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THE SWEDISH WIFE.
In the Stare House at Augusta. Me., Is a

'buncii of ceilur shingles made by a Swedish
woman, the wife of one of the earliest settlersof New Sweden, who, with her husband sick
and a family of little ones dependent upon
her, made with her own hands these sninirles,
and can ied thm upon her back eight miles to
the town of Caribou, where she exchanged
them for provisions for her lamily.
The morning sun shines bright and clear,
Clear and coid.v'or winter is near-Win- ter,

the chill and dread;
--And the lire burns bright in the exile's home,
With faaror of tirfrom the mountain's dome.

While the children clamor for bread.

.Against the wall stands the Idle wheel,
Unfinished the thread upon spindlo and reel,

The empty cards are crost;
.But nigh to the hearthstone sits the wife.
With cleaver and mallet so brave and blithe,

She fears no famine or frost.
Fair and soft arc her braided locks.
And the licht in her blue eye merrily mocks

u.ne snauow or want ana rear;
As deftly, with fingers supple and strong,
"She draws the glittering shavo along.

O'er the slab of cedar near.
Neatly and close are the shingles laid.
Bound in a bunch, then, undismayed.

The Swedish wife uprose:" Be patient, my darlings," she blithely said,
"I go to the town and you shall have bread,

Ere the day has reached its close."

Eight miles she trudged, 'twas a weary way;
The road was rough and the sky grew may

With the snow that sifted down;
Bent were he.r shoulders beneath their load.
But high was her heart, for love was the goad

That urged her on to the town.

Ere the sun went down was her promise kept.
'The little ones feasted before thej- - slept:

While the father, sick in bed.
Prayed softly, with tears and murmurs low.
That his household darlings might no vcr know

Alack of their daily bread.
Mrs. II. G. Rowe, in Youth's Companion.

BEWITCHED Ui

"Thrice the brlnded cat hath mowed."
Old superstitions, like old religions, take a

great deal of killing:. About no four-foote-d

creatures have religious beliefs or supersti-
tions ciung more tenaciously than about the
cat, from the feline deity of Eypt, and the
gaunt grimalkin of the witches, to the tame
tabby of our fireside. It is difficult, however,
to believe that, in this quarter of the nine-
teenth century and among sane Englishmen,
puss' should ever be an object of fear and
foreboding. Yet hear the story of my friend,
the Captain of the Seamew, receutly come into
Tort after an unusua ly stormy and strange
passage from Baltimore.

We had a capital run for several davs. After
dropping down the river we gave her sheet
across the cold belt of water that lies along
the coat, and out we "swished" into the
stream and away along it.

" Jack," says'I to the mate, who has sailed
with me in the Seamew a many years, "home
in thirty days. Eh "

" Humph," said Jack, "maybe." Jack was
a Scotchman, and cautious about an opinion.

Well, on March 14 (I have reason to remem-
ber the date), a little after twelve o'clock, in
latitude forty-on- e degrees north and longitude
fifty-thre- e west (I had just taken our bearings
and remember 'em), I was sweeping around
with my glass careless like when I sighted a
ship on our starboard bow. I had a good
look; she was a bark, and was llying signals
of distress. I called Jack.

"Jack," said I, when he had looked, "what
do you think? We must bear down on her, I
suppose."

" Humph," said Jack. "Ay, I suppose."
"We shoneued sail and bore"down. We came

within hail, but nobody answered from the
Lark. Presently, though, a boat was
launched and pulled toward us; but their
pulling was weak and "dippy."

Then a man stood up in the middle of the
boat, tugged his coat off and waved it, and
sang out "Ahoy! Ahoy 1" in a
kind of voice." This "was strange, and I
tramped up and down, impatient to hear what
they wanted.

""We are starving!" That's what the Cap-
tain that stood up in the middle said. " W e
are starving," said he. "The Lily of Ply-
mouth, outward bound for Baltimore."

We got 'em up the side. I took the master
into the cabin and sent the men for'ard. Lord !

. to sec that man drink and eat ! With a delir-
ious eagerness, as you might say, and yet
afraid to eat too fast or too "much. He knew
Le mut keep in his awful appetite and still it
would keep a breaking from him. He told us
this story in scraps between: They had been
provisioned for three months, and that was
their 125th day out! The weather they had
experienced had been most peculiar; not
stormy, but playful and perverse-like- ; some-
times "blowing this W3V, sometimes that, often
not blowinsrat all. Sear eleven weeks had
gone by before they sighted Cape Henry, and
when they did down came a furious, sprawling
nor'wester and drove 'em out to sea again.
And so they had beaten about in adverse
winds, of coarse, over since. Their last drop
of water ami their last scrap of biscuit went
five days ago Then they came to cooking
their boots and sucking the oil from the lamps

even from the binnacle.
" W e ate my dog last !" And the poor fel-

low burst into tears. "As sure as fate," said
he, looking oddly at me, 4 we have been be-

witched."
" Bewitched!" said I. " "What, now what

makes you think of such a thing?"
" Ah, well," said he, " I don't know. But

we'll see."
After that ho was In a hurry to return to his

ship. We tilled their long boat and a boat of
our own v. ith all the provisions we thought we
could spare (and there were thirteen of 'em,
an awkward number to feed). Jack went
with our boat, and when he came back, says
lie tome:

" That skipper's not a bad sort, though lie
be a Cardiff man. He's sent ye this keg o'
.spirits and it's mavbe as well out o' their way
now and, what d'ye think?-fou- r bottles o"'

champagne in the" basket here ! They had
thought o' saving them for land sight, but
lie's sent them to you."

