt was alone in
her kitchen, Two shadows fell across the
worn threshold. and a weak, questioning
voice brought the good woman to her door
instantly.

“Good-day'to you, ma'am. Is there a
man name Brice livin' nigh here any-
where?”

It was a woman’s voice, 2 woman with
some bifs of tawdry ornament about her,
and a reund-eyed boy clinging bashfully
to her skirts,

Mrs. Brandt brought them into the
house, urging the stranger torest a bit
and get her breath.

“Thank you, maam; Id like to be
movin’ on. Do you know ef he's well—
the man Brice? We're his wife an’ boy."”

The woman told her stor § presently,
when Mrs. Brandt had induce!l her to
wait unti the men came home—told it
with no unnecessary words, as her listen-
er made no comment.

“My brother came a week afore we
was leavin® an’ he helped us off an’
came as far as Omaha. He'd done well
out in Nebrasky, an' he gave me right
smart of money when he left. I was
took sick on the road—I disremember
Jjust wherc—and they left me at a town
with & woman named Dixon. She took
care of me; I was out of my head a long

write to Brice, an’ they writ, an’ I
reckon they took the name of the place
from the ticket. I was weak like fur a
long spell, an’ they kep’ a writin’ an’ no
word come, and then I recollected about
the town it was Los Angeles on the
ticket, and then I couldn’t think of the
place, T'd sent the letters to betore, an’
thinkin’ worried me, and the doctor said
I mustn’t try. So I just waited, an’ when
I got to Los Angeles I kept a askin’ for
a man numed Brandt, till one day some-
body said ‘Brandt, ‘Brandt, ‘pears to me
there's a Brandt way over beyond the
Mission.” An’ I went there an’ they
showed me your house. Then a man
give us a lift on his team a part o' the
way, an' we walked the rest. It didn’t
look very fur, but they say mountains is
deceivin,’ There’s somethin’ kind of
grand about ’em, I reckom, it makes
everything ’pear sort o’ small.”

Mrs. Brandt told Joel about it that
evening.
“I just took the two of them up to the
shanty, and opened the door, and you'd a
cried to see how pleased she was, with
everything. And I told her to kindle a
fire and 1'd fetch up a bit o' supper.
And when I carried it up and left it, I
just come back and stood on the step till
I saw Brice comin’ home. He was walk-
in' slow as if his feet were a weight, and
when he took hold of the door he stop-
ped a minute, looking over the valley
kind of wistiul and hopeless. I gues she
heard him come for ¢he opened the door,
andll turnd around and come in. *Barbara
Brandt,, says I, you've seen yeoursee. It
God wants to look at that I suppose he
has a right to; nobody else has that’s
certain.”

e —
The Lesson of Two Lives.

Mr. Orton began life a poor boy. He
enjoyed but little schooling, and the
friends hehad were at the start of but
hittle influence. He worked hard and
faithfully, from all accounts, at whatever
he put his hands to. He was always
straightforward, always energetic, faith-
tul, trustworthy, self-reliant. He was con-
nected at one time with a concern that
did not turn out very well, but it was ac-
knowledged on all sides that the failure
was due to no_fault of Mr. Orton. The
failure did not meke any difference in
the public regard in which Mr. Orton
was held. He resumed work again, and
apparently new friends, in addition to
iis old ones, gathered about him. He was
always a hard worker, and was a growing
man when the war broke out. He was
given an official position in New York,
and the tact, decision and ability he dis-
played called to him the attention of the
Government, and he was appointed Com-
missioner of Internal Revenue. This
place he occupied only a short time, leav-
ing it to go into the telegraph business.
‘When he left it hereceived a letter from
the Secretary. of the Treasury compli-
menting him on the efficiency with'which
he had discharged the duties. He was
about forty years old when he began his
new work, and though he thought it was
rather late in life to begin to learn & new
business, he probably never regretted the
change. He finally became the head of a
vast orgavization, whose interests he at-
tended to with the most scrupulous fidel-
ity and the most unremitting energy.
During all this time not a whisper was
ever raised against his integrity. He went
to his grave with a reputation, so faras
we know, absolutely unspotted.
‘Wearing the white flower of a blameless life,
and it is to be remembered that
it was this confidence in his  absolute
honesty, his unswerving integrity as
much as his fine abilities, that won the
esteem of men. Coutrolling vast sums of
money, he never used them for his own
benefit. He might have made, by
methdds which in these days are well
understood, a large fortune. He died
worthless than many a man who has not
done one-tenth part of his hard work or
displayed a hundreth part of his ability.
But he leaves an honored name, and his
memory will be long enshrined in the
hearts of many to whem he was a true
and faithful fri

