The mulberry flowers came drooping down
Sweet over the two that vtood together,
Parting there by the gatewsy brown,
Sull and sad in the soft May weather,
He held her close for a last, long kiss
* T will wait for you, dea..” she said, *
ever.”
No later hour shall be false to this ;
For mine is a love that oan alter never '

fore

The mulberry flowers droop down once more
Sweet over the two that stand together

But not the two that stood before,
Parting sad in the soft May weather !

For the earth has changed its bloom agaio,
And the love has changed that could alter

never,
Bat a year has come and gone since then

And that is the length of a giri's forever

Goeod-RBye.

I
{

Good-bye, and yet good-bye ! the words I speak |
That lnger long 1
On hearts that love t0o well ; those words tho' |

weak,
Can read the strong. |
And ‘tis not weakness that on souls should |
dwell |
Their binding sway :
The rapturons transport of & last farewel!
All must obey.
Right gallantly the good ship plonghs her track, !
Through the salt sea foam,
And precions is the fre'ght she carries back
To many a home.
Then sall on, gallant ship ;
I will not moarn,
For rolling time will soe fulfilled the vows
My lips have sworn

1

|

NOT LOST,

It was late in the afterncon of a dull |
autumnal day that a group of young |
people cameo chatting down the flight of
stone steps leading from the door of a
cathedral church, in an old Atlantio |
seaport town, They were members of |
the choral society attached to the |
church, and they had evidently been |
there for rehearsal. Within, the great |
building yawned black and lonely, save |
in the ery, where, over the organ, a |
gas-jet spun rays of iight in the gloem, |
and the sound of softly subdued voices |
broke through the stiliness, |

The visible ococupants were two, l;
man and a msiden—young, and with |
the eabalistic word, “‘lovers,” gleaming |
as did the mysterious handwriting of |
old on the wall, on their foreheads. |
Robert Field, the organist, was turning |
over some sheets of manuseript music |
with an absorbed air, while by his side |
stood Hester Heatherslaigh, her pretty
face full of anxious interest as she |
watched his movements. A little clond |
of uneasiness wrinkled her forehead |

|

now and then as she saw the rent edges |

ol'iln:?ehudlwudl:g the narrow slit |
of ow, giving to the east where the
gray sea lay tossing stormily. {

*““Well, Robert I” she said at last, |
dropping her slim hand on his shoul- |
der, *“ Well, Robert, what is it ?”

The musician’s dsrk serious face |
lighted a moment, gloriously, as he
:‘!med and took the little hands in |

is

“ I asked you to stay, Hester, be- |
cause I wi to play for you some |
passages from my new piece. I shall |
submit it to the society at Music Hall
to-morrow eveming, and I want your
opinion in advance.”

The girl langhed—a little, rip-
pling lsugh of gleeful enthusiasm.

- opinion !| Why, Robert, you
know what &M will be. It
would be nothing but a form asking it."y |

Robert raised the little hand tenderly |
to his lipa,

“I know that love makes geuntle erit- |
jes of us all,” he said, wisely. * But|
now I want you to forget who is the |
author of the melody, and to exercise |
gnr judgment without stint. Remem- |

, too, that love is the theme ; love
‘which, wisely or unwisely, hopes all |

things, believes all thi and endures |

all things unto the end.” And then he

tarned to ¢he organ. |
He played slowly at first. It was a

lonely opening, full of strange, sad |
chords, as if a soul were waiting some- |
where 12 shadow. Then, as brightuess |
entered, the theme asserted itself. The
wonderful tones climbed higher and |
higher, expressive of a great faith, of a |
fond, mad trinmph, and bewildering |
10¥. On and on the chords swept ; it |
was as if a living chain of light ran
round the world.

_When ke had finished there was
silence for a moment between these
two. The lingering echoes rolled back |
and forth till one by one they, too, es- |

into stillness. Then Hesier |
Heu.hﬁ:.lexgg stooped, and with guiv- |
ering and tear-wet eyes, reverentl
kissed the bowed forehead of ho{‘
lover. |

“ Oh, my darling !" she cried, “‘it!
i‘-n-lobenn:i(ul! I am so pround of you. |

o taught you to play like that ?” |

A proud and utu&d smile curved |
Robert Field's lips as he listened. |
“My love for you taught me,” ke an-
swered. My love for you, which is so
great, so all-absorbing, that my music |
:u.lo be but a poor expression |

it.” |

Then lifting her head he gazed for a {
moment with wistful tenderness imto |
the rose-pink beauty of her small, sweet |
‘mY thin then, ‘

“You think it is a triumph
dear? Ah, Hester, are upm :

for the music itsell, or onlyout |
o a"tender mercy born of your love for |
me ?” |

An indignant light brightened the |

retty violét eyes out of the drowsy |

.ng;or of yonth‘n‘ enchanting dreams. |

““ Tender merey for you,” she repeat- |
ed. Then her voice changed. *‘Ab, |
Robert ! if my love can make yon write |
like that now, then your future life
shall be full of inspiration, for I shall |
love you more and more the longer I 1
know 7ou. I shall love you more and
more forever.”

She wound her arm about his neck,
and with , maiden sweetness
e e e B B
wa ir, i thin,
lna which lay nervelessly on the ‘;ll.
low organ keys. And then a stillness
crept about them, a stillnees more
fraught with eloqueut joy than any
measure of golden speech could have

While they thus stood hand in hand
talking the curtain behind them
tioning off the ] and
It was a

a dark face

mm’:. face, :ld.omo but cruel in that
purp ?loon gathering shadow. It
was no friendly face, either, that with
its mmgu of hats and jealous
anger urious despair seemed,
while the lovers talked, to be. playing a
dark and stormy accompaniment to the
idyl of their love.

