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TREASURES.

A maiden sitting at the close of day
Within the shadow of a rose-wreathed bower,
Deep brooding o'er a soul thal's pussed away,
\J’hllo fall her tears upon a faded flower—
That sweet forget-me-not, thrice precious now,
Since Death has set his seal upon the giver's brow!

Yet though the floweret now has lost its blue,
Though dull and dead are its onco lustrous eyes.
It gives the maid a peace she never knew—
Not even when 'twas plucked 'neath summer

skles;

Tt Teads her from the darkness of the tomb

To him in that bright land where flowers are aye in
bloom.

II

A mother gazing on a curl of gold,
Or on two little shoes of Lrightest pink
Which tell her of the time she did enfold
Close in her breast—her heart about to sink—
Her hlue—eﬁed boy the angels claimed one night;
The Lﬁn{l ad need of him where all is love and
ght.

But soon the fond one sces in her despair

That in s love and wisdom God hath riven
Her boy from her; and that the golden hair

She treasures is her angel child’s in Heaven;
And that the little feet those shoes once shod
Are bound now with thesandals of the love of God.

11T,

An aged man, with waving silver'd hair,
A rosy child asleep upon his knee,
Breathing with peace-throned smile a tender prayer,
When rapt in some ecstatic reveric;
A precious casket of the by-gone years
Whhin his hand, and wan leaves wet with "sacred
tears,

The child is all unconscious as he sleeps,
That he's a link in that great golden chain,
Which joins each blessed one who vigil keeps
Around his grandsire, in the heavenly train;
The old man knows not what his life may be,
But for those treasures, and that child upon his
kuee.

Katie's Requirements.

BY ELOISE.

“I'd bea butterfly
Spping the homey.
7 &-"mn‘; flower lu)ﬂuwcr.”

A fair yountg girl sat at a desk looking
over a pile of compositions. She was
alone in her small, but bright and pleas-
ant school-room. Soon her occupation
was interrupted by the entrance of her
sister, holding a letter aloft, as if in
triumph,

“Such a piece of news, Moll!” she
exclaimed. *“ Grandy is dead, and there
isno will; so the whole property is ours,”

“ Katie, how can you speak so of grand-
father’s death!. Poor old man! When
did he die?”

“Oh, he died yesterday; and the rea-
son why I can speak so, baby, is because I
am not a prim little goose. Why should
we pretend to be sorry, when he kept us
away while he was alive? You have
never seen him but once or twice; as for
me the month I stayed in bis house wasa
torture, with all his grim oddities; the
same to him, I snspect, for he seemed
more than willing w have me go away.
As to his educating us, decency com-
pelled him to Jo that, you know: and his
allowance to mother is beggarly. Just
think of the grandchildren of that mil-
lionaire being obliged to keep this odious
little school! But that is over now,
‘thank Fate! So give me those rubbishly
papers for the kitchen fire. I'd be glad
to make a bonfire of the whole concern.”

“Why Katie!” exclaims Mary. “I
never knew you disliked the school. ”

“You dear little goose! Do I look
like - one to make a wail over what is
unavoiduble? No, indeed! I love my
own ease too well; and what must be
done, I choose to get as much pleasure
from as may be. SoI just determined to
charm the girls into making of me an
idol, and think I succeed. Don’t you,
innocent little Moll?”

Her sister nodded assent, and thought
how easy this magic would ever be to
Katie. ~ As she stood there, leaning
against the window, looking down at

ary, her exceeding beauty seemed to
her sister something ever new and won-
derful. A perfect flower-face, where
white and rose blended in exquisite pro-
portion.
and lashes black; while every feature
was beautifully moulded. The hair was
the crowning glory. It was not golden,
but a deep yellow color, shining like
satin; very long and abundant. - Her
figure was elegant and graceful; but
after all there was something wanting, of
which one felt the lack more and more
in turning from this brilliant face to the
ﬁ\ler, more quiet loveliness of Mary.

er’s seemed the transparent vase to hold
the beautiful soul. hile Katie (more
gifted in intellect, acquiring learning
and accomplishments with a quickness
and case to make wonder) was like one
awaiting the awakening of hers, caring
only for the present pleasure and ease.

“Of course, Moll. you will give up
Jack Richmond now? I told you it was
a silly affair,” said Kate.

“Of course I shall not, Katie, and I
wonder you should think me capable of
it; but you do not mean what you say.”

“Indeed I do. He is no match for an
heiress—an architect, who just earns his
bread! Why, Moll how delightful it
will be to hear ourselves called ‘the two
beautiful heiresses of old Cameron the
millionaire!’” And she clapped her

_» * = litfle white hands, laughed, and tried to I natured, and no fool.

twirl her sister into the joyful dance she
was performing.
“Do be quiet, Katie; my mood is not

%0 gay as yours, and I don’t know what |

you mean by fwo heiresses; mother has
just as much right to a share as we.”

“You don’t know anything about it,
baby. The law would not give her one
cent, as grandy outlived papa. The
whole sum (nearly four million) is ours.”

“Katie, how can you?” exclaimed
Mary. “One would think you hard
and mean, which you are not. If what
you say is the law, it is not justice, and I
for one will not consent to it. My
mother shares equally with me, or I do
not touch one cent.”

“Now, baby, do be sensible. You
know it is only for the grand appear-
ance of the thing I care. Of course my
mother will never want for cash as long as
there is any in my purse. To be depend-
ent on her daughters will not be disagree-
able, I am sure.” ‘

“T am not so certain of that, Katie,”
replied Mrs. Cameron, who entered the
room while her daughter was speaking.
‘It is not natural, and I think will not
suit my disposition.”

