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FARLE THE SECOND.—CONTINCED,

He’ll come and stay with us at Millport
for a year, and take a holiday of his
own; and when the vear's out, and he
is broken a bit out of his own ways,
he'll stay on another, and another, and
another, for as lone as he's spared.
He'll always be Blackthorn, of Levs
Croft. you see: the land will always be
his, whether he lives there or no, only
the trouble will be off hi= hands. Do
You sce? He'll lose neither the land
nor you. So the long and the short of
it is, I'm off to-morrow to Hunche-ter
to buy you a plain gold ring. We'll be
married here, and then start for Mill-
port, all three, as
send down their man to see to the farm,
and I've put him in the way. Daling,

we will 2il be so happy there, as happy |

as the days are long.

And so she knew, or thoueht, as well |
But she had grown so happy |

as he.
already durine her
plight that she would willingly have
lengthened it out without lmit; and,
now that marriage was brought face
to face with her as a fact, the very
of any greater happin ss than the pres-
ent assum d a sort of awe.
but be hanpy
make ns more?

*Stophen,”’ she said, looking up into
his fa e, “whatever yon wish, I wish
too. If trying will do it, yon shall be
the hapoiest man in the world.™

“Darlize! You'll make me that with-
out tryinez,”” said he. “Give me your
finger, please. No: not that, the foarth,
of the left hamd. Where's my measur-
ing tape? Oh. here.”

season of

soon as Prestons” |

troth- |

idea |

failed —he felt that he had put off be-
ginning to live too long; that, in short,
he wouid before long have to think of
growing old. He tried to pay atten-
tions—to * go courting'’ they ecalled it
there; but it was perfectly evident that
the girl had not the least suspicion of
his meaning. And, meanwhile, time
was Eassmg; every month he was a
month older, while she seemed 8 month
younger; and it was very plain that if
he ever meant to live he must begin—
and as a married man; the last thing
that had ever entered his mind.

It would take long to tell how he tried
to firht himself out of the desire to
throw himself and his money-bags and
his plans at the feet of a not particular-
ly pretty child fresh from school, who
knew nothing, it seemed, except how to
laugh and how to spend. It would take
longer to tell how, having been at last
driven to conclude that love is fate, he
took his policy from the spider, and,
mash by mesh, got that big fly, Leys
Croft, first into his web and then be-
tween his elaws. And then, by just five
minutes, to have lost the game, and to a
bov whose very existence he had well-
night forgotten—it was erully hard.
Ninety-nine men out of a hundred won!d
have broken the web an:d given up the
came. Enoch Marrish was the
dredth man: and, whether visiting his
| fields or feeding himself with gruel, he
| had but one thought—how to weave the

web  anew, and a stronger one this

| time.

Not that Enoch Marrish had become |

so much passion’s slave that he would
really have paid away  Leys Croft, the
best farm in the country, as the price
| even for Paticnee Blackthorn., Mammon
| iz not to be conquered by Cupid quite so
| far as that would ¢o. Hs old web had
been a scheme to gain both by one
s roke: his new one also must gain both,
«aoil bit of revenee besides. But
| what, in the name of vengeance, was
thut plan to be?  Heconld not see it for
| all his thinking: he only Knew that it
| had to be done,

| He had just swallowed his last mouth-

| ful of seald.ing grucl, and was seraping

tand a

U‘l“' ean | the sancepan, for the suke less of appe- | alive Hunchester.
-how can any change | tite than of principle, when a quick step |

came up the graveled path. and aradiant
| face came to the kitchen window.
[ “Marrish!” Stephen Harlow hailed
{ him. “Are you very busy there? 1 want
i a word w.th you." :

Enoch’s impulse was to throw the
sancepan at the fellow's head: but that
would only have damared a good sauce-
pan. and done mo gowi in any way.
ile never forgot anything: so he held

Ihe survevor zot to work, and meas- | his hund.

ured that vast estate which lies be-
tween the knuckles and the first joint
of the four h finger of the left hand of
a girl.

The morning after this happy even-
ing, Farmer Marrish, though it was but
eight o’clock, had gone over well-nigh
every inch of every field, had seen
every man and womaa a! his and her
task, and had done a good deal of hard
head-work besides. For he was one of
those farmers, rare and often misunder-
stood folk in those simple times, who
put brains into the soil. He never did
a single thing without knowing the rea-
son why; amd so (though this does not
by any means follow) he prospered
while otliers failed. So one can ounly
judge tha! the Lrains he used were ex-
celient brains.  Returnine to the house,
a square, squat, stone building, with:out
a groen leal about it to break its stare,

and standing between a straw-yard and |

a garden without a blossom. he cooked
for himself, in asance-pan, about a pint
of exceedingly thin gruel, and ate it,
from ihe same, vessel, with an iron
spoon. The meal was cheap, if not sat-
isfying: but then there was the gratiti-
cation of feelingz, with every monthful,
that it migixt have Leen beef or bacon,
so that, not heing either, at every
monthiful something was =aved, and
thercfore something gained. There was
nobody to wait upon him, for Farmer
Marrish kept no more hands about
hovse or lund than were needful for
profitible work, and what profit could
there be in keeping a cook or
parlor-maid when he had hands
of hiz own, and only his own
mouth to feed? He had breakfasted on
that thin gruel, getting thinner and
thinner, every day sinee he was one and
twenty, and, though it made the Lody
lank, it made the pocket swell. He
dinid mostly on bread and cheese, or
cold breon, that wanted no cooking at
all, except on Sunday, when he made
potatoes and the week's odds and ends
into a hot stew, to aveoid waste; and he
supped on gruel again, with a singele
tumbler of rum.  Ile did keep ale for
his men, because in those days to work
on water was a thing undreamed of;
but even those ready and
omnibibants, who beld as a general rule
that beer was beer, were driven to
erumble, at times, of the smalluess of
Welstead brew. He would dine with a
neighbor when invited, and would then

spare no expenss, since the expense was |

not his own: but he kept no company
at all.

