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At Sea. 
BY J. T. TROWBRIDGE. 

The ni^ht is nride for coolingshade, 
For feiletu e, and fur sleep; 

And when I was a child, I laid 
My hinds upon my heart and prayed, 

And sank to slumbers deep; 
Childlike as then, I lie to-night, 
And watch my lonely cabin light. 

Each movement of the swayinf? lamp 
Shows how the the vesaefreels; 

As o'er her deck the billows tramp, 
And nil hei timbeis 6train and cramp, 

With every shock she feels, 
It startb and shudders, while it burns, 
And in itb hinged socket turns. 

Now swinging slow, and slanting low, 
It almost level lies; 

Aud yei I know, while to and fro 
I watch the seeming pendule go, 

With restless fa.ll and rise, 
The stead} '•haft is still upright, 
Poising itb little globe of light. 

0 hand of God' 0 lamp of peace! 
O promise ol my soul' 

Though weak and tossed, and ill at ease, 
Amid the ro ir of smiting seas, 

The shipS convulsive roll, 
1 own, with love and tender awe, 
Yon pcfect type of faith and law! 

A hea\} trust my spirit calms, 
My soul is tilled with light: 

The ocan sinus his solemn pslams, 
The wild wind-'chant I cross my palms, 

Happy a-, if, to night, 
Undui tli' cottage loof, again, 
I heat (I the soothing summer iain. 

ALMOST GONE: 

The Story of an Affliction. 

"Sir, are you a medical man?" 
Suoh was the que&tion suddenly put to 

me by the only other occupant of the 
carriage in which I was seated, as I was 
traveling < ne night to Chester by the 
Irish ma.il, some two or three years ago. 

He was an elderly man, wi*-h gray 
hair, handsome featuies, aud a somewhat 
careworn expression of face, quick, keen 
eyes, and commanding presence. 

" l a i n , " [ repl ied. " C m I be of any 
service to you?" 

He sighed, and paused a moment be
fore replying. Then, fixing a pair of 
searching eyes on me, he answered: 

"You can be—at least, I fancy it is 
within your power to be of service to me 
-—if you will." 

ADd he paused again. 
1 looked at him narrowly. A fine, tall 

well-built man. well to do also, judging 
from appealances, and in good health, I 
fancied, in spite of that anxious express-
of countenance so often noticeable among 
mercantile mm, 

"I shall be happy to oblige you, if it is 
within my ltower,'' I replied, noticing 
how eager lie wilted for my answer. 

"Good!" said he, shortly. " I can trust 
you. 1 fin reed fn"P3, ind I fc^l *hat 
you can be tiusted; that what you say, 
you will do. When do you return to 
Loudon, lor I conclude you a i e a London 
pract ' t i mei?" 

UY< ,," I answered, "but not in a fash
ionable quarter." And I smiled. -'The 
grcatei part of mv practice lies around 
Hoi burn—Lamb's Conduit Street, Gray's 
Inn Road, and that direction." 

' J u s t s " , ' he nooded. "so much the 
better." 

And then he was silent for a moment, 
and a mel, nchoiy look passed over his 
countenance. 

"You will soon be in London again?" 
he inquired. 

"Yes; to moi ro - " ' >ht," I replied. 
"And you go no l a t h e r than Chestei?' 

he continued. 
"Oniy to Cpester, to visit an old friend 

and pa ren t professionally," I leplied. 
"Good, again! Now," and he leaned 

forward toward me, "this iswha1- I want 
you to do lor me; I am leaving England 
forever—foievei!" 

Aud he spoke salemnly. 
"Tike this letter." Anal he drew a 

small packet from his breast-pocket. 
"Don't look at the address till you are in 
London, and then deliver it to the person 
t o w h o i n i f i s directed, with your own 
hand. Will you promise me this nay 
swear it? And, moreover, promise me to 
mention the existence of this packet to 
no one till i t is in its owner's possession. 
Nay, do not im>iginp," he continued, no
ticing a doubtiu) expression on my lace, 
I suppose,-that I am asking you a wrong 
act. N o ; on the contiary, by doing what 
I ask you will harm no one, but render a 
service to humanity, peihaim an act it 
was my duty to have performed months 
ago, and which now, alas! i have not 
time leii to execute." 

And he sighed again deeply. 
"Do you piomise?" he inquired, at 

length, holding out the letter to me. 
" I give you my woid of honor to do 

what you require," I leplied. 
"And under no circumstances to repeat 

the existence of this packet to anv one 
till i t is delivered?" he continued,"earn
estly. 

" I swear i t !" I said solemnly. 
"Thank Heaven!" he muttered, and 

gave me the letter, which I immediately 
buttoned up in my inner pocket. 

"What hour is i t?" he asked. 
I told him. 
"Ah! then in a few minutes we shall be 

at our journey's end?" 
"Yes, if the train is up to time," I re

plied; "but do you go no further than 
Chester?" 

" I think not," he answered, oddly, " I 
have no time to lose. Thank you, Dr.— 
I do not know your name." 

"Herbert ," I interposed. 
"Dr. Herbert," he repeated, bowing, 

" thank you for your great kindness. You 
will never repent it, come what may. 
Now adieu!" 

And he shook hands with me heartily, 
then moved to the other end of the car
riage, and before I could prevent it, and 
almost as the train entered the station, 
drew a pistol from his pocket, placed it 
against his forehead, and fired, falling 
back into my arms a corpse. 

The report of the pistol, the smoke is
suing from the carriage window, speedily 
drew a crowd of officials and excited pas 
sengprs around us, and I was discovered 
supporting the dead body in my arms. 

