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GLOBELETS.
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Gen. Sherman and party spent last Sat-
urday on the summit of Mount Washing-
ton.

The postmaster at Sorono, New Mexico,
has been found a defaulter to the amount
of $2,300.

The churches inMontreal offered thanks-
giving prayers last Sunday for the British
success inEgypt.

The silver and ore recently found in

Hillstone township, Burks county, Pa., is
not rich insilver, but contains traces of
gold.

Gen. J. D. Cox. deliverd an address at
Cinciunetti,Sept. 10, on the battle of An
tietani. which was the twentieth aniversary
of the battle.

A protest has been made at Victoria,
BritishColumbia, against permitting the

Chinese to take any part in the reception
to the vice-regal party there.

The Philadelphia Times says "it begins
to look as if the temperance cyclone which
has been sweeping over the West would
soon be felt farther East."
Julian Hawthorne intends to bring out in

November.
'
Dr. Grimsham's Secret," the

novel said to have been left in manuscript
by his brother, Nathaniel Hawthorn.c

The people ofMatamoras celebrated . the
independence of Mexico with much en-
thusiasm, notwithstanding the yellow-fever
quarantine and partial inundation of the
city.

Colonel Robert G. Ingersoll's lectures
are being translated and circulated by
Buddhist priests in Japan to counteract
the teachings of the Christian mission-
aries.

Sir G. Macpherson Grant, of Ballindal-
loch. M.P.. has refused an offer from Lord
Dunmore of 1.000 guineas for his famous
polled bull Justice, which was wanted for
Lord Dunmore's American property.

Vicar-General Welsh, of Philadelphia-
conducted the ceremony at the laying of
the corner stone of the Church of the Holy
Trinity at South Bethlehem. Pa., last Sun-
day. Five thousand persoms were present.

Senator Logan went to the Arkansas
Hot Springs a few months ago for the
cure of a rheumatic affection. As a result
of his visit an army hospital is to be es-
tablished there, at a cost of $100,000.• The Rev. J. S. Breckenridge, in the Sands
Street {Methodist church, Brooklyn, last
Sunday, estimated that every liquor seller
in the United States had a class of 100,
while the classes of school teachers aver-
aged only eight.

Ex-President| Hayes ran up a bill of
$r>Bs with the Yosemite Stage company
when he visited the Yosemite valley. The
other day the Yosemite |commissioners re-
fused to pay the bill,which the company
had presented to them.

Doctor Norvin Green, who is to retire
from the presidency of the Western Union
Telegraph company, is said to be worth as
much as $10,000.000,r His salary is only
Sl">.000 afyear and his immense fortune
hns been made in stock manipulations.

Mr.Gladstone willmeet his Scotch con-
stituents early in October and make one
speech, which will be delivered in Edin-
burgh. He and Mrs. Gladstone willbe the
guests of Lord and Lady Roseberry at
Dalmeny, during their visit to Midlothian,

Mr.Wing, of Mendon, N. V.,lost a valu-
able horse the other day in a singular man-
ner. A mouse gnawed a hole from the
manger into the grain bin, and through it
the grain rushed into the feed trough.
The horse feasted [during the night find.1
died the next day.

Sir Garnet Wolseley, the greatest, or at
least the most'snccessful English general,
is said to be a total abstinence man, never
drinking [intoxicating liquors. That is
more than could be said of the United
{States' greatest or most successful general
during the war of the rebellion.

Historian Freeman during a recent visit
to Schenectady was presented to an In-
dian, "the last of the Mohawks."' '*My
friend," said Mr.Freeman to the red man.
'•permit me to remark that you greatly
resemble a verji dear and distinguished
friend of mine, Mr.Oscar Wilde.

The Rev. H. A. Oker, D.D.,diednear Per-
rysville, Pa., September 17. He was rector
of St. Paul's Episcopal church in Norfolk,
Va. He was a native of Pennsylvania.and
had been rector of St. Paul's church twen-
ty-six years, and was one of the most prom-
inent clergymen of his disocese.

Itis said that the Murraysville, West-
moreland county. Pa., gas well is raising
quite a commotion in that neighborhood.
The gas comes up with a great rumbling
sound, large chunks of solid ice are thrown
up at intervals to a considerable height,
and the earth quivers for a mile around.

The chiefs of tie war party in Egypt
are surrendering on all sides and the sol-
diers are being disarmed by the British.
The khedive willshortly review the British
troops in Cairo, after which the House-
hold troops willgo back to England. The
prisoners, it is said, willbe triedby court-
martial.

Two Georgia darkey politicians were
discussing the physical condition of our
next governor, when one of them said:
'•Aleck Stephens is a mighty small man.
You could wrap him up in a pocket hand-
kerchief." "Yes, dats so," answered the
other; "but it would take a tablecloth to
hold his brains."

An Ohio boy daubed a man's wagon with
paint. Then the man caught the boy,
stripped him.and covered his body with
stripes of the same color that had been
used in disfiguring the vehicle. Next the
boy's father went over to whip the man.
and got whipped instead. At that point
matters rest for the present.

Ex-Vice President Wheeler is soon to be
married, ifsociety gossip inMalone is to
be credited. Congratulations are prema-
ture, as the name of the lady has Jrat yet
been given to tbe public. *It is Jurther
stated that Mr.Wheeler's health has.greatly
improved of late, which isnot to be won-
dered at in view of the gossip.

"It's an illwind that blows nobody
good" was verified in the experience of a
Sumpter county, Ga., farmer, who says that
all the eara of corn that were pointed in
the direction the wind came from on Sat-
urday night were already shucked when he
got up on Sunday morning. The windhad
blown the shucks back, leaving the ear ex-
posed.