few of the tradesmen of Hunchester,
were in his debt, that nobody in all that
country was more respected than he;
nay, it was whispered that he had the
vicar himself under his thumb, and that
he could buy up the Digbys themsclves,
who constituted the ar'stocratie element
of that part of the worid. Nobody had
ever got the better of him in a bargain,
and no eyes had ever seen the color of
his money execopt his own.

And yet this man, sordid and grasp-
ing as he was, and :({» warently with no
thought beyond =& tling: cuinea to
guinea and field to field, was made by
nuature with passions of all kinds of in-
tensity such as is given to few to feel
If one side of him had not been a mizer,
the other would have gone through life
at a gallop, or rather, at a storm. His
macniticent self-command had ecome
fron his seiting out with the fixed re-
solve of dying worth a eertain sum; or
rather, of making a certain sum in time
to enjoy it for a certain number of
years before he died. For he was no
fool: he did not treat the making and
hoarding of money as an end. He
fully meant some day to have his fling,
and he preferred to have it at the latter
end of life. when he should be able to
afford it, rathir than at the beginning,
when he started upon Welstead a com-

aratively poor man, in whose eves
Ilj'um Blackthorn was a mill.onaire.
However, as the time went on, erepit
amor nummi, passion gradually went
to sleep, and when the sum at which he
had aimed al the outset was made and
saved even before the time. he found
that he ought to have aimed at a few
thousand more before he began to
spend. :

Yet, even in the best-planned life,
though it be grasped with the firmest

hand, something must happen to throw
things out of gear. It may be a battle

of Waterloo; it may be a pair of eves.
Enoch Marrish’'s Waterloo had been the
pair of eyes. One day Pationce Black-
thorn came home from school; and all
the passion which had been frozen as if
to death in a bath of gold burst out into
flame. Then, for the first time—after
be had fought against the fire and had

unerit’eal |

It need hardly be said, seeng |
that half the parish at least, and not a |

“Here I am. What’s your word?"

“Why, that I'm to be married as soon
as there's been time for the banns! You
were the first to wish me joy, yvou know.
I know your time’s precious: but will
you spare a morning for once, and be
best mau?"’

“I2"* He was really taken aback by
such a request, considering what his
thoughts had been.

“If you wouldn’'t mind. I can send
for one to Millport; and, if I could,
you've been so old a friend of my Pa-
tience that I'd sooner have you than any
man anywhere. Say yes.’

My Patience! Had the yvoung lover
taken and stabbed him, his heart could
not have felt the daggor more sharply
than such a word. However, he must
not let even so much az a look hinder
any scheme that he might form—must,
| form —within three weeks at the utmost;
for what he had heard, was both sud-
{ den and terrible news.

Yoo, then! I will!l”’ said he.

“Thank you, with all my heart, Mar-
rish. I knew you wonld: and when yvon
want it yourself, I'li do as muech by you.
I forzel, though—a best man-must be a
bachelor. Why don’t yon do as I do,
and get a Paticace of your own?"'

“Won't vou come in? I have just
had breakfa<t, or I'd offer you some-
| thinz. Se you are getting a rich man,
teh?”
} “I've got my foot on the ladder.
| Fancy my coming just in the nick of

time as I did—it looks iike Providence,

| Marvish: it makes one see things clear |

| that one never saw before! 1 wonder
I who the scoundrel was
buy my Patience. You know, of course
| —of course, I shan't ask, but I should
like you to tell him, when you see him,
before he tries to buy a girl at market
acain, to ask ber if she wants to be
| sold.
brute —it makes myv blood boil.
i 1 shan’t ever know: for I don’t want to
i be bothered with having to leather a
cur. But never mind him. No, thank
| you—I can’t come in now. I'm off to
'Hunchester, and as I'm on Shanks’
' mare, | musn't play by the way.”
“To Hunchester? Law business?
| Lueky you ean atford it. I'm my own
| lawver—""
““Nol this time,"” said Stephen, with a
laurh, which raised in Enoch the «evil
inf murder. ““I'm going to buy a rin™”

[ pidly, it must be owned.
*The ring!™”
He nodded gocd-day, and went off
[ whistling a tune.  There had not been a
{ happier man in England last night:
! there was none so happy this bright
' morning in the world. He had paid
| back his benefaclor tenfold; he was
| young and strong; his employers had
| such faith in him that they would make
| saerilices to keep him: he was well up
| on the ladder of fortune; he had not, so
far as he Kknew, a single foe: he was in
ood-fellowship with all the world: he
E:ul won the zicl of his heart—no won-
der that his soul sang within him as he
muarched alony Hunchester road. *“The
ring, and what shall the posy be?
There must be a posy; though it's not

the mode in Millport—but hang the
mode! Patience must keep to her sweet

country ways. I wonder what she'll
think of that biz town—how she will
open her blue eves! What wonderful
th ngs I thought the tall chimneys were
when I first ecame. She'll get on with Mrs,
| Preston, safe enough: I'm glad she'll
| have a lady friend.  We'll take one of
| those little houses in Washburn; one of
; those gardens would be just the thing