A desperate case of suicide beyond 
question. The body was speedily identi
fied—indeed, there were two gentlemen 
travelling by the same train who proved 
themselves to be personally acquainted 
with the deceased. He was a Mr. flol-
lingsworth, a great merchant, rich and 
respected. 

An evident case of insanity it seemed 
at first sight, for no house in the city was 
firmer or better thought of than his. 
Yet in one of the dead man's pockets was 
found a paper in his own hand writing, 
in which appeared the following words : 

" This is to certify that, being ruined, I in
tend to shoot myself—if possible before I 
reach Cheater. 

"(Signed) JOHN HOLIANGSWOBTB:. 
"(Dated) Euston Square Station, 

"Nov. 8, 187—." 
"Strange—veiy strange!" said his 

friends. "Evident ly insanitv; nothing 
else could account for it . When we left 
London yesterday evening Hollingsworth 
& Co. were as solvent as we are." 

And they looked around as if, after 
such ax. a s s e r t s , the solvaicy of Hil-

lingsworth & Co. could no longer be 
questioned. 

But next day news of a different char
acter reached Chester. That morning a 
great, sudden, and unexpected failure, 
accompanied by very suspicious circum
stances, had been announced in the city. 
Hollingsworth & Co. had smashed—failed 
for an extraordinary large amount, and, 
in its ruin, had dragged down many 
smaller firms with i t . " 

There was a long consultation at the 
coroner's inquest, and the jury at lenxrh 
returned a verdict of fel'o de se. .For, 
when matters were more closely investi
gated, reasons, stronger, and stronger 
appeared te show that the miser
able man's rash act had not been 
unpremeditated, nor caused by an 
unsound state of mind. Had he lived, 
England would have no longer been a safe 
home for h im; the bankruptcy was a 
fraudulent one; pena'. servitude would 
have stared him in the face. 

Many were the articles that appeare d 
in the daily journals on Hollingsworth's 
bankruptcy and suicide, and far and 
wide was the suffering it caused spread; 
and as I traveled back from Chester to 
London, I wondered it I had done right in 
making blindfold the promise f had 
made to the unfortunate man. But it had 
been made, and I felt I must abide by it, 
and do *he woik I had promised to do 

I t was ieur days after my return to 
town that I read, for the first time, the 
addiess on the packet that had been con
fided to me : 

"Mrs. Gerald Connington, No. 4 Vul 
ture Court, Golden Lane, Gray's Inn 
Road." 

"A slum that, I fancy," thought I 
"Who can Mis. Connington be? I don't 
much like the idea of penetrating into 
such places alone, but 1 suppose it must 
be done,1" and I put on rny hat ana coat 
and started off to hunt out Vulture Court, 
not, however, in the best of tempers. 

As I was walking down a narrow side 
street, in which groups of roughs stood 
smooking idly, and knots of houseless, 
shoeless women chattel ed and screamed 
together, and dozens of dirty, dull-eyed 
childien shouted and fought in the gut
ters, I saw a man, ragged and miserable-
looking enough, but bearing for all that 
the btamp of a gentleman about him, 
coming down the street in a state ol evi
dent agitation and distress. 

"What'-J up now? ilere's Gentleman 
Jack all of a fluster," said a dirty woman, 
3 ta rkg at the apptoaching figure, 

"O, aye; his missus be real bad, they 
say. Maybe he wants a doctor," replied 
a girl with bold black eyes, and arms «et 
akimbo, that a prize fighter might have 
envied. 

As she spoke, the man came up, and 
his eyes fell on me. 

"For the love ol Heaven, sir, if vou are 
a ducLoi. come Wich me! My vvife, I 
be'ieve, is dying," he said. 

"Deai-, dear!" chorussed the women. 
"Poor soul, she did look mortal bad last 
week!" 

Anu they stared rpen-mouthtd at roc. 
" I am a doctor, 3ir," I said. "L"ad the 

way, and I'll do what I can for your wife." 
And do*vn the street I followed him, 

into a squalid, daik, dirty court, reekinsr 
with filth and the air loaded with bad 
smells, into a dingy house, and up three 
pairs of lickety stairs, till we stood in a 
wretched garret, lighted by one small, 
shattered window. 

I t was November, and bitt teily cold 
and damp, but theie was no file in the 
fire on the hearth, and a single blanket 
covered the bed whereon lay the sick 
woman. A man'u threadbare coat lay 
over her feet. 

I t was half dark, so the man struck a 
match, and lighted a farthing dip stuck 
in an old tin candlestick, and held itup, to 
let the light fall on the invalid. 

Great Heavens! what a sight met my 
horrified gaze! On the bed lay a girl, 
beautiful still, though, as I saw, in the 
last stages of exhaustion from starvation, 
and beside her lay a tiny child barely a 
month old. 

"Have you brandy?" I cried. 
The man shook his head. 
"Nor the means to get it," I suppose? 

Here, senci and buy some, and food also." 
And I held out half a sovereign to the 

man. 
'"Heaven bless y^u, sir!" he sa i 7 , dis

appearing down the dark staircase, and 
leaving me alone oeside the sick-bed. 

I looked around the garret, half lighted 
up by the glimmering cancHe. What a 
scene of wretchedness was presented to 
my eyes! A broken chair and table, a 
pitcher and basin, and a lew rickety cups 
and plates were all that it contained. No 
carpet was on the floor, no curtain before 
the window. No article of dress, save an 
old bonnet and shawl, were to be seen. 
Evidently the occupants were reduced to 
the last stage of destitution, for, beyond 
a dry crust of bread and a mug of water, 
the room contained no tiace of provis
ions. 