“Of course it is not natural, mother,”
said Mary, *‘ and it never shall be. I will
not touch the money unless you share
equally with me.”

ButKate interrupted. “ Why, mother,
I should think you would rather be de-
pendent on us than on grandy.”

- “1 was not, Katie. Your grand-
father made me an allowance, and I
always felt it was his duty to do so; it
was much less than he paid your father,

ing to his father’s property and
and had a promise fro?n his
when he was dying that he would

 provide for us.”
“ Well, mother dear, you know it will

u can possibly want; but I do wish to

Eyes of golden hazel, eyebrows |

is 80 headstrong she will not understand
me, and thinks dreadful things. Then,
too, she means to keep her promise to
Jack.” <

T fancy mother will not be surprised
to hear my decision, But, Katie, I wish
you were not so fond of calling me bnby;
it comes quite too often; I don’t like it.’

“Oh, but you are one you know,”
laughed Kate, “Iam twenty-one! my
own mistress” Snnd she mmﬂa a grand
courtesy before her mother). Then, as
if the better spirit came to her, she sud-
denly knelt down and laid her bright
head in her mother’s lap, looked up with
a winning smile, and said, “ But always
your own little girl.”

For Katy was not hateful, onl
thoughtless, only a lover of self. Indeed,
she was quite captivating even to a
mother and sister, who felt her faults
most keenly; ever sweet-tempered, she
was (as we have just seen her{ always
frankly outspoken and absolutely truth-
ful. Affectionate as sister and daugh-
ter, any warmer emotion was to her only
a matter .for curious, half-incredulous
speculation; therefore she could not ap-
preciate Mary’s constancy. The homage
of her many gentlemen admirers she re-
ceived as the natural tribute to her su-
perlative beauty, and a laughing gibe
was her only response to their professions
of love. :

The next day they arrived at their

randfather’s late residence, a somewhat
ﬁreary old house, built when New York
was a province, but surrounded by a
beautiful estate., Here they remained
for a few months, during which their
prospects assumed an aspect entirely sat-
isfactory to Kate. She took her portion
without one apparent qualm of con-
science. Mary was obliged to postpone all
divigion of hers until she was of age; but
insisted until that time all her income
should be paid to her mother.

These weeks of quiet enjoyment were
soon broken up by Katie’s resolve to go
abroad. Her mother at first hesitated
upon this new change, but when Katie
airily announced that she need not go,
as she “ could make up a party of girls,
and it would be very easy to find some
married lady friend glad to chaperone
them,” Mrs. Cameron objected no
longer, but determined to follow, as she
could notlead, her whimsiecal child where-
ever she might go, hoping that ere long
some good man’s love might conquer her
strange heart.

Mary would not let her mother go
without her, much as she disliked to for-
sake Jack Richmond just at this time; he
took a rather gloomy view of the con-
trast between his own struggling for-
tunes and Mary’s wealth, and was, Mary
told him, “in a very proud and ungrate-
ful state of mind,” which culminated in
utter discouragement when he heard
their plans. At the same time, he nobly
told Mary he felt sure it was the best
thing for her.

“You are so young, Mary,” said he,
“that perhaps you do not know your
heart.  You must go free from all en-
gagements, then; if you come back to
me all the same I shall have no hesita-
tion in taking you and your fortune.
If otherwise, remember, love, this: your
happiness is more precious to me even
than your love.”

She scolds him well for what she
called his “wicked doubts,” though she
really loved him all the more.

Katie contrived to learn from poor
Jack (whom she teased and snubbed in
her good-humored way) of his renuncia-
tion, over which she exulted greatly, un-
til Mary told her she did not accept it.

“I can’t understand you, Moll,” she
said. “Jack is all very well in himself;
indeed, I rather like him. But what do
you expect to gain by marrying him ?”

“T expect happiness, Katie.”

“ Happiness!” exclaimed Katie with a
uzzletf ook. “Are you not happy now?
think I am always happy. How I ex-

Fect a great deal more. I must have
high rank, vast wealth, the best of gay
society; and, above all, every pleasure
my heart desires.

“ And yet you may find that all these
are not haEpiness, my Katie.” But this
was an unknown language to Katie for
which she had no key.

Well, they went away, and soon, through
letters of introduction and acquaintances
formed abroad, the were in the midst of
[the gay scenes and society in which
| Katie delighted. Both girls were much
| admired, and wherever they went Katie
goon had her train of suitors; some en-
slaved by her beauty and wit alone, oth-
ers, alas! doing homage to her wealth,
Many of her admirers were of rank aund
wealth, it would seem, to satisfy even her
expectations; but ambition was not apt
to grow by what it feeds on, which was
the case with Katie’s.

She had dragged her mother and sister
along with her, in her butterfly progress,
to nearly every capital in Europe; had
persuaded them to be presented, with her,
to more than one crowned head; until at
last, while visiting one of the gay Con-
tinental cities, she was the prospect of an
alliance, which seemed to her worthy of
serious attention. A count, in possession
of a maryelous rent-roll, high in diplo-
matic position, and with a person eminent-
ly handsome, he was to Kate the realiza-
tion of all her day-dreams. That he
could inspire her with love entered not
into her thoughts, I suppose. .She would
like any one, sufficiently for her own
peace, who would give her all things her
{ heart desired, provided he was gay, good-
He must, of
| course, be very much in love with her
and these, she gaily told her mother and
sister, were her requirements for a mar-
riage which would separate her from
home and family for life. She met the
count for the first time at a fancy dress
ball, for which occasion she had chosen
to assume the character of “ Undine,”

One time, when her mother had been
sorely tried by her thoughtlessness Katie
overheard her murmur, “ My Undine!”
and from that time she had fancied her
name.