Mr. W. T. Hathaway staated out in life

time, an’ when I come to I told ‘em tol

with more advantages than fell to Mr.

Orton. He was not the son of rich par-’
ents, but he had influential connections.
He went to Fall River, and speedily be
came known as the smartest young busi-
ness man of the place. Fortune strewed
his way with flowers. She smoothed the
path for him. She gave him a helping
hand whenever he needed it. He became
interested in some of the great manufac-
turing concerns of the town, and at last
he undertook to raise the capital to start
a mill of hisjown. Hs fonnd not the least
difficulty. Everybody liked the young
lellow, thejcapitalists looke1 on him with
favor, and the laboring men with confi-
dence. He established his mill, and
shortly afterward was sent to England as
the chosen representative ol the Fall
River interests.

What young man eves started outin
life with brighter prosvects? But he was
not pure gold. He didn’t have the hon-
esty Mr. Orton had. Lacking that he fell
and all the ability and smartness he had
could not save bim. Whether his story
is taken, or that of his cousin, 8. A.
Chace, matters little. In the onecase he
was a weals tool. 1n the other he was a
crafty betrayer. In either the result is
the same,the ruin of kindred, friends and
acquaintances, the loss of reputation,
henor, family, home and freedom. Itis
a sad ending to what might have been a
brilliant life, and to what, accordibg to
all bumnan seeing, would have been a bril-
liant life, if the young man had only
possessed Lonesty in addition to ability.

The contrast between these two lives
need not be dwelt upon. It only has to
be stated to be realized. Hathawa
could have had money enough for all his
needs if he had but kept his integrity.
His dishonesty was the very poorest in-
vestment he could have made. Perhaps
there are some who will heed the lesson
ot these two lives. Itisa very old one,
but it cannot be too often repeated in
these days of trial and temptation.

SR
Grandma's Invitation,

“Come, children, come!” cries old Grand
mother Nature.
“I've swept the cobwebs all out of the sky;
Polished the sun till it shines like a mirror;
iluné,r my white snow-blankéts all out to
ry:

* Dusted the trees, until no spec or blemish
Rests on their delicate garments of green;
Washed up the floor and put down my new
carpet—
Loveliest carpet that ever was seen.,

“Caused my best handmaid, the wiad, to
. move swiltly,
Clearing out rubbish, so long stowed
away,
Airing the chambers and shaking the curtains,
, Scenting the air with the odor of May;

“ 8hook up my moes-beds till softer than ever
Wait the coming of tired little feet;
Down in the grove where the wild flowers are
thickest,
Fashioned for you a delightful retreat;

* Loosened the brooklets from fetters that
bound them—
Chains of the Frost Kings that prisoned
them down;
Leaping and dancing with jey at [ their free-

om
Haste tll'ey my message to bear to the Llown,
“Come, then, my children, away with your

school-books;
Leave now the town, with its turmoil and

heat.
Frolic with gleein my winespreading nzead.
OWS.
Wearied, at might your repose shall be
sweet.”

A Concert in New York in 1544.

This was the season in which the Vocal
Society came into being. It was a sort of
littlesister of the new Philharmonie,then
in its third or fourth season, and had the
same concluctor, Mr. George Loder, an
Englishman, who long held the baton of
the Philharmonie and  all chief concerts.