Brownsville. Texas, is ina most deplora-
ble condition. The ravages of yellow fe-
ver have caused it to be quarantined, and
itis isolated from the outside world, ex-
cept by the meagre news brought by tele-
graph, her business is at a standstill and
her poorer people are almost destitute of
food. As if these calamities were not
enough, the Rio Grande river has overflow-
ed it« banks and flooded the streets with
dirty water. Life can be littlebetter than
a boiden under such conditions.

ADEAD'MAX'SHEARTBEATS."

Interesting Experiments With Electricity
on the Mod of a Murderer.

[Chicago Dispatch to New York Sun.]
On Friday afternoon, in one minute af-

ter the body of James Tracy, the murderer
of policeman Huebner, had been taken
from I the gallows, Drp. Mann ,and
Bluthardth. in the presence of other phy-
sicians, began the interesting experiment
of applying electricity with a view of re-
suscitation.' \ The features were not distort-
ed and the dead man looked as peaceful
as though he had passed away in sleep.
Dr. Bluthardt said:

"He died painlessly. He lost conscious-
within a moment after the drop fell. He
was dead before he knew what hurt him.
The neck was dislocated at the first verte-
bra. Iwish you would let me make a
post-mortem." he added, turning to James
McCann, to whom Tracy had willed his
body.

"No," said the old Irishman, looking
mournfully ut the corpse. "He willbe
buried in Calvary just as he is."

Then the doctors applied the electricity,
and itwas intensely interesting to see the
muscles of the cold face twitch, the mouth
pout, the eyes open and shut and the breast
heave. The countenance of Dr. Danforth
litup suddenly as he bemt over the corpse.
"Hush!" he said, "Ican hear the heart
beat." The others bent down in turn, and
they, too, heard the rhythmic throbbing of
the heart. This is the statement that they
wrote at the request of the representative
of the Sun.

"The experiment was begun by applying
one pole over the spinal, cord and the
other over the heart

—
the latter by means

Joi three needles, one over the apex and
two over the base of the heart. The need-
les were inserted beneath the skin, so as to
bring the electric current in direct com-
munication with the heart. On turning
on the current tke effect was very marked.
Muscular contortions began wherever the
electric current reached, but especially in
the face and neck. The heart began to con-
tract feebly, not regularly. With the ear
over the heart we could distinctly hear, or
rather feel, the heart's contractions. By
removing the electrode we could produce a
variety of facial expression?. The arms
would contract, the legs move with con-
siderable force and the muscles of the ab-
domen contract strongly. The most sig-
nificant fact, however, was the rythmic
action of the heart, notwithstanding that
the neck was broken. Itis probable that
a considerable proportion of criminals
who are hanged in this country are either
mechanically strangled —

that is, choked to
death or killed by shoek

—
that is, death is

the result of the terrible impression made
upon the nervous system. In cases where
the neck is not broken and the spinal cord
is not lacerated, we are of opinion that re-
suscitation would not be impossible. It
might be accomplished by electricity,
friction, artificialrespiration, the hot bath
and other well known means of restora-
tion. In this present case resuscitation
was impossible, as the neck was broken."

A BLEAK REGION.
ASailor's Aevount of Wrnngel Land.

|San Francisco (Chronicle, j
There are in all probability not more

than about twenty white people livingwho
have ever set foot on Wrangel land or
Plover's island, two names by which the
maps of the day distinguish an incom-
pletely traced shore line in the Arctic
ocean from the black dot fnrther to the
south named Herald island. The youngest
person who ever roamed over the insular
waste is unquestionably Frank Smith, of
the American ship Alfred D. Snow, now
lying at Vallejo street wharf. Young
Smith was one of the crew of the *=to«n»
whaler Belvidere on her last year's whaling
cruise in the Arctic, under command of
Capt. L. C. Owens, who has penetrated the
frozen regions of the north for successive
Reasons for Over a quarter of a century.
The Belvidere had spoken the revenue-
cutter Thomas H.Corwin in August, 1881,
in the Arctic,and learned of Capt. Hoop-
er's purpose to take possession of Wrangel
land, which, until the boating party°of
Lieut. Reynolds, of the Corwin, had al-
ways been supposed to be a vast continent,
he being recorded as the first to land
there. One week after the Corwinhad left
the Belvidere made for the southeast end
of the island. Two boats were sent out
fromthe Belvidere, and she cruised about
for two days. Smith was one of the party,
and his impressions, as narrated to a re-
porter were as follows:

'•As soon as we got ashore, we saw the
signal planted by Lieut. Reynolds, a small
American ensign fastened to a slender
piece of driftwood, driven int» tha soil,
such as it is. The island rises abruptly
from the ocean, though not precipitously.
There is no beach to speak of, the land
having an average elevation of ten feet
above the surface of the water. Itis sur-
rounded by deep water, and from sound-
ings that our party made wo found an av-
erage depth of ten to twelve fathoms at a
distance of ten feet from the shora."

"What is the nature of the soil?" asked
the reporter.

.'There is no earth to speak of." replied
the youthful mariner, laughingly. "The
soil is formed, almost entirely,' of what
seemed to be large black pebbles of a
sandy nature. Between these grew a green
and thin three-bladed grass, resembling
very much the wood-tick grass of the east-
ern states."

"What was the size of the island ?"
'*Ishould judge it had a circumference

of about 150 miles. The island is a flat
table land. As you go toward the center
you come across numerous ponds and
marshes of brackish water. The only veget-
ation you see there is a small pinkish,
odorless flower with four petals and the
familiar rock-moss. The soil is what you
might call peat. It is not mushy, but
elastic, reminding yon when you walk on it
of the "give"' in cork. Everything is black,
just as ifithad been smeared with coal-
tar. You find piles of driftwood every-
where."