Her dress was a pale green silk, almost
the shade of ‘acqua-marina, with puffings
of blond-like sea-foam, festooned around
it with long grasses of sea-weed. Around
her waist, loosely tied, was a thick rope
of opaline gleaming shells. Her satin-
yellow hair hung down in great waves
below her waist, half uncurled, and
bound around it was a chaplet of pearls
and water lilies. In her hand she held
more of the flowers, while at her girdle
hung, from a string of pearls, a small
mirror in its setting of brilliant shells.
Her little satin boots were encrusted
with the same ornaments; and a beautiful
creature she looked as she glided with
airy grace through the brilliant illumin-
ated ‘rooms. Mary personated .an
American autumn.

Katie was in a mood of freakish bril-
liancy. She was ““ Undine,” bubbling
over with witand repartee. With the
mirror at her girdle, she pretended to
read fortunes and character; tellin
saucy truth with the merry audacity o
a child, while the victims were forced to
join in the laugh at their own expense.
All through the nffht, dancing or sitting,
she was surrounded by a group who
seemed aware of her presence only.

The count was certainly the most
favored of her train, but neither to him
was she all sweétness. Most of her
dances, however, were given to him; and
as the night wore on, one would scarce
have recognized him as the impassive

ble.progrwfmm being cut
,_nt'thmis\babyg,uhe'

personage with cold, critical eyes, he

ﬁnerally chose to appear in society.
eanwhile Mrs, Cameron looked on
with an anxious, disturbed sensation.
There was nothing in Katie's conduct
even verging on impropriety; but so
rarely beautiful as to be always con-
sgicuous, the perfection of costume and
the character which she assumed. made
her too mubh the object of admiration
for her mother’s comfort. After one or
two efforts unsuccessfully made to per-
suade her to leave, Mary, in desperation
applied to the count, beizging him to
bring her sister to the cloak-room, as
their mother desired to returnhome. No
gentleman could have resisted that
sweet, earnest pleader, and, before they
dare hope, Kate was brought to them in
a sort oﬁriumph. to be bundled up and
led to their carriage by the radiant
count. Time went on. Each day saw
Katie and the count more or less in each
other’s society; he with admiration in
every look and action, which she repaid
with an easy, good-natured sweetness or
saucy audacity; but still affairs did not
seem to approach that climax Katie had
resolved upon in her mind.

All this time Mary had remained faith
ful to her home lover. She persisted in
writing to him long, sweet letters,
although he sent no answers back for
weeks and months; but at last he could
hold out no more; her love triumphed
over his resolves, and he allowed himself
to be happy. He was prospering, too.
An invention of his promised success, and
no little wealth also, so that life began to
look quite bright with Jack at last.

About six weeks after the memorable
ball (during which the name of “ Un-
dine ” had been given to Katie by their
acquaintance Wiﬁl a persistence not dis-
tasteful to Mrs. Cameron,) a large sailing

arty was planned to spend a day visit-
ing some of the islands in the beautiful
bay near which they were residing.

On the day appointed Mrs. Cameron
was prevented by illness from join-
ing the party, ana was obliged to allow
Katie to accompany some friends.

Katie and her company accompanied
the count in his boat.  He had brought
a copy of “Undine,” and as they floated
over the blue, rippling waves he drew it
forth, proposing to read a few extracts
from the volume. His offer was accepted
gladly; it seemed just the story for such
ascene; then, too, the reminiscences of
the late ball were still fresh,
and gave zest to the episode, which, how-
ever, terminated abruptly and witha dra-
matic success quite unexpected. The
count was a fine reader and as he por-
trayed that most pathetic scene of Un-
dine’s grief and disappearance, the atten-
tion of his audience hung rapt upon his
words.

Katie had for some time, in perversity,
been sitting on the side of the boat, lean-
ing back, in her fearless way, against the
sail. Whether it gave a sudden lurch,
or how it happened, no one knew; but
just as the count was reading of Un
dine’s being drawn under the waves,
Katie with an anguished ery disap-
peared, and the waters closed over.

All was dismay on board every boat of
the flotilla, for the accident had been
seen from all; while the exclamation,
“It was Undine!” came from many
white and quivering lips; for none knew
the fact that Katie was a perfect swim-
mer and utterly fearless.

The count had no sooner seen her go
than he ‘plungcd in after her; but there
was another before him.

George Heyward had been watching
Katice’s position from his boat. She was
his idol, though he knew all hope for
him was in vain; and the instant she
wus in the water he was there also, and
bore her with his strong arm, in triumph
to her boat

I believe Katie would have hated him,
as nearly as her nature allowed, if she
had not seen, through her lauguidly-
closed eyes, the expression of disappoint-
ed vexation with which the count re-
garded them, while all three formed an
interesting group in the bottom of the
boat, very damp and rather forlorn.
But sceing what she did, Katie smiled a
little to herself, and formed a plan for
future action, looking all the while more
Undine than ever.

I said that Katie formed a plan, and
for this she called into requisition, for
the first time, all her powersof coquetry,
to bring affairs to a crisis.  Without
changing her manner to the count, she
showed to her “preserver,” as she called
George Heyward, a sweet devotion of
gratitude, a winning kindness that up-
lifted the poor fellow into a heaven of
sweet dreams, arousing the deliberate
count to most unmistakable jealousy, giv-
ing Kate full occupation, and raising her
spirits to frolic pitch.

