
F I A T JUSTITIA. 

LOUISE CHANDLER MOI'I.TOX. 
Yes, all U ended now, for I have weighed 

thee— 
Weighed the light lore that has been held 

to dear— 
Weighed word, and look, and smile that have 

netrat'ed thee, 
Thecaielesa grace that was not worth a 

tear. 
Holding these scales, I marvel at the anguish 

For thing so slight that long my heart has 
torn— 

For God's great sun the prisoner^ eve3 might 
Idnguish, 

2sot for a torch by some chance pas°er 
borne. 

3 do not blame thee for thy heedless playing 
On the strong chords whose answer was so-

full— 
"Do children care, through daisied meadows 

straying, 
"What hap befalls the blossoms that they 

pull? 

Goon, gay triflei' Take thy childish pleas 
ure— 

On thee, for thee, may summer always 
shine— 

Too stern were Justice should she seek to 
measure 

Thy btful love by the strong pain of mine. 

A BKOKEN BRlIKxE. 

I leached the little Welsh town of 
Abermaw one boisterous afternoon in 
autumn, at about four o'clock, after a 
long tramp over the mountains. Aber
maw, as its t a m e implies, is situated at 
the mouth of the liver Maw, which here 
form? an estuary about a mile broad. The 
town itself tacts the open sea; the harbor 
lies about half a mile up the estuary, 
whilst between the town and the bridge 
was the outline of a huge bridge, then in 
the course of construction. Abermaw is 
a litt.c bit of a place, consisting: of a ho
tel, a few shops,a church, a chapel of ease 
and half a dozen lodging houses, which 
are buil+ on a platform of sand, the woik 
of the sea and river in concert or in con
flict. The old fishing village is perched 
upon the lock above, tier upon tier, the 
lintel stone of one house looking down 
the chimney of the house below, and is 
reached by rude, rocky steps, where the 
children of the village swaim up and 
•down, and yet rarely contrive to break 
Jheir n tcks . 

The farther shore of the estuaiy was a 
triangular spit of sand, across which was 
a tiuck that joined the high road 
at a point where it commenced to mount 
the shoulder of a wave-beaten cliff on the 
fence of which it was terraced, ior on the 
further or southern side of tae estuary the 
sea washed up to the very base of the 
rocKs that formed the rugged fringe of *he 
iron-Dound east. There was a ferry from 
the Abermaw side to the spit of sand, 
thence by a detour of several miles, you 
could make your way along the southern 
)>ank of the river to the town of Dolbadarn. 
As the crow flies, Dolbadarn was not 
»ore than seven miles distant from Aber
maw, but it could not be reached by any 
practicable track in less than from ten tr 
twelve miles, tor the river to a sweeo to 
the north, and in addition to tho detour 
thus caused, the first biidge where the 
road ,crossed the river was at a point a 
gocd way wide ot Dalbadarn, so that, al
together, the distance was lengthened to 
1hat above mentioned. On the other hand, 
if you crossed the ferry and made your 
way acioss the sand, to the highway, the 
distance was much the same, and this 
lattei route was of courae only practaca-
ible to foot passengers. 

Although I had reached Abermaw in 
the guise of a fiee and independent pe-
destr ;an, yet my liberty was of a restrict
ed natuie My wife and children had 
gone by the regular roach route to Dol
badarn, and I had crossed the mountains 
by a wild footpath, promising to join 
ihem that night at Dolbadarn in time for 
dinner, ior I had intended to take the 
coach at Abermaw, which would haye 
brought me to the end of my journey in 
good time. This coach, however, I had 
missrd just five minutes. My walk that 
clay had been a Ions one, and I was rath
er "fagged, and should probably have hir-
*d a conveyance for the remainder of the 
distance, but the manner of the landlord 
of the hotel was so abrupt, and, as I 
thought offensive, in answer to my inqir-
ies, that I resolved, come wh it might, he 
should not be a sixpence richer for me. 

I walked on till I came to a little pub
lic house at the farther end of the town, 
close to the rough quarters that bordered 
the' estuury, and turned in there for a 
glass of beer and a crust of bread and 
cheese, as well as for the purpose ot 
making a few inquiries at to my route. 

"Yv ell, indeed," said Evan Rowlands, 
the landlord, "therms no possible way to 
get to Dolbadarn to-night, unless you 
take a car from Mr. Jones's." 

" I shan't have a car from 3Ir. Jones , " I 
»aid. '••(Jan I hire one somewhere else?" 

Evan shook his head; there was no 
horse or car in Abermaw except the hors
es and cars owned by Mr. Jones. 

"Verv well, t nen , ' I said, " I will 
•walk."" 