"Washed up by the waves?"
"They would have been." was the reply,

'•but the fact is that the island during some
seasons is entirely submerged under the
ice. Itis a well-known fact that in some
seasons the island is lost to sight, and that
is undoubtedly the reason why Capt. De
Long, of the Jeannette. did not, as he was
instructed to do, leave any account of him-
self. There is no animal lifeon the island.
Iwas told that there were squirrel?, but
what would they find to feed on? Ididnot
see anything. Ducks and birds make a
resting place on the island, and in open
seasons the Mesinker natives come from
the American shore to fish and to hunt
walrus. These are the natives.from which
relics of the lost whalers Vigilant and
Mount Wollaston were obtained. Desolate
and uninviting as the island is, it was a
sort of a two-days' picnic for us: and our
party was glad to get an opportunity to
stretch our legs a little. The Belvidere
was the last to see the crew of the Arctic
relief ship Rodgers on the 28th of last
October, the crew being then at St. Law-
rence bay building their winter quarters."

There is a large amount of corruption,
no doubt, in politics,but a small amount
of the artic is left outside. Here is an in
stance: William Young, aged ninety-
three, won a wrestling match and run a
mile infive minutes at an Illinois fair. It
is charged that the other wrestler was
bribed, and the timekeeper for the race
also accused of corruption;but all agree,
including Young"himself, that Yoang is a
wonderful old man.

ISAKTERING A SPOUSE.

A Negro ofCamden,X. ,T.. Trades His Wife
for a Setter Dog.

[Philadelphia Record. |

"Yes sah! Idid swop my wifeRachel off
to another nigger for a yellow and white
setter dog. Wasn't she my wife, and
whose business is it any how?" The
speaker. Moses Blake, a black-hued repre-
sentative fromthe eastern "sho," is em-
ployed by Charles J. Welsh, a coul dealer,
at Second and Pine streets. Camdeu. For
over a year he has made his home in Mr.
Welsh's stable, on Spring street, near Pine.
He is extremely ignorant, and has but the
faintest conception of the binding nature
of the marriage vows. About seven months
ago, his wife, a saffron wench, left him
owing to a domestic rumpus, and has been
living away from him ever since. Neither
hits spoken t& the other during that time,
though they have frequently met. The
wife, however, has been the subject of the
loving attentions of another ebony-hued
coal heaver mamed James Green. The lat-
ter, to all appearances, conceived a strong
attachment for the woman and a corre-
sponding hatred for her liege lord. To
such an extent did this feeling grow that
many times the men have been on the
verge of carving each other with razors.

About two months ago an incident oc-
curred which came near extinguishing
Green's lamp of life. Both were engaged
inunloading a boat full of coal for Mr.
Welsh. Green was in the hold of the
chunker. Blake was occupied in holding
the rope which guided the big iron bucket
in its descent and ascent from the hold of
the boat. While the bucket was descend-
ingitsuddenly jibed and struck the wool-
lyhead of Green. The blow rendered him
senseless for a long time, and his skull's
thickness alone saved him. Blake was
blamed for his carelessness, but the latter
stoutly maintained that it was entirely an
accident. He has always been the mfst
offensiVe of the two and of late has threat-
ened the lifeof Green. The former's be-
havior has served to scare Green, who had
begun to fear that probably his opponent
might carry out his threat. Consequently
when he found opportunity to appease the
wrath of Blake he was not slow to avail
himself of it. It was communicated to
him that Blake had remarked he would like
to own a setter dog. the property ofGreen.
The latter immediately approached him
and offered him the canine. Tl-ie extraor-
dinary interview closing the bargain was
best toldinBlake's own words:

"You see Iwas workin' here in de stable
when up comes dat shiner Jim Green and
says he to me: -Moses Blake,Ihas a lit-
tle business widyou. Can't you come out
heah for fiveminutes untilItells you V Well,
you see Icomes out, and de first ting he
says: -Moses, let's us be friends.' Isaid
nuffin to dis, and den Green he went on to
say how he heerd Iwould like his setter
dog Nellie. 'You can hab dat animal,' hesaid, 'if you'gree not to bodder me any
more and surrender all claim to dat wife
ob yourn, 'cause I'se like to marry her.'
When Icome to think ob itIconclusioned
dat it wouldbe a pretty good bargain, for
you see dat my wife would be free ina lit-while, anyhow; and soIsaid all right, and
we 'ranged de business in two minutes."

kißut how wouldyour wife be free in a
littlewhile?" inquired the reporter.

''Why, young fellah. I'se married by de
'squires, and don't you know dat de 'squire's
marriage is only good for a year P*,

"Only good for a year?" murmured the
astonished news-gatherer.

"Certainly," replied the negro, with a
loud yah, yah; "a 'squire's marriage only
holds good for a year, and de mayor's
marriage two years, while de min-
ister's marriage lasts all de time."

Green and the woman are now living to-
gether hapjjily, whilethe setter dog is be-
ing well taken care of by Blake.

f
1

TUKLVILLK'SFAMILYAFFLICTION.

Th& Arctic Hero's WifeSuddenly Stricken
Doirn with Nervous Delirium.

The joyous anticipations attending the
reunion ofEngineer Melvillewithhis little
family at Sharon Hill,Pa., with such dem-
onstrations of public rejoicing, on Satur
day night, have been impaired by a sad
sequel. Yesterday morning, at an early
hour, itbecame known that Mrs. Melville
whose suspense and anxiety over the ex-
pected arrivalof her husband, for weeks
past, have kept her mind on a continual
strain, had been taken suddenly and alarm-
ingly ill the previous night, involving
spells of delirium which, ina short space
of time, changed a house of rejoicing into
a house of distress, Before daylight yes-
terday morning Dr. Longstreth and a phy-
sician from Darby visited the house at
Melville's suggestion, and. after an exam-
ination of the case, pronounced Mrs. Mel-
ville suffering from nervous prostration
and proceeded to prescribe for her. Her
mind continuing nighty, it was deemed
best for her not to see her husband while
her condition continued so serious and he
was compelled to remain out of her pres-
ence during all of yesterday. Meantime
several of the nearest neighbors of the
family at Sharon Hillwere summoned and
took upon themselves for a littlewhilethe
care of the household. Mrs. Melville
showed a continuous desire to have her
three littlegirls near her, but in her deli-
riousness wouldbecome greatly excited at
the mention of the name of her husband,
and it was on this account the physicians
advised his remaining for the present away
from her.