In this small and pleasant - Vocal So-
ciety the best singers ot New York wers
entolled. Such artists as Mrs. Edward
Loder and her sisters, Henry C. Watson,
Miss De Luce, the Misses Cuomming, Aus-
tin Phillips (sweetest oi' ballad-singers)
and his sister, Josepih and Stephen C.
Masset, cte., etc.

Some gentlemen who loved and foster-
ed music were warmly interested in the.
Vocal Society, particularly Major Fan-
ning C. Tucker, who by gif s of m usic,
personal influence, and constant attend-
ance, aided and eneouraged it. The room
in which we met for weekly rehearsal
was ssmewhere near the junction of
Houston and Crosby streets—a large up-
per room probably near toa restaurant,
for many odors pormeated it, not sugges-
tive of Arabia. Once im early spring,
when the voice of the shad horn was loud
in the land, in the very midst of our prac-
tice of a charming madrigal, Mr. Loder
dropped his baton, and, with an express
ion of intense disapproval on his bLand-
some face, hurried to the door: ‘“Excuse
me, ladies and gentleman, but I can't
stand that fried shad,” he said. “Not
shad, oysters!” growled a basso profundo;
but the noint was not mooted, and the
door being closed, our singing went on
in peace. '

K[’ter much careful drilling and many
rehearsals, it was decided that we might
hazard a concert!—a very important af-
fair to the little society and to little New
York. The Washington Hotel then occu-
pied the site of Stewart’s down-town store,
and the ball-room of this hotel was chos-
en as being most fit for the debut of the
Vocal Bociety. 1t was a syuare room,
very lofty, gay, and handsome.

A solemn rehearsal on the morning be-
fore the concert left us young and inex-
perienced members with a greater degree
of confidence than we had yet felt. Still,
we were sufficiently nervous when even-
ing came. It was so tremendous a thing
tosing, even in chorus, in public. The
hour of eight found the members all as-
sembled, the ladies in white “party”
dresses, the gentlemen as elaborately if
more soberly attired. The room was fill-
ing. Muajor Tucker strode on his abnor-
mally long limbs from hall to dressing-
rooms, encouraging and complimenting
the singers, assiduously receiving and
seating his numerous friends.

At last the signal was given. The so-
vrani and alti filed into their places on
the platform; tenori and bassi rollowed.
Mr Loderstood at the desk--his baton
was lifted—we were singing!

“Downin a flowery vale” was the
opening number. The fresh sweet voices,
without accompaniment, were admirably
trained; the harmony was perfect, the
time like Fate itself; and, best of all, the
pianissimo was heavenly, ravishing!

It was arevelation, an utter surprise, to
the audience.” We had a double, triple
encore. Major Tucker’s kind face was

radiant. T think he must rave wiped
away a furtive tear or twon, =o great was
his delight. ;

The other numbers of tie concert were
no less pleasing. “The silver swan,”
“Since first I saw your face,” % When
smiling meadows,” among other madri-
gals, and, finest of all, Wilbye's “ Sweet
honey-sucking bees,” with its florid coun-
terpoint, its fugue-like snatches «f imi-
tation, its quaint and delicate harmonies,
made up a rare musical treat.

This pleasant Vocal Socicty, like most
pleasant things here below, haa but &
brief life, but in its two o: thre: seasons
there was a great deal of fine music done;
many of the smaller works of German
compesers, also, althoush the great ora-
toriors were beyond the streasth of the
society. The best of the old wadrigals
were sung, the dainty poesy, the pure and
exquisite music, combrned as few poets
and composers have Leen able ta do since
those old English and {talisn madrigalists
of the sixteenth  centary.—Mutilda
Despaird, in Harger's Magozine for June.

FOUR HOURS OF MORTAL TERROR
Swept Overboard in a Storm at Night Gut
of Sight of Land.
|New York Sun. |

The schooner Louis Walsh, from Baracoa,
made fast to the pier next somth of Fulton
Ferry on Saturday evening, and the first
thing that Captain McDade did was to call
for a coach. A helpless sailor was then taken
td his home. This was First-Mate O'Don-
nell, whose father owns the schooner, and
whose brother-in-law is her Captain.