Amdd_enmgrybunlolvindnuhe}
narrow window d them unpl
antly to a sense of night and the near-
ing storm.

“Oh, the rain |” cried Hester, with s |
pale face. ** How thoughtless of us to
stay, and you have that long, desolate

e e |

““ Never = stoutly,
““There are such light mﬁl
heed a

ing touch of wind and water. I see
ﬂlht:”mx door first, and then good-

“

oomoxiwof’ll:lo.n"'l Hester answered,

of g
z!likeitbetterw.”tho oung man
said, gravely. “I do not like your
ceusin Conrad, and I am not willing to
trust you to his care. yﬂuﬁn‘!
he went on, earnestly, *““if my musie
but brings me fame and fortune I can
then make you all my’ there
will be no m‘oh:o.‘o ;irchh’_ no more
partings in rm us,”
stairs and out
into the street together, unconscious
the shadow dosinﬁpqn, szhm
and blacker. Af the door-of Hester’s
:g:aobthey parted with a

s My’precion‘a musie,” eried Robert,
e B st w0 el Ts
“No harm m rep-
resents fame and mbn and
Lomor forthulldm. ny’ darling,”

<

R

| eried,
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Hester lifted a small wet face to peer | chords followed, wnndering and discon-

into the gloom.

neoted ; then his face chauged, and,

“1 wish yon could stay,” she said. | with a terrible ory, he flung his head

cliffs—the path is so lonely and danger
ons. Ishall come varly to rehearsal
to-morrow for the sake of knowing that
you are safe.”

“Do!"” he answered. ‘1 shall bring | eludes meo and fades away.

for me to miss it new, Good-night,
good-night, my sweetheart!” And so
wadow of his awaiting doom,

After that night of storm the day
dawned olear and cool, At St Panl's

]

{ you glad tidings. Success is too near | it now,

thy vanish'd bows | ghe Choral Society, just then in first opposed her,

And oh, Robert, be careful of the ! on his arms.

“Oh, Hester! tell me what is it
have lost? Sometimes I almost reach
it—it is in my mind, something beauti
ful which I almost grasp, and then it
1 have lost |
Hester! take me

Hester !
X

home 3
She kissed him and soothed him with

swaking he passod from her into the | sweet womanly words, and when he was

more composed she led him away,
Soon after that they were married.

In vain Hester's friends threatened and

She was quietly deter-

flush of enthusiasm over a new oratorio, | mined.

gathered early. One—Two—Three !
the singers waited impatiently f

leader. Something bad detained him

t

most likely ; he would come soon!|

a heart heavy as lead in her bosom, fell

on her kneces in an agony of prayer. | may
“Oh, my God !" she cried, reckless of | Tears filled
who might hear her. * He is dead. My | oyes.

Robert is dead !
the cruel storm !”

Some one, pitying, touched Ler arm. |

It was her ocousin, Conrad Charteris ;
he was looking down at her with a pale

spied upon her yesterday from
behind lKo gallery curtatn, Her pite-
ous ery had tonched even his stony
heart.

“Hush I" he whispered, * here is
news from him—from Robert; come
and hear what it is."

A note had been brought by a swift
muning messenger, and a shudder ran
round the waiting circle of listeners
when its contents were made known.
It was signed by a leading physician
of the city, and stated that Robert
Field had n picked up that morn-
ing at the foot of the oliffs and taken
home for dead. He was now, at the
date of writing, lying in an insensible
condition, and 1t was impossible to tell
what the extent of his injuries were,
or if there was any hope of his nltimate
recovery.

A horror stricken silence followed the
reading of the note, broken at last by a
low, sobbing ery from Hester Heather-
sleigh’s white lips,

“T must go to him—oh, I must go to

him! Who will take me? You!
you !” and she caught Conrad Charteris
by the arm.

He shrank away from her with a ges-
ture much as if she had pierced him
with a kpife, His black eyes dilated
horribly. Y

“J? I go with yon to see him ?" he
cried. “What are you thinking of ?

lWhlt do you take me for?"” Then

noting her astonished look he made a
fierce struggle for composure ; but his
hands shook like withered leaves.

“Why do you wish o go to him?" | Jies

he question
ize you—and it is no

you! Let me take you home.”
She snatched up her shawl and beund
it with trembling fingers about her
shoulders. “Itell yon 1 shall go to
him,” she answered. “1 was to

for

| face—a face paler far than that which |
| he had

angrily. * He “ﬂl‘;’. not | his touch, discordant and {

| metry and power.

ave |

been his wife and, living or dead, my |

place is now by his side. You can come
with me if youlike!"™ And she flew
to her, that short

down the steps.
:g: road leading to the

It seemed an
time she was on
lonely house of Robert Field's widowed
mother ; aud when at last, by dint of
her prayers aud tears, she was suffered
to approach his bedside, she lookel
down on a very different Robert Field
from the one with whom she had parted
in such Ingh hope the night before.

The bruises were chiefly about the
head, the physician ssid gravely, and
even.if he recovered it was doubtful if
his mind would ever be sound again.