witch the pease grow.  Faney coming

{ home every day from the otiice and
| finding Patience looking out for me in
| % honse of our own. And we can {_,"I.‘T. a
| bigger one in  time—perhaps a real
country place at last, with a big garden

kaml a bit of farm besides, when Leys
Croft’s clear. I must get rich enough,
anyway, to buy it from Dick Black-
thorn, poor chap, if he ever turns up
azain. We must try to find him now.
If he's really been in nothing worse
than a scrape, Prestons & Harlow might
give him a try. He used to be a smart
young chap: and it would please Pa-
tience—that’s the great thinF. Why, if
things go on like this, I shall be Mayor
of Mill port before I've done. Patience
—Lady Harlow; why not; and who
knows? But she’s got to be made hap-
v; really and truly happy; I wonder if

f can—I wonder—but as she was sing-
ing to us last night: ‘Love will find out
the way.” By the Lord Harry! if there
isn’t the very posy for thering as pat as
can be: ‘Love will find out the way! "
yith such thoughts "as these, the

hun- |

that wanted to |

The secoundrel—the cold-blooded |
I hope |

“A ring?"” askea Enoch—rather stu-

[ for the old man to prowl about in and |

happiest young fellow in England, with
one thought for himself and two far
others, shortened the way to Hunches-
ter, the county town. It was adull
place enough, except on Thursday,
which was market-day. To-day, how-
ever, wes Tuesday—the normally dull-
est day in all the seven. It was there-
fore with some surprise that, as he
went along Westgate street towards
the Cross, he came upon the tail of a
little crowd, mostly of boys and girls
from the back alleys, but with others
among them hurrying in the same di-
rection as he, and shouting, while the
corners were blocked up by knots of
women, and the tradesmen were, by
one consent, standing at their doors.

*“What's up to-day?"’ Stephen askeil
one of these.

**Oh, "tis only the soldiers,"” answered
the mun. *‘A regiment on the march—
bound for foreign service against old
Boney, I hear say. I wish, for my part,
they'd gone another road: the red-
coats do a sizht more harm than good,
unless they stay for a month —that’s
another pair of shoes. Do you want
anything in my line, this fine day?
Hark —there they go!™

As the shop-keeper spoke, fifes and
drums fur down the stre-t shrilled and
[ rattled into the *“The British Gren-
‘ adiers.””  Stephen could see the glitter-
| ing points of the bayvonets;: and the
[ ragzed tail of the march broke out into

a cheer.

*Poor fellows!" thought he. *“And
men among them with Patiences of
their own, no doubt: it makes one
ashamed to be happy when one thinks
of war. And I might have had to beat
I a drum or carry a musket myself if it

hadn't been for old Tom Blackthorn.
| To think that I should hive been able
| to pay him back for half he's done—it
| seems like a dream.  Baut for the better
i half; no, that's beyond paving.” He
siepped into the best watchwmaker and
| jyweler's in the town. < I want a gold
| ring —quite plain,”” said he. with more
of shyness than a man of mark in Mill-
[ port ought to have felt when conde-
scending to make a purchase in dead-

But the man did not smile. What-
lever he micht have felt once on his
{ own account, he had become callous to
such things: even plain gold rings were
only in the way of trade.  So he pulled
out a drawerful, laree and small, real
| gold and sham, thick and thin.
| Stephen bad already, with his meas-
| uring tape, marked upon his own Ittle
[ finger the point where the right ring
[ should zo to tit the finger it was made for.
Having chosen the thickest and the best.
he was about to order it to be encraved
!ml its inner surface wiith the posy he
had chosen, when his eve was eaught
by another, wnich he had rejected for
| being, perhaps, half a shade less thick
| than the other, and which happened to
| to be already engraved.

He took it up to read, and he started
to see the words—

“ Love will find owl the way.™
| There was, of course, nuﬁ{in;:: won-
| derful to find any common posy on any

common rinz. But it so singulariy (as
he fancied) leaped with his own thoughts
| as he had come along the road, that the
| finger of Fate seemed to be pointing out
| the one ring in the world for the finger
of Patience Blackthorn. The very
| words he had thought of —the words of
[ her own very song: and as it were
writing themselves for him. without
| moing through the cold-blooded proeess
| of being engraved. It was as thougrh
| his own thoughts had flown before him
to thz shop, and had stamped them-
selves, firesh from his heart, vpon the
ring. Lovers are always finding such
adventares, and always thinking them
peculiar to themselves.

“1 will take this,”" gaid he. The
jeweler, who seemed a taciturn fellow,
nodded, as if bridegzroom’s fancies
| were matters of course, and the pur-
| chase was made.

|

thing.” thought Stephen. It seems
too strange to believe —finding a ring
with just those very words, 1I'm glad
| —there must be something out of
common in this ring: just as there's
| something out of the common in the
whole story. I shouldn’t have believed
such a story if I'd been told.
though, when one comes to think of it,
it isn't likely Patience Blackthorn
[would be married with a common
rine."'

That was the whole of Stephen’s busi-
nes=s in Hunchester that day.  Having
had some cold meat and o glass of ale,
for his walk had made him hungry, he
set off to return to Leys Crolt by the
same roud he had eome. But he had
not reached the tifth milestone when it
oceurred to him that, as he was taking
a holiday from his holiday, he might as
‘well o home by way of the church
where he was to be married.  Of course
he had seen the church of his native
villae many hundred times before;
but then it had been only a c¢ommon
steeple, now it was to become  a sacred
building indeed.