Not for one moment, after she had
heard the full version of Katie’s adven-
ture, did Mrs. Cameron believe it to be
an accident, knowing well her powers as
an actress as well as a swimmer; also her
utter fearlessness. She was filled with
anxiety, and felt that she had come to
the end of her resources in the guidance
of this wayward child. She was almost
ready to hail the prospect of even the
count asahushand for Kate, although she
could not but fear that his love had no
deeper source than admiration of her
wonderful beauty, her wit, and grace;
that his heart would be tender and con-
siderate with her she had no doubt, and
o madeé another and last effort to with-
draw her from his neighborhood, but
without success.

“Very well, Katie,” she concluded;
“but if youindulge in any more freaks,
such as your so-called accident, I shall
carry you oft to some place where I can
shut you up safely until you learn dis-
cretion.”

“Oh, but youcan't. You know I am
my own mistress.”

“That makes no difference in this
country, Katie. A parent has control
over a daughter until she marries.”

“You can’t do it,” persisted Katie,
laughing. “I will run away to the
American Embassy, claim their protec-
tion as an American citizen. will,
truly, and you know how much you dis-
like a scene.

“0 Katie! what shall I do with

” »lat
you?” exclaimed her mother.

“Katie, you deserve to be whipped.
How can you distress my mother s0?”
said Mary, indignantly.

“Why, mother! Please don’t weep.
There, I will kiss away those tears,”
pleaded Katie. “I will t;e a good girl,
mother, and get into no more serapes.”

But when she had petted and coaxed
her mother into smiling again, she turned
upon Mary. *Poor Jack,” she said “I
P tg’ him. Iam half inclined to write
and show him what a little shrew he had
engaged to marry.”

“ Mr. Richmond would rather marry
the ‘little shrew,” who is capable of lov-
ing, than the yellow-haired beauty, while
at the same time she laughs to scorn the
sentiment of love.”

“ Girls, girls!”” exclaims Mrs. Cameron,
“I cannot have ‘y;ou quarreling.”

“You are right, mother; I am very
naughty,” penitently replied Mary.

But Katie retorted with a laugh.
“ No, mother, let baby cut her. wisdom
teeth upon me, I don’t mind her little
bites, they do not hurt one mite;” and
with this parting shaft she turned in high
satisfaction to receive the eount, who was
at that moment announced.

Katie played her cards so well, before
another week she had raised the count so
far out of his usual seif-esteem, that it

was with some doubt as to the result he
oflered to Kate a share in hi possessions,
and as much of his love ashe could spare
from himself. She accepted him, but
not too eagerly. True to her nature, she
frankly said that she would like him as
lon;l;l as he was gay, good-natured and
kind—allowing her to do just as she
pleased, and have everything she desired
which their wealth could purchase.

Nothing daunted by the unromantic
conditions the count promised, with a
fervor of love, which grew with Katie’s
ray indifference,and even proposed that,
tesidcs the settlement he should make
on her, all her property should be entirely
in her own hands,

Now this was just what Katie liked,
and had determined should be done; but
even she was glad the proposition should
come from him. Notwithstanding all
this, do not think Katie a monster of
meanness. So far from that, it was her
delight to shower gifts upon those she
loved; while for the poor and suffering
her money and kind words were ever
eagerly ready. Any trouble which
Katie could comprehend found her a
ready and kind helper.
thoroughly self-indulgent, and was re-
tolved to keep in her own power the
meansof pampering this weakness.

When once engaged, the count quite
discarded all his bold reserve and hauteur.
Toboth Mrs. Cameron and Mary he was
cordially attentive, almost affectionate.
He was utterly fascinated with his new

session; he was charmed equally by
her tormenting caprices and her sweet,
winsome grace, she gave him an endless
variety, of which he never tired. He
was impatient, however, that the mar-
riage should take place; and it was im-
portant he should return to his home to
transact the necessary business. Nearly
every day of hisabsence brought to Katie
letters and beautiful gifts. She was
quite convinced that she had acted wiscli
even if George Heyward’s eyes did loo
bitter reYroac 1, and his haggard face tell
of sleepless nights. Her self-satisfyin
remark, “he should never have supposocgl
I would marry him!” seemed all the at-
tention she bestowed on his case.

They were married, and marvelous
was the display of gleaming jewels, won
derful lace and all the rest of the bewil-
dering catologue required to change Kath-
erine Cameron into a countess. It calls
for an eloquence heyond mine to do the
splendor justice.

The years went on—one, two, since
Katie bloomed into a countess, and her
life of pleasure waspursued with asmuch
zest as cver. One beautiful boy was
hers; but, after the novelty of this pos-

gession was passed, she allowed the count |
to convince her that she was far too |

beautiful to assume any care, even for
her child; so he was established with
nurses and attendants in the most ap-
proved style, affording a very pretty
plaything for the small leisure of Coun-
tess Kate.

All this time Mrs. Cameron and Mary
had remained in Europe, for the mother
could not yet reconcile herself to the
thought of leaving Katie. Jack Rich-
mond grumbled at their prolonged ab-
sence, but finally joined tLem and was
soon after married to Mary; very mag-
nificently married, according to the pro-
gramme Katie insisted upon. Almost
immediately afterward Mrs. Cameron re-
turned home with her youngest daughter.

To all appearances, Katie’s life was
%uite as prosperous, as ever, vet envious

ate was already prepared to give her a
bufiet. Just about the time she was
separated from her mother, the count be-
gan to open his eyes to the fact that his
wife’s love for him was a very cool sort
of sentiment, if, indeed, it had an ex-
istence. Now, such a state of affairs
could, to his mind, be explained only by
the supﬁtosition that she loved another,
and he looked around with jealous and
angry eyes for the presumptuous mortal.
More attentive than ever to Katie in
their outward life, yet it was with a
surly suspiciousness and domineering
manner that excited her indignant sur-
prise, while his conduct in private was
so changed she told him with her usual
laughing candor, that he was growing
odious. Still she did not much Eeed his
tempers, unless their wills clashed, and
never gave a thought to the possible
cause.