The man soon returned, bringing with 
him brandy and provisions, and while I 
strove to rouse the sick woman from the 
deathly lethargy into which she had fal
len; he, aided by a miserable, skinny 
child of perhaps thirteen or fourteen 
yeais of age, lit a fire, and set some wa
ter on to boil in a delapitated tin sauce
pan. Then he came to the poor bedside, 
and assisted me to administer the brandy 
to his wife, and I saw how thin and 
starved he was, with the unmistakable 
signs of recent illness written on his wan 
teittures, handsome still in spite of pov
erty and hunger. 

At length my patient opened her eves 
and fixed them on her husband. I he 
tears came into his eyes as he kissed h er 
tenderly. 

"Gerald,' ' she murmured, in a faint 
voice. " I thought it was all over. Who is 
this?" And she looked at me inquir-
iQgly-

" I am a doctor, madam," I replied, 
cheerfully, "and had the g©od fortune to 
be passing just as I was wanted. Now 
you must be good, and do as I direct. 
Keep quiet, and talk little, and you will 
soon get round again. Now let me see ti.e 
little one. Ah! not much wrong here; 
but he is small and a trifle weak. Never 
mind ; I don't doubt but that he'll grow 
up to be a blessing to you. Now," and 
I turned to the husband, and walked as 
far as I could out of ear-shot of the inva
lid—"now, sir, I see well enough that 
you are in trouble. Make a friend of me, 
and tell me in what way I can assist 
you.' ' 

I was hardly prepared for the effect 
my speech would have on him. He look
ed at me for one moment, and then burst 
into tears. I t was a painful sight, but 
sympathy from an outsider, especially 
from one in the rank of life to which he 
belonged, had .or so long been unfamiliar 
to him, that the first kind word overcame 
him, and he sobbed like a child. 

"Gerald, Gerald," cried his wife, terri
fied, from the bed, "what is it, darling? 
Come to me." And she strove to raise 
herself. 

"Control yourself, for your wife's sake, 
my friend," I said, in a low, firm voice; 
"excitement might be fatal to her." 

So with an effort he controlled, himself, 

and seating himself on the side of the 
bed, with his wife's hand in his, he told 
me the pitiful story of their woes and 
sufferings. Shattered health, loss of 
work, the ususl gamut of troubles they 
had passed through, till at the last gasp 
I had rescued them from positive starva
tion. 

I listened attentively, and promising to 
return the next morning, I left the house, 
the man accompany me as far a3 the 
street. 

What could I do to help them? They 
were evidently people of education and 
refinement. How could I aid them tore-
gain the position in life for which they 
were intended, and which, through a 
series of misfortunes, they had lost. This 
thought filled my mind as I walked quiet
ly home through the crowded streets, and 
dwelt there till other patients and other 
cares put it out of my head. 

Next day a press of business forced me 
to give up my intention of visiting my 
new friends, and i t was not until middav 
of the following that I found myself 
again at the entrance of the dingy house 
The squalid girl who had helped to light 
the fire on my first visit spied n e from 
afar, and escorted me to my patients, tell
ing me that "Gentleman Jack had got 
half a day's work somewhere, but would 
be back shortly." 

"And the missus, how is she?" I asked. 
" 0 , she be nicely, and the child, too," 

replied the squalid one. " I bided by her 
last night, I did," with an air of triumph, 
"for Gentleman Jack was like to drop o' 
sleep." 

"And how long have they lived here?" 
I asked. 

"Nigh four month," said he. "She 
taught me to sew and knit , she did." 

" I s she good to you, t hen? ' I asked. 
"Yes. Good to me and all the kids. 

I guess she was a real lady, and wore a 
silk gown once," and the girl winked 
confidentially. "Here we are, missus— 
here's the doctor." 

And without futther ceremony I was 
ushered into my patient 's loom. 

She was sitting up, holding the child 
on her lap, and I saw a marked change 
tor the better in her appearance. The 
large blue eyes wera clearer, and the look 
of famine—that look which once seen c m 
never be forgotten—had left the delicate 
face. The rough, disordered hair was 
now combed neatly back, and the room 
cleaned and reduced to something like 
order. She smiled as I entered, and 
signed to me to take the only chair the 
room contained. 

"So your husband has some work?" I 
began, seating myself. 

"Yes; half a day in the tanyaid. They 
re in want of oxtra hands. I believe. 

We hope he may be taken on regularly; 
only I fear it may be too much for his 
strength," she replied, and then she 
paused and blushed. "He is an artist by 
profession—or was, sir." 

"A h. indeed! An uphill life that at 
first," I answered. 

"Yes, so we found; but I believe that 
had it not been tor me he would have got 
on, and perhaps have been a rich man by 
this t ime; but—but we ran away togeth-
cr. doctoi, and so he lost all his pupils— 
all his connection. Then he got ill, and 
we spent all we had; and then the child 
came and g»t ill, awd if it had not been 
for you, Sif, I don't know what wouid 
have b e o m e of us. You have saved out
lives. How can we ever thank you?" 

"By gett ing well quickly." I replied, 
laughing. "Howis the little son? Rather 
a small child, but healthy, I th ink ." 

•'Poor wee thing!" she said, fondly 
kissing the sleeping child. "Ah, here is 
my husband!" and she started up joyful
ly-

"The doctor, Gerald," she said. 
I rose and apologized for not having 

come sooner, and we sat down and had a 
long friendly talk together. At length a 
neighboring church clock warned me to 
take my departure—indeed, that I had 
far exceeded the limits of an ordinary 
professional visit—and lose to depart. 

"By the way," I said, turning as I was 
on the point of quitt ing the room, "can 
you by any chance tell me whereabouts 
Vulture Court is?" 

"Vulture Court!" replied the man 
"Why, this is Vulture Court." 

"Indeed!" I said. "And what is your 
number?" 

"He told me, looking rather surprised 
at my questions. 