Hester heard him, and with a great sob |

fell on her knees by the bedside. Where
now were the brilliant aspirations, the
tender hopes, the gay ecourage and
gone by? [Lost! lost! Success so
near to him; and yet to fail. Triumph
so nearly won, and yet to pass by on
the other side.
“Robert, O my Robert! Look up!
Speak to me, or I, too, shall die ! "
Ah! but love remained. Love un-
changed and unfaltering. This then
was left—the blessing of a love which
believes all things, hopes all things,
and endures all things unto the end.
The drawn white face on the pillow
did pot ¢
under the balf-closed lids the dull eyes
gleamed feebly and the slender hand
outside on the coverlet groped helpless
ly. Hester took his hand in hers and
en, quick as lightni
strange, subtle instinct rather than by
any demonstratien of his, she felt that

| stout-hearted faith of one short day |

“ He loved me when friends and for- |

{ the great bells chimed the hours and | tune smiled on him,” she answered
'or their | them.

*He would have given me every |
great gift which the world was ready to
bestow on him for love of his beautiful

{ Tha hour struck Four and he had not | genius, and shall I desert him now |
| come, and Hester Heoathersloigh, with | when misfortune has overtaken him ? |

Perhaps—oh, perhaps some time God |
restore to him his lost mind.” |
her lovely, soft pathetio |
“If I dared to hope it—oh, if I |

He has been 'ost in | but might hope for it, how willingly
| would I give my life to have it so.”

The day before her wedding she re-
ceived a visit from Conrad Charteris,
“It shall

|
not be!” he ecried out |
vehemently. ** Do you recoguise what
you are doing? Why, you had better |
far die at onoe, for Robert Field is but |
little better than an idiot.” |
“And if he were an idiot,” returned |
Hester, bravely hiding her hurt at the |
brutal words, ** even then I would mar-
y hi I love him, and if not one |
vestige of his glorious 1ntellect remain- |
od I would be Robert Field's wife, and |
a proud one, too!" {
“ And, by God, I believe you would,” |
answered Conrad, looking with a fond,
mad longing into the small pale face,
lifted so undauntedly to his dark gaze. |
“ Hester, you will drive me mad.
would to heaven that Robert Field was |
dead. hy did he not die that night |
last winter 7" and he struck his hand |
furiously on the table in a blind frenzy |
of despair. |

“ God knows it was from no lack of |

purpose in you that he did not die,"” |
retorted H wster, spiritedly. |
She spoke at random, but Conrad |
shrank away with a white face., The|
idle words evidently hit him bhard. |
They cut close and sharp as steel in |
their unexpected descent, and wheeling
abraptly about he left her and did not |
seck her again. . |
They were married quietly, and after |
that, in the tender security of his mod- |
est home, under the fond and cherish- |
ing care of his wife, health and streagth |
eame slowly back tothe shattered frame |
of Robert Field. |
Slowly, too, out of the darkness he |
begun to wrench, one by one, the se-|
orets of his prisoned mind. Old melo- |
to shape themselves under |
mentary |
at first, but gradually assuming sym-

|
|

“Not quite a wreck!" he would
sigh, wistfully. *‘Some daysome good
genii will unlock my prison door and
set me free.”

In the child that was born to them, a
beautiful boy who sang sweet musio in
every tone of his chiidish voice, his
oride was great, He talked of him,
istened to him, watched him, and
dreamed of him, predicting a future of
which Bertrand was to be the perfect
flower, the very golden rose of jov. So
the years sed, and sweet Hester
Field's fair face grew heavenly beauti-
ful to see, with its tired look of patient
waiting. God only knows how her
heart failed her now at times ; or with
what fierce power she wreatled wish her
growing doubts, and prayed for strength
to help her bear this cross whose
shadow fell even darker and deeper on
her young life.

Had her love, then, been a sacrifice in
vain?

But one day the answer came !

Retarning one afternoon from a long |
walk, Robert Field stopped in the hall,
spell bound by the trinmphant strains
of some new and besutiful melody
floating through the rooms. His worn

| face flashed with the old light of in-

hange at Hester's erv, but|

ng, by some |

poor, stricken senses were trying |

to break threugh the darkness that en-

veloped them and make their unknown |

want understood.

‘““Robert, Robert ! what is it?" she
* What is it that you want to
make us understand 7’

The helpless movement of his lips,
the helpless groping of his fingers, were
enough to make one weep, Hester bent
her ear to his mouth,

»” Wlut is it, Robert, dear? Tell me
—what is it youwant ?”

"T'he stiffened lips strove with s terri- |

ble effort to move, and this time one
word was feebly articulated :
** Music !"
Hester looked up with a startled ex-
clamation:
*“ Music! He calls for his musie. Do
ou not hear? Where is it ? Who
nows about it ? Is it lost ?” she ques-

tioned u:gerly.
Again that terrible attempt at speech.

The dull eyes opened wide, the feeble | Which were no shame to him.
clench

fingers ed themselves on Hester's

band, and, with a last mad effort of ex- | ‘‘ Bertrand has written it out note for

Kiring desperate strength,
imself and shrieked:
“My music! Find it!

one dead,

“Yon have killed him,” said the
EIM angrily, and at the words
ed:l,e'vﬂh a moan, dropped down in-

Not dead! But when, after weeks
aud months of painful illness, he {aced
the world n, he looked like a
shadow out of the past. But bent and
n%oid. with scarred forehead and
whitened locks, the wreck of his hody
was not the greatest evil that had be-
fallen him ; for of the brilliant genins
of other days no vestige was left, Sad-
dest of all, the miserable ghost of his
lost hopes haunted him, and in the
ruined chambers of his darkened intel-
lect he was forever groping, trying to

r up the mystic chords of tuneful
which no longer vibrated to his

Mﬁonch. The i
though his feeble mind failed to take
in tha greatness of his loss, the shadow
of something beautiful which was to
have been, but, somehow, failed to be
hyon'mm gave his face a wistful
:ok, ";:ln sadder '.'IJ i:‘ its mute

durance any

could have been. o

Music was to him now somethin
akin tothe sound of “sweet bells jing]
onct):l. tg‘no and ht:lh."

