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ITS HONOR STUDENTS.

Seventy-one on Normal College List
— Awards of Prizes.

At the Normal College of the City of New-York
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FERRER—POMARES

One of the principal events of the social

for the local Epanish-American soclety was the
marriage last evening of Miss
mares to Pedro Ferrer. The wedding took place

at the Church of the Hoiy Sacrament, Seventy-
first-st. and Broadway The church was pretiily
decorated The Rev. Father Taylor officlated, as-
sisted by three The bride wore a gown of
white maoire, trimmed with antique Spanish .
The mai was Mrs. Emma Aaron
Misses Mearia, Anita Conchita Pomar

ters of the bride, and Miss Julia Trumpler wer

priests

d of honor

and

the esmaids Carios Ferrer, brother of the
bridegroom, was best man Dr. J. Brown
Bole nagas and Frederick Findlay acted as
reception at the home of the br
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DAVIS—VOBE

Plymouth Church, Brooklyn, last night was the
scene of the wedding of Miss Grace Allen Vose
and Prederick Willls Davis. Over one thousand
invitations had tssued, and the church

with nearly three thousand peopie from
out of town, Manhattan, and the Helghts, Hill and

Park Slope sections This was a pink and white
wedding, a the church was handsomely decorat-
ed with palms, lilies and white peonles The bride,
wkhko is the daughter of ¥r and Mrs. Joseph Alonzo
Vose, of Marcy-ave., was given away by her cousin,
Joseph M. Vose, her father being tco 11i to perform
this fupction She wore a2 handsome dress of ivory
duchess satin, trimmed with point appliqué lace
and chiffon Her vell was of tulle, and she car-
ried & shower bouguet, composed of bride roses
&nd lles-of-the-valley. Miss Amy Frances Dunn,
of Jefterson-ave. =aa ber mald of bonor end was
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crowd

7

HONOR STUDENTS OF

Wiese

mentio
Mever
nis and

For p
seph

nette =©
Rose F

Weddings of Yesterday .

g 3.5
H. Wi
m f M "tetoria
Maj sud
¢ M New-York
D W K
w g W t
M 1
S x-S P
St. J Ror te
Me

Miss Frances
Marine

take place this evening in

Pl

The pretty wedding which will take place to-day
in Albuguerque, N. M., at the home of the bride's

mother, will be that of Mrs Euphemia Mills Nel-
son, daughter of Mre, Chul'? Albert elson, to
Lieutenant George M. Apple, £ A
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Tbrer _Adventures of Harry 7Revel.

4. T. QUILLER-COUCH (“Q.”).
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) Her hair had grown much gray
th ere dark rings under her eyes You
seel somehow, Miss Plinlimmon.”
D has been wearing me
I ha thought sometimes of re-
t my fortune elsewhere: but
of the children restrains me I

mistakes with them—perhaps move
they love me, howes
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]| mean well, and it would

if fell into bad hands. Now I

yot sure that Mr Scougall wouid choose
st successor. 3efore he married I could |
trusted his judgment.” She fell a-musing |
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Man’s Rock,” “The SBplendid Spur,” “I Saw Three Ships,” ete

Charles Seribner’'s Eons.)

moment later: and I looked up and saw a young
redcoat sauntering toward us

Her tone, I was foolishly glad to observe, had
not been entirely joyous. And Master Archi-
bald, as he drew near, did not seem in the best
of tempers. He was beyond all doubt a hand-
some vouth, and straight limbed; but apparently
He kept his eves on the ground

a sullen one
and only lifted them for a moment when close
in front of us.

Good afternoon, aunt.”

“Good afternoon, Archibald. This is Harry—

mv friend Harry, of whom you have heard me

speak
He glant at me and gave me a curt nod.
| T could see at once that he considered me a nui-
An awkward silence fell between the
of us, broken at length by a start and
ed excl n from Miss Plin n
Archibald glanced over his shoulder ¢ -S3ly
Oh, yes said he, “th are baiting a
-y-, e hid ring from us Dogs
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es t er meaning fo s. It
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walked away ie by

hen turned my head to

She rose and they
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I gazed aft
look for a
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became aware of another
to Mr. Archibald

few paces behind

ring; and, in doing so,
in uniform similar
the turf a

soldier,

strete prone on

me
look at

When I stood up and turned to have a

{ him, his head had dropped on his arms and he

appeared to be sleeping. But I could have
sworn that whe1 I first caught sight of him he

the pair.