"Excuse me," I continued, "if I ask 
j o u what, maybe, you may wish to con
ceal; but, believe me, I am no idle ques
tioner. I must ask your name." 

* Certainly," he replied, "to one who has 
been as kind to U3 as you have been, Dr 
Herbert, I would not refuse it, though I 
might to others. My name is Gerald 
Connington." 

I started: suiely that was the name on 
the letter—that letter which I had on mv 
mind to deliver to its owner for so many 
days past. I felt I must go home im
mediately and see about it, and shaking 
hands with my friends, I set off home" 
wara at once. On opening my desk, 
where I had placed the letter, I found 
that my memory had not deceived me— 
Connington was the name. 

" I t is for them, then—for my poor 
friends. How strangely things turn out!" 
I mused. "Peihaps the old man was her 
fatner. In her state, however, she must 
not be subjected to a any sudden shock. 
I must sppak to Connington first, and get 
him to break the matter to her. I hope 
the letter may contain something more 
than a bare farewell. I must go back to 
Vulture Court at once." So back I start
ed on my mission. 

I found Vulture Court in an u p r o a r -
women screaming, children shrieking, 
and two men fighting in the midst of a 
noisy group, and just as I entered four 
stalwart policemen appeared, and began 
to disperse the angry crowd. 

"You'd better not go down there, sir," 
said one to m e ; "it 's no place for a gentle
man like you, especially at this hour." 

"O, I 'm a doctor, and have patients 
there," I replied; but for all that, I did 
not feel comfortable, and was glad enough 
to espy the squalid one and her brother, 
who conveyed me through the excited 
crowd in safety. At the door of the 
house I met Connington. 

"What, back again, doctor I Nothing 
wrong, I hope?" he said. 

"No, nothing. How is your wife? I 
—I have something of importance to tell 
you. Where can I speak to you alone?" 
I asked. 

0 , here," he replied. "Mrs. McTag-
gat lets me sit in her parlor when she is 
out; and out she is, fortunately." 

And he showed me into a miserable 
little room, containing a four-legged 
table and five or six chairs, dignified by 
the owner with the name of parlor. 

"Tell me, Mr. Connington, was your 
wife's name Hollingsworth?" I asked, as 
we seated ourselves before a smouldering 
fire. , 

He started. 
'•Yes!'' he said, eagerly. 
' 'Then you have not seen the papers 

lately?" I said. 
"The papers," he replied; "is i t likely, 

doctor?"' with a sad gesture. 
"Then you do not know that Mr. John 

Hollingsworth, of the late firm of Hol
lingsworth & Co., of Fleet Street, is dead 
—that he died, indeed, under very pain
ful circumstances?" 

"Dead, is he? Well, heaven forgive 
him! He has been my bitter, remorse
less foe, Dr. Herbert. He knew our state 
of poverty and want—knew that we were 
well-nigh starving. My poor wife, there, 
went to him not a month ago, forced her 
way into his presence—for he had sternly 
re rus«d to see her since her marriage 
with me, a poor artist—and on her knees 
begged his forgiveness and help! He re
fused both, cursed her to her face, pray
ing Heaven that the child that should be 
born us might prove as undutiful to her 
as she had been to him. The excitement 
and grief was too much for my darling, 
and she was taken ill that night ; and you 
know the rest, doctor." 

And he groaned and hid his tace in his 
hands. 

"Mr. Hollingsworth left a packet in my 
care for your wife," I said, alter a pause. 

" In your charge!—then you knew h i m ? ' 
cried Connington, in surprise. 

" I met Mr. Hollingsworth but once," I 
answered, "and but a few moments be
fore his death, which was a terrible one." 

"How so?" he asked, anxiously. 
"He died by his own hand," I replied, 

in a low voice. 
"Horrible!" said Connington, in tones 

of deep distress." "But tell me al l!" 
And I told him of my first and only 

inreiview with his father-in-law, and its 
tragical ending. 

"This packet, I trust, may contain 
something to your advantage," I said, 
producing the letter. 

"Not here," he said, hastily reading 
his wife's name on the cover. Let me go 
and prepare her for the news, then let 
her have the letter. Harsh and cruel 
as he has been to her, she stiil loves him 
nearly, and this will be a terrible shock 
to her." 

Half an hour atterward he returned, 
and took me up stairs. There were traces 
of tears on Mrs. Connington's face as I 
entered the room, and her hand trembled 
sadly as she took the letter from me, and 
when her eyes fell on the well-known 
writing of her father, a smothered sob 
broke from her. As she opened the 
packet, a bank-note fell to "the floor 
—it was for a thousand pounds, and 
there were live more of the same in the 
letter, which ran thus : 

"My Daughter:—I am a ruined man, 
and about to die! I loved you dearly— 
far more dearly than you imagined. You 
were my idol—the one thing I existed for; 
and when you left me, for a while my 
love was turned to hate. I have been 
cruel and unforgiving, and, beiore I die, 
I would atone to vou for it , as far as lies 
in my power. What I enclose is yours 
by right—should be yours, for it was 
your mother's fortune, and all I have 
saved from the wreck of my property. 
Farewell! May Hesven bless you and 
yours. Forgive and foiget me. Your 
lather. J . HOLLINGSWHOTH." 

A deep silence took place as Gerald 
Connington lead the last woris of the 
self-doomed man aloud, broken only by 
the sobs of his wife, whose grief for Ler 
father, cut oft from the earth by his own 
hand, knew no bounds. She forgot, for 
the time, his hardness and pride, the 
miser v his unforgiving temper had 
caused her—forgot that he would have 
sacrificed her herrt 's love on the altar of 
Mammon, and had urged her, by entrea
ties and threats, to give up the man she 
loved, and marry one whose only qualifi
cation as a husband seemed to be the 
possession of untold wealth. 