Daring the day there were no visitors
save the medical attendants and one or
two neighbors who had messages to deliv-
er or to receive to or from the family. The
front part^of the house remained closed
and Melville did not appear during
the day, notwithstanding numerous car-
riages with curious occupants passed and
repassed the house all the afternoon in the
hope that a glimpse of him could be ob-
tained from a door or window. Last night
Mrs. Mellville's condition was regarded°at
times as very serious aad the physicians,
one of whom remained with her for over
an hour, were waiting for a further devel-
opment ofthe case before pronouncing def-
initely upon her condition. The front of
the house, as well as the streets and the
neighboring houses, still bore yesterday
the emblems of rejoicing which greeted
Mellville when he stepped off the train
at the little station after so long an ab-
sence on Saturday, and which now hung
as a sad reminder of the swiftness of the
change.

Meantime, on account of Mrs. Melville's
sickness, the proposed reception to the en-
gineer and seamen Noros and Ninderman
in Washington has been postponed indefi
nitely. Melville yesterday applied to act
ing secretary of the nary Walker for a fnr
ther leave of absence and the application
was promply granted. The arrangements
which had been perfected in Washington
for honoring the Jeannette heroes included
a military escort from the depot to Wil-
lard's hotel, where the reception was to
have been held, which was to have beenfollowed by a serenade by the Marine
band.

AFatal Accident.
At Chatfield, Filmore county, on

Tuesday, Sept. 19th, John Atchison acci-
dentally shot himself. He was out hunt-
ing and in drawing his gun into his bug-
gy it was accidentally discharged, and the
contents enterred his breast, killinghim
instantly. He was about forty-five years
old, and leaves a wifeand four children.

THE QVANGLE WANGLE'S HAT.
On the top of the Crumpetty Tree

The Quaugle Waiigle sat ;
But hie face you could not Bee

Onaccount of his beaver hat;
For hi*hat was a hundred and two feet wide,
With ribbons and bibbons on every side,
And bells and buttons, and hoops, and lace,
So that nobody could ever Bee the face

Of the yuuugle Wangle Quee.

The Quangle Wangle said
To himself, on the Crumpetty Tree :

11 Jam and jelly,and bread
Are the best food for me!

But, the longerIlivein this Crumpetty Tree,
The plainer than ever it seems to mo
That very few people come this way,
And that lifeon the whole u>far fromgay!

"
Said the Quangle Wangle Quee.

But thero came to the Crumpetty Tree
Mr.and Mrs.Canary;

And they eaid :
"

Did you ever see
Anyspot as charmingly airy ?

May we build a nest by your lovelyHat?
Mr. Quaugle Wangle, grant us that
O please let us come and build anest,
Of whatever material suits you best,

Mr.Quangle Wangle Quee."
And, besides, to the Crumpetty Tree

Came the Stork, the Duck and the Owl,
The Snail and the Bumble Bee,

The Frog and the Fimble Fowl
(TheFimble Fowl witha Corkscrew leg);
And all of them said: "We humblybeg
We may build our homes on your lovely Hat,
Mr.Quangle Wangle, grant us that,

Mr.Quangle Wangle Quee."
And the Golden Grouse came there,

And the Poople, who has no toes,
Andtbe small Olympian Bear,

Andthe Dong with a luminous nose,
And the Blue Baboo -i whoplayed the flute,
And the Orient Calf from the land of Tute,
And the Artery Squat<h and the Bisky Bat-
Allcame and built on the lovely Hat

Of the Quangle Wangle Quee.

Andthe Quangle Wangle said
Tohimself on the Crumpetty Tree :"
When all these creatures move
What a wonderful noise there'll be."

And at night, by the light of the Mulberry Moon,
They danced to the flute of the Blue Baboon,
On the broad green leaves of the Crumpetty Tree;
Andall were as happy as happy could be

With the Quangle Wangle Quee.

UPSET IN A SQUALL.
One evening, whenIhad been a mem-

ber of the Stoic Club for twoor three
weeks, and was already acquainted with
most of itsmembers, Iwas sitting inthe
smoking-room withmyfriend Fred War-
wick,laTvyer and literateur like myself,
butconsiderably more successful inboth
capacities. We were alone, and our
conversation had begun to flag, when
the door quietly opened, and a man
whomIhad not seen before lounged in.
Exchanging a friendly greeting with
Warwick, he threw himself into a chair
at the opposite side of the fire aud lita
cigar. To me every

"
Stoic" was an ob-

ject of much interest and some awe, and
Itherefore took a good look at the new
comer. He was a man of about 30,
rather over the middle height, and with
a certain grace in every movement and
attitude. His features were handsome,
and his expression —though his face had
lighted up as he recognized my friend

—
was thoughtful and almost melancholy.
This air was heightened by dark, wistful
eyes and a heavy, drooping black must-
ache, contrasting vividlywith a com-
plexion of unusual pallor. The whole
appearance of the man was striking and
even distinguished.

Scarcely had he begun to smoke his
cigar when a servant entered and handed
him a note. He read and re-read it,and
then gazed doubtfully into the fire, pass-
inghis hand across his forehead with a
gesture of perplexity. Then he rose,
and, turning aside a little,drew some-
thing from his pocket. From where I
sat Icould see, as the light fell on his
hand, that it contained a little heap of
silver, in tbe midst of which glittered
one solitary gold piece. After apparently
reckoning the amount, he bade my com-
panion good night and hastily left the
room.

