
at THE .TIES* TABLE.
BT<KOBOX T.LAXIGAIT.

Atthe mess table brooded silence.
Andthe fire flickered low,

And theguests seemed thinkingsadly
Ofhome and longago;

And the General bade the Captain, .
Bearded and bronzed and hale,"
Come, giveub one of your stories,"'
And the Captain/old this tale:

"THBPHjIXTOMOF th« FXCOS.
\u25a0Itwas a sultryrammer, some twenty yeast ago,
mien the emigrant train left Texas, bound for New

Mexico.
-

Strongmen and gentle women threescore were in
the band,

Andnigh as many children left wee foot-printsinthe
sand. .•_

-
-v-

"Northward they traveled slowly,and bitter was the
road.

The sun, aball of fire. In thebrazen heaven glowed;
Th«sands were likered plowshares beneath a mar-

tyr's feet;
And the thorny spikes of cactus drooped, shriveled

Inthe heat
•'There was no wind tin evening, and then Its

fevered breath
-

Like that was of the angel that bears the brand of'
death;

And the moon, afiery crescent, swooned in the sky
1 afar,

AtIthad been the reddened blade of his baleful
cimetar.

MAndaa a they traveled northward, within itscandy
bed,

The rivershrank away from them as if with guilty
dread,

And narrower grew the water, and shallower, until
The riverhad dwindled to a creek, the creek to a

muddy rill.

Mlhen here and there a Isnguidpool in those ac-
cursed lands,

Andthen the river-bed was naught but rocks and
arid sands,

And the Jitt.'e water that they found by digginglonf
and deep

Was bitter aa that on rt-a-side rocks when the tide is
at tho neap.

"Andas into the flintyearth tho treacherous river
sank,

Fewer the following foot-prints upon its burning
bank,

Twenty beheld the red sun rise, fifteen flagged fain*
at noon,

And only tou went into camp under the lurid
moon.

**
And twice again the red moon sank, twice rose the

copper bud,
And the ten that staggered on were eight, ere fire,

were three, \u25a0were one.
One man was lei of the emigrant train that twoshort

weeks ago
Bad left the Texan valley bonnd for New Mexico.
'*

And as he tottered northward across the endless
Bands,

His blood-bhot eyes still shading 'with thin and
blistered hands,

Sudden from out the desert, up to the cloudless
Bides,

Avast and awful figure the traveler saw arise.
Mlt\u25a0was the watery mirage. There shimmer to bis

view
Fleecy cades down fallingand lakes of deepest

blue.
But though he strains to reach them, and desperate

staggers on,
Ever a step beyond him the visionis withdrawn.
•* Everbefore himhover*, and seems tobar the \u25a0way,
The Phantom of the Pecos, a cloud of dusty gray;
Its n-ocki!!;: eyes glare on him,and through the fer-

vidair
Itsvoice of doom makes answer to his question of

despair. .\u25a0•-\u25a0\u25a0-

••The dyingwanderer listens the Phantom Fpcakhis
name,

Andmoves his crackling lips in vain one piteous
prayer to frame;

And the awful vision mutters ou the salt eand as he
sinks,

•Don't you think that it's a long time—a longtime
between drinks?

'"
The General started fromhis chair

Ashe had felta wound.
"Captain," he slid, *•

you're right,Iswear-
Send tfco decanter round."

•—Har}>CT J

8Magazine.

A THRILLINGINCIDENT.
In the winter of 1870 Ihad occasion

to go from Green Bay to Chicago on the
N. W. railway. At Oshkosh we were
joined by a delegation of lawyers on
their way toMadison, the capital, to at-
tend the Legislature, then in session.
They were allmen of more than usual
intellect, and of exceptional character. ,

Twowere ex-Judges of the CircuitCourt,
and one Ihad seen Chairman of the
Young Men's Christian Association.
The party found Beats near together,
and after the salutations were over and
the news duly discussed they began to
look about for means to while away the
tune. Alter fiv,h:"isome one proposed'
a game of cards. "So sooner said than
done. Two scats were turned apart so
as to face each other, a cushion improv-
ised for a table, and three of our law-
yers, including the Chairman of the
Young Men's Christian Association, and
a Chicago runner, on good terms with
them, were soon deep in the mysteries
of a game of eucher.
Iwas surprised to see Christian gen-

tlemen and Judges of law and equity,
leaders of society, makers of public sen-
timent, lawgivers for a groat State, di-
rectors of public morals, supposed to be
public exemplars of all that is good and
guides to the young, thus setting pub-
liclytheir seal of approval to a most
dangerous and evil practice. To be
sure they played for stakes no highei
than the cigars for the party. But it
seems to me that, in tho eyes of alldis-
creet persons, this does not change the
act nor lessen the danger of its example,
"but rather heightens it; as from the
less to the greater is the invariable
course of crime. ButIdidnot intend
to moralize on paper, but was about to
Bay that while Iwas filled with such
thoughts as these one of the party grew
tired of the game, and our remaining
Judge was invited to take his place. I
Saw the bloodmount inan honest blush
fitdisapproval to hismanly face, and he
\u25a0hesitated and drew back. But tike game