N o ! she could only remember now his 
many kindnesses, his care of her, his in
dulgences of her smallest caprices, his 
fatherly tenderness and pride in her 
when she was at heme in her early child
hood; and the poor suicide had one who 
mourned for him with heartfelt sorrow, 
little as he had deserved it. * * * 

A few months afterward I went to visit 
the Conningtons in their house at Chisel-
hurst. Mrs. Connington, dressed in deep 
mourning, still bore tiaces on her del i 
cate pale countenance of the trials 
and troubles through which she had 
passed; but, nevertheless, I saw that she 
was happy. The baby slept peacefully 
in his nurse's arms, who, followed by a 
tidy, trim nursemaid, in whom I had at 
first some difficulty in recognizing the 
squalid one, carried" him up and down 
beneath the shade of the flowing chest
nut trees: while Connington palette and 
brushes in hand, put the finifehing touches 
to a picture which a week or two later 
was on the wall of the Academy. 

The garden was ablaze with eaily 
flowers. Lilacs scented the air, and the 
lilies and primroses crowded the hold
ers. I t was a pretty, peaceful, homelike 
scene, and I rejoiced at my good friend's 
altered condition. 

Connington is a rising aitist now, like
ly soon to be at the bead of his profession, 
and we are close friends. 

"Ah, Herbert," said he to me, the other 
day, " I feel we owe all this happiness to 
you. What would have become of us if 
you had refused to follow me that win
ter's afternoon? We should all have per
ished before you could have hunted us 
up and made over to us Hollingsworth's 
tardy bounty. By the way, you have not 
seen mv sketch for the Dudley. Come 
in and give me your opinion of i<-. I call 
it 'Almost Gone.' 

I t was a wonderful lifelijce picture. I 
recognized i t at once; the raftered, low-
roofod loom, over which the fire shed an 
uncertain l ight ; the bed with the sick 
woman lying on it ; the ragged child; the 
doctor bencimg over the patient; all re
called the scene of that night. I drew 
back with a shudder. I t was too real— 
too painful. 

"A wonderful success, Connington," I 
said. " I t will make your fortune." 

And it did. 
,0, . 

A Tramp lloraance. 
One of the Cincinnati CemmerciaVs 

correspondents has been walking up and 
down the piazza of a farm-house i n ' War
ren county and listening to the sot rows 
of a woman whose love had unexpected 
ly turned up in the guise of a tramp, 
after roaming about the world and 
prospecting diamond fields. See used 
to live in Wilmington, D e l , with her 
father and her aunt, and she loved a 
young man. Her father found out that 
her lover was distantly related to a bad 
man who had been hanged for killing a 
fellow and chopping up the body into 
little bi ts ; and he decided that his daugh
ter mu9t not marry a kinsman of so ija-
famous a person. The young man was 
turned away from the door and the young 
woman nearly lost her reason. The 
Delaware home was sold and the family 
settled in Ohio, where they have been 
living for several years. Last Friday 
atternoon a tramp—a very dirty tramp— 
stopDed at the farmer's house to beg a 
meal, and the farmer's daughter went to 
to the door. There was an instant 
recognition; she fell into the arms ^f the 
tramp. I t wag her Wilmington lover. I t 
is a wonder that her reason did not then 
desert her, but i t did dot, and she was 
soon listening to the story of hi3 ups and * 

downs. He had been to the diamond 
fields of South Africa, and returning 
found himself without friends, money or 
home. So he joined the band whose name 
is legion, and had been "doing" Ohio 
Some Providence had led him to that 
house. Long those two happy couple— 
f rgeting everything in their happiness 
but that they looked into each other's 
eyes—sat and talked. After a time the 
old man came in. He recognized the 
relative of the man wh© had chopped up 
a neighbor and had been hanged for it . 
He fell upon the tramp and nearly killed 
him. He ran for a doctor, leaving the 
daughter to nurse the tramp, and then, 
overcome with excitement, went crazy. 

• • - • 

The crowded Streets. 
WILLIAM CDLLEN BRYANT. 

Let me move slowly through the street, 
Filled with an ever shifting train, 

Amid the sounds of steps that beat 
The murmuring walKs like autumn rain. 

How fast the flitting figures come! 
The mild, the fierce, the stony face— 

Some bright with thoughtless smiles, and 
some 

Where secret tears have left their trace. 

They pass to toil, to strife, to r e s t -
To hallo m winch the feast is spread-

To chambers where the funeral guest 
In silenee sits beside the bed. 

And some to happy homes repair, 
Where children pressing cheek to cheek, 

With mute caresses shall declare 
The tenderness they cannot speak. 

And some who walk in calmness here, 
Shall shudder as they reach the d ̂ or 

Where one who made their dwelling dear, 
Its flower, its light, is seen no more. 

Youth, with pale cheek and tender frame, 
And dreams of srreatness in thine eye, 

Go'st thou to build an early name, 
Or early in the task to die? 

Keen son of trade, with eager brow, 
Who is now fluttering in thy snare, 

Thy golden fortunes, tower they now. 
Or melt the glittering spires m air? 

Who of this crowd to night shall tread 
The dance till daylight gleams again? 

Who sorrow o'er the untimely dead9 

Who writhe in throes of mortal pain? 

Some, famine struck, shrul think how long 
The cold,dark hour, how slow the light; 

And some who flaunt amid the throng, 
Shall hide in dens of shame to-night. 

Each where his task or pleasure call, 
They pass and heed each oth^r not; 

There is one who heeds, who holds them all 
In His large lo\e and boundless thought. 

These struggling tides of life, that seem 
In wayward aimless course to tend, 

Are eddies of the mighty stream 
That rolls to its appointed end. 