We looked in the basket of champagne at
once. The bottles lay sloped in, with their
heads out. Underneath was a litting packing-stra-

and underneath that oh. Jack's face
and language when he saw it! a tabby, a
brinded cat, lving curled up asleep.

" O!" cried Jack. " O, the sly, ungrateful
devil. Iliis is your Welshman", your Taffy!
Tliis is what 1? thought he was bewitched
wi' ! And he's oeen afraid to make away wi'
it! So lie sends the witchcraft here! "The
coward he is ! But we'll plaj- - Jonah's trick
aud chance the whale."

So he seized the cat and swung out his arm
to toss it overboard; when my little Magaie,
that sailed with me this voyage, and that
scarce understood his words, but understood
Lis action, caught his wrist and cried:

' O, no, please, Jack ! Give it to me !"
Now Jack was very fond of her, so he

Lis act at her bidding at once; but Le

said: "It's bewitched, though, Maggie lass.
If I don't believe in that sort & thing, there's
them here that do," with a glance at the men
for'ard.

"Av, sir, there be," said Dick Sandys, an
old seaman who had been standing by all the
while helping to haul up the boat by the davit
line and keeping, as I had observed, a sidelong
eve on the basket. "There's them aboard this
here Seamew, and I don't say as what I ain't
one on em mvself, as '11 straight off begin to
think the rare luck of this present v'vage is
gone. But thev'll dread worser luck, sir, if ye
throw overboard a brinded cat as has been car-

ried aboard across water."
"Is that so I" asked Jack.
"Yes," said I, in a low voice. 4il've heard

that before. But," said I aloud, and looking
at Dick and trying to work off my uneasiness
in a joke, "how can you have a 'sea' or any
other 'mew' withouta cat"

"This cat," said Jack, "scarcely looks as if
ehe would mew again. Just look at her skin
and bone."

"Wv little Maggie had waked her up with
,stroking, anu uie nreiuicuutaimt lu.u

Stand and to walk, rubbing agaiusj, JiKie a

leg. But she fell over again and again. Jack
caugnt tne aiumaiupana snmeuueruieum,
while she gave an averted look, which, to me
seemed almost human.

"S'elp me!" cried Jack, "if they haven't
made her drunk, so that she should come here
quiet ! Did ye ever see a cat like her J"

When Maggie carr.ed the cat into the cabin
I tramped up and down the deck, more uneasy
than I cared to let myself knor. It wa not
(as I told Jack) that I was a believer in th6U-perstitio-

about cats which manv sailors still
encourage, butbecause I knew what desperate
work it would be, if anything should happen,
to keep in hand a crew that bad given them-
selves up.

It was just getting on in the afternoon, and
I was still tramping to and fro, when that cat
rushed on deck, with Maggie after it. It
jumped up on the bulwarks, aud, looking and

its nose over the water, mewed. ItJioking back to the deck, and ran along toward
the lo'c'sle and round the caboose, and
stopped and mewed again. It ran back
toward me, and lookel round and mewed a
third time; and its mewing was louu ana

as if it wanted to be let out or let in.
Maggie followed, calling "Puss, puss! poor
pussy!" And there was I, and Jack, and
farther off all the crew looking on and wonder-
ing at the creature's movements and cries.
There were peculiar d glances and
head shakes, I saw, exchanged bv the men.
To discourage any notion there might be that
I also felt concern. I turned to walk up and
down as before, having flr.t lit my pipe. What
did that cat do but trot off at my' heels, look-
ing up and mewing with, a kind of bitter,
greediness, as if I were the cat's-me- man !

"Catch It, Maggie," I said, "and give it
something to eat."

"I've given it something, father," said
Maggie, "and it won't eat it. But maybe it
will no;" and she managed to seize and carry
It off.

Now, standing still, I noticed that the smoke
of my pipe", instead of being blown away, was
curling slowly about my head, raising a little
and forming a bit of cloud and then melting
away straight up. I did not like these signs.
There was a change working round in the
weather; of which, let me tell you, the glass
had given no warning.

We had been having a clear sky and a fresh
breeze; the breeze fell slack, our sails napped
and " bilged," like as if in disgust, and the
most curious dmness and thickucs came
down around the ship. I am too old a sailor
to make a note of every odd change in the look
of the sea or sky, but that was the oddest
change I ever saw in I have read
a deal of poetry at sea, and I used to write
home pieces to Maggie's mother, when 6he
was alive, God bless her! and so I hare always
by me a sort of taste and eye for what y5u
would call "poetic effects." Well, the
effect that day as the nor'west breeze fell
dead, and the sun began to go down, I shall
never forget. It became very cold and a
mysterious-lookin- g haeo gathered about
the ship in a circle that got always nar-
rower and narrower, till we had not
a hundred feet of clear view all
round. The sea lost its briskness and rip-
ple; it took on a dull, steely, oily look, aud
glided and slid about as if it were the back of
a monstrous snake. We seemed at the bottom
of a pit of darkness and deviltry; and the bot-
tom we rested on was the fathomless Atlantic !