"Not possible," said Eva; "it 's more 
lhan ten miles.' ' 

"1 wouldn't mmd the distance, only I 
have walked five-and-twenty miles al
ready.' ' 

"Dear me," said Evan, l ,you'rc very 
strong !" 

"Can't I get a boat part of the way?" 
I then suggested. 

Evan put his head out at the door. 
"No," he cried, "tne tide has just turn

ed; it is running down very strong." 
"Then there is nothing for it but walk

i n g , " ! said: " I must go round by Lian-
lair bridge," but I didn't like the idea of 
this ten miles' walk through the mist and 
gathering gloom. 

"Stop!" said Evan. "Wny shouldn't 
you go over the bridge—the railroad 
bridge?" 

" Is the bridge passible then? Can I 
get across?" 

"Oh, dear, yes. The gentlemen from 
the railway come over very often, and to
day, Hugh Pugh and David Morriss did 
come over from the Dolbrith quarry." 

"And what distance will that save 
3De?" 

"Pour or five miles; yes, sure." 
"And the bridge is quite safe?" 
"Oh, i t is very strong and safe indeed, 

or how should Hugh Pugh and David 
Morris come over, and the railway gen
tlemen; yes, sure." 

"And the rai 'way people won't object 
4o me going over?" 

"They've all knocked off for a day, and 
there won't be a soul near the br idge bat 
jonrself." 

uThen of course I ' l l go over i t , " 

I found that there was certain difficul
ties in the way. The railway bridge 
crossed the estua»y at a point about a 
quarter ot a mile from the little inn that 
iormed the extremity of the town at a 
spot where its channel was narrowed to 
a distance of three quarters of a mile. 
The unfinished bridge was constructed of 
piles firmly driven into the bed of the 
river, from which rose hugh piers of tim
ber to the height of about for'y feet 
Along these were massive balks, destined 
to support the platform of the bridge, 
whilst each pier was strengthened and 
supported by its neighbor by arange 
ment of cross beams and ties. 

When I reached the bank of the river 
with my guide, Evan Rolands, I found 
that there was a considerable hiatus be
tween the shore and the nearest pier— 
aoout a hundied yards. Evan, however: 
was prepared with a plan tor reaching it. 
A friend cf his was the master of the lit
tle sloop, the "Ann Jones," which was ly
ing in the tiny brook above. He and his 
mate were on board of her, and they had 
got their little dingy with them. Evan 
would borrow the boat and drop down 
with the stream and deposit me at the 
foot of the nearest pier. 

"But why not ferry me right over?" I 
asked. 

"Not possible," said Evan; "there are 
shallows and quicksands at the other side, 
which at this time of tide are dangerous." 

We made our way along the road 
which overlooked the estuary, till we 
came to the little harbor. Evan had no 
dirlicul'y in borrowing the dingy, and we 
were soon afloat and shooting quickly 
down the stream. 

I t was almost derk now, foj, although 
the sun was not yet down, the storm that 
was nathering in the horizon obscuied bis 
light. Great volumes of cloud and vapor 
were driven up before the wind, which 
howled and moaned intei mittently as 
blast succeeded blast, and died away 
again. The wind and tide in opposition 
made the water pretty rough, and our 
boat danced up and down in a very lively 
way. Presently the black skeleton ot 
the bridge loomed up as through the 
mist, and Evan dexterously biought up 
his boat in the little eddy that was form
ed by the abutments of the pier, and 
then he called to me to jump from the 
stern of the dingy on to a cross piece 
that formed a sort of platform, a foot or 
so from the water's edge. 

I jumped and landed safely on the 
balk, and then I found that my wav up
wards was by climbing the nearest piei, 
acioss which were nailed rough, iriegu-
lar staves, which constituted what is call
ed a workman's ladder. I had no inten
tion of undertaking any acrobatic feats, 
and the idea of climbing up to that erid-
dy height by such rough unreliable sup 
ports was distasteful enough. I wouldn't 
try it. I would go back in the boat to 
dry land once more. But the boat had 
spun away on the tide, and was now far 
out of ear-shot, or, indeed, eye-shot either. 
There I stood, tb 'n , in the midst of rush
ing, raging sea, upon a balk of timber, 
embracing a Huge black pier, the head of 
which was lost in the gloom and mist 
overhead. I couldn't stay here: I must 
get across the bridge at all hazards, aud 
my only way was upward. 

I went up siowJy, step by steD, testing 
each frail splintered stave, ere I trust my 
weight to it. More than one broke away 
in my bauds and fell into the sea below. 
But when I leached the top I thought all 
danger would soon be over. I should 
tindTafirm, secure platform—a rail, or at 
least a rope for the hand. 