FASHION'S WAYS. 

Wedding Complements—Costumes and 
Bridal Tours. 

Trcn tte Ladj's Journal 
Briuemaids and groomsmen have in all 

times been the necessary complements oi 
a wedding. We find them among the 
Franks and among the ancient Greeks 
and Romans, under the title of para-
nymphi. The number of biidemiids is 
determined by the choice of tae bride, 
who shall regulate it by the amount of 
display intended, as well as the extent ol 
her circle of friends. The cosUnnes ol 
bridemaids are, ol course, invariably 
white, and unitoimity should be observed 
where there is more than one. The 
selection of the wedding day is a 
deferential privilege of the lady, but a 
mutual choice is quite apparent. 

As in most matters pertaining to dies" 
in this country, the French fash.ons—as 
relating to wedding costumes—are ad
hered to. nence high necks and shor* 
sleeves, even at the most stylish affairs, 
are seen. French brides wear a volumi
nous veil of tulle—a costume a'so preva
lent here, except in the case of some 
showy weddings, where the less becom
ing and appropriete English fashion of 
introducing Honiton, Brussels or point 
Jace is adopted. A full parure of orange 
flowers, jasmines cr rosebuds is prefer
red to jewels; "bridal sets," consisting of 
wreath, earrings, necklace and bracelets, 
generally of orange flowers, which are 
also used for garniture tor the dress. 
In the case of widows and middle aged 
brides, it is customary to despense with 
bridemaids and the veil. Orange flowers 
may never be worn at a second wedding. 
The dreys should be rich silk of quiet col-
ro, or a handsome traveling suit. 

The costumes worn by the bride deter
mines that to be chosen by the bride
groom; it she appears in white, he must 
also appear in full dress, but if she is 
married in a traveling suit he should wear 
a morning coat. Gloves should be white, 
worn both by bride and groom, unless the 
former adopts the ooint lace m i t u that 
fashion has recently pronounced ad mis-
bible. White satin slippers have at pres
ent supersei ed kid, and should be orna 
rnented with a tiny bunch of orange 
flowers. 

As the queen of flowers, it is meet that 
love should crown with a garland of roses 
the maiden at her bridal, who thus finds 
her imago enthroned in a heart which has 
singled her out*as the leading object of 
its earthly adoration. The rose is com
mon to all the countries of the globe, 
poets of all climes have sung its beauty 
But the wreath of orange blo=soms, so 
deeply identified with the significance of 
bridal costume, will retain for all time its 
pre eminence of a floral" symbol in this 
connection. 

Among the bridal flowers we also find 
the spirea, one of the most delicate of all 
our spring blossoms, and of whiteness so 
dazzling that one variety of it bears the 
name of the "snow wreath." Modesty, as 
the emblematic association of spirea, in
vests the blossom with peculiar signifi 
cance for the bridal. For their effective
ness, o'her flowers m i y occasionallv be 
intermingled in the parure which adorns 
brow and costume ot the bride; but those 
mentioned are time-honored and have the 
saction of popular tavor. 

The wedding tour is a custom of mod
ern times,no mention of similar occasions 
being made in history pertaining to early 
nations. The Grecian bride was led by 
torchlight to the bridegroom's house,eith-
er on foot or in a car, the axles of the 
wheels being burned on her arrival, as a 
symbol denoting that she was not to re
turn to her father's house. The Roman 
bride was similarly escorted home by 
toron'ight, followed by ber corbeille. 

The custom of kissing the bride at a 
wedding is of early origin,' and is still 
observed in this country and Europe, al
though not strictly so. Considerable 
comment has been made upon this point, 
at times, in both countries, coupled with 
objections to the^observance of it, and a 
strong inclination is manifested to dis
pense with what is coming to be regarded 
as an invasion of the rights of the happy 
bridegroom oa these occasions. 

After the performance of a marriage 
ceremony, which may take place either l i t 
bride's or bridegroom's parish church, 
though costume and deference to the fail 
sex dictates in favor of the former.unless, 
Dy special license, i t takes place at the 
residence of the lady's parents, the custom 
of repairing to the house of the bride's 
parents to partake of breakfast, at which 

new relations and friends are invited, is 
an agreeable denouement to the ceremonies 
The bride and bridegroom return, of 
course, from the chnrch in the same car
riage, although etiquejtee requires them 
to come to church separaiely. The bride 
retains her bridal costume during the 
breakfast, at the conclusion of which she 
arrays herself in her traveling dress 
preparatory for starting on the wedding 
tour. 

"Turn of Life.,, 

Between the ages of forty and sixty a 
man who has properly regulated himself 
may be considered in the prime of lite. 
His matured strength of constitution ren
ders him almost imperviousto the attack 
of disease, and experience has given 
soundness to his j udgment. His mind is 
resolute, firm and equal; all his functions 
m the highest order; he assumes mastery 
over business; builds up a competence on 
the foundation he has formed in early 
manhood, and pisses through a period ot 
life attended by many gratifications. 
Having gone a year or two past sixty, he 
arrives at a standstill. But athwart this 
is a viaduct called the "Turn of Life," 
w Inch if crossed in safety leads to the 
valley oi "old age," round which the 
river winds, and then beyond, without a 
boat or causeway to effect its passage, 
fhe bridge is, however, constructed of 
rragile materials, and it depends upon 
how it is tiodden, whether "it bend' or 
break Gout,appoplexy,are in the road to 
waylay the tiaveler, and thiust him from 
the pass; but let him gird up his loins 
and provide himself with a fitter staff, 
and he may trudge in safety, with perfect 
composure. To quit metaphor, "The Turn 
oi Life" is a turn either into a prolonged 
walk, or info the grave. The system 
and powers having reached their utmost 
expansion, now begin to either close like 
flowers at sunset or break down at once. 
One injudicious stimulant, a single fatal 
excitement, may force it beyond its 
strength, whilst a careful supply of props 
and the wimdia^a l of all that tends to 
f^rce a plant, will sustain it in beauty 
and vigor until n u h t h is entirely set in. 