in early spring he went to
thechn.rog for t.be’ﬁnt time, leanin,
on Hester’s arm, The old, familiar loo!
of the place struck him foreibly and
roused his dormant wits. He sat down
to the organ and glided his hands over
the keys; a few jangling, discordant

|

he raised | note, a counterpart of my own work. |

Save it !” | own work, and yet his !
| And then he fell back on his pillow like | can explain it. And oh, Hester !

|
|

. ago dissppeared from the town, an

spired thought ; his eyes dilated ; his
whole form shook with a mysterions
emotion,

“What is it ? what is it ?” he asked
of his wife, who came to meet him.

“ Bertrand's music !" answered proud
mother Hester. * He has been engaged
with it a long time. He meant it to be
a surprise to yon."”

Robert Field threw up his arm
with a joyful ery.

‘“It 18 mine ! —mine ! My lost music'
—the music I played for you that long
forgotten day | Hark, Hester! do you
not recognize it now 7 Ok ! to think
that it has slept so long and now comes
back to me so fresh and fair, This is
what I have missed ont of my life!
This is my treasure which was lost to
me and now is returned to me after
many years. Brought back by a little |
child! Our child, Hester | Ob, thank
God for that !”

Rushing into the parlor he swept
Bertrand from the stool, and, seating
himsell at the organ, with one power-
ful sweep of his hands over the keys, |
he summoned his Ged-given genius
from the tomb of his youth and bade it
stand resurrectionized in new life be-
fore him. On and on the music swept ;
not-a note was lost ; not a chord drop- |

out of the splendid work. Shout-
ingly, exultantly the tones lea forth.
“and their name was called Wonder-
ful.,” On!on! Upandup! |

At last, from sheer exhaustion, the'
musician dropped to the floor, and ly- |
ing there at Hester's feet he wept tears |

he eried. |

“Itis the very same!"”

Is it not an awful thing to think of ! My |
Who but God |
The |
darkness is all gone now! Let me thank

God for that."” |

Then, wrapping his arms aboat her, |
Robert Fiel Eimd his wife's pale face |
and kissed her tender mouth, her wavy l
hair, and her slim, pale faithful hands, |

“My wife! my wife! Oh, what if |

our love had failed you, Hester? If, |
n those terrible first hours of my mis- |
fortune, your true heart had been one |
lvbh less true, then T ;houldb::kve bees

ing in my grave to-day, a en an
k’l"gothn man ! "

8o fame and success in the later days
of his life came, not nawelcomely, to |
Robert Field. The world welcomed his
famouns piece with none the less acclaim
for its long delsy, and for the strange
story which acoompanied it. One truth
only concerning that fatal night Robert
withheld—known alone to his faithful
wife, But Conrad Charteris had lo

was seen no more among them. 8o he
and Hester buried the secret in their
hearts, contented that it should be so—
for God is his own avenger,

They had been tanght a wonderful les-
son, too, by One who, having lived on
earth, knew what the full fruition of
earthly life must be, and who gave, ere
he away from among men, the
crowning blessing of His wisdom in a
last, new commandment—

Love ye one another!

A “mysterious ” trunk arrived in St.
Louis last week. The detectives seized
it, and found in it a half dozen Lim-
berger cheeses. No arrests,

| geometrical centre,
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Many Eslablishments Suspended-cacp
Strike lmpending.

The iron manufacturing interest of
Ponnsylvania, says a letter from Read- |
ing, is orippled, and over half the lead- |
ing establishments are suspended, with
avother fourth getting ready to stop |
work, Fifty-three blast-furusces have |
ceased production, the market is|
glntted and orders are scarce, while the
outlook for a revival is discouraging.
Prices have fallen, and the manufacture |
of rails, a most important branch of |
the trade, has almost entirely ceased. |
Notwithstanding this gloomy condition |
of the trade, the puddlers and workers |
are preparing for a war, and are rapidly |
convineing the members of the National |
Union of the mecessity for demanding |
an advance of wages to the rates paid
previous to the panic. A few days ago |
a general conference of representatives |
of the United SBons of Vuloan was held |
in Reading, at which the question of a |
strike was discussed, and the poliey of
the workers determined by the adop- |
tion of the following :

* We propose to go by market prices. .

If iron sells at 870 to §75 per ton, the |

| boiling price shall be $6.75, helpers to |

be paid by the heat, 48 cents. When
puddling 1s 85.75, no allowance to be
received from the companies, If iron

| advances $5 per ton, the price for boil- |

ing shall be increased 20 centa. 1f there
be adecrease in the prices, the puddling
rates shall fall in proportion —all ques- !
tions of differences to be settled by
arbitration, the wages to be decided by
the average prise of iron during each
preceding month, Pay-day shall be
the third Satarday of each month.”