The count was baflled. Not cven the
most jealous eyes could see rightful
cause for grave suspicion, when he be-
though him of George Heyward—of his
very evident love for Katie, and of the
sweet kindness she had shown him at one
time. It is true they seldom met him
now in society, but stifl he lingered on in
the town, and the count thought of him
with deadly hatred as the cause of his
own unsuccess. Soon his position be-
came intolerable to the haughty man,
and he requested a recall from his gov-
ernment. Upon receiving it, he abruptly
informed Katie that she must be ready
to leave town the next day and accom-
pany him home. All expostulation was
n vain. At last Katie was-obliged to
obey.

After the first shock, she felt, in truth,
little regret, and turned toward the new
prospect which so much pleased curiosity
that her husband was somewhat shaken
in his suspicions. They journeyed direct
to one of his castles, a noble old pile kept
us) in princely style. Katie was delight-
ed, and as long as the novelty lasted
enjoyed her country life and the society
their few neighbors afforded. But win-
ter would soon shut them in, and the
prospect looked rather dreary; but, true
to her nature, she got what pleasure she
could out of the present. She accom-
panied her husband in his rides and hunt-
ing expeditions, and, happily, found in
her child a delightful resource.

As the winter wore on, the counl was
frequently away from home for days,
even weeks; so that toward spring Katie
Erew desperate, and resolved she would

ear it no longer, but at at the next flit-
ting she woulﬁefollow his example; she
would even go home to her mother, tak-
ing her child with her. Deliberately
she formed her plans, and not until her
husband had gone again did she inform
the only person she intended taking with
her; it was her maid, who had followed
her from America, lovingly and blindl
devoted to her mistress. About their
persons they stowed away as much cloth-
ing as they could, with all the jewels
and money Katie had in her possession.
Then, announcing that she intended
visiting u friend, and would pass the
night in her house, she took her child
and maid, and drove away in her pony
carriage in triumph. Leavin 3
next town, they journeyed to the nearest
seaport, and Katie secured a cabin on a
vessel soon to sail for America. But
while she was waiting; her child became
s0 alarmingly ill that she forgot all else

in the terror and regrets that then as- |

sailed her. :

The count returned after a few days,
to find his family vanished, his servants
in the Leight-of consternation and con-
fusion, g:arcely waiting to hear their
story, he went ‘rushing forth again
breathing curses and venfe'anoe against
the supposed worker of all this woe. So
cunningly had Katie contrived, that no

clue could he find to her movements. | get

Thus he went aimlessly on, until he blun-
dered into the very town where she was
keeﬁing her doleful watch. He was
walking under the windows of a great

hotel, when su a blind was opened,

But she was |P

and he heard Katie's voice— Eugene,
0 Eugene, look us!”

Could that be Katie's flower-face? 8o
ghastly almost. Yet there were the
great waves of glittering yellow hair,
and he sprang up the stairs towards her.
He found her at the open door; she drew
him in, and shut it; then she threw her-
self on her knees before him and cried:

“ Eugene, forgive me, for I am wicked,
wicked%” )

She laid her bright head down on his
fect and groaned aloud, but he took her
by the arm and dragged her roughly to
her feet. g

“ Woman, why should I forgive you?
What have you done?’ and his eyes

lared fiercely at her out of his almost
ivid face.

“0O Ihave (lltilledll}im, Eugene! Our
boy is dyin ing!’

‘}:Ia th’!,lt gfl ?‘¥ asked the count. “Who
brought you here?”’

¢ }34 not that enough, Eugene? I came
with my maid and baby alone. I was

oing lome to mother. O Eugene, I
Fmve been a wicked, silly fool?”

Eugene almost laughed, he looked so
leased. :

“ Why I thought you came with Hey-
wood,” he said, with a blush.

“Ishe here? I have not seen any one
but the doctor,” replied Katie.

“XKatie, forgive me, I thought you
loved him,” the count replied.

“] never cared for him at all. But,
O Eugene, come to the baby! You do
not know how ill he is; he does not
know me.”

“Oh, he will get well, I am sure he
will, Katie! I am so happy!” and, not-
withstanding his dying child, he could
not but think, with a thrill of delight,
how often Katie had called him
“ Eugene,”’ and for the first time; never
once the “ Count,” which soundedso cold
from her lips. .

When he stood by the side of his child
he realized something of Katie’s misery.
The little creature lay in a stupor.

“Speak to him, Kugene,” whispered
Katie.

He leaned over his child and called,
“(enie, Genie, here is papa.”

A ghost of a smile rippled over the
little mouth and the eyelids quivered.

“Call him again,” said the physician,
after a few moments.

The father called, and with the same
success; then he called again and again,
until he brought his child safely out of
the Shadow Land, and he opened wide
his eyes, whispering ‘“Papa.” Soon
after he fell into a healthy sleep and the
danger was over.

it at the’

As for Katie, she had come to a new
|birth. In that fearful battle with death,
for her child, she saw the crime she had
committed against his father; and in her
loneliness there, and helplessness, she
first knew what it was to love—in that
anguish of remorse. What happiness
could pleasure afford if her child should
die, and his father turned from her in
loathing and hate?—and its magic charm
was broken in that hour. In writing to
her mother she said, “Your ¢ Undine’
has found her soul!”

Rarus the Coming Horse.
Foom the Spirit of the Times.