To ¢ to Leys Croft by way of the
church one had to leave the road, as I
have said, the tifth stone from the town,
and follow a paththat led through some
open ficlds to the top of =ome low hills,
wienee on one  side one ecould
se¢ the lazy smoke and the minster
tower of Hunchester. and a broad river
beyond:; on the other, the network of
low, woodel slopes and nar.ow valleys
in which were hidden Leys Croft and
Welstead, and many another ancient
farm! His back turned to the minster
and river, Stephen looked toward the
woods and pastures, all in their gold
and greep, and smiling as if the land-
seape were alive and lapped in the ur-
most luxury of peace and verdure. The
chimneys and the turmoil of Millport
had broken his familiarity with the
view, and he was able to regzard
the scenes in which he had Dbeen
born and bred, and had learned
to love, with traveled eyes. I
seemed impossible with such a
prospect before him, to remember that
the world was at war. and that other
prospects. just as peaceful of right, and
as roady to smile with fruit and harvest,
were at that very hour, maybe, the
| background of waste and ecarnage.
' Stephtien knew all that, as every En-
| glishman knew it, with his mind. but

only in the way we know things with

i which we have no real concern. Proba-
bly it would never have entered his
mind at all had it not been for that
moraning’s momentary glimpse of giit-
tering steel and rattle of drums.

He followed the path down the other
|side of the hill, and vaulted over a
i church stile into a field that sloped

down to a running stream shrouded in
' bushes and boughs. It was crossed by
| the most primitive of bridges, a single
| loose plank, while the beaches sloped
| down to the water, making Lilliputian
|clifis and sands. It was here that
Stephen, ages
attempts at angling, with a string and &
| erooked pin—how inlinite long ago it all
-seemed!  For old time's sake, he could
{ not pass the bridge without just one
| more seramble into the recesses of the
| copse whence the brown water came
sparkling out into the sunshine.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

It was really a very wonderful |

e

the |

Still, |
| so humble,

! more than

o, had made his firss

IN MEMORIAM.

A Beautifal Tribute to the Late General
Gordon.

Cruel suspense has given place to sad
certainty. All conjectures as to the
survival of General Gordon must now
be put on one side. It now appears to
be placed beyond any doubt the fact
that he fell stabbed by traitors in the
midst of his faithful troops when Khar-
toum was betrayed. The end came as
he expected it Treachery ach'eved
what overwhelming force had failed to
effect, and the force of the Mahdi, ad-
mitted within the fortification by one of
Gordon’s Pashas,’made short work of
all who would not espouse their eause.
The Notables were cut down to a man,
the faithful remnant of Gordon’s gar-
rison seem to have been killed fighting
hard to the last. The'r children were
spitted on the Arab spears; theirwomen
—but there is no need to detail the
ghastly ineidents of the sack of a ecity
by the savage hordes of the African
desert. The streets of the city, we are
told, ran with blecod. “The flame of
the sword and the lichtning of the
spear’’ shone in the doomed city for a
space, and when our relieving steamer
arrived there was a ~‘multitude of slain
and there was noend of their corpses.™

The terrible formula which summed ap [

the

our policy in Soudan has
been as terribly  fulfilled. The
garrison, have been spared, and
over the whole of the Soundan the
Mahdi has mnow passed lis bloody |

spouge. Nothing has happened that
was not foreseen.
profane such a moment as this with any
vain reeriminations. In the sanctuary
of our sorrow such revilings jar Like
the hootines of someill-omened bird as
we weep over the grave of our dead.
But it is precizely beeause he realized
so vividly the approaeh of that savage
orgie of earnare and of lust that Gen-
eral Gordon twelve months azo pleaded
so earnestly against the evacuation of
the Soudan, and it wasin crder to stave
off this great tragedy he consented to
«o to Khartonm to do what he eould.
He has done what he could, and the
catastrophe which, with suech heroie
courage and such marvelous resource,
he has averted for a whole year, has at
last overwhelmed him and those whom
he sousht to save. *‘Red ruin™ has
fallen upon Khartoum —her ch Idren
have been dashed to pieces in the midst
of her, the women have become a prey
to the spo ler. and the few brave men
who through all the long siege have

endured faithfully to the e¢nd mn spite |

of sore privation, constant attacks. and
a haunting sense of desertion and de-
spair, have paid the penalty of their
loyalty with their lives. The telegrams
from Korti read like the serolls of the
Hebrew prophets on which were writ-
ten the judgment of Godupon thecities
ot old time. All is over, and the cur-
tain falls upon a scene of bloodshed
and desolation, only to be realized by
those who remember the carnage of
Cawnpore or the more recent horrors
of Batak.