had become interesting and his excited
companions urged him. Come, Judge,
take a hand," they cried, "we can't go
on withoutyou." So the Judge slowly
rose fromhis seat, inwardly condemning
the act asIevidently saw, and stepping
forward took a seat among the players
and the game went on. -'.^v.v*'
Ihad noticed an oldlady ina seat to

the rear of the players, who had got on
board at Menasha,Ibelieve. Gray and
bent withage, she had sat abashed, and,
witheyes closed, seemed asleep most of
the time, until the train, stopping at
Oshkosh, took on board the company
of lawyers. She then underwent a
change, and became greatly interested
inthe company, looking fromone to the
other, as if she recognized them all, or
was trying to recall their faces. "When
the game of cards was started she be-
came very restless, would hitch uneas-
ilyaboutin her seat, take up the hem of
her faded apron and nervously bite the
threads. Once or twiceIthought she
wiped her eyes under her "Shaker bon-
net," but could not tell. She acted so
strangely, Ibecame more inter-
ested in her than in the players, and
watched her closely. She got" up after
a time and tottered forward, holding on
to the seats as she passed. She brushed
against Judge

—-
in passing, but he

had become interested in the game anddidnot notice her. Reaching the water
tank at last, she drank a cup of water,
and took a seat near the door, with hoi
back to the players. But she did not
long remain there; rising again with
difficulty, she tottered back toward her
former seat, but reaching the players
she paused directly in front of them,
and, nowgreatlyexcited, threw back her
bonnet from her face and looked around
the company. Her action at once ar-
rested their attention, end pausing in
their play they all looked up inquir-
ingly.

Gazing directlyin the face of Judge
\u25a0\u25a0 ,she said ina tremulous voice, "Do

youknow me, Judge
—-

?" vJiNfi.TOQtLfiE,Idon't remember,

said~tEe Judge, pleasantly.
~

"Where
have we met 7"

"Myname is Smith," said she ; "
I

was with my poor boy three days, off
and on, inthe court-room inOshkosh,
when he was tried for

—
for

—
for robbing

somebody, and you are the same man
#
that sent him to prison for ten years,

'and he died there last June."
Allfaces were now sobered, and the

passengers began to gather around and
stand up, all over the car, to listen and
see what was going on. She did not
give the Judge time to answer her, but,
becoming more and more excited, she
went on :"He was a good boy, if you
did send him to jail. He helped us
dear the farm, and when father was
took sick and diedhe done allthe work,
and we was getting along right smart,
tillhe took to going to town and got to
playing keards and drinking, and then,
somehow, he didn't like to work after
that, but used to stay out often till
mornin', and he'd sleep so late, and I
couldn't wake him whenIknowed he'd
been out bo late the night afore. And
then the farm kinder run down, and
then we lost the team ; one of them
got killed when he'd bin to town
one awful cold night. He stayed late,
andIsuppose they had gotcoldstandin'
out, and got skeered and broke loose,
and run most home, but run agin the
fence and a stake run into one of 'em,
and when we found it the next mornin'
itwas dead, and the other was standin*
under the shed. An' so after awhile he
coaxed me to let liimsell the farm and
buy a house and lotin the village, and
he'd workat carpenter work. And so I
did, as we couldn't do nothin' on the
farm. But he grew worse than ever,
and after awhile he couldn't get any
work, and wouldn't do anything but
gamble and drink all the time. 1used
to do everythingIcould to get him to
quit and be a good, industrious boy
again, but he used to get mad after
awhile, and once he struck me, and then
inthe morning Ifound that he had ta-
ken what littlemoney there was left of
the farm, and had runoff. After thatI
got along as well as Icould, cleanin'
house for folks, and washin', butI
didn't hear nothing of him for four or
five years; but when he got arrested and
was took up to Oshkosh for trial, he
writ to me.

"
By this time there was not a dry eye

in the car, and the cards had disap-
peared. The old lady herself was weep-
ing silently and speaking in snatche3.But, recovering herself, she went on:

"But what could Ido? Isold the
house and Jot to get money to hire a
lawyer, yjidIbelieve he is here some-
where," looking around. "Oh, yes,
there he is, Mr. ,"pointing toLaw-
yer . who had not taken part in the
play. "And this is the man, lam sure,
who urgned agin him," pointing to Mr.—,the District Attorney. "And you |
Jucl'.'t- ,scut him to prison for ten
years ;s'pose itwas right, for the poor
hoy told me that he really did rob the
bank, but ho must have been drunk, for
they had ailbeen playing keards most

'
all night and drinking. But, oh!dear, ]
itseems to be kinder as though ifho !

hadn't got to playing keards he might }
a been alive yet. But whenIused j
to tell him it was wrong and bad
to play, he used to say, "Why,
mother, everybody plays now. Inever
bet only for the candy, or the cigars, \or something likethat.' And when we ',
heard that tho young folks played I
keards down to Mr. Culver's donation •

party, and Squire Ring was goin' toget
'

a billiardtable for his young folks to j
play on at home, Icouldn't do nothing j
fitallwithhim. We used to think it j
awful to do that way whenIwas young, ;

butit jist seems to raa ju if everybody '

nowadays was goin' wrong iut> somu- I
thing or ether. But maybe it isn't right i
forme to talk to you, Judge, in this ;
way, but it jist seemod to me as if tho ;

very sight of those kearcla would kill:
me, Judge ;Ithought if youonly know

'
howIfelt, you would not play on so ; •
and then to think, righthere before all
these young folks! Maybe, Judge, you
don'tknow how younger folks, especially ;
boys, look up to such as you;and then
Ican't help thinking that, maybe that if ]
them that ought to know better than to
dp so, and them as are higher larnt, and j
allthat wouldn't set sich examples, my
poor Tom wouldbe alive and caring for !
his poor old mother; but now there j
ain't any of my family leftbut me and
my poor little gran'chile. my dead
darter's littlegirl,and we are going to !
stop withmy brother inUlinoy.