"Who's that?" Iasked, as the door
closed.

"That?" rejoined Warwick, whose
usually cynical face hud worn, as lie
spoke to the other, a cordial, almost
tender, expression. "Oh, tfliat/s poor
Revelle."

"Why poor?'"
j Because he ispoor,Isuppose. , But

he's one of those fellows with whose
names the adjective seems naturally
coupled, half inlove and half inpity."

Thoroughly interested by this time in
the handsome stranger, Impressed my
friend with further questions, and with
thatIlearned the story of poor BeveUe.

He came of a good family, and his
father, the owner of a small estate, hal
in his day made no mean figure* in
politics. Young Revelle, educated a*
Eton, was intended for a similar career,
but on the father's death itwas found
that through neglect and reckless spec- 1
ulation his affairs were hopelessly in-
volved. The more BeveUe looked into
them the blacker did the prospect ap-
pear.. The old estate had to go, and
Revelle faced \ the worldstripped of \ his
possessions, but with his rigid sense of
honor satisfied and his father's debts paid
to the uttermost farthing. :He had saved
from the wreck of his fortunes sufficient
to make provision for a sister and two
maiden aunts, his only near relatives,
and leave a scanty pittance for himself.

Struggling upward from his icy
plunge, he began to experience some-
thing of a bracing sensation, when he re-
ceived a blow more stunninar than

'
ahv

mere reverse of fortune. He had \u25a0 been
betrothed to a beautiful girl, a second
cousin of his own having been an unsuc-
cessful aspirant to her favor, and having
since engaged himself toBevelle's sister.
On discovering his altered position,
Revelle had at once released his fiancee
fromher engagement, and his old

*
rival

had treacherously seized thisopportunity j
of urging his claim*, and urging them j
successfully. This double treason vtovft 1
have had a petrifying effect on a he:<rt
less sensitive than our poor B'vtlle's.
li)bbtv' at on:} swoop of hirthri^h!;, m; :
tress and friend, lie tumor] (is l^ckupon
old asK<x-i:ti<>m, court ••«>u<!y <l.c!,ui
some ha]?*hearte<l offers of y^stm-..*- .|
After various (xp«-d»{'nfs to <-l;:> oit as'
littleincome, ifwns sn^y;iist«Hi't<) Lim to
utilzo talents displayed in (»lilt"i.«l:t

>vs;;».sj
ati amateur a^tor,. au<l a;lr^»t ;th-vst;i^j
as a profession, ,He di.l sb..witiip::c
usua? resti t. The \clever nmatonr wm>:;

little better than a
"

'-Hck
"

on. the pro ;
Sessional l)Oir«ls. X velie.'\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0".' l»o<Vcv v. i
found the calling suiii/iehtiy to his lik-1
ing,- and, r.s hi* moderate ability •

:aided by1persona] an1Votl^r ful\\i:;ti-:--s,I
he had seldom' inuchdfla.mlty in. «-l>-
taining provincial euga&pmenti. iWi
the present h" Without oVliarunss, ami
hail come to.LonSp, tlin Iqoarfetn
of the theatrical, a* of every other, mar-;
ket. He had certainly littleclaim to b"
a member of the Stoic Club ;but;he had
been persuaded to have his* name put
up, and no one who b»<l ever' shaken 11
him by the hand felt disposed to give
his vote against poorRevelle. v ,\u25a0

"He has few intimate friends beside
myself," said Warwick, as he nu-
ished his brief history, "but we alllove
him. Unfortunately, too,-he .has suf- j
fered himself to become the prey of a set
of sponging scoundrels who infest the
lower .ranks of his _ profession like' a
plague.

"
I'd lay any odds that that note

he got to-night was a begging letter from t
some lazy, tippling blackguard, who
could,\u25a0' ifjhe chose, earn '\u25a0:, treble poor
Revelle's income.

*
Butitgrows late and »

lam due" inrFleet street. , Good night,1
•Idfellow." < 1

"
\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 . c•,*',.'*\u25a0*•>''\u25a0'•'"\u25a0

* * * v *
About a year after the evening just

described Iwas spending a June holiday
on the shores of one of those lovely lochs
that open northward from the Firth of
Clyde. Warwick was once more my
companion; but, amid my ownstruggles
and anxieties,Ihad lost all save a rec-
ollection of poor Revelle. A success,
long and ardently worked for, had given
me a right to enjoy the first real holiday
Ihad known for many a long day, andI
exercised that right in a quietly-luxuri

-
ous fashion. My friend and Iwalked
and talked and smoked and fished jand
cruised together, and were as supremely,
if less demonstratively, happy in each
other's society as were the young mar-
ried couple who livedin the cottage next
to the one occupied byus whileon shore.

As was natural enough, we gradually
formed a slight acquaintance :- with this—

Hammond by name— who were
merely holiday visitors like, ourselves.
The bride was a pretty little thing,
rather vain and weak-minded, to tell the
truth, while the husband was a gentle-
manly, frank-mannered fellow, though
Warwick, the severe, never thoroughly
liked him. They were very devoted,
taking long walks together almost ev-
ery day, or cruising about the loch, in a
lug-sail boat, which, inspite of frequent
warnings, Hammond handled not only
clumsily but recklessly. The last of
these warnings was destined to come
from me. V
Itwas a fine afternoon, but one on

which itrequired no great weather lore
topredict a succession of those treacher-
ous squalls

—
so common and so fatal on

the Highland lochs
—

which ina fewmin-
utes lash the smiling waters into angry
billows and threaten destruction to such
small craft as are not handled ina sea-
manlike manner. Seeing Hammond and
his wife embark, Isignaled to them,
shook myhead and pointed to the hills;
but the young husband responded with
a laugh and a wave of his hand, and
presently the.boat flitted white-winged
round a jutting promontory, while
the sun glinted on the girl wife's bright
hair.