Rarus is entered through the septilat-
eral meetings, and as he is a trotter that
is exciting more interest than any other

resent, Goldsmith Maid being barred

rom all but special purses, a brief sketch
of his career cannot fail to be inter-
esting: :

The bay gelding Rarus by Conklin’s
Abdallah, dam by Telegraph, is owned
by Mr. R. R. Conklin, of Greenpoint,
L. I, and is now generally considered to
be the fastest horse on the turf. He be-
gan his trotting in 1874, and his march
to the high honors of the turf was very
rapid. In the first year he won several
races, and made a record of 2:28}. In
1875 he made the circuit in the 2:27
class, and some of the greatest flyers of
the day succumbed to his prowess. He
won at Claveland, getting a record of
2:23}; won at Rochester and Utica, and
at Hartford won instraight heats, and also
carried off a gift purse of $2,000, getting
a record of 2:20§. Last year he had the
softest kind of a thing in the 2:20 clas
of the Septilateral Circuit. He wa
beaten at Cleveland by May Quecn, but
won at the six remaining places as hand-
ily as possible, without reducing his
record, though 1t was evident he could
do so whevever forced, At Fleetwood
Park, October 26, he beat a very fast
party. and won a fifth heat in 2:20, and
closed the season with that mark agrinst
him. Last winter he spentin California
and his races there with Goldsmith Maid
are matters of recent history. In onc
race he lapped the mare out in 2:14}, and
beat her in another, getting a record of
2:19}. Since leaving the Pacific slope
he has won several free for all races out
West without injuring his record, butin
an exhibition trot showed 2:17} on a
half mile track. He isnow entered only
in the 2:19 class, and bids fair to have as
easy a time as he had in 1876, though
some of his competitors may force him
into the free for all.

A Pathetic and Unusnal Army Seene.

The Seventh United States Cavalry,
commanded by the gallant General
Sturgis, were, a short time since, ordered
to go into camp in the vicinity of Fort
Lincoln, D. ’IP They marched in col-
umn of four, Company E She gray-
horse troop), commanded by Lieutenant
C. C. DeRudio, forming the head of the
column. They were passing in review
before Generl Sturgis} quarters, when
that brave officer came out of his house
and walked up to the gate with a guidon
in his hand and ordered the command to
halt. Lieutenant DeRudio brought the
battalion to a “present sabers” dis-
mounted and approached the General,
when the following scene transpired: On
the porch were congregated the members
of the General’s family, consisting of his
beautiful wife, his pretty daughter Ella,
another little girl, and their only re-
maining son—a boy of very premising

ualities, The General, with his eyes
ull of tears, addressing Lieutenant
DeRudio, said: “I am charged by my
wife to present your company with this
guidon in remembrance of our dear son,
who was attached to it when he was
killed. I hope you will appreciate it;
take good care of it, and honor the mem-
ory of our dearly loved boy.”” The Lieu-
tenant took the %uidon in his hand,
raised it, and replied in the following
words: “Dear General, I thank you
and Mrs, Sturgis in the name of my
company. This guidon will guide them
and myself to revenge the blood of your
son, and I assure you that nobody shall
capture it while & man of my com-
mand lives, for we shall defend it with
the last drop of our blood.”

During thisscene Mrs. Sturgis was in
tears, and the sisht of this interesting
family, all dressed in mourning for the
lost son, caused many a good mother's
:ge to moicten, for they all worship

eir gallant eral, and have every
confidence in him as an experienced and
brave commander.

Youxe le, thig is a good time to
marrieseo pA new kind of bracket is
made out of paper, looks exactly like
walnuf, and. only costs $1.80 a dozen.
And you.dow’t nced anything beside a
oou assortment of brackets to go to
ousekeeping with,

BULLETS THAT BURST.
i
The l-u-.t::lull.:r‘u'u.:dﬂ {.ll-m n

M. Pertuiset is the inventor ot the ex-
plosive bullet which bears his name, and
of which a good deal was heard at the
time of the last international exhibition
at Paris, In the {y)ear following he was
invited to Russia by Gen. Miliutine, the
Czar's minister of war, and remained
five months in the country, One day he
was experimenting with his powder in
the presence of Gen. Barantzoff (Adju-
tant to the Grand Master of Artillery),
when the latter said to him, ¢ Don’t you
think that if shells were to be charged
with this powder we might obtain some
great results against the plates of armor-
ed ships?” “T am sure of it,” said M.
Pertuiset, “ but having no cannon at my
dispoaal, T have been unable to make the
trial,” “There need be no dlﬁiculti’
about the cannon,” re})lied the General,
“ but with a charge of thirty pounds of
powder wouldn’t the shock make your

rojectile burst?” “Idon’t think so; but
f could not accept the responsibility.”
“Well, I will give orders for the delivery
to you of two eight inch Krupp shells;
you will charge them according to_your
system, and this evening I will ask the

mperor for authorization to risk a
gun.” The Emperor gave his consent in
these words: “If the gun busts it will
bust.” On the morrow the experiment
was made; the shells were fired and the

un remained intact though the target
ﬁew to pieces. It consisted of an iron
platesix inches in thickness, strengthened
with forty inches of wood. M. Per-
tuiset’s remarks deserve to be given ver-
batim. After that, the members of the
Russian military commission seemed to
be astonished at the result, he adds:
“The trials; which I have since renewed,
led me to make an important discovery—
that of retarding at will, the explosion of
a projectile without a fuse. This inven-
tion, joined to the extraordinary potency
of my powder, will, I am convinced
bring about the speedy end of iron-claj
fleets. To prove my assertion I only ask
a nation willing to place at my disposal
the guns and projectiles required.”