Khartoum has been evacuated by
massacre, and with Khartoum General
Gordon has perished. Of that there
can be no longer any doubt. A ca-
reer of unsullied splendor has now
culminated in a death worthy of the
life which it elosed. **The angels of
Martyrdom and Vietory,” said Maz-
zini, *‘are twin sisters, for Martyrdom
is also the benediction of Heaven.” It
is diffieult for those of us who knew
Gordon as a man and as a friend to
speak without tear-d mmed eyes and
choking utterance of him whom we
shall now see no more. None of those
who knew that noble heart, so tender
and true, who have felt the warm grasp
of that generoushand now cold indeath,
who have been gladdened by the radi-
anece of his ready smile, or inspired to
striving after nobler things by the glow-
ing ardorof hissimple faith, ean dissoci-

| ate their keensense of personal bereave-

ment from those more general consider-
at:ons which must necessarily be before
the nation to-day. There was no one
who knew h'm but loved him. So brave
he was and so gentle. so great and vet
inspired at once by the
sublimest ideals, and yet ever alive to
the humorous underside of the world’s
afliairs. No woman could have been

more tenderly sympathet.e, no paladin |
He realzed |
the ideal |

utterly fearless.
almost any man
of the little ch.ld of whom it is said,
«Of such is the kingdom of Heaven.”
The transparent sincer ty and genuine-
ness of soul, the
speech, the utter absence of make-
believe, even his tempestuons gusts of
wrath at injustice and deeeit, and
the unreserved penitence with
which he wonuld confess  his
fanlts, were all ch.ldlike to
decree. Baot of all these
outer world knows little. and it is per-

more

haps almost a saerlege upon the privacy |

of sorrow to advert even in passing to
thes touching memor es.
the midst of our greef, as *with uncov-
ered head we salute the suered dead
who went and who return not,”” we are
thrilled with a proud joy as we reflect
upon the splendor of that stainless life
now crowned with the aurcole of mar-
tyrdom. Even with that terrible tele-
gram of mas=acre and treachery before
their eyes there is not one of his friends
who for a moment regrets that General
Gordon was sent to tne Soudan to suf-
fer and to die in the defense of Khar-
toum. Looking back over the whole

of the dark, confused welter of blood- [

shed and blunder that tilled last year.
the m ssion of General Gordon stands
out distinet and clear as the one great
achievement of England for whichevery
one has indeed good caunse to thank
God and tak: courage.  Of all the gifts
of Heaven to earth, the hero is infinite-
Iy the greatest. In h'm the race
incarnate its hizhest ideals, and his ex-
istence is in itself an inspirat on.

sees

gland were indeed in that decadence
which Prince B smarek believes hos al-
ready overtaken ner. Her old deals
had been obscured. The eall of duty
no longer rangin ourears as the Clarion
of God —wrapped in ease and luxury
and in unbelicf wewere losinafaith both
in England and nallthat had made En-
gland sreat. The individual seemed so
Ea-lpleeﬁ. Belief in the transcendent
importance of a single brave man’s in-
tense conv.ction hud buraed low. Pa-
trioti-m seemed in danger of be ng sac-

rificed to party. And even in the midst |

of that day of darkness and gloom.
when Ministers and Opposition alike
scemed indifferent to the fate of thou-
sands doomed by our policy to mas-
sacre aud outrage, a man was rased
u}} who for twelve long months dis-
played in the sight of the whole world
the heroie virtues wh ch our gainsay-
ers believed were all but extinet. On

| the ramparts of the beleaguered capital
{ of the Libyan Desert. as on some vast

world-pedestal, General Gordon has
demonstrated before all men the might

that lies in the arm of asingle Englih- |

man who has faith in his country and
hisGod. In hm were incarnate the
characteristics of the heroes of our Na-

Far be it from us to |

d rect frankness of |

the last
thines the

But even in |

A For |
some time past it had s:emed as if En- |

| tional story. The chivalry of Arthur
of the Table Round, the indomitable
valor and saintly life of the Great Al-
fred, and the relig'ous convictions of
Oliver the Protector—all were united
in that slight form, now, alas! laid
low in death upon which, with ever in-
creasing fascination, the eyes of the
world have been so long. ’}‘he inspira-
tion of his great example, now conse-
crated by his death, will not be lost
upon the nation which, alas! too late,
poured forth its millions into the des-
ert sands in order to fulfill the duty to
whose supreme claims he has sacriticed
his life.—Pall Mall Gazelte.

>

POKER SHARPS.

The Clever Swindlers who Seek for Vic-
tims on Atlantic Steamships.

A recent London cablegram saia
|there was a revival of the outery
| against gamblinzon the Atlant’c steam-
] ships, and many letters had been pub-
{lished giving instances of passengers
| being fleeced by card-sharps. It was
{ also conjectured that some of the pro-
| fessional gamblers, having been starved
|lout of New York City, were plying
their vocation on the steamers. These
traveling sharpers are sometimes called
ocean tramps.  They are not confined
to the male sex, and were crossing and
recrossing the Atlantic before the
poker-sharps and the brace gamblers
were driven out of their javorite dens
up-town by the police. Two of these
sharpers arve slender, bright-eyed g rls,
who are familiar to ocean-traveiers in
the summer season. Not long azo the
writer saw them board a fast st amer
for one of their periodical round trips,
and they appeared very pleasant to the
{eve, They wore simply yet richly
[dressed in becominz travelinge suits.
| One of them had an alligator tourist’s
bagr slung over her shoulder, acd the

|

| 3

{ other,  with equal  grace and
| archness, carried a pair  of
| marine olasses. The small,

snug, gray hats that surmounted their
| pretty heads of neatly done-up hair,
| their close-fitting jackets. and strong,
| yet shapely shoes all hespoke exper-
[ 1enced travelers. As they stood at the
| steamer’'s rail, watching the busy, jost-
{ ling erowd they were the cynosure of
{ all eyes. They were not unattended.
Loom ne up in the background with a
i bland face was the male guardian of
the pretty pair.  As the younger men
who were going to be their Tfellow-pas-
‘ sengers eved them with ill-concealed
admiration the gray-mustached chapoer-
on frowned in a manner that was dis-

| couraging to the most andac ous.

i As the reporter gazed at the pieture

| he was startled by fecling a huge red
hand upon his shoulder, and hearing a

{ voice in his ear that sounded as if it

came from the depths of the sea. It

said:

“Well, old man!"