"
longue ofman or angel never preached !

amore eloquent sermon than that !
grayHwithered oldlady, trembling with
oldage, excitement and fear that she
was doing wrong. Ican't recall half j
she said, as she, poor, lone, beggared I
widow, stood before those noble-looking i
men, and pleaded the cause of the rising :
generation.

The look they bore as she poured j
forthher sorrowful tale was indescriba- |
ble. To say that they lookedlikecrimi- j
nals at the bar, wouldbe a faint descrip- j
tion. Ican imagine how they felt. !
The old lady tottered to her seat, and,
takingher littlegrand child inher lap,
hidher face on her neck. The littleone
stroked her gray hair withone hand and
said :

"
Don't cry, ganma, don't cry,

granma." Eyes unused to weeping,
were red for many a mileon that jour-
ney. AndIcan hardly believe that one
who witnessed that scene ever touched
a card again. Itis but just to say that
when the passengers came to themselves
they generously responded to the Judge,
who, hat in hand, silently passed
through her little audience.Presby-
terian Banner.

Thousand Dollar Shawls.
Few of the real Indian shawls are

called for. One of the larger houses
sells not more tffan a dozen such shawls
in a year, and these are the cheaper
ones ; that is, the shawls the prices of
which are under $1,000. One good rea-
son is that the wearer of a real Indian
shawl does not get the credit of it. So
few are worn, and so many imitate so
well, the real Indian shawl is not recog-
nized. Itis said lhatin the manufacture
of Indian shawls not the slightest im-
provement has been made since Napol-

-1eon introduced them into Europe by'
sending one to Josephine. The wool
of the shawl is obtained from the inner
hair of the Thibet goat. It is cleansed
inrice water to add strength, and spun
bywomen. Each loom produces about
five shawls in a year. Victoria wrings
tribute out of these poverty-stricken
weavers.in a certain number of shawls
yearly.
It is said that native Indian shawls

have been imported torepair shawls and
change centers to suit the wearers. The
shawls are made in pieces and put to-
gether so deftly that the \ seams cannot
be found except by an expert. In the
aggregate a great many Indian shawls
are imported, but are sold chieflyin the
large cities, where ;they are kept in
stock, and the purchaser in a smaller
city willgo there to buy them, in order
to select from a number. .Generally the
demand has been active this year and a
great many /have been sold.—Provi-
dence Journal. V

HOW JACK ENGAGED THE
BEEF.

Early and late had Farmer Bruce
labored since taking his littlefamily out
West, tryinghis best to make an honest
livingfor them, and lay up a little fort-
une forhard times ;but the hard times
came along before the fortune, and it
seemed as though troubles grew faster
than anything else around him, causing
many anxious days and eleppless nights
for him and his good, thrifty wife.

Sickness came first, forcing him to
layby at the very time that his fields
needed himmost, and when at last his
grain was planted, a long drought, in-
juring the crops of others but slightly,
absolutely ruined his, and seeming, as
he disconsolately said, as if sent directly
against him.
In truth, it was discouraging, and

while his neighbors on all sides
—

old
settlers, and well-to-do—were prosper-
ing and thriving, storing away their
gathered produce, the poor far-
mer only found himself growing
poorer, and, knowing that he had
little to put by from his summer's
work for the winter's needs, he grew
more and more dejected and anxious.

One by one ithad been necessary to
sell the fewpieces of stock they had
owned, the pigs going first to pay the
doctor's bill, the sheep next to buy seed,
and now ithad longbeen a settled fact
in the poor man's mind, long before he
would tellhis wife or little Donald or
Patsey, that "Clover," tho good, gentle
cow, must go, too. Ho had not the
heart to tell them, for had not Clover
come all the way from their far Eastern
home with them, and for four years

—
as

long almost as little Patsey could re-
member

—
had been just like one of the

family? and surely, a better or more
affectionate cow never lived.

Every summer evening Donald and
Patsey went to drive her up, and, as
soon as she heard their voices, without
waiting to eive them tho trouble of
looking for her, she wouldcome quickly
from the woods or the meadow to meet
them, and, all three walking home to-
gether, you would never know but that
itwas Clover taking caro of them in-
stead of their driving her. And as for
their mother, a tender-hearted, timid,
littlewoman, who had never learned to
know her neighbors very well, Clover
seemed like a real friend'to her, remind-
ingher always of the old home and the
friends she had left there.