During his residence at St. Petersburg
M. Pertuiset was invited to a bear hunt
with the Emperor and the hereditary
Grand Duke. The first bear was killed
by the Czarowitch, after which a bril-
liant collation, of which I partook, was
served us on an immense carpet of snow.
After lunch the Emperor suddenly
turned to M. Pertuiset, and pointing to
a fir about four hundred metres %440
yards) off, “I want you,” said his Majes-
ty, “to aim at that tree and not to miss
it, to try the effect of your explosive
bullets at thatdistance.” The judicious
reader has already guessed that M.
Pertuiset fired, and that the upper part
of the fir went the way of the iron tar-
get. It flew to pieces. Ever{ one ap-
plauded, and the Emperor, smiling, com-
plimented the marksman on his discov-
ery. By and by a second bear waskilled
gby the Czar), and the party returned to

t. Petersburg. A few days later his
Majesty sent M. Pertuiset a magnificent
emerald ring. He is careful to explain
that this success with fir-tree was not
80 much due to his own natural skill as
to the confidence with which the predic-
tion of “a lucid subject” had inspired
him. On the day preceeding the hunt
she had told him to go by all'means, for
that things would turn out well for him.
Her prophesy flashed across his mind just
as he was taking aim, and helped to
steady eye and arm. It was a fortnight
after this incident that Prince Gortscha-
koff addressed his well-known circular to
the Powers, inviting them to send dele-

ates to a conference to be held at St.

Petersburg for the purpose of interdict-
ing the use of explosive bullets in war-
fare. The Russian proposal was assented
to by the nations of Europe, while those
of America declined to send representa-
tives to the congress. The Russian Gov-
ernment, however, by way of making
some compensation to M. Pertuiset for
the loss thusoccasioned him, bought the
secret of fabricating his expiosivc bullets
for a considerable sum, and on the eve
of his departure presented him with $10,-
000 besi(res as a free gift. This generous
proceeding  ““ touched him deeply;”
nevertheless the decision of congress
“ruined all hishopes,” and he resolved to
sail for America. At Rio Janeiro he had
an audience of the Emperor of Brazil,
who, like his brother of Russia, was
anxious to test M. Pertuiset’s powder.
With this end in view, he ordered him
to fire at a given mark. M. Pertuiset
shot well. “That iz a good shot at two
hundred metres,” said his majesty. “I
beg your pardon, sire, al four hundred,”
he answered. ““Oh! that isnot possible,”
replieed the emperor. * Sire, I am cer-
tain what I say is true”” The distance
was measured. It proved to be four
hundred and twenty metres. “I was
wrong, I think,” adds M. Pertuiset, “ not
to have shown myself a perfect courtier.
In spite of the success of my experiments
I did no business in that quarter; all I
gained was the cost of my journey, and
the chance of catching the vellow fever.”

Ethan Allen.

Parson Jedediah Dewey, who preached
a war sermon the Sunday before the
battle of Bennington, was the first pas-
tor of the first churchin Vermont. His
strict theological views rometimes
brought him into contact with Colonel
Ethan Allen, the hero of Ticonderoga,
who lived in Bennington some years.
Preaching on the character of God one
Sunday, Colonel Allen arose in his prom-
inent pew and disputed one of the par-
son’s statements. Pointing at the dis-
turber, Mr. Dewey retorted: “Sit down,
thou bold blasphemer, and listén to the
Word of God.” During the Thanksgiv-
ing service for the surrender of Ticon-
deroga, Mr. Dewey had been ascribing
the glory of the victory to the Lor
rather more sweepingllly than was agree-
able to Allen, who called out in the midst
of a prayer, ‘“ Please mention to the Lord
about my being there.”

Hard Times in New York.
New York Dispatch to Baltimore Sun.

As evidence of the closeness of the
times, the m§est down-town restaurant,
excepting Delmonico’s, near the Stock
Exchange, and running through from
New street to Broadway, has closed up
the present week. This restaurant occu-
pied two floors of the entire street, and
was 8o prosperous for years that on
Christmas it threw open its wine cellar
to its customers and allowed them to
call gratuitously for anything from a
%Iw of sherry to a bottle of Heidsick.

hat the generous act was availed of by
hundreds may well be believed. But,
to-day, all is blank—the once prosperous
restaurant is closed for want of sunport,
and the keeper is at his wit's ensoto
take care of himself,

A LUNATIC was arrested a few days
since in Fortainebleau fo where he
had killed & woodman by chopping off'
hishead. He was found sitting by the
corpse’s side. * What are you doing
there?” ' “I am waiting to see the wry
face this fellow will make when he
wakes! and finds he has no head on his
shouldefs.””—Paris Letter,

“] poN't mind your fanning me,”

eaid she, ““but_please don’t blow™ all my.
frizzes out.” biew gentler, -

The pwla twilight, stepping down,
Is closing out the weary day,
‘Which came in gold and crimson gown,
But steals away in somber m
Beautiful twilight, mystical ight,
Holds her short but subtile sway,
Beautiful twilight, mystical twilight!
Holiest part of all the day.

Purple-robed and starry-eyed
‘Ji)lh gleams of amber-tinted halr
She cglgeltn to htho homﬁak of nuhl:;
And bringeth peace, like a whispered ;
Beautifal twilight, mystical twilight, © "
The hour that God to man hath given,
To brush the tears and carcs aside,
And lift his thoughits and prayers {o heaven,

RANDOM NOTES.

INDIANA will raise a tremendous crop
of tomatoes this year—a new venture,

AMONG the gifts at a late Chicago
wedding was a deed for a $5,000 houge,

IT costs about seven dollars to send g
ton of wheat from Chicago to Liverpool,

THERE are 150 Normal schools in thig |
country.