Turning around the reporter saw the
rotund face of the jolly cmef officer of
the steamer, the flazship of the line.

**What, are you looking at those
girls, eh?"”

*Yes, I wonder who they are—En-
glish girls go.ng home with papa after
 doing the States, 1 suppose: or, may
l be, they’re Boston belles abandoning
| their erude and barbarous native land?
| They're pretty girls, anyhow. and Ifeel

jealous already of that gaunt. round-
should red dude who is making up to
[ the fair-haired one in spite of her
[ father's scowl.”

The iolly officer burst into a peal of
laugh.er, which reached the ears of the
beanties at the rail. They turned,
looked at h'm, er'msoned with resent-
ment, and haughtily left the rail to go
below or zet out of the way of the of-
ficer’s eyos.

“English swells or Boston belles, eh?
That’s your reckoning of it, is it?”’
laughed the jolly tar. *Why, my dear
fellow, you're all off. Those are the
three cleverest swindlers that work the
herr ng pond. I presume you' ve heard
of the card sharps and confidence op-
erators who spend their timeduring the
summer monthsbetween New York and
Liverpool tleecing their fellow-passen-
rors.  Well, that’s the slickest trio in
the business. I've had ‘em twice on
this ship. and on the second voyage
they got so deep into the pockets of
two young Englishmen westward bound
that the skipper got 'thwart of their
hawse and confined them to their state-
room for the re<t of the passage.
{see, thev look as a father and two
Id:m_‘;im-rs. and as soon as the ship’s in
| blue water they beg n to throw out sig-

nals. First one and then another green-
horn runs alongside and makes fast.
Then they sound him. If he
or on short allowance they sheer ofl
| and let him alone. Butif'he’s what vou
| Yankees call well fixed they make fast
to him, flirt with him, drnk fizz and
brandy and soda with him, smoke
cirarettes with him, and in due
time p'ay poker, or nap, or baccarat
| with him. The poor dupe thinks
they are too awlully nice for anything.
All the other lady passengers are be-
low, or off the wind, and he thinks it a
charming American charaeteristie, this
freedom, and andac'ty, and good fel-
| lowship. The cover—that's the old
| sharp —he makes a pretense of shorten-
| ing sail once in awhile, but it's only a
1‘ blind, my boy. Then the first thing
| you know, just as yon make the light-
| ship, Mr. Gireenhorn is cleaned out of
!every shilling, and may have chucked
rin half-a-dozen checks or promissory
notes besides.

*“They're the hardest class of frauds
| to tackle, because no skipper likes to
|run afoul of ladv passengers. Sup-
pose he should make a mistake and or-
der a young lady whose worst fault is
 that she is a 1 ttle gay to keep to her
' state-room, as he can under the British
‘law? Why. she might make it as hot
! as old Harry for the company: for such
| an act on would be false imprisonment
of the worst kind.

“My old man took his chances,
though. and the damsels will give our
line a wide berth when they are opera-

tinr in future. Some of the agents
have blacklisted a lot of the most noted
of these rocucs, but new ones appear
every now and then, and as long as
there are geese there will be foxes. It
ceems almost impossible to keep the
soker sharps off’ the ocean steamers,
ut we do our best to keep our patrons
from being sw.ndled, even ﬁt‘_tbe 'r:sl.:
of taboo ng the wrong person.” —N. 1.
Sun.

- =

— The skating craze attains its high-
' est development in the country.  City
 people have little idea of it. A Ver-
mont clergiman, in a recent address,
'expressed the idea that a moderate use
of the rink was well enough for chil-
' dren. but he said he had known of in-
stances in which men had left their
' work, farmers even in their busy sea-
son and gone in their overalls to the
skating rink.—N. Y. Sun.
—_—
| —A gargle of strong black tea used
| cold night and morning is now fash-
ionable in London as a vreventive of
| sare-throat.
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— Artesian wells have been known in
China from times in "Meémorable.

—A walking stic K concealing a
match-box aad a ciga: ette holder is g
late English device.

—An English shoemaks 'T has patent-
ed a reversible boot, whi 'R may be
worn indifferently on either . foot.

—It is a belief of the Bude 'hists of
Ceylon that if a woman behave: * herself
properly she will eventually bee me a
man.

—A women’s rights association .has
been formed in Paris under the title Of
La Ligue des Fommes. The claims o
its members are to be defended at the
Chamber of Deput es by M. Laguerre.

— I'he tomb of Rachel, Jacob's favor-
ite wife, is at the cross ng of the Beth-
lehem and Hebron roads, about a mile
from the modern Christian village of
Belb-Jela. It is a square white struet-
ure made of plaster and roofed over
with a dilapidated dome.

—The Mahdi has little trouble in
feeding his army. The na'ive will live
upon a cake of bluck bread and a few
lentils and an onion, and never care |
for animal food. All that an Egyptian |
boarding-house keeper requires to set
up business is a few dates, & fetf or-
anges, a peck of lentls and onions,
and a half-dozen pones of black bread.

—The story is published respeeting
the oririn of balloons that Mme.
Montgolfier had washed her petticoat
to wear to a great festival on the
next day, and hung it over a chafing-
d sh to dry. The hot air, swelling out
the folds of the garment. lifted it up
and floated it. Tae lady was as-
tonished and ealled her husband’s at-
tention to the sight. It did not take
Montgolfier long to grasp the idea of
the hot-air balloon.