When I came to the top of the pier I 
saw stretched out before me a beam, sus 
pended, as it seemed in mid-air, a narrow 
beam—more like a rope it seemed to me 
—stretched over this wild abyss of raging 
waves—that, and nothing else. There 
were foot-prints in the narrow ridge of 
t imber; it was not more than two teet 
wide at the broadest, and the sight of 
them gave courage. Men had passed be
fore me; I would pass, too. And &', 
without giving myself a moment more to 
think, I stepped, and the moment when 
letting go with my hands I stood upon 
that topmost round ot the ladder and 
babmced myself for an instant as I placed 
my foot upon the plank— that moment in 
which I seemed to quiver and sway to 
and fro, high upon this giddy perch, be
yond the ken of any human eye-*-a mo
ment of dizzy terror, of strange, whirling 
thoughts, of instincts to cast mvself head
long into the sea, was in" sensation 
as any ordinary week of placid being ;and 
yet it came and went like any other mo
ment, and I stood erect upon the beam 
and began mv perilous way. 

I neard the wind afar off, bellowinsr 
amorjg the breakers on the bar. I heard 
it screeechmg and howling on the flats. 
I felt a moment's calm, the strange u n 
natural hush, and then the rush and leap 
of the storm as it hurdled by me. Dash-
incr the salt spray into my eyes, it came, 
seizing all the loose corners of my appar
el, and cracking them like whip lashes, 
carrying away my feeble breath in its 
wild course, but leaving me—yes, thank 
God—leaving me still balanced upon my 
plank. 

The gust had cleared the mist for a 
space, and I could see now before me, 
though indistinctively enough, but I 
could see that there was only another 
length of unprotected balk; beyond that 
was a broad safe platform of timber, 
stretched from peir to pier. Oh, to feel 
that pltaferm safe under my feet! 1 trav
ersed the balk almost on a lun. I must 
reach safely before there came another 
gust of that fierce wind. 

I heard it coming, but I was almost 
home—yes, home, for that rough, unshel
tered pletform, on this rude night, seomed 
like a home to me. I was stepping firm
ly and quickly along suddenly a chasm 
seemed to open under my feet—a horri
ble chasm. The beam on which I stood 
came suddenly to an end; for some eight 
teet it had been cut away, and there was 
nothing to help me over this dreadful 
gap. Without wings i t was impossible 
to pass. 

All hope left me. 1 Knew that to re
trace my" steps was impossible to me-
Even if I reached the end from which, I 
had started I should be no better off than 
here, and the helplessness of my position 
weakened my every nerve. Once more I 
heard the wind rising and hurling along 
toward me. I would cling as long as I 
could. I knelt down on the wet, slippery 
balk, clasped i t with my arms and" sat 
astride of it . Tne gust came up fierce 
and strong, passed over me once more— 
once more spared me . But I felt that I 
could not survive another such at tack; \ 
should be blown aw&y like a leaf. And 

vet there was no hope of escape—none. 
I t was only a question of moments how 
long, with stiffening limbs, I could cling 
to this rouah beam, then a plunge into 
the darkness. 

Still I had time to think. What were 
my thoughts? A helpless sense of cruelty, 
of the horrible unfeelingness and malig
nity of the hurtling wind, of the raging 
waters.^ A sad mortification, too, and 
sense of injustice, that I should loose my 
life for nothing; a pleasant ramble turned 
to SUM* an evil end. Of the past I thought 
nothing; it was nothing to me now—a 
tale that was told; that was all. Of the 
future, nothing, either, excepting a dim 
and awful wonder. But plainly, vividly 
beroremy eyes 1 saw the figure of my 
wife, sitting at wors by the fire, waiting 
and watching for me—for me who never 
should come. That was the bitterness of 
it. And yet withal I was not unconscious 
of a certain vague sense of the ludicrous 
—of myself, that I should be thus stuck 
up astride a beam, like some lad at play, 
a sport for the bufferings of the elements. 
With this, <oo, an unspeakable rage, a 
kind of crushed defiance, a revolt against 
t hedoom which was imminent—a revolt 
which felt itself hopeless and useless 
from its beginning. 

While all this storm of conflicting 
thoughts was whirling through my 
brain, the turmoil outside was diminish
ing. The wind had hushed for awhile, and 
across my iace for a moment a sort of 
ruddy glow, the last beams of the sun 
setting rapid iy into the sea. The vapors 
divided for a moment the huge dark mass 
of a mountain frowned down upon me— 
for a moment only—then the clouds en
compassed me once more, the glow died 
away, the awful gloom gray of night be
gan to gather in upon me like a vast 
net. 