AsIresumed my walk with a shrug
my thoughts soon reverted to my own
affairs. Iwas not in the best of humors.
A slip on the hills. the day before had
resulted in the spraining of an ankle and
a wrist,and to-day Warwick had gone to
Glasgow, the nearest civilized center, to
replenish his flybook. Isoon limped
home, and took refuge in a book and
pipe. Before long a sudden darkness
caused me to look up. Iknew what was
coming. Without further warning down
the loch swept a tremendous squall, ac-
companied presently by fierce torrents
of rain. As the windhowled louder and
louder, and the rain lashed the window
panes, Isuddenly thought of the Ham-
monds. Snatching up my hat, water-
proof and crutch,Ihurried to their cot-
tage. A hasty inquiry elicited the ex-
pected answer. They had not returned.
With an anxious foreboding at my heart
Ilimped quickly on to the littlepier,
whichIfound already occupied. Are-

gatta at the opposite side of the loch hadliterally emptied the villageof itsmale
population, with the exception of a few
tottering old men and babes ;but on the
pier stood a group of women with shawls
over their heads, pointing seaward, ges-
ticulating and jabbering in Gaelic and
English. AsIdrew near Icould see
through the driving rain Hammond's
boat coming on for the shore with sail ,
fullset. The sheet seemed to have been
made fast, for lie was struggling wildly
with it,while his poor frightened wife
impeded his efforts by clinging to his
arm. He had evidently quite lost his
head. .

*'
"Cut the sheet!" Ishouted, though

almost hopeless of his hearing me.
Cvt

—
cut !"shrieked the women.

2 Yourknife,man!" chimed ina feeble
chorus of dotards.

Allat once he heard either heard us
or else hit on the obvious expedient
himself, for he began fumbling in his
pockets, Too late! Already the lee
gunwale was often under ; water, and
now, with a fiercer gust than before, the
waves rushed in and the boat went over.
Tben rose ja scream from the women,
whileIheld mybreath, watching lor the
two heads to• reappear, jj Thank God,
there they were! Hammond clung dcs- ?

pr-rately to the upturned jkeel of the*-oaf, supporting his wife the while. He
could not swim, asIknew, and screamed '<
for.help. Whence . was that help to
come? A properly- handled boat might
easily hswj lived; and :I\u0084knew that, .in_
the absence of the men, some of these
women good, brave souls!

—
were well

al»le and willing to pullan oar or man-
age a tiller and steer; but there were no
boats. They, too, were away to the re-
gatta." ..;."'

The s )le hope lay in the arm of a
strong swimmer, if only he could be
found. As lor the old men, they were
out of the question, while,hadIventured
iDto the water in my maimed condition,
Ishould probably have been drowned,
aud should certainly have been of no

-use. Inever felt so helpless inmy life.
.HowIlonged for Warwick, with his cool
daring aud his powerful arm!

£u L. longing was idle, while the cries
for help grew fainter aud more despair-
ing, and. the boat, capsized and helpless,
drifted slowl

- • toward the mouth of the
loch. It was terrible to stand thus do-
ingnothing, andIknow not what rash-
ness Iwas :meditating, when a man sud-
denly pushed his way through the crowd— t;dlisa man of distinguished air,
with pale face *and .heavy ;black mus-
tache. Where hadIseen himbefore?
[ »U.l not;recollect at firs*-., but as he
thr.K' offcoat, waistcoat arid shoes and
coo]Jj,entered the water, Iexclaimed
involuntarily: -.:•
'.

"
Good heaven ! Itispoor Bevelle !', ;

y No one paid attention ~to my words, i
foralleyes were fixed on tke swimmer, ]
who

'
breaste'l • the waves with\ a long,

steady; stroke; ;
:Breathless jsilence 'was

ours, amid the howling -wind and the
lashing rain tillhe reached the boat
Tben we sent forth a cry of joyand- en-
couragement. We could see him disen-
gage the half-fainting girlfrom her hus-
band's clasp,'^ee him turnhis face shore-
ward, see him begin the laden journey'
back. Bufieting; the waves; he came,
now disappearing and anon appearing
a^ain, butinearer, always nearer, \ till at
last the excited womenrushed among the
breakers \ and dragged the (rescuer 1and
rescued ashore. \u25a0\u25a0; \u25a0 \u25a0'.\u25a0 \u25a0:-. f;;:icv-:i"* . ;-^I
; young wife,as;Ihave said, had
seemed nigh fainting;: but she was no• sooner ashore than she struggled \u25a0to her
feet and gasped out:

' . v/!
"Oh, save him—

save him, too,:or let
me die.!" ;̂:~;,y..

r:.-
;'].-\u25a0'. :-'l:.':. '\u0084'-^ \

;i :Then, kneeling at Bevelle'jß feet, as he
stood with heaving chest and streaming
:garments," she cried ."again, withclasped
hands:

'

'".'.":,'"\u25a0 V\' '.
'""
:'T

Vie "Oh, for the love of God, save him!",
:For a fewseconds they remained thus,

jshe looking up imploringly at his ;\u25a0 face;
rhe looking-'gravely down at hers— a
1strange ;picture jin;\u25a0\u25a0: theirain, 3and. the
spray, and the 'tempest

—
till suddenly

\u25a0\u25a0her feyes 1opened ,'widew with7an '< expres-
sion, that seemed ,one ;of

"
recognition

mingled with terror, and she fainted

Revelle looked after her as she was
borne off by sympathizing women, and
his countenance appeared agitated by
strong and conflicting passions. All at
once he seemed, as it were, to awake,
and his habitual expression of sad grav-
ity returned. Shaking himself as a dog
might, he pushed back his wet nair,and
with something like a groan once more
turned his face to the sea.