—The Brazilian law of 1871 pro-
vides that all children born to slave
mothers can not obtain their freedom
until they are twenty-one years old,
and must serve their mother’s owner
until that time. A traveler says there
“never was a nation on the globe in
which slaves were treated with more
diabolical ecruelty than they are to-
day in the coffee-producing provinces
of Brazil. The punishments practiced
are simply barbarous.” There are
still 1,200,000 slaves in the empire,

—In the collection of British state
jewels kept in London Tower are half
a dozen erowns, the roval wand, a solid
zold stick. three feet seven inches in
lenesth, the royal communion service,
three large fonts, all of solid gold, out
of which theroyalch ldren are baptized.
besides numerous other valuable pres-
ents that have been presented to the
State by friendly sovercigms. The en-
t.re collection is valued at $15,000,000,
much of which sum is represented in
the rare stones that grace the crowns
and scepter, the famous Kohinoor, the
second largest d amond in the world,
being one of them.

—To confirm other experienceof trop-
ical thunder storms, Mr. J. J. Meyrick
reports that very few persons or build-
ings are ever injured by lhightning
the plains of Inda, although at the
commencement of the monsoon storms
oceur in wh eh the lightning runs Like
snakes all over the sky at the rate of
three or four fla~hes a second, and the
thunder often roars without a break for
an hour or more at a time. He sup-
pose- the rarity of ace dents to be due
to the great thickiess of the stratum of
the heated air and its eflect in keeping
the clouds so high that most of the elec-
trical (ischarzes pass from cloud to
cloud, and very few reach the earth.

-

THE WOODCHUCK.

Description of a Marmot Which Is Other-
wise Known as the Ground Hog.

This large marmot, the Arctomys
monax of naturalists, is found from
Hudson's Bay to Virg'nia, and west to
the Rocky Mountains, and in parts of
many States is yet common. The color
is variable, but I have found grizzly
gray tobe the most usual; specimens
of a chestnut, and even blackish color,
are sometimes seen. The under sur-
face is mostlv reddish. The body of
this animal is thick and clumsy, and
the legs are short and muscular; the
thumb is rudimentary, and is provided
with & flat nail instead of a eclaw; the
tail is bushy. Average length of head
and body, nineteen inches: of the tail,
five and a half inches. Weight of a
laree, fat male, ten pounds.

The ground hog digs a burrow from
twenty to thirty feet in length, with a
larce chamber at its extreme end; in
th's chamber is built a nest of grass
and leaves, and herethe young are born
and the entire family live. Heaps of
stones, the base of a large boulder, or
an ol stone wall are the sites general-

v chosen for the entrance to
the tunnel. The call of this
marmot is a shrill whistle; it seems

to beused only as a ecry of alarm
or warning. When surprised at a
distance from its home, it runs rapidly
for u short distance, and then squats
for an instant to see if it be noticed or
pursued, and then runs on again and
stops as before; so strong is this habit
that I have seen a woodchuck stop and
stare for a couple of seconds after a
rifle bail had struck the flat rock on
which it was crouched directly under
it, sending a little cloud of dust and
«pl nters of stone over the animal.
When chased by dogs it makes sw ft
progress, and if caught turns and fights
fiercely, often overma.—.ter;nfz a dog of
moderate size. Its powerful front teeth
inil.ct most deep and nglywounds. The
per ods of activ ty of this marmot are
in the evening and the early morn'ng;
during the middle of the day it gener-
ally remains in its burrow, though I
have seen them abroad at noon, espec-
ially in the autumn.

The woodchuck can cl'mb trees in a
clumsy fashion, and occasionally mounts
to a low branch, and there stretches it-
seif out to enjoy the warm sunshine, of
which it is very fond. They also some-
t mes lean with their backs against a
tree trunk, sitting on their hind quar-
ters with their under surface exposed
to the hot rays. This species stores n
no supply of food for the winter, an
during the latter season retires to the
inmost chamber of its burrow, and be-
eomes perfeetly torpid. If dug ount at
this time, they are found apparensly in-
animate, coiled into a sort of ball, with
the chin pressed against the abdomen.

In May or June the female br nEa
forth from four to six young. At the
end of three weeks, or rather longer,
they may be observed playing around
the entrance to the burrow, to which
they at once retreat at the approach of
danger. At the age of a few months
the young leave their parents and dig
for themselves habitations in the im-
mediate neighborhood of their paternal
burrow. he woodchuck cannot be
said to live in communities, although
at times a few inhabited tunnels
may be found together. When a
number of tunnels are discovered close
to one another, Jjt will generally be
found that the majority have been dug

ve
lgi.nf expeditions, but can only say
that I have always found this a solitary
species; in localities where
very numerous they may adopt other
habits.

The food of this marmot is very va-
rious, consisting of grasses, shrubs,
seeds, roots and es of many va-
rieties; I have also reason to believe
that it devours insects and grubs.
Amot‘g cultivated plants it is most de-
structive to red clover, it being almost
impossible to grow it where the
hog is common. To the vegetable
.den it is an occasional visitor, and does
s me Although I have fre-
quentl of the injury done by this
anin ‘al to grain, I have never been able
to gey any trustworthy account of the
damage' done, or have I ever seen a
field of wWheat, rye or oats injured inthe
least by iy it make a hearty meal
off a corn-field, however, when other
food is not paeatiful.

