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MOTHER'S CLOCK.

A yonth n ton the sofa wide,
Within a parlor dim;

The maid wno lingered by hia aida 
Wai ail the world to him.

What brought that glad light to hlaeya— 
That cadenee to hia tone?

Wh v burna the lamp of love ao high, 
Though midnight's hour hath flown?

The clock above the glowing grate 
Haa atopned at half-paat 'en;

And, longaa that young man may wait 
It will not atiike again.

The artful maiden knowa full well 
What iimkea the clock act ao,

And why no eanbly power can tell 
The time for him to go.

halfa’ dream.
I stood one night iufront of the Lyceum, 

while a drizzling rain was falling, and 
the canopy of fog and mist seemed set
tling down closer every minute. I had 
left Oxford tha.morning,and inordinary 
costume was comfortably surveying the 
confused sights, before walking to my 
hotel. The eagerness of those who 
were still within pushed the first who 
had left the theater beyond tbe scanty 
limits of the twning, and many Blood in 
the street waiting for cab or carriage. 
Suddenly my eye tell on a familiar 
face. It was Buchanan, of St. Vi
tus any own college), who, in full even- 
ingcostume, with a breadth of shirt front 
that the rain was already discomposing, 
stood outside the awning with a young 
lady on his arm. They had no umbrella, 
mid evidently would have to wait some 
minutes yet. The rain fell piteously on 
his companion’s pretty head-dress, hut 
she did not seem to mind it much. I 
pressed up to them, an said: “ Here, 
Buchanan, I can’t bear to see your friend 
getting so wet. Take my umbrella till 
your carriage comes.”

“ What, you here, Robinson! how 
kind of you! The very thing, isn’t it?»

. this to his companion.) “ Let me hold 
it well over you. There?” and having 
ended ins pet ta soins, he suddenly re
membered; “Oh! Miss Frere, Mr. Rob
inson! but where have you sprung from, 
old boy, eh?” Shall I see you to-night at 
the club? No, by the way; I shan’t be 
able to come up to-night; hope to see 
you though to-morrow. Here, John, 
here!” and in less time than I take to 
write it the carriage dashed up, Buchan
an handed in the young lady, who had 
only time to thank me with a word and a 
more gracious smile, an elderly lady and
gentleman* hurriedly got in. Buchanan 

ropped the wet umbrella into my arms 
with a “Ta ta! old boy ; many th inks,” 
and they * were whirled away, leaving 
me with as iittle ceremony. I reflected, 
as if I ha is been engaged by the theater 
to sta al at the door and rrovide ladies 
with umbrellas. However, Buchanan 
doubtless meant nothing by it. I thought 
he looked very much in love with his 
fair companion, and probably had not 
many ideas tor any one else at present, 
small blame to hitn. for she was very 
pretty; what eves she had and what a 
smile! Happy Buchanan! and here I 
ain-t walk solitary home to my hotel. 
So I lit my cigar and strode on through 
the dripping crowd.

It was long before I fell asleep and 
cvqn in dreams the winning smile, the 
graceful figure, the dainty lace that was 
crii' lly besmirched by the rain, and 
which formed the head dress of Miss 
I ren , I o iStantly intiuded themselves. 
Her lac-e was one which derived much 
if its charms from beauty of expression, 

and few faces so pmvokwgly fix them- 
-elves in the memory as these. Next 
mnrningat breakfast my thoughts re
quired t> her, then the paper came: I 
tini-hed my chop, Lustled off into the 
•itv on hu-ine-s and forgot her. The 

examination for the Indian civil ser
vi e was I leginning in a fb* days, and 
work put everything else out of my 
head. In due time I was apoointed to 
one of the vacancies, and (it was before 
tlie present system) received orders to 
l>e readvtosail in three months.

One lovely afternoon that August I 
rambled from Penzance, where I wi s 
bidding farewell to Iriends. down to the 
stern granite cliffs, which hung with a 
waving fr.i genf gay lichen, hurl back 
defiance on tbe surges that so frequent
ly a-sanlted the Land’s End. it was 
a glorious s ene that I surveyed,looking 
.-v.-r the broken water that runs>oswih- 
ly among the back reefs off the headland 
on to the Longsnipsligi.thouse,and then 
to the illimitable Atlantic beyond,like the 
vast unknown future which lays before 
my life voiage. Suddenly laughter and 
voices struck on my ears. Turning 
aroiind I saw a party of ladies and gen
tlemen, foil I wed by servants with bas
kets and cloaks. Evidently it wa-< a pic
nic partv so I went on with my medita
tions, while they passed round a shoul
der of rock, whence occasional bursts of 
merriment floated over to me.

At length a ladv. in a lignt gauzy mus
lin dress skirt -utli a broad pink sash a 
la froude, and accompanied by a man 
who was earnestly chatting to her, passed 
between me and tbe sea, clambjring 
over the rocks. As he passed by he 
looked up; it was Buchaan. He uttered 
a erv of surprise, whereat his partner, 
the fair Frondeure, rai-ed her hea<l, and 
once more I beheld the face that bad 
burned it-elf into my memory the night 
aber the theater. It was fresh, gay and 
lively as the glittering waves before us 
while, as with them , slumbered under 
its arch expression an undercurrent not 
to be fathomed or understood all at once.

“ What! Robinson! where have you 
drooped from, old fellow?” said Buchan-

“ I rcmemlier v«>u well, Mr.Robinsnn,” 
a I e l be !ady. “ What a lomant.c place
to ineel m!”

“ 1 could not forget you, Miss Frere 
I observed, in all seriousness, for such 
the thought that once passed through 
my mind; then adopting a lighter tone 
for Bu hanan’s benefit, f said, “ Haven t 
you brought a parasol to shade me from 
ihe -un in my time of need at present?’ 

“ No; hut we have plenty of champagn 
and ice to cool you. Co ue along round 
the rock!” . ,

“ Do come, Mr. Robinson! it will please 
papa to he intr oduced to you—and a 
family picnic," she added with 
Hrehness, is generally so dull.

There is no need to describe the 
. harm of the picnic, to me at least, 
heightened as it was by the pleasure of 
watching the varied expressions that 
swept over Miss Frere’s face to die out 
I as Wordsworth says) in her eyes, and 
bv the singular rock scenery among 
which we feasted. Buchanan was very 
at ten dve to Miss Fr,jre, and I had not a 
doubl tliat a few mure months woum see 
them married. Declining a pressing in
vitation to dine with Mr. Frere that 
evening, as I had to leave Penzance for 
town, l once more lost sight of the lace 
that possessed such a strong at tra d  «n 

Sh irtlv afterwards 1 started for 
India, and after five years' service, dur
ing which I heard nothing either of her 
or Buchanan, I returned borne for a 
year’s rest. . . .  . ,

Hitherto my story has dealt in sudden
ly « hanged kaleidoscopic combinations; 
it t'1 -low become more steady. That 
Run,... I spent with my brother and 
sister at Guiltord, and was returning 
there by the last train on a lovely July 
night, from a cricket-match at AMer- 
sliott. Suddenly there was a viole tt 
lurch, then the carriage seemed to spring 
into tue air, turned over on one side, and 
alter plowing up ground for a few yards 
subsided, along wiili all behind it, into 
a general wreck, covered with clouds of 
dust. The eng ne had gone on, and ihe 
carnage I was in, having run off the 
line, had carried confusion and utter 
ruin into ail behind it. To my utter 
amazement, beyond a good shak
ing, I was unhurt; so having ex
tricated myself from the sma-hed 
carriage, I proceeded to help the other 
passengers. There were ve.y few of 
these, and none were seriously hurt, 
though confusion and broken heads 
abounded. I»ud was their wrath and 
dire their threats of actions, and of the 
compensation they would exact irom 
the company. 1 left the n totheirgruin-. 
blin/s, and passed to a first-class which 
ba<l not been overthrown. By the aid 
of the guard’s la np we saw a lady sittng 
with Th**j*d hands, apparently para

lyzed with terror; white to add to the 
confusion, a thunder storm now broke 
forth in a deluge of rain. It was out of 
the question toleave the lady where she 
was “Madame,” said the guard, anx
iously, “ I trust you are not hurt.”