All around us the encroaching haze, and rising
behind and above it a dense, dark wall of
cloud, touched in the west, at its lofty broken
edges, with the dim glory of the settlug sun,
and showing a little space of pale, pure blue
above, and in the cast and south appearing
like an inaccessible gray cliff. From the
depths of this cliff seemed to come by and by
fa nt, labored sighs, which gradually became
wilder aud prolonged themselves into wails of
distress and pain. We shortened sail at once
down to the lower top-sail- s.

Between nine and ten I tucked my little
Maggie safe into her berth, and turned in my-
self, though I knew it would be only for a lit-

tle while. That cat I did not see anywhere
about.

I was waked suddenly by my head being
bumped against the side of my berth. There
was a loud rcort, like the goingoff of twenty
muskets; I felt a sudden spasm as of choking;
I caught at my berth and sprang to my feet.
You have never been in a hurricane, I dare say 1

Well, when it first swoops down it seems to
shut you and the ship up with too much breath
In another minute I was on deck; the report
had been the noise of a sheet Dlown to pieces.
Jack was roaring through the trumpet, the
men were shortening sail you could just hear
the sharp creak of ropes and pullej's through
the wind and that wretched cat was hid
somewhere about, mewing its very worst. It
was two in the morning; hurricane from the
northeast, with bitter rain, and we lay-t-o with
the lee clew of the lower maintopsail. All on
till dawn and through the day it blew and
6hrieked its loudest. Two men were at the
wheel to keep her head up, but I knew that for
all that we were driving rapidly back on our
track. The drift in the air was so dense that
we could not see five yards beyond the ship;
and bv five o'clock It was dark. About six
o'clock a great sea struck our bows, carried
away our head, and let a rush of water like a
mill-rac- e over our decks. We recoiled a grct
distance, and settled heavily in the trough of
the sea. But we rose again with a shudder.

On the second day, after daylight, the hur-
ricane abated, though It still blew a stiff gale.
But we were able to slacken something of the
grim tenacity of our vigilance, and to look at
each other again. I llketi not the looks I met.
We had passed with comparatively little dam-
age through a terrible danger, and that would
have been enough, you would have thought,
to lead the sailors tb think that both weather
and ship were nnder altogether different and.
bettcrguidauce than the witchery of a tabby
cat. Yet they looked sullen and hopeless. I
could see from the way they ered the creature
and drew off from It and Its dismal mewlngs,
that they were still bound by a dread of what
it might bring upon them. I must confess
that I myself disliked the cat, though it soemed
moved to wander up and down the duck and
it to the cabin, and to lament as it dd more
bvsome kind of distress than from spite. Mag-
gie was the only one who took any notice of
it, and she fed it and followed it about with
an unwearied devotion to which the creature
did not at all respond.

Next day, though the gale continued to
abate, our plight was little improved. The
Seamew carried herself heavily, though we
could not discover ehe was making water.
The wind was still northeast, ag.dnst which
she not only made no head, but kept losing
way-- f was therefore, not surprised when
Jack came to me in the cabin and said:

" There's something going on for'ard no
end o talk and tobacco-juice.- "

We went on deck.
" Look at them, continued Jack, " there by

the chains. See ho they shove their shoul-
ders into each other. When a sailor docs that,
and pulls his own car as Dick Sandys Is doing
there's something up. And they half-loo- k this
wav. Ah, here they come."

There were three of them, headed by Dick
Sandys, slyly shouldering their way aft. Dick
came pretty straight, pulling at his car, with
Lis eyes cast down, but with Lis round, ruddy
face "shining steadily forward; his comrades
lurched about, looking from side to side, aud
touching things as they passed.

"Well, Dick"" said I, "you want to speak
to me, I suppose, you and your mates?"

"Ay, ay, 6ir; if you will kindly give us a
word. Me and them, sir "jerking his thumb
over his shoulder "come as a deppytatlon
from the fo'c'sle. We ain't got no notion o'
dictating to the Captlng, but we waut to put
ye in possession, sir, of what we're a thinking
about. Eh, mates?"

"Av, ay."
" We see how it's eolng to be: This here

v'yage '11 never come to no good end. The
Seamew 'H uever again get into no harbor;
and some dav one on them big steamers '11

come across her all wl' not a sign
o' life aboard but a cursed striped cat in the

Lily.
bound to be our luck wi' that there cat aboard:
but it's not to be expected as how we'll take it
meek and mild. "Well, ye see, sir, they say
' worser luck if ve throw" her overboard.' Jest
so. But now tliis is what we were
Suppose you set ner adrift in an old tub."

This dark suggestion he conveyed in a low
voice, with his hand to the side of his mouth,
after a glance round to make sure the cat was
not within hearintr. Then he looked at me
with a steady wistful eye; his mates fidgeted
and looked over the snip's sides, as though
they felt half ashamed of the plot to which they
had given their adherence.

I considered a moment. I had, of coarse,
no real belief that getting rid" of the cat thus
would give us a fair wind; yet still it was

worth trying; It Involved only" the sacrifice of
the cat, and if it did not change the wind, it
would at least change the looks of my crew.
But what would my little Maggie say? How-
ever, I turned at once to Dick.

"You can try it," said I. " I give you full
leave though, mark you, I don't believe in
the nonsense. But get hold of it without my
little girt seeing you."