The woodcinick is a good swimmer,
and takes to the water readily; I have
the skull of a large e, weigh-
ing nearly eleven potnds, which
was killed by a friend from a boat,
while swimming a lake above a quarter
of a m le in width. Rocky, well-wooded
hills are its favorite retreats, and the
old males are fond of taking a position
on some exposed rock, sitting on their
haunches and apparently actimg as sen-
tinels, while their families go in search
of food; for this last, however, I can
not vouch, as I have surprised the
sssentinel’’ evidently asleep, and he
may have been only enjoying his favor-
ite sun-bath.

Many modes are used for the dispos-
ing of the woodchuck, and periodically
the rural press is deluged with direc-
tions for murdering the unfortunate
Arctomys. From beigg much chased,
trapped and tormented, it has become
a very cunning animal, and is not eas-
ily captured or killed. ihere are sev-
eral methods of absolutely exterminat-
ing this animal from any limited dis-
trict, but of these it is not necessary to
speak here, as they are simply systems
of torture. The steel trap carefully set
among leaves and grass, and baited
with a handful of red clover, which is
better 1 ghtly tied to a bush about a
foot directly above the trap, or with a
swe=t apple or a potato, the dead fall,
made with a heavy log anda “figure of
4," and allowed to set for days before
being baited, and the gun, are quite
sufficient to keep down the numbers of
this handsome animal.

Although this is not a letter ad-
dressed to [sportsmen, perhaps a few
words in regard to shootng the

round hog may not be out of place. 1

ave often wondered why this animal
has never been considered ‘‘game;" its
liwge size, the difficulty of Fetting a
shot at it, and its neral activity
and cunning, should endear it
to the gunner. The flesh of a young
woodchuck is also excellent eating,
and the strong, durable pelts of the
old individuals make handsome ru
and lap robes. <“Stalking' is the
method best adapted for shooting
this marmot. In the early mornin
or in the evening while the *‘hogs
are abroad. a cautious approach is
made to their burrows. the Eunt.er con-
cealing himself as much as possible,
and taking the precauton to ad-
vance up wind. Where the animals
may have been mueh molested, it is
often very difficult to get within
shot-gun range, and a light rifle is
by far the better weapon. Onee
within range a victim is selected and
shot just behind the shoulder, as he
runs around feeding or playing. A
sharp whistle will often cause the
marmots to rear upon their haunches to
look around. and so afford a good shot.
They may also be approached while
intent on a well-known feeding ground,
in the same manner, and will then af-
ford good running shots as they “‘streak
it'’ for their burrows; or, they may be
killed as they stop for an instant to lis-
ten during their retreat.

The woodchuck is perfectly tameable
when captured at an early age. and
shows much intelligenoe in captivity.
All the members of #his genus become
very tame, and may be taug(l)lt many
tricks. The Swiss peasant boys tame
the Alpine marmot (Arctomys mar-
mofta), and teach it to dance and per-
form various antics. Thig species lives
hich up in the snowy regions of the
Alps, generally selecting exposed cliffs
for its home, in order to have a clear
view of approach'ng danger. A num-
ber of individuals are usually found to-

ther, and the sharp whistle of alarm,
nown to all Alpine climb ‘rs, from one
of them, sets the whole community
scampering for their burrows. Thismar-
mot 1 vesupon Alpine plants, and passes
the winter in a torpid condition, ten or
fifteen animals* gathering in a single,
large, rounded burrow, well lined with
dried grass. Their fur is used to make
various cheap robes, snd their flesh,
though mot as good as that of our mar-
mot, is eaten by the peasants.—ZRaiph
Seiss, im Country Gentleman.

Lace and Tulle Bonnets.

French laces imitating real thread
laces are used for making entire bon-
nets, and for partly trimming others.
Wide scarfs or barbes of lace are
doubled and have the edges gathered
together across the top, and the closed

art then forms the crown. while the:
ower edges are fulled in, and covered
with & bandean of jet in which are
many pendent beads. This bandean
edges the front also, and flowers with
loops of velvet ‘or of watered ribbon
form the high trimming, and thestrings.
mateh the ribbon loops. Poppy red
tulle of French erape and black lace
make a stylish contrast in such bon-
nets. For instance, red tulle forms
the lenfthwise puffs of a bonuet,
mounted on a transparent foundation
of wires, bordered with jet drop trim-
ming, and finished on top th a jet
butterfly of mammoth size resting on a
lace bow; thestrings are poppy red vel-
vet ribbon two inches w‘g . Sim lar
honnet;Fam l;r*imneclotin front with
s of French cra the brilliant
E:)]cj]ruelicot red, a.ufe still ethers have
black: piece-lace mounted on a red
foundation. Cresson green watered
ribbons are also used om black lace
bonnetsG lbv f?l-'ihionable l’renc:lh milli-
ners. Gilt galloon in many loops is
laid over the brim of hlack lace lJbl:m--
nets, while still others have a combina~
tion of gilt lace with French lace like
gmt in favor last autumn.—Harper's

azar.

—While the ice carnival may bring
fish to the net of Montreal, it is not
pular with the other cites in Cana-
a. The Sarnia Canadian declares
that Americans in general, through
hearing of nothing save snow-shoes,

£
2

ans and ice the idea
mnurio isa -uge:ounw.”
with nine months of w nter. *‘Notone
out of a hundred of the le oﬂ.:;‘t:;

rio.”’ says the Canadian, **
a toboggan is like, and not one out of
a thousand uses snowshoes."
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