Tlie lady did not stir or speak. 
“Madame, l said, coming to the res

cue of the guard, suffer me to help you 
out; youuiui-t not etay here; pardon me!” 
and I took her arm ana tried to raise 
ber.

She burst into a torrnnt of tears, with 
her hands be ore her face, hut without 
u’tering a word or rising. I saw tied 
she was utterly unhinged m her mind, 
though fortu lately not in body.

What was te he done? Guard and I 
looked at each other in don it; still sue 
could not lie suffered to roiniin; so I 
took up her dressing-bag and cloak, 
which lay on the opposite seat, and 
and handed them to tue gu ird. On lin
ing soj a name caught my eye, which 
was engraven on the lock of the former 
article, “ Ellen Frere.” It touched an 
old key-note within me, but that was a 1, 
and I applied myself again to romove 
the lady.

“Thank God!” at last she said, de
voutly, and I started at her accents. 
Once sm-h tones had vibrated in my 
mind hut that was all gone—still, could 
it--could he? Swifter than thought I 
seized the guard's lamp, and in the 
rudest hut most eager way held it up to 
the lady’s face. There was tlie wel- 
remembered violet eyes, suffused now 
with tears, the fair cheeks blanched 
w'ith terror, the half-open« d lips that 
had twice before so powerfully attracted 
iev '»ney.

“Now,’ then, sir, look alive!" said th • 
guaid, roughly. 1 awoke from my 
amazement.

“Miss Frere! how very fortunate! Iam 
thanklul indeed that you are not in
jured. You remember me? Robinson, 
whom you met at tlie Land’s End? Now 
you must let me take you out and I will 
see to you, and not leave you till I have 
safely handed vou to your friends.”

“ Mr. Robinson ?” she said, dreamily; 
“ah, yes; I will leave this now," and sue 
took my arm, I hurrie«! her out of the 
train. Lu kily the accident had hap
pened a hundred yards from a little sta
tion ami we were soon under its shco, 
she trembling convulsively still ami 
clasping my arm tightly. 1 let her re
main silent fora few minutes. I then 
poured out some sherry lor her from 
niv flask. This revived her and she 
said, with a sweet resumption of her own 
graceful manner: “ Mr. Robinson, how 
can I thank you enough? but what shall 
I do? 1 have forty miles yet to travel to
S------, and my luggage lost and I with
such a headache, so shaken with it ail.” 

“The first thing is to telegraph to your
friends at S------that you are safe. To
wbome were yougoing?"

“To the Lunberts.”
“They are friends of ours, oddly 

enoiig i. You must let me telegraph to 
them that you« annot go further m-night. 
Then stay with us, only a few miles on 
—with my mother and sifter, liny 
will do everything in their power lor 
you; and you «-an go to-morrow, when 
you have rested.”

At this moment the station-master,s 
wife came to beg Miss Frere to enter her 
home »ill a lew carriages were got ready 
to proceed, and I devoted myself to 
helping the wounded, and doing 
what could be «lone to al 
leviate their sufferings. In 
an hour Ihe road was sufficiently cleared 
for an engine to take three or four car
riages on. Miss Frer • accompanied me 
and much to mother’s amazement I to«»k 
her home. It was quite clear that she 
could not proceed, however, for she 
fainted more than once before I got her 
safely housed lor the night. Nor could 
she leave lier room for three days

It was imoossihte for the above events 
to have happened without my havingold 
feelings strongly reca!led to inv heart.
I was miserably axious and disirait un
til she was able to be brought into tlie 
drawing-room. I was decidedly in love 
with Miss Frere.

I could not, however, do more than 
worship my god«less assiduously, as if 
that «lid aught hut heap luel on the lire! 
She was a rich man’s «laughter-—nay, liis 
only child. Mr. Frere ha«l l;een down 
to see her while he ha«i been ill, hut had 
h.en obliged to hurry off, ami gratefully 
comnieiicie«! her to" our further care. 
What right had 1 to interfere with his 
plans?

Another consideration still had more 
weight with me. She had never n mied 
Buchanan, which I had magnified into 
an acknowledgement that they were en
gaged—especially when I remembereil 
the familliar terms on which they had 
been on the only two occasions when I 
liad previously met Miss^Frere. How 
could I he so treasonable to my friend 
as to undermine him in his abseme? 
Clearly I could not make love to his 
fiance. But I was nettled, all the same; 
ami I, too. never mentioned his name.

Our talk liecanie longer and more con- 
fiileiitial. Sometimes I even read to her. 
Then there were always little cares to 
be attemled to,„flowers to he put near 
her couch, her shawl to he arranged over 
,i r tect. an«I so loith. It was sweet y t 
a terribly dangerous tiling to be thus 
brought into such close relations with •  
lovely and lovable girl. I’erhaps she 
felt it, too, for she was in no lively mood 
lie last two «lavs of her visit.
The end must come to tbe sweetest 

dreams. Miss Frere was now well 
enough to leave on the morrow; I was to 
i part for India on the following week. 
Naturally that evening we were neither 
very cheerful. My sister was gone to 
visit a friend; my mother knitted in si
lence. Twilight crept in and brought 
■ is slore of sad memories. We were to 
pai t for u long term of years to morrow, 
'till, how could I speak of love? Be 
>aso to Buchanan, and abuse his trust? 
Never.

At lerqrth M'*«s Frere r 
the piano. She had a light touch, and & 
voice as full of expression as her face. 
After a few soft bars, she broke into the 
dreamy m iric o f‘Faust.’ and sang with 
the utmost pathos. I listened, leaning 
on the back of my chair, in rapture. 
Presently she stopped and remained 
st ated at the instrument as if in deep 
thought. I had never till then noticed 
tiiat my brother had been called out of 
the room.

After a pause I rose. “Miss Freie, 
to-morrow will end the sweetest of my 
whole life.”

“ Will it indeed?”
“Can you doubt it? And next week I 

go to India. I positively hate India.”
“ YeB no doubt.”
“ I hope, Miss Frere, that you will be 

very happy. Iam sure that you deserve 
it.”

’ ‘ Do I? but thank you al I the same !” and 
still she remained pensive.

At length I said desperately: “ Well 
I shall sometimes—often—think of you. 
When is the happy day to he? Excuse my 
asking, but 1 feel quite an old friend, 
*" u kfiow."

“ to morrow."
"Tomorrow! Good gracious! Miss Frere 

whai do you mean?”
She looked up startle I. “To-morrow. 

Did you not say when was the uu- 
liappy day?”

‘ No; 1 said when was the happy day.’ 
“ What happy day?
“ What happy day.'”—when—you know 

—well—when you are to he married?” 
“ Married!” and she jump«»«] up an«l 

opened 1er oy« s widely ; “ ni;.r.ic<l! who 
ever said I was to he married! What do 
y > « mean?”

I remained silenta moment We look- 
eo inlo each other’s laces, and loudly 
laughed.

“ Why, of course,” I sai 1, feeling very 
much relieved. “I thought you were go
ing to marry my old friend Buchanan.” 

“ .Marry my cousin Dick, whom l have 
known from his era«tie? Who ever 
thought of such a thing?”

“Then if vou are uot going to be mar
ried, I - I - ”

“I am uot going to he married at ail 
I tell you,” she said archly.

“ But, Miss Frere—Ellen—don’t let us 
make our lives a waste for wa^t of a 
word. If I asked you to be married for 
the sake of a very old old love that I 
have cherished for you, and because— 
well, be«*ause of our preservation the 
other night”—an«l I dr«v near and took 
her hands—'“eh Ellen.”