"Ay, ay, sir."

Ah, it was a bad night. The wind whistled
in ropes and cords and spars and rigging
creaked wearily. The broken water every now
and then came swash on our bulwarks, and
swirling and hissing over us. Ah, my hearties,
believe me, it's better ashore than at sea! The
cat was got and put into the tub, and over she
went into the darkness and the rush and hiss
of the mighty waters with a dreadful meaw,
that made our flesh creep. .

I was clad I did not sec the men's faces. I
felt I don't know what. Then I went aft a
step or two till I was close to the wheel and
looking astern. I had stood maybe a minute
or more, when, lo and behold ! I saw just
where the binnacle light fell on the bulwarks
the head aud the staring eyes of that rat! I
dashed forward just on the impulse. It was
clambering on board agin.

" Down,you brute!" I cried, pushing at it.
God! how it clawed into the wood! "Down,
you wretch ! you devil !"

It mewed terribly and held on with everv
claw, but yes, yes! with furious, d

bands I tore it away and flung it out. I had
not noticed that the men had come about me.

"Ah ! save and deliver us, sir!" said Dick at
my elbow. "You've done for us now! Lord
knows what'll happen!"

In the feeble light 1 saw his and his compan-
ions' faces staring on me with a ghastly terror.
I felt now like a fool and a criminal. Dick had
barely done speaking, and I had just turned
round, when a little white figure appeared. It
wa my little Maggie.

" Father," she whispered, "where are youl
I heard mv pussy mew and I can't find her.
Where is she? Have you seen my pussy, fa-

ther?"
"Your father has thrown her into the sea,

missy," said one of the men. "And what'll
come o't, God knows."

How exasperated I was with that man!
"You'd better go for'ard, vou men," was all I
said, however. But, before any of us had
time to stir, the crest of a wave, like a great
white living mane, flung itself over and
drenched us. I caught Maggie in my arms all
dripping, and carr.ed her below. She said
nothing, but looked at me in a way that cut to
tlu heart; her gaze was frightened and half
turned away. I had no word to say for myself.
I changed her night-gow- n and put her back in
her berth. She shivered and snugaled down
with her head under the bedclothes. After a
little she peeped out aud said to me:

" When you are 6ome day angry with me,
will you maybe throw me into the sea?"

I could not bear it. "O, Maggie, my child,
mv darling!" I cried, taking her in my arms;
"don't talk and look like that. The ca't was a
bad cat, and brought us and bad
weather.

" I thought," said Maggie, simply, "it was
God made the weather." I was silent. After
a pause ehe cried: "I want my pussy back,
father. Get me It back. It was not bad, and
I liked it."

" I I u I couldwish, my dear," said, bring
yon it back."

Was it a mew I heard and a scratching,
or was It only the wind above, and the dash of
the water at'the port-hole- ? Aiaggie had heard
It, too; she sat up aud her eves were fixed on
the port-hol- N ith some difficulty I pulled
it open and in scrambled the cat !

I was never morelclightcd by the sight of
any living thing than I vas by the return of that
poor, cat. uch a weight of
euilt was lifted off me ! I felt almost like a
little boy again, there, with my little girl be-

side me. The to-d- o Maggie and I made over
the poor, outraged creature ! I confess to you
truly the tears came to my eyes. Maggie
kissed it and cuddled it, all wet and shivering
as it was, the brave little swimmer ! I went to
the cook and got some hot mess for it to eat,
and prepared a snuglittle bed before the cabin
stove, and poor grateful pussy lickedmy hand.

"Captain! Captain!" I heard cagerlv
whispered from the top of the cabin steps. I
should have been on deck, and I was turning
to go after a glance at Maggie, with a shawl
about her, sitting down by her recovered pu-
ssywhen the cook stumoled hurriedlv down
into the cabin, whispering in terror, "they've
srot at the spirit, Captain, and they're mad !

They've knocked Dick down for standing up
for you, aud they're sure, as you threw
the cat overboard, the only way to save the
ship is to throw you after it ! They're com--
lUg!"

And before another word could be said, or
anything done, they were come. I suppose
they at once suspected the cook of being in-

former; in a moment he was gagged and
bound. I stood before them with what calm-
ness I had; though I felt mv check pale and
my blood tingle to see all the desperate crew
crowded In before me. They were not drunk;
they were only primed to the Dutch courage
point ; their faces were bloodshot aud resolute.

" What is the meaning of this, my men?" I
asked firmly. " Mutiny ?"

At the dreaded word they quailed a little;
but Bill Bowser he who had told Maggie I
had drowned tha cat, aud who seemed the
ringleader made a step forward and said (he
was an ugly slab of a man, with something
like a squint, but he could speak to the point) :

''No mutiny, Captain, only self preservation,
the first law o' nature. That darned cat has
been thrown overboard, and to savo the ship
and all the rest on us Vou must follow It, Cap-
tain, 'canee you done It."

I was about to speak, when Maggie, who
looked very much surprised, but not in the
least frightened, said (standing up in her
sweet childish beauty, with the shawl slipping
from her shoulders) "Look, pussy was in the
sea but she's come back again;" and she
showed them the cat in her arms.