And now to think that Clover must be
sold! And, what was worse still,noone
around wanted tobuy a milchcow, and,
because she was so fat, fed continually
by the children with everything good, it
was tho butcher who wanted her, offer-
ingmore than any ono else. Oh, itdid
seem bard, and yet, look at it as they
would, there seemed no help for it,
"Itis to get bread for our children,

Vary,"said Fanner Bruce, as the tears
fcire:inied from-hid wife's ores. "We
are owing now forthe last provision, and
Ihave not a, cent with which to buy
more. And you know wo are almost
strangers hero still, and, oven ifIfelt it
right to borrow withso littlecertainty of
paying, Iknow of no one who would
probably loan me tho price of the cow.
Italways looks as though people, were
not thriftyor careful, or something, to bo
so poor ;but God only knows how hard
we have worked, or how we have tried
to save. Sometimes itseem* as though
even His hand is against us."

"Oh, don'tsay that.James," answered
his wife, quickly, and tryinghard tolook
cheerful as she dried her eyes. "Itwill
all come right intime ifwe trust Ilim,
andIcan give up Clover, ifit is neces-
sary."

ButDonald and Patsey were not so
easily reconciled. They cried piteously
when their mother told them, and itwas
truly a sad group that gathered round
when the butcher came that afternoon
to look at Clover for the last time. Even
Towser, the dog, seemed to realize that
something sad was going on, and sat up
lookingvery solemn as Clover came out
of the stall where she had been kept all
day to be in readiness. Donald crept
close to his father, and slipped one arm
around him as ina mute appeal, or seek-
ing comfort, but Patsey forgot allher
own sorrow inher love and sympathy
forpoor Clover.

MShe shall not listen to what that
cruel man is saying !" she cried, and,
running oft",brought a handful of green
grass and leaves.

"Look at me, Clover, dear old Clov-
er," she said, coaxingly; "don't listen
to what they are saying ; it will make
you so sad and unhappy.""

She's ingood order, Farmer Bruce,"
the butcher was saying, ''andIwillgive
you $25 forher ;and a good price it is
for the way cows are selling this season.""
Isuppose Iwillhave to let her go,"

answered Mr. Bruce, sadly, "but it's
almost like fellingone of the family.""

It's a pity, truly," answered the
butcher, "

and lamsorry foryou, indeed
Iam ;but, ifyou have to sell, why,I
might as welltake her as another."

Mrs. Bruce covered her face withher
apron to hide the tears that wouldcome,
but she uttered no complaints to make
her husband's duty harder than it was.

Allthis time Jack, the butcher's son,
had been standing at the gate within
sight and hearing of this scene, and it
was witha face really sad and fullofpity
that he obeyed his father's call to help
drive Clover away.

LittlePatsey ranup to him, as iffan-
cying him more tender hearted than the
fat butcher, and, with the tears stream-
ing down her face, she sobbed :

"Please
—

please killher
—just—as

—
easy

—
aa you can !"

Jack could not say anything to com-
forther, and he and his father walked
along behind the gentle, patient-looking
cow for some distance in silence."
Inever felt so sorry in my life, fa-

ther," f>aidhe at last, "to take a cow as
this one."

"Yes, it is a pity," answered the
butcher, absently.

"Don't you think, father," said Jack
again, "that you could loan Farmer
Bruce the money and let them keep the
cow a while longer ? Things may go
better with them next year.""

ThatIcouldn't," answered his fa-
ther, decidedly.

"
Ihave no money to

spare, even ifIthought itlikelyhe'd be
able to payj>ack_as much j. and Itell

yonnow; JacK, that, though it's wen
enough to be tender hearted and allthat,
it don't do to nave too much of it, es-
pecially inthe butchering business."

But under his rough fustian coat Jack
carried a heart warmer and kinder than
most boys brought up to seeing young
lambs and calves led away daily from
sorrowing mothers to be slaughtered in

!the,butcher's pen, and he couldnot drive
[ fromhis mind the thought of the sad
faces he had seen that evening; they
walked onagain in silence, and it was
only when he reached their gate that he
said, half jestingly,half inearnest :"
Isuppose you'd have no objection if

Icould buy the cow back ?"
"None in the world," answered his

father, withan easy smile.
"
Ihave no

grudge against the poor animal's life."
Jack treated Clover to as good a sup-

per as even Donald could have wished,
but she seemed uneasy and troubled in
her strange surroundings, and Jack
could not help feeling almost as sorry
forher as those she had left.

The butcher and his wife sat at break-
fast the next morning, both wondering
where Jack could be, and they had fin-
ished the meal before he came in with
glowing cheeks and eyes bright from
active exercise inthe fresh morning air."

Where have youbeen so early,Jack?"
asked his father.

"Why,Ithought Iwouldbe ahead of
you for once, father," answered Jack,"

andIhave been out sine© daylight
engaging the beef." (How it would
have pained Donald and Patsey to hear
their dear Clover called "the beef.")

"Well, that's something like busi-
ness," replied the -butcher, with a
pleased expression. "And how have
you succeeded ?"

"Splendidly!" answered Jack, with
unusual enthusiasm.

"
Ihave engaged

every part, hide and all, except one
fore quarter, whichIthought we would
want ourselves."

"That's right," replied his father,
"Youhave slept off your tender-hearted-
ness, Isee."

"ButIhave not yet told you just how
it is engaged," continued Jack, with a
twinkleinhis eye. "Allour customers
want their parts alive.""

What !" exclaimed the bntcher ;
"have you lost your senses, or what are
you talking about?"

Jack could not restrain a merry laugh
any longer.

