THE GRAVE'S SECRET.

Roxy Ann moved her little rocker
sloser to Aunt Docia’s and took her
knitting. The two wero alone in the
room. They sat at the left haud of the
fireplace, opposite the windows, near a
three legged stand containing a basket-
ful of bright colored pieces. The sputter
of the fire on the broad, deep hearth,
the pur of the cat, the clicking of the
needles, the loud ticking of the clock in
the north bedroom, were the only sounds.

“TWiat are you going to piece now,
Aunt Docia?’’

‘“A cover for a holder.”’

‘“For Libby—in the kitchen?"

*“No, for this room. I always smudge
my fingers when I poke the fire.”’

‘I wouldn’t poke it, then, and if yon
emudge your fingers wash them off.”’

. ‘‘Water always makes me cough. "’

' “‘Talking makes you cough too.
Don’t talk.”

““Everything makes—me—cough. Oh,
dear, I bave coughed all my life. I am
worn out coughing.’’

Any one looking at the emaciated old
lady would have said that she told the
truth. Life to her for the past 20 years
. had been burdened by a cough. It was
_ 8aid to be the ‘‘old fashioned kind,’’ a

kind which in these latter days, when
people make haste to die, as they make
haste to do everything else, has become
extinot. The clock in the neat room
struck 2,

~‘‘Time for grandfather to waken, and
I'am through with my stint for today.
Now I will get your wild turnip.’’
Roxy Ann folded her knitting and
brought a piece of wild turnip with a
little bottle and a knife to the old lady
and stood by while she scraped and
mixed it.

“‘Brindle has been trimming his
whiskers. That means that we are go-
ing to have company to tea, and here
oomes grandfather.”’

Aunt Doois, feeling the soothing in-
fluence of the morphine and wild tur-
nip, took her basketand went off to the
south bedroom. The little girl gave a
hop, skip and jump toward a venerable
looking man, who came out from the
north bedroom, his head turned slightly
to one side, as is common to the aged
when their ‘‘hearing is not what it used
to be,”’ and when ‘‘they that look out
at the windows are darkened.’’ *‘Grand-
father, I'll have your flip ready in no
time. "’

had slept with his kindred did it ooour ,  ““They eat like cannibals. There won’t
to her that he was born during those be enuugh left to sweeten a cup of tea.'’
wonderful years of the last century, | The doc?er eat at the head of his ta-
when two continents were ringing with ble that night with a thankful heart.
the news of  Wolfe’s great victory. It He was never so bappy as when he
was not alone for England and for the ¢ould entertain there a guest. [ use the
honor of that statesman whose superior word ‘‘entertain’’ intelligently. Among
the world has never seen that that bat- | the tributes to his memory 50 years aft-
tle was won. We marched in the pro- 'er was this: ‘‘A more racy and enter-
cession. The ‘‘great empire on the fro- | taining talker in his best days it wounld
zen shore of Ontario’’ was wrested from pe hard to find. His fund of ancedotes
« foreign foe for us. It was ounr grand- | was unlimited, and a book of hisstories
fathers and their mates who with tin ! would be asrich reading as ever his
horns and rags as pennants flying play- ' story telling profession produced.”

ed ‘‘Marching to Quebec,’’ and at night |
they were lulled to sleep by songs of '
Wolfe and his most enviable death.

‘‘“The boys with the sirup have come, *’
said Roxy Ann, ‘‘and the Aldermans are
with them.’’

‘I hope they have brought home
good complement.’’ .

In his extreme age the old gentle-
man’s taste craved sweets. West India
molasses might do to sweeten cider, but
maple wax, ah!

““You may be sure they’ve looked out
for themselves,” grandfather.’”’ Roxy
Ann had bad a supreme faith in her
brothers until their visit to Springfield
together to see the caravan. But that,
of course, is another story.

The little clearing in the spring by
the maple trees was not always devoted
solely to the boiling of sap. A kettle is
hung on two poles; a high board screen
keeps the wind from the fire. The boys
conclude that boiling sap will boil eggs. !
A dozen or two are collected; a loaf of
bread, pepper and salt, a mince pie or
two, doughnuts and cheese add variety
to the feast. The Aldermans and Fords
are often in evidence. When the sap is
reduced to sirup, the remains are often
brought to the kitchen to befinished off.