They were dumbloundcd and smitten with
confusion. Thoy stared at me, and at Maggie
i.nd the cat, and ther shouldered toward the
stair. Bill Bowser again made himself spokes-.ma-

" I'm blest," said he, " but that cat has the
devil in her, as sure as David. But look

Captain, we must just set her adrift
again, and tie her in this time."

"Now," said I, "I won't allow a hair of
that cat to be touched again. And I advise
all you men to clear out of this at once, or I
shall take note of It aud reckon it au attempt
at mutiny." I spoke in a loud, commanding
tone, to rousa Jack, who was lu his berth
close by.

"O, you will, will you!" said Bowser, now
snarling out the rebellious spirit natural to
him, and suggestively lowering his head and
drawing up his sleeve Irom his right wrist; I
felt sure he hadhis knife handy. " If it's to
be reckoned mutiny, it may as well be made
worth the reckoning. Down with him mates ?"

I caught the gleam of the knife; I had no
weapon; I threw my cap in his'face, and next
Instant floored him with mv fist. At this junc-
ture, as if in answer to little Maggie's cry, out
burst Jack, revolver in hand.

" Halloa ! Eh ? What's this ? " he cried.
I took the rerolvcrfrom his hand and point-

ed it among the men, who looked some sulky,
some bewildered, but none inclined to follow
Bowser's initiative.

"Now," said I, "I give you another chance.
Be off at once to the fo'c'sle, or " I clicked
the trigger of the revolver.

"Av, ay. Captain." tiey murmured, and
tumbled up to the deck as fast as they could.
"We didn't mean no harm, sir," pleaded those
who were nearest me, and who were forced to
lingor.

So, the lubbers ! no harm ! But if Bill Bow--
J ser had struck me down with his knife, they

would not nave moved a hnger or a tongue to
save mc, or to keep themselves from the crimes
of mutiny and murder on the high seas. Yes ;
that's what your merchant-seame- n have come
to, now-a-da- ! As forBill Bowser, he was, of
course, put in irons.

Now, soon after daylight, with a nasty sea
still running and the wind in the southeast,
the maa at the lookout sighted a bark with
signal" of distress flying, she was about two
miles off our larboard quarter. Bj aid by we
signaled what was the matter. "Leaking,"
was the answor; "all hands at the pumps."
Then he set the ship's letters, and we made
out the name what do you think? the Lily!
Could it be the same Lily the Lily of. Ply-
mouth as we had passed on our other quarter
nearly a week ago? It might be ; for, ye see,
these hurricanes often, maybe always, work in
a circle. Cyclone, d'ye say? Ah, ves; that's
what we call them when met in the tropics.
Well, we bore down on each other, and I took
the opportunity of havins a word or two with

my men, to set myself r.'sht with them, and to
make them, if I could, th."ow off that super-
stition about the cat. I cded them aft.

44 Now," said I, "yon nee&Ui't look fright-
ened; I'm not going to .say anything about
last night's affair. I agree to call it all a
mistake, if you yon will give np your foolish,

s' notion about my cat here. I say
my cat, because I am determined to take it
home with me, and leave it with my little girl
here. Now, look at it: hasn't it the nicest
little face a cat ever bad? How can ye believe
there is a devil In the creature?"

"The devil," said one, "often hangs out the
prettiest figureheads, sir."

" Well," said I, "that's true. But now,
you're sailors; you can't refuse shelter, and
you can't surely think HI of a poor dumb
creature that was twice thrown into that sea,
and twice came back to the old ship, and that
after all licked the hand that threw her out-- ay,

and look ye! licks it now."
Hooray for the Captain !"

44 But, my hearties," said I, " there's anoth-
er thing." And this was my strong point.
"Ycu see that bark out there? She's called
the Lily, and I believe she's the same as smug-
gled this cat aboard of us. Now, has she
gained auvthingby losing the cat? When she'a
been caught in the same hurricane as we have,
and she's come worse out of it; she's driven
far from her coarse and she's leaking danger-
ously."

Taey turned and looked at each other and
nodded; they evidently thought there was
something in it.

44 We keep the cat, then," said I," whether
the Lily would like it back or no. Is that
agreed 1"

44 Ay, ay, sir."
It was a bad sea, but we lowered the boat as

we and the Lily approached: I particularly
wanted to go aboard of. her. I got the basket
out in which pussy had come to us, replaced
her as we had found her, and put the empty
champagne bottles on top.

The crew of the Lily were dropping with fa-
tigue when we went aboard, but, Lord ! to see
how the skipper and them about him woke up
when thev saw us. Astonishment is no word
for it.

44 Good Godl' he exclaimed. " And you are
the Seamew?"

44 And you arc the Lilly;" said I. "That
was a nice pre6entyou sent me. I have brought
back the bottles and the basket;" and so say-
ing, I uncovered pussy, who, to my amaze-
ment, jumped out at once and bounded off. I
bad only intended to show the skipper she was
there. "The poor man stared, his jaw dropped
and he sank down on a coil of rope, with his
head in his hands, uttering a long, hopeless
groan.

44 Come, my friend, cheer up," I said.
44 We've almost nothing to eat," said he;

"we've been at the pumps two days, and now
that brute has come back! There's no use
standing by them an v more ; our voyage comes
to au end here, and down, down we go. We
might as well have kept the beast; the old
wretch's words hare come true, and we finish
in the middle, as she said."