Knowing -qdiat we shall presently
know, who shall say what angels, good
and bad, during those few brief mo-
ments fought for the mastery in that
noble breast ?

Again we saw himreach the boat;but
the interval was longer this time, for not
only was the distance greater, but the
e dimmer's strength was less. There
wf»». too, more delay in beginning the
rotom journey, and' Hammond seemed
to itfuggle withRevelle and impede him.
Iknew what itwas to be thus grappled
by a drowning man, and held mybreath
oiice more. Suddenly Ifelt my hand

grasped. Itwas Warwick, justreturned."
Thank God !"Icried, and pointed to

the boat. In an instant my friend was
cleaving the water, amid the sobs and
the prayers of the lookers-on. What
happened thereafter he shall tell him-
self."Ieasily reached the boat," said War-
wick, when, with broken voice, he told
the tale, "and found Hammond, half
mad withand terrorexhaustion, clutching
poor, tired Revelle in a way that would
quickly have sent both to the bottom
had no assistance come. Revelle could
hardly speak, but he recognized me, and
gasped out something about being sur-
prised to see me, poor fellow,as if we
had met unexpectedly in the Strand. I
got Haaamond from him and made for
the shore, telling him to follow me.
Knowing him of oldas a swimmer, and
not being aware of his former feat,I
thought he could do the distance with
ease. So

—
God forgive me !—Isaved

the cowardly villainand left the honest,
brave man to drown."

For poor Revelle never came ashore.
The wind had abated, and the rain,
changing to an impenetrable mist, hid
allfrom our sight. And for whom had
he died ? For the false love and the
doubly- false friend who formerly blight-
ed the life that was in the end thrown
away upon them. Neither Warwick nor
Ihad, of course, been aware of the
identity of our young neighbors ;but
there could be no doubt that Revelle
wellknew for whose sake he thus rushed
upon death. He had been acting in
Glasgow, and, his engagement ended a
day or two before, he came to this neigh-
borhood, not so much on account of its
intrinsic attractions as from a fond de-
sire to look once more upon his false
love, whom he knew tobe here.

Night and day we sought for the body
of our gallant martyr, but it was never
found ; and now the fickle waters of the
Firth laugh or sing dirges as their fancy
sways them over poor Revelle.

AFTER MASY YEARS.
A Romance of the West.

On the 29th of September, 1865, six-
teen years ago, James Baxter left Stone
county, Michigan, withhis wife, intend-
ing to emigrate to Louisiana. Some
place along the border he fellinwith a
man who gave his name as Isaac Young,
and who obtained permission to join the
Baxters, as he claimed to be traveling
in the same direction they were going.

Young was about thirty, very plausi-
ble, and quickly ingratiated liimself in
the good graces of Baxter and his wife.
He confided to his companions every-
thing regarding his financial resources
and future plans, and Baxter, in return,
made a similar revelation. Among
other things he informed the young man
that he had sold his farm for two thous-
and dollars, and that he carried the
money, in twenty-dollar gold pieces, in
a belt strapped around his waist.

Some time after this the emigrants
camped one night at a point between
Dyke's Mill,La., and Magnolia, Ark.
The spot selected for a camp was at the
head of a lonelyglen, which was shaded
on either side by tall pines and thickly
carpeted with luxuriant grass. A spring
of clear, cold water gushed from a ledge
of rocks half-way down the glen, and a
number of fallen pine logs furnished
ample material for fuel.

When a simple repast was prepared
and eaten, Baxter lithis pipe, and say-
ing he would return soon, strolled down
the glen. Young and Mrs. Baxter re-
mained seated by the blazing fire, talk-
ing about the incidents of the day's
travel.

Anhour passed. Baxter did not re-
turn. His wifegrew uneasy, and Young,
toquiether fears, as he expressed it,start-
ed down the glen, saying he would bring
himback. The woman waited impatient-
ly. One, two, three hours went by, yet
neither appeared. Mrs. Baxter was now
thoroughly frightened. She called
loudly for her husband, but received no
response. Only the echo of her own
voice came back to her, borne on the
night windwhich swept down the val-
ley and through the tops of the swaying
trees. She ventnred down the glen,
trembling, calling, listening; but she
neither heard nor saw anything. Both
her husband and his companion had dis-
appeared as completely as if the earth
had suddenly opened and swallowed
them up.

Almost distracted, she returned to
the camp, where she paced to and fro
until morning came; N then, mounting
one of the horses, she hastened to the
nearest house } and soon had a body of
men scouring the country in search of
the missing men. The search was con-
tinued nearly a week without finding a
trace of either Young or Baxter, when
itwas abandoned. The men engaged
inittoldMrs. Baxter bluntly that the
affair was preconcerted between the
two men, and that her husband had
heartlessly deserted her. The wife, so
strangely bereft, would not accept this
theory. She insisted that her husband
had been murdered by Isaac Young, and
that time would show that -she was not
mistaken.

Acting on this supposition, she re-
turned to her former home, aud gather-
ing all her available means, instituted a
thorough search. She advertised, em-
ployed detectives, scattered handbills
with accurate descriptions of her hus-
band and Young, but all to no purpose.
Nothing came ofit,and the affair seemed
a mystery which no human skill could
unravel.

Years went by, and stillshe remained
in her mountain home, hoping aud
praying for tidings of her missing hus-
band

—
or even a clew that would point

to his fate. The suspense in all these
years had been trying. Since that mem-
orable night she had become an old wo-
man. By the sale of nearly all the ef-
iects wliichremained to her after her
husband's disappearance, she had been
enabled to buy a littlecabin and a few
acres of ground, and nave enough money
remaining to keep her, with close econ-
omy, from actual want. And alone in
that littlehut she waited for tiding of

the man to whom she had linked her
fate.