On this afternoon, having put the
sirup over the fire, the boys, re-enforced
by two Aldermans, sat down by the
kitchen stove to conclude a game of
‘‘0Old Sledge ' and to watch the sirup
lest it should boil over.

Roxy Ann, leaning over her brother’s
shoulder to watch the game, spied a tall
gentleman in a long frock coat, silk hat
and carrying a walking stick, making
his way to the back door. ‘‘That is our
company,’’ she thought, ‘‘but what is
he coming in through the wood shed
for?”’ Hearing the back door open, she
cried to her brothers, ‘“The minister is
coming through the wood shed.”’

With one fell stroke the cards were
dashed under the table, and the boys
shot through the outside door.

one that I ever met conld provoke so
much laughter. ‘‘Doctor,’’ gasped a
womau at his table, between her spasms
of laughter, ‘‘pleaso stop. If you do not
let me rest long enough to get my
breath, I shall choke to death.’’

Opposite the doctor sat his wife, at
his right Mr. Bingham, at the end of
the beazd the venerable father, Large
candles in shining brass sticks illumin-
ed the scene. The doctor looked upon
his three children to command quiet.

‘“Will you ask a blessing, sir?'’

The doctor never talked while he
carved. Ho was an expert carver, and
the well filled plates went round with
dispatch.

*“I hupe Miss Lucy’s preserves are
keening well through the winter,’’ said
Mrs. Mollie, with a smiling face, as she
handed her guest a sauce plate of yellow
guince,

‘‘Tor onr preserves, madam, we are
iudubted to our parishioners, notably to
your generous remembrance after we
had the pleasure of sitting at your table
Inst Thanksgiving day, and they have—
in i8¢, we appreciated them to such an
eatene that nothing now remains.’*

The rdoctor burst into a hearty langh.
“Couu for you! My Mollie's crocks are

3

supplicd.

Forty years after it was also said of
this lady by one who knew her inti-
winately: ‘‘She was always beautiful,

head of her own table. There I like best
to remember ber.’”” Amid all the sor-
row that came to that home in after
years—sorrow- from brooding shadow
or death and deeper sorrow from the
shadow of life—hers is the one form
that shines out like a star, grand in the
love that ‘“‘endured all things, hoped all
things, overcame all things,’’ strong in
a faith and patience that were sublime,

‘I shall enter into no controversy
with you, sir, upon the subject of for-

“That is right.
Has Lebbeus come?’’

“‘No, grandfather. Mother went with
father. They won’t be home till night.*’

““"Nhere are the boys?"’

“‘Boiling sap under the hill. I wanted
to go with them, but they said it was
too sposhy for me. The Alderman boys

~ are with them.”’

“I am glad you did not go;
stay at home.”’

““I would have gone, though, if I had
cared abount it. They are going to bring
At up and sugar off in the kitchen.’'

Meantime she had wheeled her grand-
father’s chair before the fire and the

. stand,.on which had been deposited a
.quart bowl and a very large silver spoon.
She filled a tin basin with cider and
poured into it a cup of molasses.
ghe took a large iron and thrust it into
the burning coals. While the iron was

Give me my flip.

better

‘heating she toasted a slice of bread, |

~turning it carefully when it was
browned on both sides. She broke it
into the bowl; then taking the redhot
fron from the coals she held it in the
cider, s-uttering, hissing and smoking,

till the cider was hot, when she poured |
it over the toasted bread and with a '

“‘Now, grandfather, your flip is ready, "’
seated herself in a satisfied manner at
his feet. The old gentleman took his flip
with great gusto. When he had swal-
lowed the last mouthful, he said:

‘1t is such a fine afternoon you may
get my hat and stick.
the hill and have a talk with Deacon
Ford. He 1s a masterly hand at Scrip-
ture. No newfangled foolery about
him. He believes ‘as the tree falleth so

it shall lie.’’* It might have been the

flip or the inspiration derived from the !