I doubted his mind was wandering. "Come,"
6aid I, "bestir yourself and give orders.
There's no use staying by the ship any longer;
you must abandon her and come with me."

44 What! Leave the Lily? She's a good old
ship, and she's my own ; no, I'll go down with
her and that cursed cat. Take off the crew,
however, and I'll thank you."

I could not make up my mind to think him
deranged, aud yet Just then the cat came
bounding along the deck with something in
her mouth, and all the hands paused and
stared. She put it in the basket at my feet
where she herself had lain, and again bounded
away. It was a kitten ! and alive ! The skip-
per stared stupidly. Presently pussy returned
with another.

44 That's what's done it," cried the skipper,
with gathering fury; "af ter I got rid of her
they were here, and I never knew it!" He
rose in his rage, and, seizing a crowbar, would
have smashed basket and all, but he was easily
restrained and disarmed.

"Le me have them," said I; "my little girl
will like them."

" What!" ho cried, in something like an
of gladness. " And you will take the

mother, too!" Then, becoming again despond-
ent, " but It's of no use, now. I feel we are
going down."

Pussy had returned with her third kitten
which was dead, and had begun to purr with
delight and to rub herself round my leg, when
Le roused himself and ordered all hands to
take to the boats. Wc stood by them in our
boat (with pussy and her brood in the basket
on the stern-seat- ), waiting to give them a
towlinc to our ship. When all the hands were
In the boats there was a pause. Was not the
skipper coming? No. " Cast off." The Lily
was settling uown rapiuiv, ana me crew case
off with little concern, the skipper's last act
was to launch with a curse a broken pulley-bloc- k

at the basket In our stern, as we rowed
off. It just missed the boat and slashed into
the sea. The Lily went down before we reached
the Seamew.

Next day we had a fair wind, and our crowd-
ed ship crowded all sail and went merrily rac-
ing, dipping and splashing for home. In our
new, bright hopes of our voyage we all, I
think, felt rather ashamed of our dreadful sus-
picions of pussy. At any rate, every one
showed the utmost tenderness and solicitude,
for her and her two kittens.

How had the kittens been kept alive on the
Lily all that week? you ask. I don't know,
but I have heard of a rat playing the part of a
mother under similar circumstances, and I am
certain there were rats in the lAj.Bdgravia.

The Boy Wolf.

In his eminently interesting work,
entitled " Jungle Life in India," Mr.
Ball has adduced good reasons for be-

lieving that the old classical story of
the rearing of Romulus and Remus by
a she-wo- lf may be founded on fact.
This author cites the case of two lads
in an ophanage in Sekandra, near Agraf
who had been discovered among wolves
and in many ways shared the habits of
these animals. One of his stories is
supported by a letter from Prof. Max
Muller. It says: A trooper sent bv a
native Governor of Chadaur to demand
payment of some revenue was passing
along the bank of the river about noon,
when he saw a large female wolf leave
her den, followed by three whelps and
a little boy. The boy went on allfours,
and when the trooper tried to catch him
he ran as fast as the whelps and kept
up with the old one. They all entered
the den, but were dug out by the
people with pickaxes, and the boy was
secured. He struggled hard to rush
into every hole or den they came near.
He became alarmed when he saw a
grown up person, but tried to fly at
children and bite them. He rejected
cooked meat with disgust, but delight-
ed in raw flesh and bones, putting them
under his paws like a dog. They tried
to make him speak, but could get noth-
ing from him, but an angry growl or
snarL"

Another instance is quoted as having
occurred at Chupra. A Hindoo mother
and father went out to cut their crop
in March 1843. The woman had with
her a little boy, who lately had been se-

verely burned on the left knee. While
the parents were at work, the child
was carried off by a wolf. Some time
afterward a wolf with three small cubs
was seen about ten miles from Chupra,
followed by a boy. The boy, after
much resistance, was caught and rec-
ognized, by the mark of the burn on
his knee. He could eat nothing but
raw flesh, and could never be brought
to speak. He used to mutter and snarl
but never articulated distinctly. The
pans of his knees and the points of hia
elbows had become horny from going
on all fours with the wolves. In No-

vember, 1850, this boy escaned again
and disappeared in the jungle. Thus
the she-wol- fs litter of Macaulay's
44 Lays of Ancient Rome" may have
been, after all, no myth. London
Telegrapk.

SCHOOL AND CHURCH.

The King of Congo has been im-

mersed, on profession of his faith in the
Christian religion.

Pere Hyacinthe is coming to this
country soon, and will give a series of
conferences in the chief cities.

Princeton Theological Seminary
has just received 8100,000 from a lady
who does not allow her name to be pub-
lished.

The will of the widowof
Fillmore leaves public bequests to thc
amount of S50,000. among which is $20,- -
000 to the University of Rochester,
n. r.

The Clanin University for colored
students at Orangeburg, S". C, has had
during the past year 388 pupils in its
three departments. Tuition is free and
the courses are thorough.

The Shaw Memorial School in
Charleston, S. C, transferred to the
School Commissioners of Charleston by
agreement with the trustees of the
Shaw monument fund, has received
from the city since the transfer in July,
1874, nearly 45.000, while Mrs. Shaw
has continued her private gifts from
time to time.