"I'lltell you all about it, father,"
said he. "Ireallycould scarcely sleep
last night just for thinking of those poor
children and Farmer Bruce and his wife,
with all their ill luck; and it just
seemed to pop intomy mind to go to all
our best customers and see if together
they would not buy the oow back for
them;so Ihave been out since day-
light, and almost every one Iwent to
did asIasked, from the good parson
down, and Ihave their names allhere
inour custom-book, just as though we
were going to deliver the meat as usual.
Youaren't angry, are you, father "r"

The butcher had been looking so
grave while Jack told his story

that the boy feared somewhat he
might have been wrong in acting thus
without tho consent of any one, but
quickly camo the reassuring answer :

"Nota bit,my boj ! And lam glad
you kept a part for us. You may not
make a good butcher, Jack, butIwas
thinking that youmay make something a
deal better. Eat yourbreakfast, and we
willfinishup the matter afterward."

Donald and Patsey were sitting, with
faces still sad and though tfnl, before
their door the next morning, thinking of
what happened the evening before, when
both sprung up at once, looking eagerly
toward tho road.

"Wasn't that Glover's voice?" cried
Dnmrid.

"
Oh, Patsey, perhaps she has

got away from them, and has run back
to ask us to save her !

"
and, just as ho

spoke, there, euro enough, at the gate
appeared Clover, lowing in tho mellow
voico they knew so well, and looking
over intothe yard with a glad look of
recognition inher big soft eyes.

Inamoment tho little boy t.z.l girl
were by her side calling her all the pet
names with shouts of welcome, and
there fromher neck hung a large white
card with words written on itwhichthey
could not read ; but their father and
mother too had heard the commotion,
ancl now camo hastening to the gate
with sad hearts, for they feared poor
Clover had only found her way home
again to be sent away once more. But
there was the card reading :

"For Donald and Patsey from their
neighbors, who thouerht Clover too good
to be killed.""

Oh, Donald, didn'tItell you so !"
cried Patsey, in an ecstasy of delight,
"Nocow so good as Clover would be
allowed to be killed."

ButMr. and Mrs. Bruce looked from
one another to the card, somewhat
troubled to know what it all meant.
Just at this moment Jack, withhismer-
ry face and kindlysmile, appeared from
behind a tree near by.

"Letme explain"it all to you, Mr.
Bruce," said he, and soon he had told,
as delicately as he oonld? of how sorry
he had felt for the two little ones, and
how, for their sakes, he had engaged
the meat after his own novel way that
morning.

There *as a tear of grateful apprecia-
tionin the eyes of the honest farmer as
he listened, and his voice was a little
faltering as he said :"I\rouldnot have thought there were
so many kind people arotuid me. Will
you please let me see your custom-book,
Jack?" and, taking pencil and paper
from his pocket, he quickly copied the
listof names from the page extended to
himby Jack.

"
Ican only accept it as

a loan to be paid back next year," said
he, "butIthank my good neighbors
for it just the same, and yon more than
all, my boy. You have saved us many
a heart-ache to-day and many a want
this winter."

And Jack went away, the happiest boy
inall that country, whileDonald and
Patsey were stillcaressing their dear old
Clover, and Mrs. Bruce hastened off for
the milk-pail.—±,cc Rouseau.

The Windiest City.
•, A citizen of Buffalo, who had been

reproached with livingin the windiest
city;in the land, wrote, some years
since, to General Myers for the statistics
on the subject. Inreply he received a
table which he has just published inthe
Buffalo Courier, showing the quantity
of wind,measured inmiles, which passed
over the principal cities of the United
States during the year ending Novem-
ber 30,. 1874 The following is the
table •

Karma of.CUits.
•

JHik-o.\Xames of Cities. Mile*.
August*, G* ...... .35,703 Indianapolis, 1n&..49,374
Baltimore, Md...^.53,563 Louisville,Ky 56,885
Boston, Mass.... 66,63* IMilwaukee, Win....90,482
Buffalo, N. 80,314] Montgomery, A1a...44,007
Charleston, 8. C .. 65,484 Nashville, Turn....89,031
Chicago, H1....... 80,673 New Orleans, La.....69,076
Detroit, Mich..V.:. 61,572 New York,K.V....82,621
Duluth, Minn... 61,308 Norfolk,Va.;;.... 70,779
Eastport, Me. :.;.:..T9,803 San Francisco, Ca1..34,896
Erie, Pa. ....;...... 84,883 Savannah, Ga 56,343
Galveston, Tex......86,731 St Louis, Mo.... 81,646
Philadelphia, over.. 577 Washington, D.C...64,619

Note.—The record for Philadelphia was Incom-
plete, but it showed 81,577 miles fox.less than
eleven months. \u25a0'-\u25a0-,•.•_-\u25a0

Milwaukee has the doubtful honor of
being the windiest city inthe land.

THE FLOWS BIRV.
Themaple's leaves are whirled away;

The depths of the great pines are stirred;
Night settles on the sullen day,

As initsnest the mountain bird.
Mywandering feet go up and down,
Andback and forth from town to town.
Through the lone wood and by the sea,
To find the bird thai fledfrom me;
Ifollowed, and Ifollow yet—
Ihave forgotten to forget

Myheart goes back, butIgo en,
Through summer heat and winter enow;

Poor heart, we are no longer one,
Butare divided by our woe.