Should I drop into the sea and end it 
al l! To die in the dark would be more 
hoirible than anvthing else. Even on 
the quietest and most resigned deathbeds 
the loss of li«ftt is the most disquieting 
tr®uble to the departing soul. Lr/ht~! 
more l ight! is the last cry ot the ipirii in 
extremity. And now it seemed as though 
nature had determined to spare me no 
pang of all the gathering honors of rnj 
doom. Darkness and despair were set
t l ing down upon my soul. 

Then came the storm once more with a 
lush of gathered rain, a howl, a shout, a 
roar of tr iumph as the shrill wind t iump-
eted past, precurso- of a more furious 
blast. I could bear no more. A sapless 
nerveless form I was, swept from the 
beam like a withered leaf from a branch, 
and I fell, catching at some crossbeams 
as I fell, but losing my hold in a moment 
and dropping helplessly down. Once 
more consciousness returned. A vague, 
silvery light was diffused aboutmc, above 
were stars shining, huge balks of t imber 
glimmered overhead. I WAS stretched 
upon a bed of wet sand, lying on my 
back, looking up into the sky. I was not 
dead, then. N o ! Was I maimed, crush
ed > I drew up one l imb alter another, 
tearing least a sudden shout of agonv 
should betray some grievous hurt. But 
no! I was sound in l imb; and as I raised 
myself and looked about I felt that, ex
cept in the dimueES and a wonderful 
ringing that was eeaselesslv going on in 
mv head, I was unhur t And I was> 
saved { Tl at was as might happen. 

When I rose and stood upon my feet 
I looked around me, and round that I 
had fallen upon a little island, a narrow 
spit of sand that had lormed in the eddy 
caused by the pier of the bridge. On 
each side of it ran a strong and rapid 
current. All this I saw by the light of 
the moon, sometimes bright, sometimes 
obscure, as she parted her way among the 
last driving clouds. 

Distantly across the waters shone the 
lights of the little town. 1 saw m its gas 
lamps, which spanried brilliantly in the 
night, and from out of the rocks which 
showed against the sky line, here and 
theie the solt light of a candle in a cot
tage window gleamed like a fairy lamp 

On the other side of the estuary there 
were no lights, but the straining eye 
might discern the gloom ot high hills, 
that seemed, indeed, only like some dark
some chasms in the sky; but as I watched 
I saw a tiny star tnnt was gliding among 
tbp rocks. Now seen, now lost. I follow^ 
ed it with longing eyes, and listening in
tently I heard the clatter of horses' hoofs 
and the murmur of wheels lisiug and 
fading as the road wound in and out 
among the rocks further or nearer. I t 
was some carriage rolling rapidly toward 
home— toward my home, and here was I, 
a castaway. 

I shouted, but my voice seemed lost in 
the great space. The wind carried it up 
the river, and blew it away into stifled 
iragments. I t was useless to cry; no one 
would hear me. How long should I have 
to live? Was there any chance that I 
might escape? I could not swim: the 
channel on either side was, therefore, an 
impassable barrier. Even had I been an 
excellent swimmer, I doubt if, in my en
feebled state,I could have won the further 
bank of the channel, where the current 
was running the least swiftly. How 
long would my island lemain uncovered 
by the sea:! » i 

Six or eight feet above my head tangl
ed masses of seaweeds hanging in the in
terstices of the woodwork, showed t - e 
highest reach of the ebb had commenced 
an hour before I started from Abermaw. 
Allowing an hour for my subsequent ad
ventures, the ebb would still have three 
hours to run; then another three hours 
would claDse before the tide would reach 
me. I remembered that I had a flask of 
metal in my pocket which still contained 
a dram of brandy, and then I had a few 
fragments of biscuit remaining ot some 
that my wife had packed for my use a 
couple* of days before. I drank the 
brandy and munched the biscuit and felt 
again hopeful. Six hours? Why, in that 
t ime help might come. Death was no 
longer imminent. « ^ » * 

But I was entirely wrong. The strong 
southwesterly gales had piled up the wat
ers about the mouth of the estpary, so 
that the ebb was checked and the flood 
increased and the tide ran out only some 
three hours. I must hvve been longer on 
the sand, too, than I had calculated, for 
as I watched the waters hurrying down 
on each side of me, I noticed the current 
seemed to slacken all of a sudden; then 
it stopped, so that a fragment ot bleach
ed wooi that was floating downward 
come to a rest, then moved slowly once 
more upwards. The tide was turned. 