“ Well, if you asked, perhaps I might 
nossibiy consent to change iny mlini—” 

! that was ail she said for in another min
ute she was at my heart.

After a moment m ira I said: “Well, 
, wh«-n is the happy «lay to be now?" 

“When yon like."

P ersonal P arag rap h s. !
J. 8. Capron, of Eureka, Nevada, was 

thought to be a foolish man when he 
paid $6,000 for an old slag pile near that 
city a few months ago. He already has 
extracted $40,000 worth of sili er from 
the slag, and the “pile is pcarcely 
scratche I.”

August Westfield a prominent young 
shipping merchant of Baltimore, who 
was to have been married to Miss Julia 
Bewail, was acchlentady. drowned by 
falling from a ferryboat m tlie forenoon 
of the wed.ling «lay. The intelligence of 
his death so shocked tlie young Imly that 
convulsions ensued, and Bhe lies in u 
critical condition.

The death is announced in New Or
leans of Mr. Adrien de Leon,a>epresen- 
tative of one of the oldest Creole fami- 
liesof that cdv. Years ago he was an of- 
1 r in the United Sates Navy, and was 
married to the daughter of Mr. R. J. 
Walker, President Polk’s Secretary of 
the treasury. She was afterward di
vorced fro ii him, ami is now the wife of 
Attorney-General Brewster.

The ways of a love sick Vermonter are 
pecu iar. A M uitpelier youth loves a 
town farm housekeeper. A farmer called 
there recently after n housekeeper ami 
stopped ovér night. In the morning 
he found hishoise’s tail cropped and the 
nuts removed from the wagon ax es. 
Tin* loving youth, when arrested for tlm 
perfbrman e, confessed that he «lid it to 
save himself tlie pangs of a possible sep 
aration from his sweetheart.

Governor Alexander II. Stephens, of 
Georgia, in answer to a letter of inquiry 
addressed to him by a lady friend in 
Washington, wrote, recently, that he was 
in his usual go<«l health and that the wife 
of his nephew, Mr. John A. Stephens, 
w >u!«l presnle for him at the governor’s 
mansion, and that t wo other nieces, who 
are attending school at Atlanta, will 
make their homo with him also, so he 
can dispense hospitality as he hasalways 
«lone U> lailies as well as gentlemen.

Death soon «-auses sad changes in the 
belongingsof famous men. William Cul
len Bryant’s favorite house a. Roslyn, 
N, Y., has been abmdoned by his fami
ly ; Mr. I rving’s much loved “8unnyside" 
is in the hands of strangers; Mr. Coop
er’s mansion at Cooperstown was de
stroyed bv fire; the picturesque “ Idle- 
wihi” of Mr. Willis has been twice in 
market; Mr. Greeley’s chappaqua is for 
sa e, as is Dr. HollamPs line summer 
home at tlie Thousand Islands, and Bay- 
aril Taylor’s “Cedar Crofi” has passed 
out of the hands of the Taylor family.

A dispatch from Eureka, Ne»., says: 
“Janies E. Anderson, formerly of Louis
iana, where he achieved motoriety by 
his connection with the returning board 
of that state in 1876, and later editor of 
Eureka Evening Leader, died here to
il iv from the effects of the wounds re
ceived from a pistol in the hands of G. 
J. Reek, the republican « am idate for 
superimJentent of public instruction.”

A Senator of on « oftheMexican States, 
a successful stock raiser, in the prime of 
life, sold his sheep ami gambled away 
the proceeds of the sale before he re
turned home, an I in addition gambled 
himself into a debt to the amount of $20,- 
000. Like a dutiful son he confessed his 
guilt to his ol<leather, who promptly gave 
him a sound thrashing, and afterward 
went to tlie town and paid tlie obliga
tion.

Mr. Jerome G. Kidder, whose death 
has been announced, was horn in 
Waterville, Me., in 1808, and at sixteen 
years of age tame to Boston. For a 
.-liort time lie was associate«! with Mr. 
George A. Simmons in the oil business. 
Alter the partnership was <li-solve«l lie 
engage«! in the manufacture of < riule 
sper h oil in Charlestown. By judicious 
investments and the exercise of shrewd 
business tact ho was eyabled to retire on 
a large fortune in 1804. The 
bulk of his property, which is 
valued at over $1, HKi.OoO, lie has left to 
his brother. Mr. Cainmelus Kidder, fo ra- 
erlv a merchant of Baltimore, hut now 
and for several years past a resident of 
Boston. There’ are also extensive 

Oequests to local ctiaritahte institutions.
John B. «Stickney, Untie«! States dis 

trict attorney of Florid.i, died at Wash
ington in the Providence Hospital on 
Sunday morning, a'ter an illness of two 
or three days. Mr. Stickney was horn 
in Maine, was a graduate of Yale, and 
lived in Massachusetts until the break
ing ait of the war. After the war fie 
settled in Florida, ha3 continuously re- 
-i«le«l there ever since, ami has been 
for three terms Uni’ed States district at- 
tornev. .'Ir. Stickney leave* a widow 
and three children.

P erso n a l Gossip.
Mr. Thomas Beaver, of Danville, Pa., 

has given to Dickenson college, through 
its president, $30,u00 for the increase of 
its permanent» endowment. The fund 
will bear the name of his father in whose 
memory it is given.

Daniel Murphy, the largest land own
er in the world, has just died at San 
Jose, Cal. He went to California in 18H4 
and encaged in «-attle raising, He owned 
about 2()0,(K)«").0Of)acres of land in Nevada, 
6,000, in Durango, Mexico, ami large 
tracts of land in Arizona. California 
long ago became too contracted for him 
and he had to drive his herds to Ne
vada and elsewhere.

Major Gen. Ri.-hard Arnold, who du d 
on Wednesday on Governor’s Island, 
New York, was the son of Gov. Arnold 
of Rhode Island and waa born April 12, 
1823. He serve«l in tbe army of the Po
tomac un«ier General Banks, an«l was 
made'major general lor distinguished 
services.

After along contest the will of Barbara 
Scott, an eccentric and miserly woman 
in Montreal, has been pronounce«! vali«L 
She willed a large property to public ob
jects, giving $46,01)0 to McGill University 
for the foundation of a schöol of en
gineering, and leaving the remainder to 
hospitals, churches, and public benefit 
institutions.

A Spaniard, who formerly lived in 
Keokuk, Iowa, died in Spain last August. 
He had only one child, a girl of 12years. 
He wished her to lie raised a protestant, 
and lie nametl George Blarni, a colored 
blacksmith of Keokuk, as her guardian. 
The Spaniard made a contra -.l with a 
priest in Spain for carrying out his will, 
which provides that the priest shall re
ceive $68,000 in <-ase its « nmlitions are 
fulfilled, otherwise notl i ig. George 
Bland is to have the same amount and 
tlie guardianship of the «-hü I, who ge s 
$:!<«),000 and a large amount of diamonds 
and jewelry. A man is now on his way 
to Spain to look alter the matter, so the 
story goes.

The Rev. George O. Barnes, the. 
“mountainevangelist,” of Kentucky, is 
holding revival meetings in Connecticut. 
He says tlie chief purpose of his north
ern mission is to overthrow the gloomy 
gospel which prev.ii.s in tlie North, and 
winch, he savs, is the «levil’s gospel, 
invented by the primre of liars, and «:ar- 
rie«l out by men who wear “ black clo
thes, a white neck-t e, carry a Bible un
der their arm, . nd preach as tliou :h 
they were.a whole tlieolo deal semin iry.”