This agreoment, when signed by the
officials of the Unionand the companies,
is to continue in effect until Angust,
1875. The iron-masters have deter

| mined not to sccede to the proposition, |

and as the Union has a full treasury
and the members who have work are
bound to contribute to the support of
those on a strike, a general Nngld will !
probably grow out of the present com-
t»lic.ulious. The trouble has already
segun by the workers employed in sev.
eral extensive furnaces and works situ
ated in this portion and other parts of
the State, Jcnuu-lmg an inerease of
wages. At Reading the hands employed
at Seyfort, MeManus & Co.'s two estab-
lishments, and the Reading Hardware
Jompany’s works, have struck, and in a
foew days the disaffection is likely to be
come general. By reason of suspension
of furnsces and rolli mills as the
cause of the strike, fully 15,000 men
are now idle throunghout the State,

Lunar Investigations,

One of the most eminent German as-
tronomers, Prof. Hansen, claims to
have proved, by his investigations, that !
the hemisphere of the moon, which
alone is visible to us, is nothing but a
mountain range, raised twenty-nive
miles above the average level of the |
moon's surface —that is, that the centre
of gravity of the moon is not her
but twenty-nine |
miles on the opposite side of that cen-
tre.

According to this, the more solid |
part of the moon would be on the far

| side from the earth, and all that we see

of her would be a bulging hemisphere,
comparatively much less dense and
weighty, projecting twenty-nine miles
beyond the surface which the moon |
onght to show to us if the density were
equal throughout ; and if the hemis-
phere on this side, therefore, were uni
form in weight and form with the hemis-
phere on t¥e other side. Prof. H. sup-
poses, in fact, that the moor turns a
sort of tower of crusty, broken por ous |
and therefore lighter substance to the
earth, so that we see only'sn exaggerated
Alpine or Andes region. If this theory
be correct, the lunar atmosphere, if it
exist at all, would certainly be attracted |
to the opposite or heavy side, and

i might well fail to be sensible at an

elevation of twenty-nine miles.

A Hundred Years Ago,

It is ove hundred years ago since the |
first settlement of Kentucky. In April,
1774, the terrible massacreof the Logan
family by the Indians took place, and
Daniel Boone, who hated the Indian as |
much as he relished the Indian life, was |
longing for revenge, when a messengoer
came riding down the walley of the

! Ohio with his steed in a foam ; & mes- |

senger from the royal Gov. Dunmore,

of Virginia, seeking one Boone, Daniel

Boone, a woodman who had been in the

West, to go westward to the falls of the |
Ohio, and conduct surveying parties

and protect them as they went. Boone

started on his perilous journey on the

6th of June, 1774, reached and recon- |
ducted the surveyors in safety to the

settlements, the distance being 800

miles and the time two months. The'
Governor rewarded Boone by employ- |
ing him on a larger scale for settling |
the West. James Harrod, the fonnder |
of Harrodsburgh, built the first house |
in what was then termed the West, a |
log cabin raised in the forest in April,
1774

An Opinion as is an Opinion,

A highly respectable gentleman, re- |
joicing 1n the sounding name of George |
Edward Fitz-Augustus, visiting the |
Washington Market, a few days since, |

| thus delivered himself to a fat country-'|
{ man, whose stock of vegetables he had |

been busily investigating :—

“ Are these good taters ? ™

“ Yes, sir | " responded the country-
an.

“ A tater,” resumed George Edward |
Fitz-Augustus, *“is inevitably bad un- |
less it 18 inwariably good. Dere is no

mediocrity in de combination of a tater.

The exterior may appear remarkably

exemplary and beautisome, while the

interior is totally negative, But, sir,

m

if you wends the article ob your own |

recommendation, knowing you to be a
man ob probability in your transao-
tions, I, widout any furder circumlocu-
tions, takes a bn.{nol ob dat superior
wegetable | "

B-“ln( into ‘Womanhood.

There is a touching beanty in the ra-
diant look of a girl just crossing the
limits of youth, oommencins her jour-
ney through the checkered space of
womenhood. It is all dew-sparkle and
morning-glory to her ardens, buoyant
spirit, as she preises forward exulting
in blissful anticipations. But the with-
ering heat of the conflict of life creeps
on; the dew-drops exhale; the gar-
lands of hope, scattered and dead, strew
the path ; and too often, ere noontide
the brow and sweet smile are exohmgo&
for the weary look of one longing for
the evening rest, the twilight, the
night.

Kissixa, —Helen Crager, an attractive

oung school teacher was kissed against
ior will by a conduotor on the Chicago
and Northwestern Railroad. Bhe caused

of as-
sault and battery, ned and
discharged from his position, She then
went for the railroad company, and has
just recovered $1,000 damages, the Qir-
cuit Court of Bauk county, Wis,, ruling
as » matter of law that the company was
liable to the plaintiff for the actual
damage occasioned by the wrongful act
of the conductor, Now let the railroad
companies take warning, and employ
no eonductor of vehement oscaulatory

propensities,

| poar, at first sight, as if the latter were

| party at that hour, had entered his

THE UNKNOWN DEATH,

ADETECTIVE'S STORY.,

Murder had been done in Philadel.
phia—or, at least, 80 it was supposed -
and the papers were full of it. The
journals were divided in opinion about
the matter, some maintaining that it
was a oaso of simpla suicide, others in-
olining to the belief that there had
been foul play, and still others arguin
in favor of death from natural lhougﬁ
unknown canses, Indeed, it would ap

the true supposition, and the majority
of superficial readers and thinkers who
talked over tho affair at home or in the
streets the next day, seemed to have
very little trouble in arriving at a like
copclusion,

All that was known was this : an es.
teemed cilison—a man of wealth and
high standing —had retired to rest the
night beforeapparantly in sound health
snd good spirits, and st twe o'cleck the
following morning had been found dead
in bed, without one visible mark of vio
lence upoun his person. His son, who
had returned home from a plessare

fasher's chamber to deposit the front.
door key there, and had made the hor
rible discovery. This young man, a
steady, relisble and devont ohureh |

| member and Sabbath school teacher, |

had then aroused the heuse, and had |
communicated the ill tidings to the ter- |
ror-stricken family,
At the coroner's inquest I was ‘pres- I
ent, and there the son, after repeating
substantially what has been said above, |

| ealled the attention of the jury to the |

following additional and important |
facts : that on entering the chamber Lo |
had found avrrv(lnnf undisturbed and !
as usual, that the bed-clothes even were |
not rampled, and that the position of |
the deceased, as he lay, was se natural |
and easy that it was not nntil he had |
noticed the absence of the deep and |
regulsr breathing of the sleeper that |
he suspected, for an instant, that any-
thing was wrong.