immutability of the eternal purpose
which gave unusual elasticity to the old

gentleman’s step as he paced back and |

forth across the long room, repeating,
“‘Chained to the throne the volume
lies.”’
familiar to octogenarians 50 years ago,
“ marking the time with his hand:
“On cherubim and seraphiin
Full royally he rode,
And on the wings of mighty winds
Came flying all abroad!™
By this time he had evidently forgot-
ten all about his projected visit to Dea-
con Ford and was ready to embark on a
longer voyage. Adapting bis step to a
martial beat, he burst out:
“We're marching, marching to Quebec,
And the drums are loudly beating!"
Roxy Ann knew all that, word for
word. She laid aside the stick and join-
ed her grandfather in his trimmphant
march. , Finally he sat down and began
amore plaiutive air, bending his body in
regular rhythm to the music:
“When Wolfe's breast first felt the ball,
He said, ‘I'm sure that I must fall.’
He spoke to his men, both one and all,
Baying, ‘ [he cause is right.*
And while his reason did remein,
And blood ran gushing from each vein,
His tongue rolled forth the lofty strain,
The ‘Lord the battle decide.’ "'

“Grandfather, where was Wolfe when
his ‘breast first felt the ball?’ "’

“On the heights of Abraham, my |

daugbter. Victory perched upon our
pbanner, the French were routed, and
Canada was won for us. ‘Now God. be

praised; I shall die in peace,” gaid |

Wolfe, "'

Roxy Ann was silent. She had learn- |

ed that Abraham’s bosom was a hayen
whither pour “people were tending, if
farnished with proper credentials, but
that there were any ‘‘heights of Abra-
ham”’ whero wounded heroes coull
pour out their hearts’ best blood with
honor was beyond her philosophy. She
had a luomber room in her brain, to
which she consigned odds and ends of
information or observation, to be illun-
minated and classified in future. Many
decades after her venerable grandfather

Then |

I will go down |

Presently he burst into a strain |

‘‘What ails those boys? Libby, if yon
will open the door for the minister, I
will pick up these cards.””

Suiting the action to the word, she
disappeared under the table, but in ris-
ing she gave her head a terrible bump.
At the same time the sirup boiled over,
and the reverend gentleman was greeted
with the aroma of .burued sugar and a
black smoke that, llke Egyptian dark-
ness, ‘‘could be felt.” ,on the table with the handle of his

‘I hope I'm not intruding,’’ suid he, knife, as was bis wont when excited,
with a broad smile, I “*yon ora wise above what is written.

‘‘No, sir; not in the least,’’ replied Y¢. .0 irreverent,?

Roxy Ann, dropping a courtesy. ‘'Father ~ Far a moment there was silence: then
and mother are not at home, but grand- | tha cucucr. pushing back his chair, said,
. father is, and wo are very glad to see with a laugh, ‘‘No irreverence about
| you, sir. Grandfather, this is Rev. Hi- j{|"

ram Bingham.”’ N5 one ever accused the doctor of

Grandfather was in a grandiloguent f)iai diecespect. There is an old letter,
_mood, and he rose to the occasion ma- cureully preserved, written by this half
. Jestically. biiia old father, addressed to his son,
|  “Darkness covered the earth and a. iollowe: ‘Dear and well beloved and
- gross darkness the people, but the Lord well worthy son. !

said, ‘Let there be light, and there was After sunper the doctor and his guest
| light.” Sir,”” he exclaimed, waving his spoke of the first minister of the church.
! band majestically, ‘‘we are indeed very *‘This house was his home, sir, built
. glad to see you!"” : for liim «bous 1769, Here his children

Glad? What swas a Scripture confer- were norn. This was his first and only
ence with an everyday old friend com- rate. From here he was buried.”’
pared to this? The Sandwich Islands, choso the site of this house most
the whole of Polynesia, the American 1t is beautiful for situation
board of commissioners for foreign mis-
sions, all in one! ‘‘Sit down, sir; sit
down. Lebbeus and his wife will soon
return.”’ S

To tell the truth, the old gentleman
secretly hoped that they would not too
soon return, for he felt that on certain
theological points involving the assem-
bly’s Shorter Catechism his son’s senti-
ments were anything but ‘‘sound.’’