Probably the greatest ntrsince on 
earth is a fool with the best of intentions, 
One of them a tended a party at New 
York the other «lay, and while flirting 
in aside room with a lady knocked over 
a heavy lamp upon her head. She 
fa;nte«l, ami in his sincere add zealous 
efforts to restore her he seized a beauti
ful bunch of feathers from a “ bird of 
paradise” which c«ist $>6», an«l hurne«l 
them umler lier nose, having read some
where tliat the odor ofourning fe illier.s 
mould revive faulting persons. 
The gnerts thought someuooy 
had brought, a glue factory or 
a rendering establishment into tlie 
house and stampeded in disorder. The 
young man has «iecided to spend tlie 
winter in a foreign land as foreign as 
possible.

What might be called a terrestrial con- 
jauction of Mars and Venus own-rod in

New York harbor last week, ; occa
sion be the marriage on the U. ti. ship 
Minnesota of Miss Mary Irvin Alexan
der, the sister-in-law of Cant J. H. Gil- 
Ms, ofthat vessel, to Frank E. Sawyer, a 
master in the navv. The ceremony, 
winch took place in the upper <-abin of 
the ship, under a bower of stnUax and 
lilac, is believed to he the first of the 
kind performed on an American man- j 
of-war.

The sale of the Nashobah estate, near 1 
Memnhis, recalls the fact that it was 
on«« the property of Fanny Wright, an 
accomplished, elegant, and eccentric 
woman, who there tried a philanthropic , 
plan for educating the negroes. This j 
was in 182» and the result was a failure, j 
A sister named Sylvia.marriedabo.ir sh, ' 
ignorant, brutal, an«l handsome farm 
hand in the place, who abused her and 
finally tlrore her hack to England. The j 
property remained in the Wright family ! 
until a few dava avo. though managed 
by an agent.

A Rom ance of tlie Navy.
Washington letter: The marriage on 

New York liarbnr, of Miss Alexander to 
Frank E. Sawyer, a master in the navy, 
is cluhned to have been the first cere
mony ofthat kind ever performed on 
hounl a man-of-war in this country. It 
was not, however, the first time a United 
States vessel wus used as a chapel, as tlie 
following story, recalled by this eveut, 
shows:

Several years ago the Franklin wns the 
flagship of the Mediterranean squadiou. 
The admiral’s aid, Ensign Ward, met at 
one of tlie balls of the season, Miss 
Willis, Hie eldest sister of Mrs. Emery 
and Mrs. Brodhead. He fell in love 
with her, but was obliged to sail before 
he fourni a chance to address Iter. The 
ship went as far as Lisb n, and was 
there laid up for repairs. «One «lay news 
came that Miss Willis had been seized 
with diphtheria, and was so ill as to be 
in extremis. The young lover was wild 
with anxiety. There was no steamer 
and no chance to cross to Portu
gal and Spain, for the cival war 
was raging, an«I the journey would 
be interrupted at every step by officials 
and insurgents. A fruit schooner was 
about to sail for Marseilles. Tlie young 
officer took his Admiral into his confi
dence, got leave, and shipped as mate 
on the vessel, working his way, for they 
could not take passengers tr Mars il les, 
whence he went by rail to Nice. Tlie 
engagement was announced shortly af
ter this. an«l as Miss Willis was a devout 
Catholic, she warned her marriage to 
have the full sanction and blessing of 
her chuich. Under the French law she 
could not be married in a church 
bei-tuise lier husband elect was a non- 
Catholic, so the ship was placed at their 
disposal, a temporary altar built, the 
whole range of decks and cabins trans
formed into groves and bowers of shrubs 
and flowers, and the Arch bishop per
forme«! the cermony, literally under the 
American flag. It was the moat brilliant 
social affair of tlie season, and is still 
»seil as a standard of elegance anil fash
ion. A whole flotilla of small boats, c tr- 
pete«l and cushioned, with flags flying, 
and manned by sailors in Sunday rig 
carried the guest t«« and from the 
shore. The laces an«! diamonds, and the 
superb brocades, satins, au«l velvets 
worn on the occasion aggregated in value 
a large sum, and the «-fleet of the scene 
was enhanced by tlie uniforms, American 
ami foreign, and the court «Iresses, or- 
<iers ami regalia, worn by the men [»res
ell«. The groom is a grand.-on of G«-n. 
Aaron Ware, of New York, who was so 
popular as to he elected sixteen «-on*« c- 
utive limes to «-o'lgress, and then died 
on the eve of his seventeenth return, 
and is a nephew of Ihm. Samuel Randall 
and Gen. Elijah Ward, whose ch inning 
family and a »liiimlant hosidtniitv were 
siuli distinctive features of the winters 
of 1876 and 1S77.

Alan a n d  A n im a l.
London Nature.

There can be no doubt that dogs as
sociate with harking in certain tones 
special emotional statesin their compan
ions. In fact.it is probable that «logs 
«•an in this way communicate with each 
other a wide range of states of feeling. 
But these states are present state-, not 
the states of others. A «log can call his 
companions attention to a worriahle <*at, 
or he may have his attention roused by 
mv exi-laiming “cat.” But no «log 
could tell his companion of the success
ful “ worrv” he ha«l just enjoyed, or sug
gest that they shouM go out lor a worry” 
o-morrow morning. And here we 

come upon*what seems to me the fact 
which raises man so immeasurably 
above the level of the brute. The Itm e 
has to be «amtente«! w th the expwrience 
be inherits or imlivhlually acquires. 
Man, through language, spotten or writ
ten, profits by the experience of his lel- 
lows. Even the most -avage tribe has 
traditions extending hack to the father’s 
father(Sproat). And thecivilized m an- 
lias he not in his libraries the recorded 
results of many centuries of ever-wi«len- 
ing experience and ever deepening 
thought? Thus it is that language, 
has made us men. By means or lan
guage, and language alone, has human 
thought, become possible. This it is 
which has placed so enormous a gap be
tween the mind of man and the mind of 
tlie do *. Through language each human 
being becomes the inheritor of the ac
cumulated thought and experience of 
the whole human race Through lan
guage has the higher abstract thought 
become possible.

The Emma Abbott Kiss.
Emma Abott., who is now in Louis

ville, gave a reporter of the Courier 
Journal some points. We quote from an 
interview:

“ I wish you were going to give ‘Paul 
and Virginia’ this time,” put in the re
porter.

“ Well, I do love to sing it; and think 
it one of my best operas; at least, you 
know it is what I scored some of my first 
successes on. I go into it with all ray 
might, just like a war horse for battle, 
you know; hut then there is lots of dif
ference between making love to the 
beat of a leader’s baton in front of an au
dience an«i the heat of a man’s heart in a 
parlor where the gas is turned down,and 
there are onlv two—I’ve trie«! both, ami I 
know. But <’lo you know, that reminds 
me. In Cincinnati, the other day, some 
ladies called on me to give them some 
points on love-acting, to use on some of 
their admirers.” .

“ What did yon tell them?”
“ I gave them the recipe for the Abbott 

kiss!”
“ What is it?”
“Oh, 1 don’t know exactly, except that 

I advised them not to he ungenerous 
about it—to believe that tnev would en
joy it to throw their souls into it—make 
it a whole lifetime of rapture, and then 
to milly kiss. That is the way I try to 
do it. A gu««8S it has its ellect, too.”