I was not on the jury, but was there !
st the request of the family, in my
official capacity of murder-detective,
and it is needless to say that T subject.
ed the body and its surroundings to the
closest scrutiny. I ecounld discover|
nothing, however, that appeared in the
least suspicions, or to warrant a sup-
position of foul play. The post-mortem
examination failed equally to satisfy,
and developed no indications of poison
in the system ; but one thing it did de-
velop ; and that was, that up to the
time of death the internal organs of the |
deceased had all been in a state of
healthy and vigorous action.

For onoce in my life J was at fanlt, |
and must confess that Idid not know '
how to proceed ; but still, for all the !
absence of proof, and the seeming reg-
ularity of things, T felt in me a deep|
mistrust that muarder had been dome in |
the premises andby no unskillful havd. |

Whilst I was deliberating how to act, |
the son came over, and began a conver- !
sation. He talked on the ali-absorbing '
tpic of the moment, and was as
nervons, restless, and agitated as man |
eould be. We were walking rapidly up |
and down the chamber where lay the |
corpse, still fresh from the searchi
bands of the coroner's physician, an
as wo pausod now and then to gaze in
its pale, inanimate face, I remarked
that my companion shook with a slight
and well-defined tremor, 1 made a
mental note of this, bat at the same
time did not attach mnch importance
to it, as I considered it but the nataral
effect of the trying and painful soenes
through which the sbn so recently
p , and whose recollection was re-
freshed by these momentary views of
the dead. I did not, of course, tor one |
moment imagine that the man at my
olbow was a patricide, but a murder de-
tective, from habit, is always on the
alert, and as I had no clue whatever to |
follow in this matter, I was merely |
searching for one everywhere—that |
was all.

We continued our walk about the |
room

*“This affair passes my comprehen- |
sion,” said 1.

“And mine also,” said the son.

I was about taking my leave when &
small piece of red rag on the fleor, just
noder the edge of the bed, attracted
wy attention, and I stooped and picked |
it up,

T{‘m son observed my motions, and
said

“I wonder how that got there? l;
have the rest of that srticle in my |
drawer—it belongs to me !”

““Do youn want the piece 1" I asked.

“Not at all,” he replied ; but if you
would like to have the remainder, I will
get it for you.” )

He left me without waiting for any
reply, and quickly returned with the
rest of the handkerchief. He handed
it to me and said as he did so :

“TI am at aloss to conjeoture who |
could have torn that handkerchief, for!
1 thonght it was safe in my apariment
when I went out early in the evening,” |

I put the piece he gave me with
other I already had, and took my|
leave, ‘

Onee at home and in the solitude of |

!

| my chamber, I sat down at my table

and, with my face buried in both hands, |
fell to thinking and reasoning. I
thought of the scene I had just left,
and could not doubt that the verdiet of |
the coromer’s jury weuld be ‘‘death |
from causes unknown.” T thohght ol:
the son and of his torn hmndkerchief,
and I spread out the latier before me |
on the table, and fitted it to the por-
tion I had found wet and limp under
the bed of the deceased. Then T teok |
the wet piece in my fingers and felt and ‘
looked at it. Tt.did not seem to have |
been steeped in water, and to the touch |
it was just in the ‘hﬂ
[ further remarked that it had a very!
faint white tinge in spots, as if some |
| kind of foam_ had recently been upon |
| it,  Just at that instant I canght sight
| of & paragraph in & daily paper lying in |
| front of me, and mechanically read it
| They ph was as follows : |
| * A ghastly seientific discovery is re- |
| ported from Turin, where fessor
| Casturini, the celebrated oculist, has |
found a way of killing animals by fore- |
ing air into their eyes a few seconds,
and almost without causing pain. ~ Ex-

i riments were recently made at the |

the Professor's invention. Within the
K

ng dogs and a goat were killed in'
this manner. The most remarkablé fact |
is that the operation leaves absolutely
no outward trace.”

I started up instantly after having
read this, and began niils to walk
the room. I was ﬂnnth agitated,
I was mmbing to solve !

“er;)ot;: 2 thought,‘ t‘l:' :ltx;c

p true, might no! meth-
D3 of dastruction be applied s fatally
to man as to the inferior animals ?"

I hurriedly returned to the house  of
death and rang the bell,

The gon answered the summons in

person.,
He looked not a little surprised at my
sudden return.
*“ What is the mattexr ?" he demanded,
“Nothing,” said T—I was gnite oool
and colleeted by this time—*'1 merely
wish to make another examination of
the chamber of the deceasod.”
He led me to it at once,

| T was going, carelessly

| vanity, and knew now that I

the ;

itest way sticky. | rini

!

al Veterinary School, and it is said | company with the doctor, who had by |
| that they have fully proved the truth of | that time arrived, went to the cell.

of a few minutes four I'lbb“l, !i{n his shirt and p.nuloong. with his |

Perhaps I had the key to the mystery | peneil,

I again sorutinized the body, this
ime paying more sttention to the fece
aud head of the dead man,

There was absoiutely nothing to be
seen there that I had not seen before,
I then pressed open the mouth slightly
with my fingers, and, as I did so, felt,
or fanoied I felt, the same slight sticki-
noss I had deteoted op the limp piece
of haudkerchief. I looked into the
mouth, and nearly trembled for joy to
se there the clearly-defined white tinge
ol dried foam !