IN 1876 Alabama exhumed 65,000 tong
of coal from her depths.

PENNSYLVANIA papers complain that
the insane hospitals of the state are over.
crowded. y

THE 700 employes of the New York
post office have appeared in uniforms of
navy blue.

A CONNECTICUT man was drowned by
becoming entangled in lily roots. How
delightfully ssthetic.

A FRANKLIN county (Iowa{) woman
got poisoned with ivy, and the baby she
was nursing died a few days after.

THE sugar cane crop of Texas is said
tobe in fine condition. It is more ex-
tensive than at any time since the war,

THE Beaver Falls (N. Y.) Steel Works
have just turned out a saw ﬁfty-four feet
long, to be used in cutting big trees
California.

THE tomb of David, just sough of the
walls of Jerusalem, ha been explored,
It is now a Mohammedan mosque, with
marble columns.

THE. Toledo Blade asks “ How to do up
shirts?’ Well, if you have not got more
than two, you can do them up in a brown
paper pocket parcel when you travel.

BENNETT cabled an order for a 500
cup to the Narragansett Gun Club on
being notified that he was chosen Presi-
dent.

THE Deadwood Pioncer predicts that
next year there will be employment in
the Black Hills for three times as many
men as there are now.

IN the mine-flooding case of Prevost
vs. Gorrell, Columbia county, Pa., Gor-
rell has been ordered to pay $128800
damages for turning a stream into Pre-
vost’s mine.

THE Smith Sisters, of Glastonbury,
live in a house 139 years old, sit under a
tree 107 years, and are lmyp{ possessors
of the Governor Stonestall china, which
is 200 years old.

A woMAN went into a shipyard at
Kennebunkport, Me., a few days ago,
and offered to go as high on the mast of
a ship there as one of the men, ani she
did, Eoth going to the highest attainable
point.

“ MAY they always live in peace and
harmony,” was the way in which an edi-
tor wound up a notice of the marriage
of a couple of friends. And it came out
in his paper the next morninﬁ: 4 Ma‘v
they always !ive on peas and hominy.”

WHEN a young man of Upper Sandus-
ky calls upon a young woman of Upper
Sandusky he finds a Murphy badge on
one corner of the center table and on the
opposite corner the miniature of a mit-
ten; and before proceeding to business he
is required to choose which corner he
accepts.

A RECENT examination in spelling in
Albany produced the following vara-
tions: Syracuse—Ciricuse, Seyercouse,
Cyricuse, Sericuse, Saricuise, Sercuse,
Scricus, Siricuse, Serikuse, Sarrycus,
Syrucus, Sarycuse, Syrcucuse, Searecuse,
Syraucug, Scrocous, Syrcous, Seycuse,
Seraceuse, Sarragus, Seyracus, Sirecus,
Syrercuse,

A TrRAMP in Peoria, 1., convicted of
vagraney, was set to work on the road.
He refused to do a stroke; they ornament-
ed him with a ball and chain, whereupon
hie sat down in the road and stared at the
crowd all day and the crowd stared at
him. They were still staring at last
accounts.

WHEN a small boy with a prejudice
against yellow dogs observes an old
oyster-can in a condition of inactivity, he
at once begins debating the question
whether it was created to point a moral
or adorn a tail. The dog gets the first
news of the decision.— Worcester Pres.

FIVE years ago a poor girl of eighteen,
living as a servant with a wealthy farn)ler
of Pleasant Valley, Monroe county, Pa,
was sent to jail for six months, beingan
incurable thief. The people of Pleasant
Valley heard nothing more of her _untll
she returned the other day, richly
dressed, and bought the farm for cash,
to their immense astonishment.

DisGUSTED with a suit for a yoke of
oxen which had had five trials, a Ken-
tucky jury has rendered the following
verdict: ““We of the jury find for the
plaintiff one of the steers in controversy,
or it value, $50; and to the dcfendant
the other steer, or its value, $50; the
costs to be equally divided between the
parties, andet%e yoke to go to the lawyers.

AN engineer of a train coming into
Paterson, N. J., the other day, was horrr
fied to see a boy deliberately take off his
coat, turn down his collar, and lay down
on the track with his neck across the
rail. The scared man screamed on his
whistle, shut down the brakes, reversed
the engine, and stopped the train, justin
time to see the boy rise and . retreat,
executing masonic signs with fingers 10
his nose. The train will not be stop
next time.

PEACH cobbler is not something to
drink. - It is a pudding; and to ‘make it
one must line a dish with biscuit crush,
rolling it thick around the edge; put 1n
a layer of peaches, then butter and sugar
and a very little flour, then peaches, and
so on till the dish is full; cover with 8
thick crust, cut a slit in the center and
pour in boiling water till full; bake in 8
moderate oven. : -

THE ill-fated yacht Mohawk, the
property of the late Commodore Garner,
18 lying'at the Brooklyn wharf, and is
offered for sale at $25,000. Her furni
ture and carpets cost $40,000. It would
require a fortune to run the vessel. The
fu?l crew would cost $1,200 & month, not
to speak of ship’s stores. It is hoped by
the trustees of Commodore Garners
estate that she ‘will be purchased as 3
pilot boat. Old sailors say the Mohawk
18 as stift a vessel as ever was built.

THE other day a tel was received
in Bucharest from the hospital suy%eon
at Gm% announcing the flight of all
the inhabitants, and asking what he was
to do. The reply was that he was to re-
main at his post as long as there was &
single patient under his care. A few
hours afterward the surgeon put in his
appearance at Bacharest. ¢ What do

ou mean b'y leaving your post

9 asked
is chief, “Excuse me,” was the rep! m"

>

“ my patients have all run away.—
Correspondent,