The Lounis Walsh sailed from Baracoa,
Cuba, on the 27th of April with a cargo of
bananas and cocoanuts. Sheisa trim little
vessel, and rides a rough sea like a nautilus.
The weather was fine until the third day out,

but justafter they had passed Castle Island
it began to blow up from the southwest
rather fresh. When Mate O'Donnell made
his appearance on deck that morning he was
rather gloomy, and his old friend, Patrick
Downey, the Steward, who had been around
the world with him, asked him what was the
matter.

‘“Something is going to happen,” he re-
plied. “I had a terrible dream last night.”

Downey tried to cheer him up but when, a
few hours later, he saw twosharks swimming
after the schooner, he remembered what
O'Donnell had said, and began himself to
feel apprehensive. The wind stiffened and
became a gale, but the little schooner being
fixed for it, scudded along at twelve knots
an hour. In the early evening the wind
abated a little, and there was some rain, but
shortly before midnight a gunst from the
southeast caught the schooner unprepared.
Then the wind seemed to blow from all
points of the compass, the sea ran very
high, and the darkFness was so intense that
it looked like a black wall, illuminated now
and then by flashes of lightning. The crew
could not sleep, and made their way to the
deck, and when O'Donnell stepped on deck
for his wateh at midnight, he felt so nervous,
his dream and the storm being associated in
his mind, that he asked Downey to keep him
company during his watch.

At one o’clock the storm was at its height.
The captain tried to jibe, so as to get out of
the trough of the sea, but a gust of wind
whipped the main boom around, and a piece
of the tackling snapped one of the spokes of
the pilot-wheel and whistled by Captain Me-
Dade’s head with the force of a cannon ball.
The men could not see an arm’s length in
front of them, and could hardly hear the
captain’s orders. Another blow on the sail
bellied it out and strained the tackling.
Something had got to give or the schooner
was over, and the iron “traveler,”” an inch
and 2 balf thick, did snap, and the main
boom was adrift.

Mate O’Donnell knew what had happened,
and, crawling along the deck with the second
mate, John Peterson, they caught some of
the main boom tackling. O'Donnell threw
it around a belaying pin: near the main
throat halyards, hoping thereby to hold the
main boom. Every instant they expected to
g0 over.

“Lower sail, John,”’ the matesaid to Peter-
son, as he tried to secure the bight to the
belaying-pin.

Perterson felt for the main throat halyards.
If he could only lower sail and ease her off
the danger would be lessened. Just then
there came a gust that made the timbers
creak and sounded on the sails like a cannon-
boom. Peterson heard a sharp snapping
noise and knew that the belaying pin to
which O’Donnell had fastened to tackling
had broken.

The cordage turned around one of O’Don-
nell’s legs so tight that he was lifted clean
from his feet as the wind slapped the main-
boom around and threw him against the
gunwale. He struck on the small of the
back, and was thus drawn along to the stern.
There the rope uneviled, and he dropped into
the sea. :

“Cap’n, I'm overboard.” Captain McDgde
heard his brother-in-law scream. It was a
trying moment for the Captain. His wife's
brother in the sea, and his main boom whip-
ping back and forth, his vessel careening,
and his control over her almost gone. If he
tried to save the mate his craft was gone
sure.

“He's dead; it's no use, Cap'n,” Peterson
shouted.

Captain McDade did not answer, for just
then, as the vessel lurched, the binnacle
light went out, and an instant afterward a
flash of light shone from the eabin windows.
Steward Downey saw that flash. “My God,”
be cried to the captain, “the ship's afire.”
He leaped into the cabin. The three oil
lamps were on the floor and the fire was well
under way. Downey sprang through the
flame to the captain’s state-room. seized the
blankets from the bunk, and throwing them
on the fire stamped it out.