had been gazing after

Well, there was nothing in this (you will say)
to disturb me; yet for some reason it made me

| alert if not uneasy I chose another seat, but at
no great distance, and kept him in view. He
raised his head once, ed around like one con-
{ fused and not wholly awake, and dropped into
slumber again. Misc Plinlimmon and Archi-
bald turned and me pacing back; turned
again and repeated this quarter deck walk thrice
| or four times. He was talking, and now and

he says that in
g men content to begin in
v if they have birth and |
recomi 1 them.”
begin in that way,” said I |
h to a co ission Is harder
she answered, ‘‘though in
has his father's record to
ve) a4 good frie in Colonel

| during this process Mr

who commands the North Wilts. |

He nd Arthur 1d ades in arms. But
garrison life does not suit poor boy, or so
he ng He is a little sore with his
f: f jecting him to it, and cannot take :
his paying the debts. That
S tur 1S She heaved an-
i Sig egiment—or rather the sec-
viton, 1o whi he belongs—was ordered
i to Plvmouth last January, and since then

cupied with drill and petty irritating

I O
of which he complains sorely—though I
. there is a prospect of their being ordered
| out to Portugal before long.”

| believ
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“You see often?’ 1 asked, still

him

jealous

an empty bench, some fifty yards away.

“They beiong to Archibald’s regiment,” saild
Miss Plinlimmon as we settied ourselves to talk.
I had noted that she scanned them narrowly.
“Why, here is Archibald!” she exclaimed, &

a trifle |

This afternoon. In St m ( st She seemed to pause a moment before answer-
Long Island, Mirs I ' Camse riing “Yes: oh, yes, to be sure, I see him fre- |
or B Ton. W he rector, | Auently. That is only natural, 1s it not?”

:;lr“ r‘u will officlate : We left the shop and strolled toward the Hoe.
[ 1 felt that something was wrohg, something in-

The Rev. Dr. Newell Dwight Hillls will officlate | terfering to spoll our day; and felt unreason-
at the marriage of Miss Grace A!len Vose, daugh- ’a,bn' sure of it on finding our old seat occupled |
ter of Mr. and Mrs, Joseoh &, Vose, of Marci-ays; | by three soldiers—two of them supporting a

¥ mouth Church | drunken comrade. We made disconsolately for

then using a slight gesture. I could@ not see that

she respcnded: at any rate, she did not turn to
him But the man on the grass occupied most
of my attention, and I missed the parting. An

odd fancy took me to watch if he stirred again

while I counted a hundred. He did not, and I
shifted my gaze to find Miss Plinlimmon com-
ing toward m2 unescorte Master Archibald
disappeared

Her eves were red, and her voice trembled a
little. “And now,” said she, “that's enough of

my affairs, please God!” She began to put ques-
tions about the Trapps, and I told her that Mrs.
Trapp was spring cleaning and described how
Trapp and [ teck our
meals in the back yard under the Cttadel wall—
“all frisky,” ed it, and I could not think
why, for in fact while it lasted he wore a chas-
tened air, not to say a lugubrious. Perhaps, as
we sat sharing our bread and bacon under the
naked rock, the situation set him thinking.
“Here, but for the grace of God, sits Samuel
Trapp, a homeless outcast.”
ally so cheerful) would at such times run on
war prices, the scarcity of gold, the famine al-
ready gripping the very poor. He did not tell
me—but I had learnt it from the boys
Barbican, fed themselves on “sky blue and sink-

he cz

on

| ers”—that I was the luckiest apprentice in the

parish. Even the ropey smell of the bread they
munched, and its colo-, often a bright green,

{ with mildew, used to turn my proud stomach.

There were few but would have given their
“honest” parentage and all it brought them—
except pernaps their liberty—for a mess of Mr.
Scougall's porridge.

Now, while I answered Miss Plinlimmon’s
questions, I happened to look along the flat

| a dozen yards by his manceuvre,

in time to see, at
a soldier

stretch of turf to the right,

perhaps a hundred yards’ nce,
cross it from behind and go hurrying down the

siope toward the bull rinzg. I re ognized him at
a glance. He was the blackavized man who
had pretended, just now, to be sleeping.