I n a very short t ime tbe vast expanse 
of waters before me, that had jnst now 
seemed a broad river outlet, scored and 
marked with sand banks, ifeaumed the ap

pearance of an agitated sea. Short waves 
hurried along, their white crests gleam
ing the moonlight; they came in serried 
lines, tier over t ie r ; the hoar-e roar o£ the 
advancing tide reverberated in the air, 
mingling in my brain with the strange 
rattle as of bells that would never cease 
to j ingle therein. How remorseless they 
seemed, thesa waves, hurryiag up like 
hounds who view their prey. And yet it 
was a solemn scene: and what there was 
of dignity and grandeur in the sig t half 
reconciled me to the thought that my 
life would be swallowed up ere long in 
these advanciug batallions of serried 
waves, for now the bitterness of death was 
passed; its terrors had vanished; I felt a 
profound sadness—that was a'l. 

How far could I climb up the slimy, 
slippery posts and buttresses that seemed 
to mock me with their lying proffers of 
safety? A couple of cross-beams or ties 
which bound together the lower ends of 
the piers afforded at their intersection a 
sort a angular resting-place, where I 
could, for a time, perhaps, find a refuge 
from the waves. This was far below high 
water mark, so that to reach i t would 
only give me a short respite from ray 
final agony, but for all that I determined 
to attempt it. As soon as the water cov
ered the little island on which 1 stood I 
would try to climb that slippery beam 
that rose from the sand, in which it was 
partly buried, at an anyle of about iorty-
five degrees 

With the tide rose the wind: with the 
wind came rain and fog. The moon, 
blurred and indistinct, shown faintly for 
awhile, and then vanished altogether, al
though her difused light made every
thing darkly visible. Soon the waves 
were dashing at my feet, the sand a pulp 
beneath. Now was my time to make my 
last effort for a little "moie life. But I 
found that I had overrated my own pow
ers. I crawled a foot up the slippery 
timber, then I fell back, agam I tried it, 
and again, but it was of no use. Strength 
does not come of eager desire to be strong. 
All that I could do was to clasp my arms 
around the beam and stand upward, 
awaiting the coming of the waters. 

The water rose, not gradually, but in 
pulses. Smallei waves came and went, 
and left no change of level; but ev^ry 
now and then some heavier, fiercci bil
low would come in with a devouring 
sweep, covering me w ith its spray and , 
foam, receding 'igain, but at each reces
sion leaving a greater depth of swaying, 
lifelike water. These attacks, like buf
fets from the hand of some skilled boxer, 
left me weaker and weaker at every blow; 
and it was so treacherous, too, the water. 
I t would draw away for a time, leaving 
me free almost to my knees, and then, as 
if driven by sudden impulse, it would 
gather itself up and return in a great 
seething swathe of water that would 
swallow me up from head to foot. 

The end was fast coming now. I had 
caased to feel any thing. Only a dogged 
determination to stick to life to the last 
kept me clinging to my beam. But what 
was that sound' A long and piercing 
scream, a roar and a rumble and a rat t le; 
it was an engine. An engine coming 
along the completed part of the bridge, 
shrieking and screaming and dashing out 
great watts of white steam in the stormy 
air. The sound gave fiesh life and vigor. 
Human creatures were within reach, at 
all events. If I could make them hear I 
might yet be saved. 

The engine came slowly along aud 1 
heard the voice of men shouting to one 
auother. Why, then, should they not 
hear me? I tried, too, to shout, but my 
voice stuck in my throat. I couldn't 
make a sound louder than a whisper: no, 
not with all the good will I had to shout 
like an archangel. 

The engine came so near at l rs t that I 
could see the glow of her fires through 
the inteistices of the flooring of the 
bridge. And now there were men stand
ing with lanterns at the very extremity of 
the bridge, and still I could not make 
them hear. 

For an instant the glad thought struck 
me that I had been missed, and that these 
men had come to look f o r m e ; but the 
next moment I saw the folly of the idea. 
Days might elaj se before my fate was 
kuov.n. It was, not even yet beyond the 
time I had fixed for reacning home. N o ; 
the men w e e railway workmen, perhaps 
going to a night's shift of work on the 
bridge, and I couldn't make them hear 

Suddenly I heard a sharp, quick bark, 
and then a growl as of anger or inquiry, 
and I was conscious that there was a dog 
with the men above. The dog's faculties 
were keener than the men's ; perhaps it 
was possible I might make him near ^o I 
barked a shrill, snapping bark, with 
which I had often deceived my own ter
rier. Jock. The dog acknowledged tne 
challenge and replied furiously. Then I 
heard the voice of a man shouting to the 
dog to be quiet, but the dog barked still 
more furiously, standing at the very 
edge of the platform, too, and then in my 
extremity 1 gave a cry—a wild, despair
ing cry. Then a huge, hoarse wave 
dashed over me. 