The trustees of Wheaton College,
Illinois, and the American Wesleyan
Board of Education have agreed upon
the arrangement for the establishment
af a theological department in the col-

lege, which is to b'e maintained by the
Wesleyans, " The Rev. L. N. Stratton,
editor of the American Wesleyan, has
been elected to the charge of the de-

partment.
Bishop Spaulding, of Peoria, is

not satis fled with the training of students
at theological seminaries. They get
too much of a smattering 44 of the high-
est and most difficult of all sciences,''
but not enough of " real theological
knowledge to enable them to perform
their duties as priests satisfactorily."
Henoe he wants a new institution found-
ed in which the best of students, as they
leave the present seminaries, shall study
from two to six years longer. .

Captain Ebenezer Morgan, Presi-
dent of the American and Foreign Bible
Society, which is a Baptist organization,
has engaged Dr. Thomas J. Conant, of
Brooklyn, to make a complete revision
of the Old Testament. Dr. Conant has
already revised the Psalms and the
Pentateuch, and has four years more in
which to complete the Old Testament.
For this work he receives $25,000 from
Captain Morgan. It is not intended to
be an independent translation, but only
a revision of the common English ver-
sion. When completed the book, with
the plates and copy-righ- t, will be pre-
sented to the American and Foreign
Bible Society. Dr. Conant is a member
of the Baptist denomination.

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

A man's body is supposed to be
composed of water to the extent of
three-fourth- s, except in localities, per-
haps, where beer is plenty. Rochester
Democrat.

Women barbers are multiplying. If
they have pretty mugs they will, no
doubt, keep their customers in hot
water all the time. Boston Courier.

Drug stores in Maine and Kansas
are closing up for want of custom; it
having been decided that rock and rye
is not a medicine. Philadelphia News.

Why is a blind man like David
Davis? Because haw, haw, haw! B-
ecausehe, ho, ho! because he, he. he!

because his size ain't no use to him!
haw, haw, haw! Ha, you don't seem
to see it? Well, free country, you
don't need to laugh if he don't want
to. Burlington Hawk-Ey- c.

It is difficult to get the noise out of
a boy. Of course you can get some
noise out of him; "but you never can
draw off his entire supply. Ten Fourth
of Julys and three circus parades would
leave him just as full as he was when
he began. New Haven Register.

The editor of the Kalamazoo Tele-

graph remarked in a recent issue of his
paper that "last night was gorgeous

cool, silent, soft, shadowy, superb. A
splendid moon strode across the bare,
blue heavens, flooding the earth with
glorious light." Our esteemed contem-
porary has a very Oriental way of say-
ing that it was ba"d weather for chicken
stealing. Chicago Tribune.

Two editors in Illinois got into a
warm controversy over a proposed local
improvement. One of them on a cer-
tain day had an imperative engagement
to meet before he could see the proof of
a scorching article, in which he defied
his esteemed contemporary to make
any truthful reply, concluding with the
isolated sentence: "Until then we rest
upon our oars." What was his horror
some hours later to discover that the
whole edition had gone out to the pub-
lic with the sentence: " Until then we
rest upon our ears." Oshkosh Advocate.

.

Lost by a Point.

The teacher arose immediately after
he called the school to order. There
was a look of pain on his gentle face
and he seemed to be feeling for an ap-

ple in his coat tail pockets, but he was
not. He was feeling for something,
but it was not an apple, and it was not
in his pocket. He glanced around the
school, and every face was either obliv-
ious or mischievous, except Walter
Crane's. And Walter Crane's face,
bent over his Latin grammar, had such
a profoundly studious expression, it was
so sublimely free from guilt; it was so
angelically innocent, the teacher called
him to the big desk, and as Walter's
wondering eye-bro- arched themselves
into silent but expressive interrogation
points, the teacher handled a long
switch and said: ". Yes Walter, yes; it
was very neatly done, and now if you
will just stand out here for one minute
1 will show you just about where that
pin caught me."

And ne showed him, not once but
many times, to the great disgust of stu-
dious Walter Crane, and the infinite de-

light of all the rest of the school, and
more especially big Sammy Johnson.
Did Walter Crane really putr the pin in
the teacher's chair, children? An, no,
indeed, and truly he didn't know a
thing about it. It was big Sammy
Johnson, who grinned and rubbed his
hands every time Walter " hollered,"
who did it. Thus we see that some-
times, in the study of physiognomy, the
wisest teacher will, as Herodotus ob-
serves, "bite off more than he can
chaw." Burlington Hawk-Ey-e.
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Shortly after nine o'clock ht the in-

coming Chicago ft 'Alton passenger trans
that left Chicago Tuesday at 12:30 was
ptopped and robbed by a baad of robbers
three miles east of Independence and four-
teen east of Kansas City. The train was
flagged and then ten er twelve men entered
the cars and robbed the express-ca- r, baggag-

e-master, conductor, Pullman conduct-
or, and all the passengers, except in tb
rear car.

The ladies in the sleeping-car- ,, some fif-

teen in number, were relieved of diamond
s, rings, watches and money. Ther

got about &!,&00 from the passengers, and it
is thought about the same amount from the
express safe. The express messenger, H.
A. Fox, was terribly beaten over the Lead
with a revolver, and at last gave up the
keys of the safe, and the robbers took all the
contents. When they entered the Pullman
car, five in number, all were masked, and
while one held an open bag or pillow-cas- e,

each person was relieved of his or her valu-

ables, which were thrown indiscriminately
into the bag. The car conductor, J. J.
Price, lost his watch and chain and $100.