Go to thenest Ibuilt and call
She may be hidingafter all—
The empty rest, ifthat remains,
Andleave me inthe long, long rains ;
Mysleeves with tears are always wet—
Ihave forgotten to forget

Menknow my story, but not me
—

For such fidelity, they Bay,

Exists not
—

aman as he
Exists net in the world to-day.

Ifhis lightbirdhas flown the nest,
She isno worse than all the rest ;
Constant they are not

—
good

To billand coo, and batch the brood;
Hehas butone thing to regret-
Hehas forgotten to forget

AlldayIsee the ravens fly,
Ihear the sea-birds scream allnight;

The moon gees up and down the sky,
The suncornea in withghastly light;

Leave* whirl, white flakes around me blow-
Are they spring blossoms or the enow ?
Onlymy hair? Good by, myheart,
The time has come for us topart;
Be still! You willbe happy yet—
For death remembers to forget
-Translated from the Japanese.

THEIR SECOND YOUTH.

The Lady Annabel sat in a small room
inher father's castle, looking out of a
window which overlooked a wide land-
scape. Her maidens were in a little
group at the other end of the apartment
busily engaged at their embroidery,
laughing and chattering and whispering,
just as they might were they alive now—

for this was many years ago and they
are all dead and buried. The Lady
Annabel took no notice of them;
she was thinking. At last she looked
up and yawned

—
"Oh, Iam so sleepy

and thirsty ! Mabel, bring me some
water."
Mabel obeyed —

and as she received the
cup again, she said

"
Your Ladyship will

not be sleepy to-morrow!"
"To-morrow! What is to-morrow?"
•'Does not your Ladyship recollect

that to-morrow is your Ladyship's birth-
day? and

"
"Mybirthday? Oh, yes, so it is. I

had forgotten all about it. We are to
have a merry time of it,Ibelieve ;but
lam sure Ifeel in no humor for merri-
ment now. Lay down your work, girls,
for a littlewhile, and take a strollinthe
garden."

When she found herself alone, the La-
dy Annabel walked up and down the
small apartment, then stopping beforo
the looking glass she said :"Mybirth-
day ! AmIindeed twenty-nine to-mor-
row? Twenty-nine !that sounds old!
Itis ten years since my father came in-
to possession of this estate, and every
one of those years have passed one just
likeanother. Ifeel no older than Iwas
then. Ilook no older." And sho looked
again into the mirror.''
Iam no older inany one respect.

HowIwish they would letmy birthday
pas3by in silence, and not distress mo
by publishing to all tho assembled
crowd that the Lady Annabel is now
twenty-nine !

"
Her reverie was hero disturbed by tho

hasty entrance of her father.
"Why, what makes you look so down-

cast, daughter ? For shame !go down
and assist in the preparations for to-
morrow's feast, instead of moping here.
ButImust not forget to tellyouIsaw
myneighbor L this morning. Wo
passed through his grounds, and he
joined our hunting party."

At this the Lady Annabel's color
heightened visibly.

"He says he expects his son back in
a few months ; and he and Iwere set-
tling, that as our estates touch, and as
he has but one son, and 1have but the
daughter ; but Ihear my men ;
they have brought home the stags

—
one

of them has such horns ! You mutt
come down after awhile and see them."
So saying he left her.

"And Jasper is coming home," con-
tinued the Lady Annabel to herself."

How well do Iremember the first
timeIsaw him—it was on my birthday !
Iwas 12 years old, and, although he
was just my age,Iwas a tallgirland he
a littleboy. Irefused to dance withhim
because he was a whole head shorter
than I—but if my father and his have
such plans for us

"
At this moment her companions re-

turned, and, quieting their laughing
countenances, Bat down again to their
embroidery.

The next day was one of unusual fes-
tivity. By mid-day the hall was crowd-
ed with ladies and gentlemen ofhigh de-
gree, from far and near. The music
was loud, and dancing and feasting was
the order of the day. The Lady Anna-
bel, contrary to her expectation, was be-
guiledby the joy she saw on every face
around her, and entered with great vi-
vacity into every sport that was pro-
posed. No laugh so loud as hers

—
no

movement so full of glee. Late at
night, when the guests had departed,
she threw herself, flushed and excited,
into a large chair inher own room, and
began to loosen the rose from her hair.

So it is allover, andIhave been hap-
py, very happy, indeedIhave—only the
recollection that it was my birthday
would intrude itself upon me, to damp
my enjoyment, every now and then. I
heard several people ask if it were true
that it was mytwenty-ninth birthday

—
they did not know it was my twenty-
ninth. And that odious Miss What's-
her-name actually saidIlooked very
well for that, very well, indeed. I
should be glad,Iknow, to see her look
half so well, though she was, as she

flays, ababy whenIwas almost grown
up. Twenty-nine!twenty-nine ! Oh !
IwishIwas not so old!" and, covering
her face withher hands, she burst into
tears.