If it had not been for the conscious
ness that help was near I could not have 
held on against the furious rush ot water: 
but I did hold on, at least I th ink so; 
and when the waves receded, a bright 
dazzling light shone in mv eyes—a light 
from tne bi idge where «ome one was 
holding what seemed to be a portable 
sun, but which actually a piece ot burn
ing magnesium wire. Then everything 
disappeared in the black darkness. 

"Did you see anything?" cried a voice. 
"J am not sure; I thought I saw some

thing move. ' 
A couple of lamps from the engine 

were now brought and placed at the edge 
of the platform; they lit up the beams 
and raiters of the bridge, but the light 
seemed lost in the dark waterr. Ah! they 
would never se3 me! Once more I had 
strength to cry. 

"Ah! it's a man down there," I heard 
somebody shout. 

A long plank was run over the gap in 
the bridge; then another; along the two 
a portable windlass was quickly wheeled, 
a bucket descended, in it a man with a 
lantern. * 

"Halloa, mate!" he cried, as he caught 
sight of my white face in the focus of his 
l amp; "what the deuce are you doing 
here?" " 

In another moment I was standing in 
safety on the farther side of the bridge. 
I owed my rescue to the unexpected visit 
of the chief engineer of the line, who had 
come down to see with his own eyes the 
manner in which the bridge behaved in a 
heavy gale, and had driven with the en
gine to the farthest accessible point of 
the platform. 

What a comforting glass of brandy and 
water that was of which I partook bv the 
warmth of the engine furnace, and"how 
exhilarating the run homeward on the 
swift, shrieking engine. , 

I was in Dolbadarn in time for dinner 
after all. As I sat down to the cheerful 
*-ieal with my friends who were discuss
ing the light, ordinary topics of the day 
I looked about me, wondering if I wer e 
really here in actual corporeal presence, 
or if my life had ended in that last rush 
of wa er, and I were only dreaming, "for 
in that sleep of death what dreams may 
come!' ' 

T H E CLOUD. 

The cloud lay low in the heavens, 
Such a little cloud it seemed, 
Just lightly touching the sea's broad brca«' 
Where the rose-light lingered across the west, 
ooft and gray as in innocent rest, 
"While the gold arthwart it gleamed. 

It looked vnch a harmless cloudlet,* 
Seen over the s lcping wave. 
Yet the keen-eyed manner shook his he. d, 
As slowly it erect over the duskv red, 
"See the rocket-lines are clear," he said, 
And his lips set stern and grave. 

And or ever the eve was midnight,' 
The cloud was loweumr black, 
Diming the light of the stars a wav, 
Dimmingthe flash of the furious spray. 
As the breakers crashed in the northern uay; 
Winds howling on their track. 

So, in life's raident morning, 
May «i tiny care or cross 
Just trouole the peaceful course of love, 
As if the strength of its sway to pro\ e. 
As if to whisper. My surface may moie, 
But my roots can laugh at loss. 

It may seem such a little jarring, 
Onlv Experience sighs, 
For with time's >-ad learning to sharpen the 

ghnce. 
He sees the "lift in the lute" advance, 
Knows h nv fate may seize upon circum

stance 
To sever the closest ties 

Ah mo, in the fierest tempest 
J he Ure boat its work may do. 
But what can courage or skill avail. 
When the heart lies wrecked bY Pa-sion's 

gale, 
When change or death have furled the sail, 
\\ hen tieason hat bribed the crew-* 

Then watch, oh hope and gladness, 
Watch for the rising cloud, 
Sun it away, frank warmth of vouth, 
Blow it away, bright breeze oftr-ith. 
For oh, there is neither mercy or ruth, 
Should it once your heaven enshroud 

Ail (he Year I'otni. 

U I T I H M l S . 

"Take away woman," asks a writer 
'•ard wiiat would follow?" We would. 

I t may be saidrin all setiousness that 
Jonah had more occasions and a better 
place to hlubber than any other man wtio 
ever lived. 

"Baby Mine's sire has arrived at home 
and had to get up after paregoric eleven 
times the first night. He is going back 
across the sea. 

We can tell you one th ing: The source 
from which comes the milk ot human 
kindness needs better fodder and more of 
it.—Detroit Post and Tribune. 

V/hat makes the b->ys, love Mart »o 
The t hildren all did ci v; 

Why Mary loves the boys", you know, 
That is the reason w hy. 

It«amufciHtf to see an abused street 
dog fly around an adjacent comer with 
his tail closely reeled when a six foot 
female suddenly stoops to pick up her 
trail. 