The English W reck R egister for
1 8 8 0  81

The Wreck Register for 1880-81 recent
ly issued under the sanction o f  the Bourd 
of Trade shows that the number of wrecks 
and collisions on the coast of the United 
Kingdom was 1,050 in ex ess of those of 
JS70 SO, the number shown in the Reg
ister being 3,575,and resulting in t;-e 
bass of 084 lives. Of these 3,575 wrecks 
«»niv 705 cases involved total loss, and 
there was loss of life from only 238. ny 
«bout one in eighteen of the v«-.-s«*!s lost 
or damaged. After deilm-ting 7««5 from 
«lie casualties ot the y«ar, the remainder 
is found to he made up of 1.314 more or 
less serions and 1,556 minor di-asters. 
The localities of tlie wrecks, still exi-lud- 
in" collisions, are thus given: Ea-*t
coasts ot England and Gotland, 1,688; 
north coast,Su'd; west coasts ot England 
and Scotland and coast of Ireland, 687; 
north coasto> Scotland, 82; and other 
parts, 202; total, 2,862. The number of 
collisions during the year was 713, of 
which 63 were between steamships; 148 

between s’.ea n an 1 suliu • vessels; anil 
72 between steamships under way and 
steam or sailing vessels at anchor. Tue 

I number of lives lost was 984.

FIELD AND FARM.
A Few Simple Remedies.

For croup administer a teaspoonfn 
of strong alum-watery repeat the dose 
every fifteen minutes until free vomit 
ing occurs. Put the feet and limbs in 
hot water and then wrap up in flannel; 
place on the chest a poultice of corn- 
meul sprinkled with mustard. Beware 
of cold ilrarghtB. As tue attack departs 
administer a dose of magnesia, rhubarb 
or castor oil. When children are liable 
to croup, always keep the alum-water 
solution ready on the washstand.

Toothache may De speedily ended by 
the application of a small hit of cotton 
8iituiated with amouia to the defective 
tooth.

It may be useful to know that hoarse
ness may be relieved by using the white 
of an egg thoroughly beaten, mixed with 
lemon-juice an«i sugar. A teaspoonful 
taken occasionally is tlie dose.

There is scarcely an ache to which 
children are subject so hard to hear and 
so hard to cure as earache. A remedy 
which never fails is a pinch of black pep
per gathered up in a bit of cotton bat
ting wet in sweet oil and inserted in the 
ear. It will give them immédiate relief, j

1 Remedy for chilblains—Take a piece 
of lime the size of your double fist; put | 
it in warm water and soak tlie feet in it 
as warm as it can he borne for half an 

 ̂ hour. j
For a scald or burn, apply immediate

ly pulverized charcoal and oil. Lamp 
oil will do hut linseed is better. The ef
fect iB miraculous. !

For chapped iips inix two tablespoon | 
fuis of clarified honev,with a tew drops 
of lavender water,or any other perfume, 
and anoint the lips frequently.

I To remove warts, get a iittle bullock’s 
gall, and keep it in a bottle; rub a lit
tle on the warts two or three times a day, 
an«l in a short time they will disappear.

1 To remove coldsores, rub the finger 
behind the ear close to the part which is 
joined to the head, and then rub the 
sore. The secretion removes the sore 
in a short time if applied every twenty 
minutes.

1 To make good sticking plaster, put two 
spoonfuls of balsam of Peru to six of 
isinglass, melted with very little water 
and strained. Mix these well together 
in a small stone jar over jhe fire. Pin 
out some black Persian or sarsenet on a 
board, and after dipping a brush into 
the mixture, pass it over the silk five 
or six times; then hohl it up t«> the fire, 
but not very near, and it will soon be
come black and shining.

j A good wash to prevent the hair from 
falling out is made with one ounce pow
dered b«>rax, half an ounce of powdered 
camphor, one quart of boiling water. 
Whan cool, pour into a b« ttle for u*e, 
an«l clean the head with it, applying 
with a flannel or sponge once a week.

1 For dyspepsia pour one quart of «-old 
water on two tablespoon fuis of unslaclu-d 
lime; let stan«l a lew- minutes, bottle and 
cork, and when clea - it is reaily for use; 
put three tahlespoonfnls in a «-up of 
milk, ailTl drink any time, usually before 
meals.

Horn«? C h e e r fu ln e s s .

Be cheerful at home. Tue admonition 
is one that all may heed, for w ho in this 

! respect is w ithout sin? A single hitter 
word, one doudv glance, may cast a 
gloom over the whole household for the 
entire day, w hile an endearing term or 
a smile—“laughing in a w hisper,” as a 
little one detineil it—like a gleam ofsun- 
shine may light up the darkest and 
weariest hours. We wouldn't pr>a ii a 
homily to those chronic grow lers who 
are always fault-finding—bullying men 
and termagent women—words would he 

; as impotent upon them ns pehhes 
! thrown at a rhinoceros, such require 

more persuasive methods. But 
there are scores of others who 
sailly need to lit-eJ tlie mpice of the 
text. The man of business, the pr <fes- 
sional man, the man "f letters- per bans 
the preacher himself. !s he always 
cheerful at horn--? R-turning to the 
family circle alter the laoors of the -lay, 
often wearied with care ami with much 
vexation of spirit, the unkind word is 
tittered, the gulden rule is Broken, and 
there are heavy lieurHabout the hearth
stone. There is the Imusewile whose 
thmicstic trials are the burden of her 
plaint until she hei-ouies tlie very syin- 

1 hoi of woe. Then there are the chil
dren—to whom more charity is «lue, for 
they almost invariably follow tlie exam
ple set them—who, in word of grieving, 
find a «-are in every duty and in every 
pleasure a piin. No nee«l of particular- 

, lzing the fretful, gloomy, ever unkind 
: moods that so often exi-tiu the many 
' homes every when*. Toall wesava-ain i>e 
coeerful. Does it lighten vonr burdens to 
iiifli«:t them upoujothers? Like unexpect
ed flowers which spring up a.ong o«.r
Eatli, full of freshness, fragrance and 

eautv, so do bright faces, kind words 
I and gentle acts make glail the home. 
There love and harmony dwell, an«! the 
wavs of its inmates are wavs of pleasant
ness an«l all their paths are peace. No 
home is so humble hut that it may be 
thus garnished with grace and sweet
ness, with kinditess and smiles. The 
weary heart will ever turn to it troin the 
tumults of wordlv strife. Be cheerful at 
home, for this is the key-note of domes
tic comfort and hapiuess. There are 
many pinche«! an«! narrow households 
which are made happier than the al»o«les 
of splendor and plenty by an unfailing 
stock of good humor. This is the alche
my that can transi ite the stubbornness 
of fortune into sweet content.

Sorghum-SiiK**1*a t Last.
Caiman’s Rural World, which has so 

long advocated sorghum culture as an 
industry with a great future, grows thus 
exhuherant in its remarks on tlie man
ufacture of sugar from sorghum in Cham
paign, 111.: '

The problem weather sugar can be 
matte from sorghum remuneratively has 
beer, solved. It is no longera debatable« 
question. The Champaign (III.) Bugar- 
works answer the question every day, 
every hour. They turn out batch aftt:r 
batch of sugar from sorghum with pre
cisely the same certainty that the south
ern planter «lues from the rilibon cane. 
If any one is at all skeptical in regard to 
this statement, he h sonly to visit Cham
paign, 111., to have that skepticism re
moved. He will see some thirty biy- 
rcls«>Pnice sugar turned out «laily, fully 
equal to the New Orleans, selling by thd 
barrel at the sugar-works at 8 1-2 cents 
per pound. There is no sorghum fla- 
v «r or gummy character about 
the sugar. It will sell in any market 
with the New Orleans sit ar, bring the 
same price ami gi'. ing the same salislac- 
tion. And all this success has been ob
tained in tlie most unfavorable season 
that we have had for cane for many 
years.

This imlustry will he of great national 
ailvantage. It will make our own sugar 
anti keep our money at home, instead 
of sending it abroad to the amount ot 
one hundred millions annually. Our 
farmers are running too much to wheat, 
but draws its substance largely from the 
atmosphere—the ashy portant of itsœn- 
stitueiits being exceedingly light. It 
puts the soil in excellent «-omlition for 
other crops, ami if fertilizers arc to lie 
used at all «-n the farm they «an on no 
other crop be useil to so great a« 1 van
tage; especially the phospuates, as they 
not onlv increase the yield of «me hut 
hasten its early maturity womlerfully, 
and vet consume hut little, leaving ttiu 
the soil for other crops.