Almost at once, as I remember it—but I dare- |

say some minutes had passed—a furlous hub-

bub arose below us, mixed with the yelling of |

ams.

dogs and a few sharp scr

And before we |

knew what it meant, at the point where the |

disappeared, he came

lackavized man had

scrambling back into view, found his legs and |

headed straight toward us, rur

with a bull behind him in full chase
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bench, thrust her ndie beneath it and

r but a second or
-ame thundering by: for
the ground, and so small

scrambled after her into

the

two before pa

the bull's hoofs shook

a space—eight or nine yards at the most—di-
vided him from the man that they passed In

one rush. and with them half a dozen bulldogs

ing desperately, |
|

Plinlimmon off the |

| memory.

hanging at the brute’'s heels as if trailed along
by an invisibl o Next after these peited
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fiy his charge at random as hox, man and bull
crushed to earth together. and a dreadful bellow
mingled with the sharper notes of splintered!
wood.
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the and the
ward of the sen-
off the legs
.t tirst supposed
on to MOAm

It was the end. The et
through the bull's spine at
crowd dragged him lifelzss, a
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neck,

horns

try box still impaled on
of the blackavized man—who

to be dead also, awoke out of his sw
and cry feebly for water

While this was fetching, the butcher knelt
and lifted him into a sitting posturs He struek
me as ill favored enough—not t say ghastly—
with the dust and blood on his chackga (for &
splinter had lald open his heek) and his face
an unhealthy white against his malte i hair. AS
they lifted him, too, T saw for t first time that
he wore sergeant’s str

“What's the poor thing calie me one in-
quired of the sentry

The sentry. being an I mistook the
idiom. “He's called a Bul 1 he, stroking
the barrel of his rifle t tivyle elase?
I didn’t have time to get the « rsign.’”

“But 'tis the man we mear

sergeant—North

“Oh, he's called Letch =
Wilts.™
Letcher gulped down a momthf n? water and
managed to sit up, pushing itcher’s arm
aside
“Where's Plinlimmen A hoarsely.
“Hurt >
“Here I am, old fello sweredy Archibald,
reeling rather tha pping forward A erack
on the skull, that's a Hope 1're none the
worse?" His own f —— m &
nasty graze t £ 0 had
struck the e of
Hm? 1 3 ot-
ter mear his
face twisted ith pair A veran't
too smart, the first g Wh e d in't
you hamstring the hem
shouting to ¥°
f I nshire
her g g for
m < m fero-
ciously and with a 1 r . lerfal,
his exh He ned k and
panted the
thigh, ling rsed
him. that he spoke

the
Master Arck

hearing shot,
Citadel,

The crowd began
way back to Miss Plinli

escape!™

my repert. “I am glad that ;

himself well.”
youthful adve

bull, in her native Wales

She we on to tell

ure of her own with

Some days later she sent me a poem on the
occurrence:
Lo, as he strides his native scene,

The bull-how dignified his mienl
When tethered, otherwise!

one tether broke and ran

After a m
Before t

hese very eyes!

“T feel that I have been mors successful with
she added, “having been
of mine,

the metre than usual.”
guided by a little poem, a
which, as it also inculcates kindness to the brute
Harry, to commit o

favorite

do well,

you will

It runs:

creation,

“If men and women only knew

What sorrows little birds go through,
I think that even boys

Would never deem It sport, or fun,

To stand and fire a frightful sun
For noth .

ng but the noise.’

The shadow of Mr. Archibald seemed:doamed
to'rest upon our anniversaries. This second one,
though more than exciting enough, had not an-
rd when

swered my expectations; and on the t
I presented myself at the bun shop it wvas o
learn with dismay ti Miss Plinlimmon had
not arrived—for reme ng her accent of re=

proach in answer to r nephew’s congratula-
tions last year, and fired with jealousy, I had

that morning and raided an orchard, under thea

trees of which I had noted a fine crop of: colum-

walked into the country toward Plympton early

bines, seeded from a neighboring garden but
then growing wild. Also I gled-together In
my pocket no less a sum an two- bright shil-
lings—Mr. Trapp having lately lost the donkey
(of old age) which used to carry his soot 1o mar-

ket and promised me a farthing on every sack if

mal,

the expense of a new ar

I could save hilr

This accounted for one shilling, and the.other he
had magnificently handed over to me out of &
wager of five he had made with an st Country
skipper that I could ve and take the wat