Let us pass over a fewmonths. The
neighbor's long-expected son has come
home, and Lady Annabel is in a state of
anxiety, forher heart is true to her first
love, despite her twenty-nine years. Her
father and his neighbor are a great deal
together, looking over papers and in-
specting boundary lines ; but, contrary
to all expectation, the neighbor's son
turns out perverse, as neighbors' sons
are apt to do, and begins a flirtation
with a littlegirlof sixteen, as poor as a
rat. His father frowned, Annabel's fa-
ther frowned, and Annabel

—
she remem-

bered her twenty-nine years.
This stato of things continued for

some months, inspite of various remon-
strances on the part of one father and
polite speeches on the part of tho other.
Invain titledeeds were shown him

—
in

vain the contiguous estates were talked
over and walked over. Jasper remained
immovable.

At last, upon being formally and rig-
orously appealed to by his father as to
his intentions concerning Lady Annabel,
he obstinately refused to enter into any
engagement with her whatsoever, alleg-
ing as a reason that she. was too old to
be his wife, and adding, she might be
informed of his having said so, for aught
he cared.

Two days after he put tho finishing
stroke to his disobedience by eloping
with the before-mentioned littlegirlof
16.

All this was conveyed to tho Lady
Annabel by her offended and indignant
father. And now, indeed, was she un-
happy —for she really loved this man,
and knew herself to have been loved by
him some years before.

"Tooold forhim, indeed !
—

tooold for
him! God knows my love for himmay
bo older than itwas, but it is only the
stronger, the more enduring. Cruel,cruel
Jasper, to cast me off thus ; and for
what ?

—
because lam 29 ! Surely lam

the same thatIhave always been. And
he reproached mo with tho years that
have taken away none of my beauty ;
he might as well lay to my charge tho
age that passed before Iwas born."

But so itwa«, inspite of allher grief.
Itwas then as it is now, as it always
has been and always Tvill be —

man
speaks, and woman abides by it. The
Lady Annabel pined, and grieved and
wept insecret ; and talked and laughed
and jested about the elopement inpub-
lic; and for a while no ono knew that
hers was a heavy-laden heart.

Tears do a great deal of mischief iv
the world. In the Lady Annabel's case
they ilid a great deal. They took all
the luster from her bright eyes ; they
washed away the color from her cheeks,
and rollingdown they wore for them-
selves channels in her smooth skin, go

that by her 30th birthday people began
to Kay, "tlio Lady Annabel is very
much faded"

—••
the lady Annabel is

not quite so young as tho was"
—

and
one littlelady, tho odious littlolady, as
Lady Ancfiltflhad sailed her a year ago,
was heard to say—"Idid think aho
wore very well, but Idon't think so
now. To bo sure, poor thing, bhe ia
getting on pretty well."

This time the Lady Annabel entreat-
ed her father to omit the usual merry-
making. Sho spent tho day alone in
her own room.

"Thirty years old! How it dis-
tressed me a year ago to thinkIwas
29. Ihave no such feelings now. Jas-
per was right when ho said Iiras too
old for him. How wouldmy careworn,
sorrowful face look in company withhis
blooming appearance ? They talked of
a ball for to-night

—
how my heart

shrank from such a thing ! lat a ball!
No

—
this dimly-lighted room suits mo

better. Jasper was right. But then, if
he had still loved me, would my youth
and beauty have gone so soon ? Per-
haps not

—
but they are gone. And what

is left tome ? A dull, joyless life of re-
gret"

But she was wrong
—

she was not quite
as old as she thought. A few years
passed away. Her violent sorrow be-
came changed by degrees into a melan-
choly, and then into a gravity. They
rarely saw her laugh, but she was
very often cheerful. She had put away
her ornaments

—
her jewels

—
it is true,

but her attire was always becoming and
elegant. Her father's dwelling contin-
ued to be the resort of his numerous
friends. She mingled with them but
seldom, and smiled when the odious lit-
tle lady, now Mrs. Somebody, talked
about oldmaids. Meanwhile Jasper was
never heard of—his angry father having
refused to correspond with him. He
seemed to be everywhere forgotten, and
he was

—
everywhere but inone place.

But grief will wear itself out. After
a while Annabel at first listened, and
then joined inthe conversation of her
father's guests, and found herself by
degrees returning the interest evinced
fcr her by a country gentleman of somo
property in the neighborhood, about ten
years older than herself. She was now

35.
The next thing was a wedding at the

hall, and no one seemed inhigher spirits
than the bride herself, decked in the
ornaments which had laid in their cases
for five years. Annabel was young
again.

Let us pass over five years cf quiet
domestic happiness

—
for, although her

feelings toward her husband were very
different from those called forth by her

first love, stillshe was attached to the
worthy man. •-•\u25a0•*•

Her black dress and ugly cap, no less
than her slow gait and saddened air,
showed her to be a widow. Lonely and
desolate since her bereavement, she has
again taken up her residence with her

tather, and inhabits the same littleroom
she formerly did.

A few months more, and her father's
death increased her seclusion. She has
no relation left on earth, and earnestly
and bitterly does she pray that she may
die, and leave this world of sorrows.
She receives no visitors, and never ap-
pears abroad

—
only now and then, late

in the afternoon, when the weather is
fine, her tall, closely-veiled figure may
be seen walking slowly through the
shady walks about the castie, and the
village children coming home from
school peep at her through the hedge
and whisper : "Itis only the old lady
taking her walk."