“Your son's name, sir,”’ said Mr. The doctor nodded toward the south
! Bingham, bowing coarteously, ‘‘re- becroon.
| minds me of the brig which, under
Providence, conveyed our missionary
! party to the Sundwich Islands in 1519,
It was the Lebbeus, Captain Blanchards,
as you may bave noticed if you have
| taken the trouble to look over my ‘His- Lusbund was, I think, the first regular-
| tory of the Sandwich Islands,’ which Iy sertled physician in the township. '
| the doctor did me the honor to add to “Siie inaccied, chen?”
| his library. It is a name of repute in “The docwor martied her, sir.
i apostolic times. Providence hasremoved gl ¢ 11 e do?”
! from my. side the companion of my ;.

youth, but bad it been otherwise, sir,
#nd had heaven seen fit to vouchsafe me
another son I think I should have called
. him Lebbeus,”'
“You would have conferred honor
| mpon the nawe, sir. It is, as you say,
an apostolic name, but it grieves me to
confess that, while my son is not want-
ing in gifts, they are not strictly of an
apostolic order.’’
Mr. Bingham bowed. ‘““The Serip-
tures speak of a diversity of gifts, sir.
! Ah, my sons, what have we here?”’
A hasty conference had been held in
i the kitchen over the remains of the
i sirup, when it was decided that as Mr. | of fate that this unfortunate lady had
| Bingkam surprised it in the act of boil- | spent the remainder of her days in the
| ing over hospitality demanded that he | shadow of a deep disgrace and bearing
| beginvited to partake. Enter, therefore, | the burden ot a heavy sorrow.
the boys as almoners of the feast, bear- | As the days of the new year began to
| ing respectively a six quart pan of ! lengthen in the revolving circle Aunt
snow, a salver with well tilled Yaucers, Docia did not come out of the south
spoons, forks and pickles. These were | bedroom as fiequently to look over her
placed on the table, which was drawn | patchwork by the fire. One afternoon,
up before the fire. { twhen her trembling fingers had vainly

**We shall be happy if you will try | tried to *‘over and over' a seam, she
some of our sirup on snow, sir.’’ carried away the basket, and the three

*“You are giving me a most agreeable | legged stool in the corner knew it no
and unexpected treat,’’ said Mr. Bing- more.
ham, as he lifted from the snow a ball Mrs. Grant tells us that the great
of the yellow ware, poised on the end of | general would turn his face to a blank
| bis fork. *‘Such a sight it was never!wall of his room and look at it for
I our privilega to see at the islands. My | hours. Possibly he saw again the *‘bat-

daughters entertained the erroneous idea | tle aboye the clouds’ when the fight
that snow was red.’’ was on at Mission Ridge. Perhaps his
The boys shortly beat a ratreat to the | ear heard once more the awful roar at
kitchen. ‘‘Libby, how is that sugar | Cold Harbor, or he may have gazed far
holding out?"’
| "Two-thirds of 1% boiled over—and
the rest is almoat gone, '’

eign missions,’’ said the doctor when
the conversation drifted, as was natural,
into that channel, ‘‘but’’—and a hu-
morous twinkle came into his eye—*‘I
told my friend Tinker when he returned
that a hundred or a thousand of those
souls boiled down and simmered to-
gether would not equal the soul of one
man like him,’’

‘‘Lebbeus, ' said his father, rapping

truly

‘1 havo every reason to suppose he
planicd the elin trees. He passed away
bofore iy time, sir, but I believe him
to have been a strong man, of dignified
preseace.  His children and grandcehil-
dren huve taken high rank in the pro-

wiil centinuo to do. There was unfortu-
nately one «xception.

your roof?"”

**Under the roof built for her father,
siv; bis youngest daughter. She was
band ¢mie, silly and unfortunate,

What

maccied ber and killed himself, '’
“*Dreadful! Was it a pistol?”’
“No, laudanum.”’
In those furaway primitive times sui-

We had nos attained to the degrese of
refinement which fills every daily pa

per with shocking recitals of self mur-
der. And when a poor unfortunate did
put an end to his life it was supposed,
as a matter of course, that if he had a
wife she ‘““was at the bottom of it’'—
only a repetition of the same old wail,
*“The woman whom thou gavest me,”’

Shiloh. Peace has her victoriesand pio-
tures as well as war.