MOTHERS, LOOK TO YOUR GIRLS.

Some Good Advice.
The American girl is by no means 

backward about coming forward. Even 
when not absolutely rude she too often 
manifests an unthinking pertinacity in 
pushing her way everywhere and at all 
times, which resembles nothing so much 
as the disagreeable familiarity of a pet

lamb. A few years ago her manner 
used to excite the astonishment and un
favorable inferences of European com
munities wherever she might temporarily 
sojourn. Her countrymen were accus
tomed to excuse her eccentricities as 
the play ol a childlike and somewhat 
exu-ierant nature, unacquainted as yet 
with the idea of wrong.

Lately her manners seem to have de
teriorated. She no longer contents her
self with going about by herself at ill- 
advised and unladylike houis, and with 
regarding every man she meets in tlia 
light of an interesting animal, to tie stud* 
ie«l anil contemplated, and stared at. 
tier manner has become asgret-sive. 
Sim smiles, no«ls. flirts with her hand
kerchief, and in every way appears to 
«lesire the notice, it not theacquintance, 
of tlie opposite se*. She goes upon the 
streets at dusk, and after, with no pro
tector more potent than a companion of 
similar age and greater foolishness. She 
is to De seen wi»h a youm man eating 
lute 6uppers, or walking slowly in quiet 
streets ut late hours of the night. Her 
glances are bright ami coquettish. They 
usMime the app *arance of knowledge 
un«l desire beyond her presumed expe
rience.

This is tha spectacle upon which moth
ers and fathers might probably bestow 
their attention. The moilest, gentle, af- 
fv«:tionate ami Unlyfike girl of the ol«len 
time has not reimwluced herself in her 
daughters. Whether this fact is to be 
attribute«! to the father’s influence is a 
question wliieli we may saiely leave for 
a«lju tment within the lamilv. Our 
p r ie n t point is merely this, that ««ur 
young girls are not growing up into lady
like ways and virgin moihisty of manner. 
The tact is unquestionable, and plainly 
points to defects in the home life and 
government which needs to be remedied 
as soon as possible. Mothers, look to 
your girls.
Farmers Sprains, Cuts and Bruises

Dr. .1 H. Hanford. Reading, Mass, in 
Ills very useful hygienic department of 
The Golden Rule, prescribes for eases 
of sprains, cuts and bruises, acculent* 
o' frequent occurrence among farmers 
and others. Tlie simpliety and small 
expense of the treatment commends it, 
ami experiments will prove it reliable: 

“The first thing to he «lone in the case 
of a sprain is to avoid action as much as 
possible, and wrap around a wet cloth, 
four thicknesses, well covered by dry 
flannels, the doth to be wet in simple 
cool water, at first, to prevent an excess 
of local heat, and then a little arnica 
tincture, or w ruiw«jod, or, in the ab- 
Hence of these, mustartl water, or 
even salt and water in the pro
portion of a teaspoonful to a 
quart of water. The part thus subjected 
to fomenta.ion, practica'ly does not be
come inflamed, if applied immediately, 
ami wil. n«rt generally become sore to 
any coi Bwlerable extent. I know of no 
salve, ointment or liniment that will ef- 
fect as much in tlie time—not half as 
much. For the cut, it is well not to 
wrap it up in the blood, which soon be- 
ceme8 putrid, hut to wash it as clean as 
possible, bring the parts together—if 
large, adhesive strips may be use«l—and 
then apply the wet cloths (with tlie ar
nica, the flowers «jf which may be lia«iat 
any <1 ruggist’s and steeped gently,a fourth 
of an ounce in a quart of water, a tea- 
spoonful tc a pint of wut««r, when the 
cloth is applied, the wound being bathed 
in the full strength), the wound to be 
kept wrap «cd in this way till the sore
ness disappears. When treated in this 
wav there is much less of a aixir thau ua- 
ual.” .

A Bishop's Experience o f Death
In a sermon in the Tabernacle Meth

odist Episcopal Ohurch, Philadelphia, 
on Sunday, Bishop Bowman ol St. Louis 
relatc«l the following: “On my return 
from Japan I preached in California, 
and probably overworked myself, an«l 
on the last Sunday in February, aftei 
holding divine serv’ee in my St. Lou p 
church, 1 returned home, where I w- s 
immediately taken sick with a iingerhg 
fever, which the physician predicted 
would end fatally. At this point I see me«! 
to fall in o a kind ot ecstasy, when I a< - 
tually «I'd not know whether I was alive 
or «lead. 1 imagine«) that 1 was on board 
a most magnificent ship, and heard tin 
captain say. Stop Iut!’ and which I 
thought to l«e tbe voice of my 1 i iue 
Master, when my young « igh een- 
months-olti child, wh«» had «lied twenty 
years ago, came to nieaml sai<! that _sl e 
had heard that 1 was couitniiq, 
and had come to meet m*. 
After some little convei 
sation, which I do not recolleid, slu 
said. ‘Do you not th nktliatl have grown 
papa?’ She then r«»se in a form of glory 
which I have never before «witnessed 
and never more expect to 6ee until 1 
die, and then returned to her usual 
state, saying tliat she had come in that 
state to see if I should know her. Sie
then said that many friends had asked 
after me and were awa.ting my eomin , 
and that an ol«l lady and gentleman had 
taken her up and kissed her, saying that 
tier [tapa was their hoy. I then aske«l 
her w here her mamma was ‘Oh, she 
is off doing something for tlie Lord, but 
will be at the wharf to meet us «n our 
arrival.’ All thb left animpres-ion upon 
me by the magnificence of the surround
ings, and it was a sea-on of g! cat pre- 
ci'Hisness to me. It seemed to mejthat 1 
had come back from tlie other world, 
ami although it is peculiar f«»r me to, say 
that I was «lead, it seq'ns as if I was not 
iu the body.”

— -• — ------
H arry Lamoreux.

Since the first case of child-rescue by 
s heroic engineer was embalmed in 
po«itry and public praise, repetitions of 
the brave example have become some 
what frequent. The fact that it has been 
done before never lessens the merit of a 
good deed; and the likelihood of praise 
for such deeds may strengthen rather 
than deprave the ambition that seeks 
them and the humane impulsé that 
prompts them. An August number of 
the New York Herald thus mentions an 
engineer of the Manhattan Beach Rail
way, Harry Lamoreux, who placed him
self on the roll of honor last summer .

Harry drives the locomotive “ Peter 
St lyvesant.” Unlike the o'd wooden- 
legg«'«l governor of the embryo metropo
lis, it travels at a high rat t of speed. Last 
Sunday the Peter Stuyrvesant at latched 
to a train of nine cars, left Grcennoint 
at naif past six p. m. Harry Lamoreux 
was at the lever.

It was an express train and a minute 
or two behind time. Nearing the bridge 
in a «leep cut at the ohl De Kalb avenue 
station in east Brooklyn, the engineer 
saw what he supposed to he a «log pi ly
ing between the rails of the south-bound 
track. Ho whistled and rang the bell, 
but the supposed animal did not move.

The train was running on schedule 
time. “My God, it’s a child!” he ex- 
claimed, as the locomotive flew towards 
it. He shut off steagi, put on the vaccu- 
tnn breaks and the reverse gear, climbed 
out of the cab window along the run
ning-hoard, over the steam-chest and 
«lown to the pilot. When the locomo
tive was under half-headway he reached 
down, grabbed up the child, and w’ith it 
safely folded to his breast swung himself 
out into the tracksat the right of his en- 
gine.

A man and a woman were standing on 
the top of tde embankment, wliieh was 
about thiity feet high. He clambered 
up, depo.-iieii his precious bur«len in 
tiie arms ot the man, slid down to the 
track, took command of his engine and 
got under way for the beach.