Recently startling news reached that
solitary woman in her mountain retreat.
Itcame in the shape of a letter written
only last June, and dated at Melbourne,
Australia. The writer said he had that
day assisted to bury a man of the name
ofSaunders, but whose papers, which
the writer had been charged toexamine,
showed he was Isaac Young, an Ameri-
can, and who confessed to a horrible
crime. Then followed a detailed accoun t
of the night in the glen, sixteen years
ago.
Itseems Young had made np his mind

to rob and murder Baxter from the time
he learned that Baxter had two thousand
dollars. He followed him quietly down
the glen, stole upon him unawares, and
struck him a blow with a stick of wood
which killed him instantly. To secure
the body under some loose earth and

men was tiie work of a very few mo*
wfr*. and before Mrs. Baxter had
;ol <lmvn the glen Young was miles

\r y. He hastened to New Orleans,
•wu i>a-h<i£e t * Australia, changed his

iauio, uijilspeculated withhis ill-gotten
:<iu-t. He prospered amazingly, and,
iiilikethe traditionanal murderer, died

undetected and wealthy.
He directed that Mrs. Baxter be

found, ifliving, and paid two thousand
dollars, withiuterest from the date of the
murder, and he begged her to forgive
him. This was all that the letter con-
tained, but subsequent investigation
proved it to be true. Baxter's bones
were found at the foot of the glen, and

"decently buried, and the Australian
party turned out to be Isaac Young, the
murderer.

Mrs. Baxter declined the money with
indignation, but she may yet conclude to
take it.

The story is as strange as itis true.

A THEORY ON SPAXKIXG.

. I2y Kill*ye. \. . \u25a0-

AnEastern exchange, edited by« an
old maid, says : •

\u25a0"
Never whipchildren justbefore they

retire to rest. Let the ifather's
;caress,

the mother's kiss be . the last link' be-
tween the clay's.pain or.pleasure and tho
night's sleep. Send the children tobed
happy. Ifthere is sorrow, punishment
or disgrace, let them meet itin the day-
time, and have hours of play and ttipag life
inwhich to recover happiness. - Let 11to
weary feet, the busy brain,' rest ia:bad
happy." -.

That's allright, ofcourse, to some 'ex-
tent. We used to talk that way before :

we were a parent. IWe knew* a good
deal more about children anyhow before
we had to grapple with them than we
do now. We used tobe a greater stick-
ler for moral suasion and love and par-
;ental gush than we are now. \u25a0}. ) ...?;;, ,'

Our theory now in relation to children
is changed from what it was formerly.
We maintain >now, after several Iyears'
study of the primary biped, that there
is a style of child that cannot to
!sleep at night unless. spanked. n

-
:rc • \u25a0- We have in our mind a little child of.

the masculine style of architecture, who
willlie and sob, and kick the clothes .off
and be mean and restless for two hours
ifyou forget about him, but:iffyou go
and turn down the coverlid and fan his
person withan overshoe :he willtquiet
down and be asleep infive minutes. •

He is not toblame forbeing the 1 vic-
tim to this habit, but he is that way,
and he can't help it.;He is tied to his:
spank just as you, gentle reader, are tied
to your maturer habits. .

Strange freaks do often grow into
confirmed habits that are almost impos-
sible to shake off. Children are often
the victims of strange and unnatural cus-
toms like other people. :iv . ::

\u25a0 This child,Ifor. instance, did >not at
firstapparently care whether he had his
spanking at 8 p. m. or earlier, but later
he was so regular inhis demand for cor-

'

poral punishment !that youvcould set
your watch byhim:;He was also so at-
tached to a certain style of Arctic over- ;

Ishoe that you couldn't .accomplish any-
thing by padding him. 1with any other.
style of chastisement. \ Love is a good
thing, and we often wish that !more of
ithad been lavished on us during our
past life,but after all there are children
who do not yearn for affection half as.
much as. they do for armed aggression.
Of course your conscience smites you"
at intervals when you go past the little
bed after the conflict is over "and • peace
and slumber are the victors. ;Something
may come up invyour <throat when you
see the littlerebel lying withbis feet on
the pillow.and x.hisihead , down sat the
foot of his cot, and a little tear .on his
eye-lashes.

-
Youfeel, perhaps,' as though

itlooked like taking an undue advant-
age for a 200-pound man to catch a 6-
year-old boy when he isunprepared and
paddle him . with an overshoe, and yet
sometimes ithas tobe done.

*
; ; •

We know that in our own case cor-
poral punishment was resorted to while
all the other boys inthe family escaped
withmoral suasion. The result is just
what might have been expected. We
are the only one of all that promising
collection of boys whose promissory
notes have gained a world- wide circula-
tion to-day. While the other boys were
contented to plodalong and run up little
petty accounts at the store, we struck
out boldly toward fame and insolvency.

You can encourage a child with a
press-board sometimes and thus give
him an impetus which willaid him all
through his life.

ANEDITOR'S GENEROSITY.

qA. newspaper man dining at a local
chop house recently called the waiter
over and said :"

Here are some tickets for the dime
museum. Would you liketo go?

"

"Yes sir,"replied tho waiter, "very
much."

He got the tickets, and smiled hia
thanks.

The newspaper man was congratulat-
inghimself on having got rid of the
pasteboards, but having his doubts abouj

the waiter's wishing to visit the museum
he thought it would be a good idea tc
tellhim to give the tickets to a friend in
case he was busy himself, so he said as
he was passing out: "Will you be
there to-night?"

"O, yes," said the waiter witha smile,
as he eyed the newspaper man from
head to foot, and vainly tried to decide
•whether he was the champion thin oi

fat man :
"I'llbe up there to-night to take a

look at yon."
—

Brooklyn Eagle.

-Ifitis foolish to give advice too read-
ily,itis also foolish tobe too ready in
seeking it. Advice should only be asked
from those whose opinions we value,
ami by whose judgment we are willing
to be guided. ., ,-:,:,