Throwing' the Shoe. 

One of the best-known customs con
nected with shoes is that of throwing 
them after a wedding party on their way 
from churcii or elsewhere. I t is, sav the 
authors ofLanoashne Folk-lore, a "relic 
oi Anglo-Saxon or Danish usages, along 
with many other wedding usages of 
ancient origin. The Lancashire custom 
is to throw an old shoe on leaving the 
house to be married, as a preventive oi 
future unhappiness, and an omen of good 
luck and prosperity. In Norfolk it is 
ilso the custom to thiow the shoe after 
the wedding party on proceeding to the 
liurch. In Yorkshire, according to a 

writer in Hone's 'Table Book, in 18.27, 
was a custom called "Hashing, ' which 
signified pelting people with old shoes 
ontheii lecurn fiom church on the wed-
dmg-day. "Trashing" has at first some 
raison d'etie, but as time went on this be
came forgotten, and the custom was in-
disfrimintttely practiced among the low
er orders. The Kentish cu^om is foi 
one of the groomsmen to throw the shoe, 
after which the bridesmaids run, she wuo 
gots it believing that she will be married 
first. She in turn throws it among the 
men, the man who receives the blow b e 
ing also destined for marriage before the 
other?. A custom not very dissimilar 
used to prevail among the noble Gei-
mans in the past. The bride on being 
conducted to the bride-chamber used to 
take off her shoe, and throw it among 
those who were near, every one striving 
to catch it, and the successful one accept
ing it as an omen of his or her early and 
happy marriage. There is an old rhyme-
still extant which gives an early date to 
this custom of throwing shoes at wed
dings : 

When Britons bold 
Wedded of old, 

Sandals were baekward thrown, 
The pair to tell^ 
That, ill or well, 

The act was all their own." 
This custom has of late been generally 

revived, and is now as popular at fashion
able London weddings as among our more 
superstitious country folki. A writer in 
an old number oi Notes and Q>xeries sug
gests that it was a symbol of remuncia-
tion of dominion and authority ovei the 
bride by her lather or guardian; and the 
receipt of the shoe by the bridegroom, 
even if accidental, an omen that that 
authority was transferred to him.—All 
the Year Hound. 

Diph the r i a a n d I t s Causes. 

How many times my heart has ached 
to see delicate children with their lower 
limbs exposed, not only in cool, but in 
damp, chilly weather; nothing to protect 
them but thin shoes, suitable only to the 
very warmest weather. Should v/3 won-
ler that diphtheria carries off so many 
children? The wonder to me is the mor
tality is not greater. 1 consider that this 
unsuitable manner of clothing children 
is the promoter of more cases of diphthe
ria than all other causes combined, es
pecially in this variable climate. I t ap
pears that parents pay no attention what
ever to tue changes in the weather from 
June to November; no matter how chilly 
or cold the weather may be, the thin 
stockings and absurdly-short dresses and 
exposed neck and arms are to be met 
with upon our streets anywhere. I t seems 
to me that the attention of parents should 
be drawn to this great neglect on their part 
to properly clothe their children accord
ing to the state of the weather, no matter 
what may be the season of the year. I t 
would appear difficult to overlook this 
subject of clothing in our search alter 
causes for diphtheria. What physician 
does not know that the blood recedes 
from, or shrinks, as it were, from cold 
localities to seek a more congenial lati
tude? And where will i t go to^ Why, 
it can only find shelter in some of the 
organs, and then what is the result? 
Congestion of one or more organs, unless 
the person happens to be possessed of 
sufficient vitality to bring about a re
action in the circulation. Some people 
have this and recover, while, perhaps, in 
tne meantime, many others, less tavored, 
do suffer and die. 

,—_^^_ 

An Appropr i a t e H y m n . 

A student at one of the theological 
seminaries in New England had written 
with much care a sermon, and passed it 
to the professor for criticism. After two 
weeks he called on the professor and stat
ed that he left his manuscript with him 
and had called for it, and would be glad 
of any suggestions from him. I t was re
turned without any criticism or sugges
tions. The student, well-pleased with his 
own production, was intent on having the 
opinion of his teacher, and called again; 
and referring to the sermon, asked what 
hymns would be appropriate in connec
tion with it . Tne piofessor replied, 
"The most appropriate hymn I can think 
of is, 'Now i lay me down to s leep. '" 

Tom Thumb has invented a door with 
one hinge. Good for hasbands who stay 
out iate. 

" I fold her I 'd never smoke another 
cigar," he said, softly, "anu I wont. A 
pipe's plenty good enough for me." 

The Washington Cap ital askes: " W h j 
is it that everybody wants Dr. Mary 
Walker to go to New Orleans profe-sionr 
ally?" 

The man who married an incorrigible 
shrew declared to a friend that he 'had 
contracted a dangerous scold.—Puck. 

Prof. Watson and Ann Arbor, his wife, 
are happy. I ts a boy planet, weighing 
11 pounds.—New York Commercial Ad
vertiser. 

Said he : "Matilda, you are my dearest 
duck." Said she: "Agustus. you are try
ing to stuff me." She was too sa«*e for 
him. ° 

Being the first bachelor an i the first 
Benedict, how stands Adam's claim to be
ing first in peace and firs, in war.—Fond-
du Lac Reporter. 