Not a passenger knew tke cause of the 
stoppage.

Watches and clocks are made in such 
numbers as to furnish employment to 
several million artisans. A statistician 
computes that 2,50o,<XJ0 watches an«l 4, 
IKiO.UtiO olock8 are turneil out annually in 
various parts of the world.

The Rev. John F. Ernst, brother-in- 
law of Judge Folger, died at Buffalo, N. 
Y . on the 7th instant, aged 76-

A Lowell man makes the sententious 
remark that “If every man voted as he 
drinks there would no prohibition.

A STAR DREAM.

There wss a night when yon and I 
Looked up from .where we lay,

When we were children and the sky 
Was not so far sway.

We looked toward the deep dark blot 
Beyond our window ban,

And into all our dreaming drew 
The spirit of the stars,

We did not see the world asleep- 
We were already there!

We did not find Ihe way so steep 
lo  climb that starry stair.

And faint at first und fitfully,
Then sweet and shrill and near,

We heard the eternal harmony 
That only angels hear.

And many a hue of many • geos 
We found for you to wear,

And many a shining diadem 
To bind about your hair.

We law beneath us faint and for 
The little clou<i«ets strewn,

And I became a wandering star,
▲n d  you became my moon.

Ah! have yon found our tarry skies? 
Where are you all the years?

Oh, moon of many memories!
Oh, star of many tears!

WÏÏY shedidI t.
Mrs. Eveden was noted among her 

husband’s Iriends and her own as a very 
jealous wife, and as all who knew Mr. 
Eveden agreed that the lady had suf
ficient reason, no one blamed her, un
less it was an occasional hearty to whom 
George Eveden’s attentions were so ac
ceptable that she objected to being com
pelled to dispense with them. All the 
gent einen who knew the couple as well 
as all tlie ladies who were not pretty, 
said that Eveden’s gallantries were inex
cusable, for Mrs. Eveden was certainly 
as handsome as any of those toward 
whom her husband’s fancy roamed. 
Eveden himself thought lie might ex
plain to his own advantage, were it con
sidered the proper thing in society for a 
man to complain of his wife, for he had 
been taken literally at his word when he 
declared, several years before, that if 
his adoreil Louise would become Mrs. 
Eveden he would be her obedient slave 
for life. She allowed him to pay all her 
hills and accompany her wherever in 
society a husband may go with his wife, 
hut even then she treated him as a ser
vant rather than her companion, and as 
he was no better than many other men, 
he rebelled frequently and witl great 
bravery.

One season, however, some one started 
the story that Mrs. Eveden was not as 
jealous as she once had been, for, al
though her husband was manifestly 
smitten by the charms of Miss Grace 
Van Duvser. a gushing little creature, 
who had promise«! to become the wife of 
Major Raine. Mrs. Eveden seemed either 
entirely oblivious or notât all displease«!. 
People wondered at the change. Could 
it be that Eveden had convinced his 
wife that his fancies were merely t.«m- 
porary and entirely honorable, or had 
she determined that her hold on him 
was too strong to be broken? As both 
collides and ino-t of their acquaintances 
la-longed to a set in which flirting and 
gfissip were almost the only diversions, 
the cause of Mrs. Eveden’s change be
came a leading topic of conversation.

Week by week the mystery grew, for 
insiea 1 of dragging her husband from 
(»race’s side when she found him there, 
Mrs. Kveilen herself began to pay spe
cial attention to Grace,Jan«! was frequent
ly se»n with her arm around her pretty 
rival’s waist. Fome people insisled that 
this was an indication of some deep 
strategy on the part of Mrs. Eveden; 
she was going to make tlie girl harmless 
by attatching her to herself. This sup
position intensified interest in the affair, 
for if the theory was «-orre«*, a brilliant 
buttle might he looked for, instead of 
the fitful, spiteful skirmishing by which 
Mrs. Eve«len usually repelled her foes; 
and w.;ere is the circle in society that 
does not enjoy contemplating a fight 
that promises to be long, skillful and se
vere.

Eveden hlmst'ir was somewhat sur
prised, although not entirely pleased, by 
liis wile’s chance of manner. Was the 
Aoman mail enough to i narine that she 
< ould «liscouraae his fiiitations by pre
tending indifference to them? If so, 
she would fin«l him proud enough to 
I e resen' ful until she would be compelled 
to he lier olil self again. Did she 
hope, because Gra« e seemeti a simple 
little thing, that she could disarm riv
alry by a show of affectio.i, or even 
learn f«om the girl to exactly what ex
tent Eve«len’8 attentions usually went? 
He smiled under his moustache at the 
thought, for although Grace Van Duy- 
ser could look as artless as an angel, 
he had found her such an adept in 
the art of slyly accepting his attentions 
and showing extreme gratifi«-ation at 
them, that he could safely trust her to 
hold her own against his wife. I 

But to wonder at Mrs. Eveden’s new 
manner was soon adiled great perplexi
ty at Major Raine’s lack ot indignation 
at the doings of his fiancee. Eveden, 
piqued bv his wife’s indifference, in- 
dulged in more marked attentions to 
Miss Van Duyser; but although the ma
jor oicasionally looked grave when he 
saw Grace gazing adoringly into Eve
den’s handsome face, and knew that 
other people were looking alternately at 
the couple and then at him, he continued 
to pay MissJVan Duyser all the attenti- n 
due her in consideration of the relation 
existing between tnern.

Finally, Mrs. Eveden electrified sever
al of her acquaintam es, and almost par
alyzed her husband and Grace, when, 
one evening at a late spring reception, 
she interrupted a tete-a-tete of the coup
le by saying: '

“Grace, dear, I want you to promue 
to spend the coming month with us at 
Point View. We shall go in a lew days, 
you know.”

Grace lost control of her countenan* e 
for a moment, and looked inquiringly ut 
the wile and then at the husband.

“ Don’t look us if you were wondering 
whether George might be entirely 
pleased,” continued Mrs. Eveden play
fully. “ Mygue8tsare his; beside, yoü 
know that he is very fond of you; lie 
would be very silly if he wereu’t. Have 
I your promi8i?” I

Again Grace looked sharply from one 
to the other, so Eveden himself said : 

“ Promise at once, I advise you, Miss 
Van Duyser; Mrs. Eveden iB not «in tiie 
habit of taking ‘no’ for an answer.”

Bo Grace said she should be delighted, 
and Mrs. Eveden promised that the ma
jor should call as often as he please«l, 
and then she was hurrie«! away to take 
her place in a qua«lril!e, while Eveuen 
and Grace looked won«lering in each oth
er’s fa> > and Eveden finally said: 

“ What can the woman mean?”
“ I do believe she wants to show me 

that she isn’t in the least afraid of me,” 
whispered Grace, her nre tv face look
ing not quite so childlike and artless as 
usual. Suppose she were to attempt to 
humiliate me, some day when she thinks 
me wholly at her mercy?”

“Nonsense! Don’t fear anything of 
that sort,” said Eveden. In tiiat respect 
you have the advantage of her. No; 
she expects to overwhelm you with 
kindness, make you remorseful, and 
bring you to her feet a fair penitent.” 

Grace’s eyes flashed, an«i her plump 
lip» oouted -n away that Eveden thought 
verv nrelt«

“ I think 1 may trust you to beamated 
for her,” said Eveden.

“ Indeed you may," said she. Eveden 
iaise«l her prettj Jhand to ’his lips, an«! 
resolved the family departure for Point 
View should be hastened if possible,and 
that his wife should have no occasion to 
cotnnlain cf him again for spending all 
his iine in town during the summer.