Meanwhile the crew had got the mainsail
lowered, and the schooner was eased. Mate
Peterson, however, had heard O’Donnell
shout, and without waiting for orders, groped
his way forward and lowered the yawl into
the water, and then Captain McDade heard
him shouting away behind in the schooner’s
wake. Adriff in the boat, without an oar,
and the schooner making ten knots an hour!
He conld not even see the schooner’s torch,
the waves ran go high. Suddenly he heard
faintly, away off il the darkness—

“Look sharp!™’

It was poor O'Donnell, whom Peterson
supposed to be at the bottom of the sea. Just
then he saw the schooner’s light. She had
tacked and was almost sweeping over him.
He made fast to her as she scudded along,
and shouted to the captain that he was safe.
Just then they all again heard a voice out in
the darkness. Downey seized the oars,
jumped into the yawl, and with Peterson
rowed toward the voice.

When O'Donnell struck the water he sank
only a few feet, and on rising to the surface
shouted to the captain, and then tried to
swim. He conld not use his legs. Then he
remembered the blow that he had received
in thesmall of the back. He thought his
back was broken and that he might as well
die. He paddled a little with his hands, and
saw that it kept him afloat, although his
hung like lead in the water. Almost in de-

spair, he was about tocease paddling. Then
he saw the light of the vessel, and that
kindled hope. The light disappeared, and
he feared that the captain conld not stop to
pick him up, but he kept uwp a gentle pad-
dling. Thus he kept his head above the
water and rode out the great waves. Ilewas
able to keep himself afloat with little exer-
tion, but the pain in his back was excruciat-
ing. Now and then he shouted, and tried to
catch an answer. None came. He gave up
all hope, but paddied instinctively. Then he
remembered the sharks that followed the
schooner in the morning. This thought
filled him with terror.  Still he paddled, half
unconsciously. Then he thought of his wife
and children. now in Europe,and that nerved
him, and. puiting his hands together rever-
ently, just using motion enough to keep him-
self 2lloat, be prayed to Heaven to spare him
for his wife and children. As be opened his
eyes after this prayer he sew that dawn was
just breaking, and far away a speck ap-
proaching him. It was the boat. The men
did not see him, but fortunately they palled
in his direction. and when they heard him
;s‘.}mu they pulled with all their might toward
11in.

Downey said afterward that they were just
about giving him up as they heard him call.
O'Donnell sauk to the bottom of the yawl
unconscious, and the two sailors puiled to
the schooner, which lay to six miles away.
He had been four hours in the wator.

An hour later the sailors saw the two
sharks following the schooner agamn.

An Old Man’s Melancholy.
[Buffalo Express. |

We were impressed not long since with a
brief experience of a good old man who was
slightly intoxicated for one night only, as
related by himself. I went home angry
and ashamed,” he said, “and half gone with
horror in anticipation of what my wife Sarah
would say about it. I took off my shoes and
hung them on the gate-post in the excess of
my cantion and timidity. 1 got into the
house with marvelons dexterity, and 1nto the
bad-room without making 14 slightes: noise.
Sarah always slept in front. The foot-board
was unusually high, and I was never much
of a gymnast, but my soccess thus far had
impressed me so that I felt equal to almost
anything.”

His sadness was such that his hearers wero
sad, too, and one young person was so much
agitated at his long pause and bis deep sighs
that he burst forth, “I see how it 1s: von
probably fell and broke yvour neck.”

*No, my young friend,” replied the old
man’ “it wasn’t that. I elimbed that foot-
board slowly, painfully. an< with the utmost
caution and secrecy. You have heard, per-
haps, how excessively large and threatening
every noise is in the stillness of a dark night,
particularly when you are trying to keep still
yourself and oceasionally straining your ears
in fear of some sound that is nevertheless
expected and pretty sure to come. That
was what ailed me. My heart beat like a
drum, and the clock in the room ticked as
if it would like to arouse the e¢ntire neigh-
borhood. I got safely down into that bed
and under the elothes. I langhed to my-
self till the bed shook. My fear had given
place to an unnatural hilarity. T grinned and
chuckled, and was exceedingly absurd. 1
can never think of that time without shnd-
dering and wishing that somebody would
hand me a sponge werewith to wipe it out.
It struck me suddenly that Sarah was un-
naturally still. I put my hand over to her
side of the bed and, merciful heavens!™

“Was she dead?"” inquired the young per-
son, his jaw falling and his eyesstanding out
with intense anxiety.