We said visitors were never admitted
there, and they were not. So much the
greater then was tho surprise of allthe
servants when, one day, a fine-looking,
middle-aged man was seen in tho largo
parlor in converse with their mistress ;
this was repeated bo often that at last it
became quite a customary thing. She
took no more solitary walks ;her black
veil was laid aside ; her close cap again
g*TB way to her glossy hair—glossy
still, though streaked with gray. Her
youth was coming back —for was not
this Jasper —

tho Jasper of old
—her first

love ? Poor Jasper !he hail been un-
happy in his marriage, and upon liis
wife's death had come home with his
son after long years spent in poverty
abroad.

He did not think tho Lady Annabel
too old for himnow, so the castle was
the second tinio illuminated for a mar-

riage, and a second time wore the jewels
taken from their cases.

"Jasper," paid Annabel, "the world
will call us an old couple. It is true
years have passed over us. We have
been old, both of us, but it was .sorrow
that made us so, not time. Borrow has
left us now, and time has brought us to
this, our second youth. Is it not so?
For, although they speak the truth when
they say both of us have gray hairs, yet,
if they could but see our hearts, they
would say there is youth yet in them

—
as in tho day when Iwould not danco
withyou because you woro a head short-
er than I,or the day when you deserted
me because Iwas too old for you."

A QVE/STIOS WOn SCIF.XTISTS.

It is a little remarkable that the"
scienco" of pugilism as developed in

the prize-ring lias never received moro
attention from the savants. Itis ignored
in the encyclopedias, and the Darwin-
ian, Sp'encerinn and scientific and phil*
osophical systems. Delsarte mapped
out the whole human body into mental,
moral and passional areas tillitlooked
like a chess-board, but pugilism does
not appear in any of the squares as a
mental, moral or vital force bearing up-
on the art of expression. Huxley, Dar-
win, Tyndall, Spencer, Comto and
others have analyzed all tho springs of
impulse, all tho outcomes of heredity,
allth mysteries of being, all tho evolu-
tions of scent, butnot one of them ha 3
touched upon tuia distiiigubliiDgchar-
acteristic that separates Anglo-Amer-
icans from all other nations, and links
them so closely with the iiate. IIo;r
much light they might havo thrown up-
on this subject in:oh ing hi 1 ethnolog-
ical mystery why it i.-. that prize-fight-
ingis confined to British and American
Boil! Frenchmen light duels withpistol
or sword, but never with fists Ger-
mans fight duds with no intention of
inflictingmore than a scratch, and at tho
firstdroxi of blood the encounter is over.
Italians and Spaniards steal up behind
an adversary with a stiletto, but never
use fists. Russians, Turks, Chinese,
Persians, Hindoos, Hottentot, Indiana
know nothing of tho prize-ring, It is
rooted in Irish and English Boil, with
now and then vigorous offshoots trans-
planted in our own. Itrecruits its vic-
tims from the stalwart ranks of Hiber-
nian and Britonlife;it finds its patrons
inthe highest, and an English Marquis
drew up one of the codes which govern
its proceedings. What is {her in En-
glish and Irish blood that does not run
inthe blood of the rest of the races and
lead them to stand up in a ring and
pummel each other to a jellyfor money
and a champion's belt, and without any
personal hostility? What Is it that
makes fist-fighting, cock-fighting and
dog-fighting almost exclusively Anglo-
American entertainments? How is it
that this strain of brute, savage force
stillremains inAnglo-Irish blood and is
not found in the veins of vn

# other
nations whose courage is undoubted?
These are questions upon which the
savants might throw some light.

—
Chicago Tribune.

Some few years since a melodrama
was played ina certain theater, the chief
actor innhich had made himself, from
his haughty arid oversaving conduct,
disliked l>y one and ah. lv tho last act
he was supposed to visit tho tombs of
his ancestors. la the eentei of the
stage, upon a marble pedestal, stood
the statue of his father. A heavy fold
of drapery covered the figure. Enter
Albert.

"
Once again,

"
he nay.s, "to

gazo upon those features which in life
so often gazed on me with tenderest af-
fection! Father, thymourning son now
comes to pay tlteo adoration. Letme
remove the veil which from tho vulgar
gaze shields the beloved image ofa once-
dear parent." Off went the drapery,
and behold ! tho father .'itood upon his
head. Tho shouts of laughter that sa-
luted this practical joke put an end to
the scene, which changed to the next as
quickly as possible, amid the bravos of
the audience, tho anger of tho manager
and the uncontrollable rago of the actor.

Said Mrs. Ragbag : "Attable, while
the servants are present, Mr.Eagbag
and myself alway3 talk of the large
amount everything costs us. It gives
the neighbors such an excellent im-
pression of our liberality !"
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The star o' the morn is whitest,
The bosom of dawn is brightest;

The dew ie sown,
And the blossom blown

\u25a0Wherein thou, mydearest, delighteet.

Hark IIhave risen before thee,
That the spell of the day be o'er thee—

That the flush of my love
May fall from above,

And, mixed with the morn, adore thee.

Dark dreams must now forsake thee,
And the bliss of thybeing take thee.

Let the beauty of morn
Inthine eye be born

And the thought ofme awake thee.

Come forth tohear thy praise?.
Which the wakening worldupraises,

Let thy hair be spun
With the goldo' the sun.

And thy feet be kissed by the daisies.