The man who was kicked nut of an 
editor's sanctum received the impression 
that the editor wore felt hose. At least 
he said he felt toes.—BncXenaacl Repub
lic till 

I t is an interesting sight watching a 
young lady in Sunday school endeavor
ing to instruct a class of little girls, while 
her own mind is centered upon a class of 
big boys. 

We lose confidence in the woman, be 
she ever so amiable, who celebrates the 
anniversary ot her wedding regularly, but 
disregards the yearly recurrence ot her 
birthday. 

A Washington lady who sent one of her 
husband's coats to the yellow fever suffer
ers, pinned a note on the callar request
ing if it didn' t fit it should be sent back. 
—11 ishlnqton Post. 

I t is useless for physcians to urguc 
against short sleeved'dresses. The Con
stitution of the United States says '-The 
right to bear arms shali not be interfered 
with."—J)oH*on GUM. 
They situponthe stoop, 'tis night— 

Her curls upon his bosom he; 
The moon is shining soft and bright. 

The while she whispers coy and sin 
" 0 , George, 'tis time to shcot that while 

necktie." 
"Go to the ant," was said to the slug

gard, but let an ant go to the sluggaid 
and crawl up his trousers' lesr and that 
sluggard will cast aside hib sloth so long 
as the ant abide witli him. 

Berieved relatives, who send in a lono-
and very flattering piecp of obituary po
etry, ask, "Do you think we could add 
anything more?" Yes, you might add 
a five-dollar bill as i guaranty of good 
faith.—Home (N. Y.) Sentinel. 

A political speaker, after the nomina
tions had been made, exclaimed. "The 
battle is now opened t Let every man 
do his auty ." But the compositor made 
it "the bottle is now opened!" and then 
the other side had their inings. 

Young man,if yod want to prohibit the 
mosquitoes from troubling you, get a fair 
p <rtner. Get one so sweet that they'11 do 
all Lheir singing on her side of the bed. 
You c in snore and enjoy yourself while 
she's knocking holes in the air with her 
dear little fists. 

I t has been remarked that women never 
sleep in church, an inquiry is made as to 
the reason of their wakefulness. If a man 
were compelled to make an inventory, 
during the one hour of church service, of 
the dry goods displayed upon the ladies, 
he would immediately understand the 
reason why women never sleep in church. 

Dr. Johnson had a habit ot eating very 
fast, and using his fingers in place of a 
fork. One day the cynic was dining with 
a company, when a young would-be wit 
remarked, "Doctor, i you remind me of 
Nebuchadnezzar." "Nebuchadnezzar," 
replied the doctor, his mouth full of 
victuals, "ah, yes. That 's because I 'm 
eating with brutes." 

Visitor from the country at the door of 
a Southside residence to a German next 
door: "Jane not at home, did you say?" 
German—"Nein. Chane's nod at home." 
Visitor—"Where is she?" German—"She's 
gone der cemetery down."—"When will 
she come back?" German—"Oh, she 

vontcome back already a r v more; she's 
gone to stay; she's det"." 

A mother was trying to break her five-
year-old boy of a habit of lying by tell
ing him that all liars went to hell. She 
gave him a moving account of the terrors 
of the place, whereupon he exclaimed-
"Why, mother, I couldn't stan' it .*" "But 
you would be made to stand it." said she. 
"Oh' well," said the youngster, "if I 
could stan' it I don't care!" 

"Pa , " said a youthful rustic, rising from 
picking up apples and softly rubbing his 
back against the tree, " I ken do them 
slight-hand p'formenses: when I grow up 
I 'm goin' to be a prestidigitator." "H 'm." 
replied the paternal with vehement con
tempt; "you keep to work. 'Bout next 
month you'll be pressed to dig a tater up 
in the corner lot '."—Graphic. 

Very yonnsr—verv polite, but very 
nervous—he trod on a" lady's foot as he en
tered the car 

"A thousand pardons ' Have I hu~t 
v o u ' " 

"Not at all, sir'"' 
" I am very sorry!" 
A moment's reflection, and nervous

ness set in and everybody seemed plead
ed but him. 

" I aw dreamed last night," si id he t* 
her whom he bo-ed greatly by h s atten
tions?, "that I laid in wait for a man with 
an immense sum of money, and knocked 
his bwains out. and then ioobed him or 
his wealth." "There would have been 
more merit in the theft if v» u had stolen 
the brains," replied she. G weat heavens 1 
what woutd I ha\e done with them' ' bhe 
gave it up. 