hands first, off the jibboom of any vessel sé-
lected from the shipping then at anchor in Catte=
water. I knew that Miss n wanted &
box to heoid her skeins, and I also knew the price
of one in a window in George-st, an ad the
shopman’s promise not to part with it before
5 o'clock that evening. I wished Miss Plin-
limmon to admire it first, and then I meant to

| enter the shop in a lordly fashion an d, emerging,

his t net feebly at

The butcher vore 3 “Murdered by |
folly if ever man was! Ye bitter fool,” he
shouted, “it's pricked him on, ye've done! If

hi it's pity ye didn’t stab

ye must stab

harder, and he'd have turned and skewered ye!
The 1wck faced

blz

man, having gained maybe |
was now head- |

| kept excl

ing for the Citadel gate, beside which—so far
away t we saw tkem as toys—stood a sentry
box and the figure of a sentry besi je it. Could |
he reach His altered course had
2ft of the

he must

could not

But there was
along the ridge
The crowd saw
Master Archibalid
g his lead. I

and followed.

tie In

from

front

lit

Imost at once n that we were

outdistanced. Alone of us Master Archibald
had a chance: and if the man were to be saved,
it lay either wit him or with the sentry at
the gate.

I can the look on the sentry's
face as we drew and his features grew
distinct. He stood in the middle of the short

| roadway which led to the drawbridge, and clear-

His discourse (usu- |

the |

ly it had within a few moments Jawned upon
him that he was the point upon which these tatal
forces were converging. A low wall fenced him
on either hand, and as he braced himself, grasp-
ing his Brown Bess—a fine picture of Duty
triumphing over into this narrow
passage poured the chase, rolled as it were in a
fiyving heap; the hunted man just perceptibly
first, the bull and Archibald Plinlimmon can-
noning against each other at the entrance. Mas-
ter Archibald was hurled aside by the impact of
the brute’'s hindquarters and shot, at first almost
on all fours, then prone, alongside the base of
the wall; but he had managed to get his thrust
home, and this time with effect. The bull tossed
his head with a mighty roar, ducked it agaln
und charged on his prey, who flung up both arms
and feli, spent, by the sentry box. The sentry
sprang to the other side of the roadway and let

Irresolution-

| of shame and

r hands

to put the treasure in he

So I paced the pavement front of Mr.
Tucker's, the prey of a thousand misgivings.

ur  late, she

But at length, and ly half an h

hove in sight.
“T have been detained, dear.,” she explained as
we kissed, “by Archibald,” she added.

Always that accursed Archibald! “Did he
wish you many happy returns » 1 asked,

thrusting my bunch of columbines upon her
with a blush.

“You dear, dear boy™ But
she ignored my question. When we were seated,
too, she made the poorest atiempt to eat, bug
iming on the beauty of my flowers,

The meal over, she drew out her purse to pay.
“We shan't be seeing Mr. Archibald to-day?” X

she chirruped.

| asked, wistf preparing to go.
“You may be certain”—— With that she
paused, with a blank look which changed to one

The purse was
empty.

“O Harry!
ghillings in it when
laid the purse on the tal
was just picking

do? There were five
ed them out and
r gloves. I
Archi-

fen—whnen

bald”"— Her again and she
turned to the “Something most
unfortunate has ppened 1 piease,
| send for Mr. Tucker? me—by
| face at least. I have I pre-
vious occasio

I had neot wx of the price of
eatables; but on the shopwoman
with a bold f: a ng heart

“How much

| rupted, did not recapture the

“One-and-ninepe
I know not whi
Hef, or the glory of

happier

1 as |

paid, pocketed my and in the
elation of it offerec .
We walked down

box in the window. aged to pass without
wincing, though desperately afraid that the
shopman might pop out—it seemed but natural
he should be lying In wait—and hold me to my
bargain.

Our session upon

the Hoe. though uninter-

> abandonment
of our first blissful birthday Miss Plinlimmon
could neither forget the mishap to her purse, nor
apeak quite freely about it A ater she
celedbrated her redemption in tb foilowing
stanza: -

A friend in need is a friend Indeed,
We hBave ofttimes heard
And King Richard the Third
Was reduced to crying., My kingdom for &
horse!™
O may we never want a friend!’
“Or a bottle to give him.” T omit, as coarse.
She inclosed one-and-ninepence in the mise

sive; and so obtained her workbox after gll-
being, by a miracle, stili unscid, -

(To be continuedy