*‘No, young feller,”” replied the good old
man, “*she was not there. She had gone to
a neighbor’s to pass the night, and, insuffer-
able idiot that I was! I had forpotten all
about it.” He bowed his head in his
trembling hands, and the fears trickled
through his fingers, and ran down his long
gray beard.

Did i in France—He Hax Trouble IWith
Freneh Honejy.
| Atlanta Constitntion. |

“I'"so gwine ter git bankruptid ef 1 stay
heah much longer!” said Old Si, after one of
Lis morning excursions.

“What makes yon think so*"”

“Kase I'se bin hezh two weeks now, an’ I
kant tell how much ten cents is in dis French
money, no way dat I kin fix i!”

“What is the difficulty?”

“Dat’s hit—ef dey’d only print dere ’rith-
metieks in Nunited States talk so dat 1 could
git er grip on hit, I mought sorteer keep
books wid dese folks, but dey don't.”

#Oh, you will learn by and by!”

‘“Jess 'bout de time dat I'se bustid 1'll kno’
al’bout hit—dat is, I'll kno’ how ter count
what I hain’t got, an dev'll kno’ how ter keep
what I’'se gib em! Dat’s jess de nine hole
dat I'se tryin to keep outem.”

“Well, what is it that bothers youn about
the money?™

Wy, I goes out wid dis silber piece dat
looks like er quarter to git chance; de man
in de store gibs me er hundred centimes, ez
he says. Den I tinks he’s done chected his-
sef, but dat ain’t my fanlt. I goes in next
do’ an’ buys somethin’ dat’s mark'd twenty-
five sous, which I kno's fum New Orleens
means cents, an’ fore de Lord, de man takes
dat hundred centimes dat I calls er dollar
an’ makes me gib himn five cents’ mo’ ter
boot! Dat’s what I call highway and low
flung robbery!"”

“But that silver piece was only twenty
cents! and one hundred centimes make one
frane, or twenty cents, you sec?”

“I heah yer, but I'se studyin’ now!"”

“What about?”

“Dey say dat er heap ob dem Nunited
States bonds is helt ober dis way, don’t
dey?”

“So they are.”

“Well, all I'se got ter say is dis, dat [ ain’t
no repudiashaner ef I waz fer de silber bill,
but when I gets howe again I'se fer payin’
de furrin bond-holders er hundred centimes
onde doller. I'se bound ter get eben sum-
bhow!™

Then he counted his money again and went
out after a pair of “galluses.”

What Washington Lacks.

There are some very elegant and ac-
complished young men in Washington—
some who could be classified with the
Count d’Orsay and Beau Brummells of
history—but, as a general thing, the
Washington beau is a churlish and selfish
cub. In most places young men take a

ride in rendering their cities entertain-
ing and attractive to young ladies visit-
ing them; but here, ifa poor girl has a
few acquaintances, she not only has a
chance of making more, but those she
knows avoid her, for fear, as they say of
“never-changing partners.”” Girls in re-
remote cities think, “If I could only get
to Washington, what a dash I would cut;
in no time I would catch a rich husband.”
Poor, deluded children! Do you know
there is more real fun, more genuine en-
jogment, at any provincial Virginia reel,
any old-fashioned New England candy-
pulling, or Western house-warming, than
at a baker’s dozen of these official recep-
tions. There the okd adage, “No goose
50 gray but soon or late flnds some hon-
est gander for a mate,” is true. Here old-

maidism stares every girl in the face.
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