For a moment I could hardly contain
mysell, and my heart beat so loudly
that [ was almost afraid my companion
would hear it and grow alarmed.

However, I did control myself, and
as soon as I oould trust my voiee, said :

* Is there noway by which this house
might be entered except by the first
story 7

*“Oh, yes,” returned the son, as com-
posedly as ever, * there is a dooy in m:
apartment ning on an ol unnas
portico, but that has been ed and
doable-bolted all winter.”

This observation was juost what T
wanted, for it pointed out to me » way
to obtain a view of this man's private
room, and that, too, without exciting
the least suspicion,

“ Will yon let me see that door?" I
asked,

“With the t " said
he; “I have already examined it my-
self, and found it as secure as of old—
but perhaps your more experienced eye |

| may deteot some sign there that has | story of the Uxxyown Darm,

aped me. |
I followed him, and without the
slightest hesitation he led me to his |

There was the door fastened as he‘
had said, and I made a show of looking
et it—but that was not what fasci-
nated me and rivited my attention at |
onoe !

The walls were full of shelves, and
the shelves were erowded with philo-
sophical instruments ! |

left the portico door finall
remark

“You seem to take an interest in soi- |
ence |
. Whv,aﬂ," said he, smiling, *I do,
and I flatfer myself that few men here |
or elsewhere have a larger or better col-

lection of apparatus than I bave.”
I had touched him on his particular
» ‘ ]

search wnmolested, and not only that |
but with his owu proper aid, for the !
instrument of desth. |

I turned back, as I spoke, and pi |
up & pamphlet from the study-table in
the centre of the room.

The book was written in the Italian
langusge, |

I have some slight know! of tho!
tongue of modern opera, and I read on |
the title page that the work was one on
the various modes of the destruetion of |
svimal life, and that it was by Cas-|
turini,

And
Professor spoken of in the newspaper
paragraph.

I felt that I was working on the right |
track

1 laid down the wmiume and gradually |
turned the oowversation to the subject |
of pueumatios, in the course of which I
asked it my companion had Casturini’s

|
Casturini was the name of the |

!air-pump. He told me no, but that he | can tell if the deceased be male or fe-

had his air-syringe,
I asked to look at it,

For the first time the son turned on |
me a hurried glance of alarm, |
But I managed to appear as if I sus-
;‘wﬁ«l nothing—as if nothing more
dangerous than love of science actuated
me in WYy investigations, . |

And my companion was satisfied; for |
he at onoe produced the sir-syringe. !
It was a strange instrument ; in shape |
it was like an ordinary syringe, sach ns |
is daily employed in medicine, oniy |

[ larger, perhaps twice as largs as any of | the old charch kitchen is in requisition,

that kind I had ever seen. It was
monnted on a stand of polished walnut,
like an electric machine, and, ind {
jooked like one—that is, a cyindriosl |
one., It was furnished with a crank,
by whioh it was worked, and had two
large, fupnel-shaped mouthpieces,
These latter were not stationary, but
could be moved —brought nearer to-'

| géther or more widely separated, as | stitutions of the Moravians, although

circumstances required. {

This, then, was the instrument of
death, and it performed "its dread work
nilrnliy aod surely, and It no external |
trace.

I touched it with a feelng akin to |
horror, and asked :

“ Has this no other use than to de- |
prive animals of life !

“ None,” was the smiling response. |

* Can yon operate it?"

** Better than any I ever met.” |

I was stanaing facing this man as he
made this boast.

I laid my hand on his shoulder,

He started and seemed not to know
what to make of my conduct,

“Your erime s discovered, sir!”|
said I, sternly, ‘' You are a patricide, |
and I arrest you for the murder of the |
man who lies in the other chamber !

His face turned fairly purple with
rage and fear, and thea grew inky |
black., !

He sat down in the ohair without a |
word,

His eon and above all things,
his incnmm\»le audacity, had a
gether abandoned him at this terrible |
crisis ! . {

1 spoke to him agsin and again sev- |
eral times, but could get no answer. |

Then [ rang the bell and sent for the
Soroner’'s physician, |

He came, looked at the man still ait- |
ting on the chair, speechless and black |
in the face, and shook his head. |

“This man has lost his reason!”
were his fearful words. * What has
caused it ?”

I told him, and showed him Oastu-
's air syringe.

We took our prisoner into cnstody
and conveyed him, in a close carriage, |
to the polioe station, |

The ride somewhat restored him, bat |
he was still altogether overwhelmed
and crushed.

We left him in a cell and went onr
various ways.

Tu the morn
to see him,

The officer in charge told me ke had
been up the greater part of the night,
and was then sleeping.

I waited half an hour, and then, in

|

ing T was the first to call |

The man was there on the bed, lying |

face downward, and motionless.

The dootor touchcd him-—he was
| oold and stiff. The parricide was dead.

By his-side lay a paper, crushed and
rumpled, as if in his last agonies he
had endeavored to tear it up.