Boston Transcript: A Courtship scene. 
--Geoige— Ob, Angelina! idol of mv 1 
being! star of my soul's existence' Oh! 
a h ' * * * * * ! ! Angpline— 

Ah! * " " - ho! 
How nice ' 

5 = 1 (Old man 
! t I V 

' ' (Oh pa, 

Oh, dearest! ' 
j i 

I ust one mora' ' 
enters suddenly; 

l&" i - # 
don ' t j ! But h» did. 

A client said to hi^ lav.er true, 
Takethe>-c not-i», andif not paid, -ue '-'in 

I'll do it; you shallha\ee\er> tcntthttt's due, 
As Blac-kstone ^a}s, we'll soc" el tu «m 
A young man who had been expected 

for some time to "propose," but who^e 
dim Jence had kept him back, was ast«m 
ishedby his father saving to him, as no 
set off tor his sweetheart's residence one 
evening, "John, you'd better take the 
screwdriver along with you thi* t ime." 
"What for?" exclaimed John -So as to 
screw up your courage a little," answered 
pater. When John came horn-- that night 
ne sanl, "I 've done it lather." 

On the day of an eclipse, when the in
habitants of Vienna were without doors 
provided with telescopes and pieces or 
smoked glass, an Englishman was seen 
driving furiously in a riarce along one of 
the principal street*. 

"Where does my lord wish to go?" sain 
the driver. 

"To see the eclipse!" exclaimed tho 
Englishman, thrusting his head out ot 
the coach window; "only d r i v up as near 
as possible, for I am short sighted." 

This is the way in which aoontempora-
iy goes for "My Grandfather's Clock ' 
"My grandl ither's Clock," it w,w all \ery 

well. 
When the «ong was first coming out, 

llut'tv.as whittled and sung, 'till iu> nun.bei i 
uov. >\\ell 

I pon ears that arc all died out 
It i& -whistled aud hummed out of time, outo r 

tune. 
With an infinite feeling of pride, 

'Till-we ail ot lis wi-h tint the song had 
btopprd short 

When the old man died. 

llmbnntl "Why not take that dre>«, 
dear, and have "done with i t r )Vtf« 
(with cutting irony)—"Certainly, darling, 
it you don't mind the expense 'it having 
the drawing room refurnished." II i*h 
and— "Drawing-room refurnished V Wife 
—"Well, yes: you can hardly e\pect me 
to sit on a red sofa in a magenta dress, 
and I ihould have thought that it was 
more economiaal to have a dress to sine 
the room, than to have a room altered to 
suit the dress. But you know best- of 
course.'' Husband collapses. 

A very rich old man who had married 
a youncj wife, died suddenly, upon which 
the widow raved like a maniac, and ex
claimed to the doctor, who stood by the 
bedside of the departed, " 0 , I ' l l not be
lieve that my dear partner is dead, he 
could not die and leave me! No, no, 
he's alive, I 'm sure he's alive: tell rue. 
doctor,don't you think so?" "Madam," 
replied the medical man, with much 
gravity, " I confess that I have the nieati3 
by which he may be revived. I will ap 
ply the galvanic battery." "O, no, n o ' " 
cried the grief stricken wdovv. "Hard 
as it is to bear my fate, I will ha \e no ex
periments against the laws of nature 
Let him rest m peace." 

A school of l leautv . 

A London medical journal of high au
thority says that efforts are mak ing by a 
number of women of prominence to form 
a "School of Beauty" in England, the 
members pledging themselves to do any
thing in their power to render themselves 
comely by natural means. Prizes are to 
be given to those who can move with ease 
and grace, and so furnish evidence ot 
good health and ph«icalunconsttainment. 
Something of this kind is needed here. 
Although American women have, to a 
great extent, seen the folly and the ugl1-
ness of lacing and going thinly clad m 
cold weather there are still many who 
think an absurdly small wai3t attractive 
and any number that so pinch their feet 
that they cannot walk comfortably or be
comingly. They do these ridiculou3 
things generally because they imagine 
that men admire them. I i men have done 
so, they do so no longer. They prefer 
healthy and graceful women to invalid 
and awkward ones, as all women must be 
who cramp their waists, wear shoes too 
small, or dres3 in any way to interfere 
with their freedom and satisfaction. 
Nature and beauty are one. No woman 
can be beautiful who fetters or hinders 
Nature. Tne more nearly she approach
es the natural the closer she comes to 
loveliness. Women have heard this a 
thousand times, and except it mentally. 
Yet, in their blind worship of false gods, 
they sacrifice themselves to iafirmity and 
deformity. I t is entirely incomprehen
sible to men that so many women will 
endure pain and incur disease from a 
mistaken notion of beauty.—2T. T". Graph
ic. 