The major made himself quite a fre
quent visitor during Mrs. Duyser’e stay 
at Point View, but he was far too man
nerly to indulge in violent love-making 
before his host and hostess; so whenever 
the party strolled on the beach or ram
bled through the country lanes, the ma
jor’s arm was generally offered to Mrs. 
Eveden, arid as regularly taken. Occa
sionally his other arm supported Grace, 
but generally Eveden happened to be at 
home, and his wife never tailed to orge

bim tome that ber a ear iittle Grace 
should not he allowed to feel neglected. 
She made Grace ride on horseback, at
tended by Eveden, for the major had 
declared riding the hardest of work ever 
since he bad retired from four years of 
cavalry service. Mrs. Eveden even 
dressed so tardily in the afternoons 
when she expected ber husband (.home 
from the city, tiiat she frequently begged 
Grace to saunter down a woodland path 
tc the station to welcome Eveden.

The fondness of the wife for the maid
en finally become so extreme in its mani
festations that ouite a number of people 
changed their summer plans and went to 
Point View to see what the end would 
be. They found Eveden more infatua
ted than ever, but notin his usual spirits, 

,for he had begun to imagine that his 
wife’s unusual demeanor was the result 
of an attempt to do whatever she 
could to please her husband, and conse-
auently wasqtiite remorseful at times, 

esirous—at occasionally very short pe
riods—tiiat Grace’s month might end, so 
that he might apologize to his wffe. He 
even indulged in some K»ng-«liscoutinued 
love-making, and Mrs Eveden received 
his efforts so gracious.y that he became 
in thorough earnest, and resolved that 
after Gra«e was fairly out of the way 
and the summer flirtation forgotten by 
her, iiis wife should thereafter be his 
only love and lie would distribute good 
advice freely among careless husbands.

He sat one evening on the piazza with 
Grace, half enjoying the adoring glances 
she was bestowing upon him, and half 
wishing tha: his wife, who had gone to 
tlie city for an hour’s shopping, would 
return and help him to place Iiis thoughts 
where they belonged, when a telegraph
ic (lispatchwas brought him.from the sta
tion.

“ Horrid business, I- suppose?” said 
Grace.

“ Horrid, indeed!” exclaimed Eveden, 
springing to his feet, and looking at 
Grace in a way which puzzled that 
young la«ly.

“ Do tell me what it is.” she asked. 
Eveden held the despatch behind him 
but Grace snatched it away and read: 

The major and I have concluded to run 
over to Europe for an indefinite time. We 
bad not intended to go so soon, but vour at
tentions to me would have compelled me 
to a andon my plan had I waited longer. 
I am sure you will be satisfied with thesub- 
sMtute I left in your charge, and that you 
botii will be delighted at what people will 
say. , L. E.

Grace bore her disappointment 
bravelv, for Kveden vas the younger 
and richer man of ihe two; but although 
in time she be«:ame Mrs. Evenden. her 
husband retired absolutely from society. 
There are some subjects upon which 
gallant husbands can not hear to b* 
joked.

Hem orrhage.
From the Youtiis Companion.

If a bladder partially filled with salt 
water is immersed in fresh water, the 
latter will pass through and freshen the 
former. So it is with any rarer fluid sup- 
«rated from a denser by a membrane. 
In cholera the blood loses its power to 
nourish and sustain life by its watery 
portion (the serum) passing through the 
pores of the vessels into the intestines. 
Indeed, even in health the blood vessels 
may treely absorb fluid from the tissues 
(tbe solid substance of the body) or may 
give it out to the latter.

Sometimes the capillaries—the minute 
hair-like vessels through which the 
arteries connect with tlie veins—are 
over-distended with blood (congested), 
in which case their very thin walls are 
rendered thinner, and allow even the 
blood itself to pass through. The blood 
then is said te he exuded, no rupture of 
the vessels having occurred. The escape 
of the blood relieves the congested ves
sels. This is so in pneumonia.

There may be capillary bleeding, 
with no danger« us result, from the nose, 
throat, gums, stomach and lungs, 
several teaspoonfuls being lost, and tbe 
relived vessels soon returning to their 
former state.

Sometimes the capillaries of the in
testines may have been weakened by 
disease and have become surch irgea 
with blood, in consequence of tlie blood 
which flows from tiiem through the 
liver being impeded by a diseased con
dition (cirrhosis) of the latter organ.

In this case there may be irequent 
slight ottacks ot bleeding fro n the 
bowels, followed, Bt lenglb, by rn ex
tensive and fatal flow. Yet, even in 
such'cases, a post-mortem examination 
would reveal no large break, hut only 
millions of minute openings lrom which 
the blood oozed.

The most dangerous hemorrhages are 
of a different character, anil result from 
a sud <en giving way of the walls of « 
blood-vessel, an ulcer, perhaps, eating 
into it, as in the stomach oi bowels; or 
an abcess in the lungs; or cancers gen
erally. A capilliary in the brain may 
bleed and cause paralysis, or larger ves
sels may break, causing death by ap- 
opl« xy "

Two A ctive Old Folks.
The famous riddle of the Sphinx, 

“What animal goes on four feet in the 
morning, two at noon, and three at night?’ 
which Ædipus solved so easily, would 
have to revise its terms in tbe case of 
such vigorous centenarians as the Utica 
(N. Y.) Observer vouches for in this re
markable record. Man, the creature 
who creeps in infancy and walks erect 
in his prime, generallv totters on Ins 
staff in the decline of life, but the rule 
lias its exceptions. There are old men 
who never totter, to the last—as there 
are those who never use glasses, or need 
th«*m.

The conductor ol one of the Central 
IIu«l8on trains placed .hree aged people 
iu charge of Officer Charles Clark at the 
depot to be escorted to one of the hotels. 
On tlie walk from the depot the old 
gentleman walked off briskly, *nd re
marked to Officer Clark,—

“ You are in charge of three pretty old 
people, Mr. Policeman. How old do 
you think I am?”

Officer Clark—Oh, about sev«ty-five 
or thereabouts; but you are a pretty 
smart walker for that âge.

Old gentleman—Ha! ha! Why, my 
friend, I am one hundred and live years 
old, my wife here is one hundred and 
four, and this young daughter of mine is 
eighty years old! What du you think of 
that?

Officer Clark thought that he felt like 
taking off his hat to the last century, and 
did so. Further inquiry revealed the 
Tact that the old gentleman told tbe 
truth. His name was J. Fish. He and 
his family had been living in Texas for 
many years, and tliev said they were 
coming Irnck to Lowville to be buried. 
Tlie daughter is a widow of no family.

From all appearances Mr. Fish and 
family will live for several years to 
c o m e ._______

A W hirlw ind iu  the Gulf Stream .
From the-Baltimore Sun.

The British brig Leader, Captain 
Thomas Date,-arrived at Belt’s wharf 
yester«lay with 4,866 bags of coffee, forty- 
three days from Rio Janeiro to the 
C -pes. Captain Date reports a narrow 
escape from destruction on October 24, 
while in the heart of the Gulf Stream, 
about two hundred and fifty miles toThe 
southward of Cape Hatteras. Al>out y a. 
m. he noticed to the wLi*jwar«l lanw 
volumes! of water ascending to the 
height of eighteen feet and supposea 
them to he a whale blowing. He Kept 
watch upon the movsments of the sup- 

• posed sea monster, when it changed into 
a furious lashing of the elements. Wiese« 
at that ooint
cauldron of seething foam, at the sam 
time rearing itself into a revolving Doay 
of water twenty-five feet high anil bega_ 
moving at a furious rate towards, nis vw  
sei. He at once called all hands, took 
in all sail and luffed the vessel, allowing 
tlie whirlwind to pass about tw° Bliij» 
length across the bows. Captain Dato 
calculates that tbe mancevre of lunmg 
saved the vessel from partial if uot toUU 
destruction. The whirlwind traveled at 
the rate of sixty miles an honr.

John B. Drake, proprietor of the Grand