I Yook it and read, written in lead
the following:

“The shrewdness of the detective has
been too much for me. It was night
when I did it, and I fancied the means
put it Imyomzl rlueh t:; dhoov:ry. 'I t;:.t
mistaken, an ) ol
mistake freel nlc’).vy. Tlrln;o?tc is &
shrewd tioner, A man does not
ocoun it madness with him with im-
punity. Had he been as wise in his way
a8 the detective was in his, the law
would not have been cheated of its
}sre . I had my reasous for the deed,

ul(’: as potent as those I have for
this,”

Here followed the signature of the
suicide, traced in a fall, bold hand.

{ th
y, and as |
4 |
| River, commenced the

| form of Ohrist

| the

Ito. | into & new world, whose

| cinnati Commercial, was arrested on &

oor who were with me, and had read the

y
showed trinmph—{rium st having
snocceeded in makin. A':a taking &
eriminal wo adroit and ealoulating—and
l:(:‘_-lbl I had some good ground for

n .{lu

x&ammmu.n, of the mur-
dered man for a reward, but I carried

one
convinees me the more of its deadly
and oharaster

There is another thing I must say
before I close, and that is this: I have
solved the ofMlhlpr..
of handkerchief I found on the day
undertook the in of
Aldrlhn'ut&b:u of : it
was ém m! to
oo gy ok Do S, Sones B &
ways flies from the month of the sub-
il‘hv.humnhlﬁd to the action
ol s

£

sive evidenoe may be
look back to it with
onl{ hope that an

will hear and approve my reci

A
b

e

The Moravians,
The Moravian Chureh, says an

change, was first M
country by a colony of the “U
Brethren " from Hermhaut, in
This t te i

chased five hundred scres on the

¥

which at Christmas of that
Zingendorf gave the name of
- o the G:nn
ary enterprise am
Uors and. Tndiane.  With the
Moravians were very
the varions wars and the sotion
serupulous whites at last put an end
the good work in Pen us
same influences have done ever since in
other p;;hd outeo-ntry.i.
The Moravian religion a simple
originated in

ismity. It
the o! some

Waldenses (exiles from Pu-au'
Bohemia and Moravia, 4. p. 1178, From
that time till the establishment of the
chureh in Mh:" the lonv{mo‘ vanm
subject o persecutions

Boman Cstholies.

The sexrvice of the Moravian Chu:h
is impressive, sccompani m
singing, and he oml::d.‘d ulZﬁ- of
string and wind inmﬂnh to the
o sccompaniment, e
Goa Tinss in peager. “The fensrsl o
monies are peculiar. When a Moravian
dies the trombope-players give funeral

marches and hymns from the church
steeple, By the music the imitiated

FEB

is
i

male, old or young, ete. At the grave-
yurd, after servioes in the church, the
trombones head the funeral procession,
playing, and accompany the singers in
the services at the grave.

On Easter mnnm’ special services
are held at daybreak ve-
at which the trombones
instruments also announce from the
teeple the lovefeasts, of which there
piat ”-:h'“h'udru.b. ete, -n:h. dhu‘..'l:
sisters, the ¢
which sll are invited. At such times

and buns and hot coffee distributed,
with appropriate services. t

The borough of Bethlebem is ploas.
antly situated on the Lehigh at its
junction with the M , & _small
ut picta ue stream which rises in
Elno Ridge.
There is much that is guaint and in-
teresting in the old and in-

the flavor of exclusiveness has passed
oy Gt
is ually ing antique.

Churches of various depominations
lift their spires above the embowered
streets and h where forty .{:n

only Moravian doctrine was w-
The establisament of the Beth-
Jehem Iron Works, the Leh Uni-
versity, the Zino Works, and of the de-
pots of three railroads, has materially
interfered with the former exclusive-
ness of the sect, while adding immense-

to the perity and resources of

e borough.

The dialect called Pennsylvania
Dutch is still in common use, ere
are many people living in the neighbor-
ing farming distriote whose parents
were born in this , but who can
not speak English. T American
descendants of the early Moravian set-
tlers maintain the charming simplicity
of msnners by which their ancestors
were marked in the Old World. 'I.'w

i and industn-

are tem N
ous. To visit their village is like
\ababliants
are totally different from ourselves in
manners and customs; but they can
hardly be expected to maintain this
Arcadian simplicity.

|
|

Houschold Economy,

It is astonishing to see how well a
man may live on & small income who
has a handy and industrious wife.
Some men live and make a far better
Appearance ou six or dollars a
week than others do on or eigh-
teen dollars. The man does his
well, but his wife is good-for
She will even umd“:: h‘:hhud nd:;'
not living in as as -
bor, while the fault 1s entirely her own,
His nei oupable

difference. His wife, on the
is a whirlpool, into which a
silver cups might be
appearance of the water would
unchanged.

Ee:!

£

i

It is only an im
such & woman to talk to her h

1

Advertising Lotteries,
Murat Halstead, editor of The

7

warrant -hvo‘;u og&} by 'I;hm m
chargin, wi ublishing
MTnegﬁal an udvpoﬂhmt of the
grand gift rt of Leavenworth, Kan-
thereb the laws of
of Ohio, {t shonld be remembered that
the statutes of many of the States make
it an indictable offense for a newspaper
ublisher to insert an advertisement
rot-lotury. In this case the com-
aint is supposed to have been made
persons connected with the Louis-
ville Library Lottery, The Commercial
having published what it termed *“‘an
expositien of a swindle.”

Mzt Biscurr.—A new fof’ of bis-
euit for troops was used in the Russian

cam
inhotorzh This was composed
of one-third rye flour, one-third
reduced to powder, and one-third

Iverized saunerkraut. Great

r the food and excellent health: of
those who used it were characteristic of
the Russian soldiers throughout the

&
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