A fellow says: Home with a scolding 
wife and upset beehive are one and the 
same to him, as in eithei case tie gets 
to-ungue jaore than he wauta. 

Iowa ha** twelve thousand schoolma'ms. 
Young man, grasp th .opper tumty . Iowa 
offtiis it and eleven thousaud nin^" humi-
red and ninety nine over. 

An exchange calls on young men who 
don't want to work, tocheei up. Twelve 
of them in one little town have' k te ly suc
ceeded in marrying school mistresses. 

Gentlemen who wont and don't |,o 
home till morning, till dayli_ht doth ap
pear, are strangely subucted to attacks of 
maiarial fever at this season of the year. 

The p a r a g r a p h s have discovered the 
best method of heatins a street-car. 
"Carry a woman half a block further 
than she wants to go. It, will be hot 
enough." 

Mr« Janville has "put u p " twelve cans 
of peaches, nine jars ot plums, and a 
bushel of pear.«, while her husband ha> 
only "put up" two stoves and his gold 
watch. 

"A brave heart is waiting," is the titla 
oi a new song. We twig, waiting for Vat 
old woman to come and open the hall 
door. He'll catch it though, brave or 
no biave. 

A justice at Lafayetie, Ind., ha3 held 
for assault aud battel y a mother wh» 
spanked her young one in -a rude, inso
lent, and angry manner " Sae'il b j more 
polite about it hereafter. 

A young man In B'irke county, Ga. 
broke off an engagment because the ' ir l 
named her pet calf after him. Had h« 
consumated it ha might have had one of 
his o^n calves named li ter him. — EM. 

Any sharp wife can now take down 
one* of her hus 'uad ' s hjdi dozen d r^s ing -
t,owns, rip off the o l l i r , deepen the 
pojkels, change the t \eing, and have hU 
Christmas present u'l dune and off her 
mind befoie snow flics. 

A worn in in Vermont was rffered a 
new dress if sLe woiila w ilk twice around 
a grave yard at midnight, aa 1 the way 
she wa ked m and v; m it m uie her hus-
1) md't. Iran s'aod up stiai^hter than if he 
had seen a dozen spook". 

A Virginia woman off'is to soil her 
husband by auction, and apply the pro
ceeds to the l iquidahoi ot the ^tate a^bt 
"1 cm recommend him to pin chasers," 
she adds, "as a man possess.ng all the 
qai l ine3 a woman capiblo of controliicjr 
him could desire." 

A recpnt Iowa brine got no less than 
nine knives. And yet if bhe should take 
a not'on to get rid of her hus jand a few 
years hence, the probabilities are that in
stead ol cutting his throat with one of 
these knives, she would elope with a 
Chicago "drummer." 

"Don't you lore her btill?" asked the 
judge to a man who wanted a divor e. 
"Ceitainly I elo,"said he; "I lovelier bet
ter still than any othfr wav, but the 
trouble is she will"never be still." The 
judge, who is a m a r i u d man himself, 
takes the ca3e under advisement 

A man may sneer at a worn in all he 
will because she can't sh trp.-n a lead-
pencil, but she has the smile on him 
when he stands ho ding an unoccupied 
cusp{nder botton in his hand and wonder
ing whether it will hui t less to pull the 
needle out of his thumb the same way it 
went in or push it on through. 

An eight-houi man, on going home for 
his supper, found his wile s m m g in her 
best clothes on the dorr step leaaing a 
volume of tiavels "How n'th's?"' he ex
claimed ; " .vheie is my supper?" "I don't 
know," rt plied the wife, "I began to get 
youi breakfast a!6 o'clock this morning, 
and my eight-houis ended at 2 r . M " 

They were looking at the fall style of 
bonnets. Said she, "Oh! de ir, look at 
that biid in the crown; what a pretty 
bil l!" And because he turned away, 
wiped his eyes with his handkerchief and 
murmured; '-I should say it was a pretty 
bill," she became melancholy and threat
ened to leave him and go home to her 
mother. 

The good man slamme fh the gate and 
bangeth the door and maketh a noise, for 
his heart is without gude and he feareth 
not the grevious wordb ot his wife; but 
the naughty man shuttetn the gate softly 
and stealeth up stairs in his stocking feet, 
and stumbieth over the rocking chair, 
and the last condition of that man i« 
worse than the that. 

A Medford individual was sauntering 
home the other night, near the three 
church clocks of that classic village. Sud
denly the voice ot time sounded in his 
tympanum and went on with regular 
strokes until the three clocks had follow
ed each other in succession. Bracing 
himself up denantlv, he ejaculated: 
"Thirty-six o'clock! Keep on, I've been 
out later than that." 

A° distinguished M. D , thinking to say 
something complimentary to a fascinating 
widow, one of his patients, placed his 
pulpy hand on her well-rounded shoul
der, and, with a poetic sigh, exclaimed: 
"This is the nicest and softest place in 
the world for a weary head to rest on',1' 
bhe turned quickly on him, and replied 
"Doctor, give me your hand and I will 
put it on a still softer place," whereon 
she quietly put his hand on his own bald 
pate. 

They had been engaged about fifteen 
minutes, and she nestled her head a little 
closer under the shadow of his monumen
tal shirt collar, aud whispered, "And now 
what are you going to call me, Algernon?" 
"Birdie!" he whispered, rapturously, 
while his voice trembled with tender 
emotion, "always and ever, nothing b u t 
Birdie l" And she fairly cooed witn de
light. He kept his word, although, with 
the growing precision of middle age, he 
has become specific, and does not deal in 
sweeping generalities any more; and so 
It was day before yesterday a neighbor 
going in the back w iy toborrow the axe, 
a cup of sugar a n l the cistern-pole, heard 
him call her an old "sage-hen." 
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