J. M. Hazelbacher, the train conductor,
ran through the train, alarming all passen-
gers, and telling them that the robbers were
on board, and then ran back and flagged a
freight train, running very close. He the
came back to the train, and was at once
searched, but bad thrown his watch into the
ladies' closer, and so they got nothing. One
of the robbers poked a revolver into his
face, and said : ' 4 That is the pistol that killed
Westfall, on the Bock Island Road, and it
will kill you if you stir." . The same man
said he was Jesse James, and that they
robbed the Alton train because it had
joined with the Eock Island and
others to capture the outfit. He also said
they would burn the cars and bridges if an
organized pursuit was made. Another man
in the gang also said he was Jesse James,,
and, after robbing the engineer. Choke
Foote, gave him back two dollars and told
him that, when he reached Kansas City, to
go and get a drink and quit railroading out
in this section or he would be killed the
next time. The robbers talked all the time,
and all wore white masks. Some bad hats
on, and some had not, but all wore long
dusters. They were armed with shotguns,

blunderbusses and pistols,
and had on high-to- p boots .and farmers
clothes.

The place where the robbery took place is
in a deep cut, near where the Missouri Pa-

cific track crosses it, and the country Is
hilly and well wooded, and just suitable for
such a robbery. It is only a few miles front
Glendale, where the Alton train was robbed
in 1879 by Jesse James and gang, when they
secured nearly $15,000.

As soon tn the robbers had gone througk
oil the passengers, they told the engineer te
pull out, and s aid: "Good night, this is the
last of the James boys' gang." The train
came at once to Kansas City, and posses of
men have already left by special train and
on horseback to head off the highwaymen,
if possible.

T. F. or Frank Burton, the brakeman,
made the following statement of the rob-

bery:
4 1 was standing on the front platform of

the sleeper when the train stopped, and I
heard voices and oaths on the back plat-
form. I said, in a moment: ' We are going
to be robbed.' Then one of the robbers
cried out: 'We are coming in and going
through you all.' I remember that the
freight-trai- n was just behind us, and I
heard it coming up. I jumped off and ran
with my lantern down the track. They
commenced shooting at me. The bullets
whistled all around me, and struck the
rails and stone. They must have
fired twenty-fiv- e shots. The engineer
said: 'For God's sake, don't shoot
the boy. He is saving the lives of these
people.' Then one of them threw up his
arms and cried: 'Stop shooting I' I rolled
into the cut and waved my lantern. The
freight-trai- n was stopped only a
off. When I came back one of the robbers
said: 'Have you lost anything?' I answered,
'Fifty cents.' He gave me one dollar and
fifty cents for interest. Then I heard one
of the robbers say to the engineer:

Choppy Foote, you aro too good a man
to keep up this business. Here's $2 to buy
a drink in the morning, and to drink
it for Jesse James. I warn you you'll be
killed if you don't leave this road. We
are going to tear up and bust the Alton and
the Bock Island Roads, for they've been of-

fering rewards for us. We've no grudge
against the Pullmans, and we'll switch off
their cars and burn all the rest. I am the
man who killed Westlake, at Winston. He
was too smart, and drew arcvolver." Bur-
ton did not believe it was Jesse James, nor
any of his gang. They all acted green at
the business, and he thought they were men
iving in the vicinity. They made no attempt
to dUguise their voices.

Frank Lombard, the news-agen- t, was in-

terviewed by a Tribune reporter and said:
44 1 was sittin? in the smoking-ca- r talking

with the conductor, Jack Hazelbacher. We
were then on the up grade, about four miles
from Independence. All of a sudden the
train came to a stop. I said to Hazelbacher:
'There is another freight-trai- n in our way,
1 suppose.' We heard loud voices and pis-
tol shots. Hooked out and saw lanterns
flashing. We knew that train robbers were
on us. Hazelbacher ran back into the train
and warned the passengers. They were all
looking out of the windows until the rob-

bers called out to them to pull in their
heads and keep quiet. The rob-

bers bad stopped the train by putting
an obstruction on the'rails and signaling. I
am sure there were a dozen of them,
and iome of the passengers place the
number at sixteen. Everybody was panic-strick- en

and helpless. Iran out of the car
and found the men guarding the engineer
and fireman. They were poorly masked,
but all armed with Henry rifles. Thev were
swearing loudly and shooting at random.
Some of them passed into the mail-ca- r, but
didnqt touch anything. Express-Messeng-

Fox in the meantime had barricaded
the express-ca- r. They climbed upon the car,
ran around and began to shoot. They broke
into the car and knocked Fox down by a
violent blow on the head. They then robbed
the safe of everything. I ran back into the
smoking-ca- r and hid most of my money.
The robbers came in and ordered me, witb
nn oath, to lie down. I did so, and they
shoved a gun up to my head and told me to
fork over. I said my money was under the
cushion. They told me to get it, and I got
it in a hurry, you bet. It was about fifteen
dollars. They then told me to sit stili, and
tbey went back to the other cars. They
made a wholeale robbery of money, watches
and Jeweirv.'' 4
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A man in one of the West 'India
islands claims to be 182 years old.
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