When he was in the mood for it, no |

During those days Aunt Docia lay
with her face to the wall and eaid
nothing, but the south bedroom may
have stretched far away to a green hill-
top in the days when youth and pa-
rental care made life a happy holiday,
where the birds sang first in the morn-
ing and the sun shone through peaceful
afternoons, and the crickets and the !
twinkling stars came out together to
make ths loug twilights glorious. Pos- |
#ibly she watched for the going ont of |
her revered father as he led the congre-
gation to the old meeting hounge on Sun-
day, and her ear may have heard again
the sound of his voice from the high pul-
pit in prayer and benediction. All this
before the shadow came into her life.

And one night in midwinter the wind
swept over that old hilltop and dashed
against the trees that the old minister
had planted as if it would uproot them,
and their boughs bent and shrieked in
their resistanocs, but they did not break
—only stretched their arms more pro-
teotively over the old house, and in the
morning the youngest of his daughters
lay dead under its roof—the sams roof
that sheltered her in the hour of her
birth.

The burial plot of the minister’s fam-
ily was full almost to crowding, but
room must be made for one more, and
the doctor went with his men to see
that everything was done ‘‘decently and
in order.”’

As shovelful after shovelful of earth
was thrown up something large and
round rolled into the open space frum !
the adjacent grave. The doctor was on |
the alert. The arm that guided the
shovel was seized as in a vise. !

““Mike!’’ The doctor’s voice trembled |

{ull and she will see to it that you are !

but never more gracious than at the |

a8 did his strong hand that staid Mike's ‘
arm.

Mike looked up bewildered, but the
doctor was already in the open grave
beside him. Stooping he picked up some- |
thing, sprang quickly up and took off
his hat, for this that he held in his ;
hand he knew to be the skull of his re- |
mote predecessor, the first pbhysician of |
the township. Half an hour after he |
stood in Rev. Mr. Bingham’s presence.

“Talk of suicide, sir! The basest libel
ever fabricated! Look here, sir! A com-
minuted fracture! God Almighty took |
this man’s life, sir! He took morphine,
laudanum, as he needed, to allay pain. |
This vileaspersion upon the character of |
this dead man, sir, my professional |
brother, must be removed over the coffin |
of his wife." |

The Rev. Mr. Bingham preached such |
a funeral sermon in that meeting house |
the following Sunday as was never |
preached beforeand never will be again |
on earth. He beld up the skull in the |
pulpit and showed to his people the !
comminuted fracture, indicating it with |
his finger.

The older ones remembered having ‘
heard that the doctor had fallen from |
his horse, and that he suffered from
great pain in his head.

And so it came to pass that the grave |
gave up its secret, that the true history |
of this man’s death was read, and the |
shadow which bad rested so heavily |
cver his name and house was lifted— |

!

Gamwell in Springfield Republican.

ONE MEAL A DAY.

fessions—such I bolieve his descendants

‘ou have then his daughter under

Her

The doctor blew his
vous!y and poked the fire. ‘‘He |

cides in our country were happily rare. |

And so it had bappened in the irony |

away to catch the coming of Buell at,

Pronounced a Secret of Human
Health and Happiness. |
It is by no means impossible that |
| the newest world lecturer will allude
| to the delays of the single meal re-
{ form. The one meal a day plan was
| Successfully practiced by some 80,000,-
{ 000 men of the healthiest, wealthiest
| and most intelligent nations of an-
|thuit_\' for nearly 1,000 years.
! No unprejudiced observer can deny
| that for the vast plurality of our fel-
{ low men there is no other practicable
{ way to live up to the principle of the
sanitary maxim, “Never to eat till
| we have leisure to digest.”
Nine out of ten laborers have to hur-
i ry from the breakfast table to their
:(]:lil.\' work and cannot count upon
| more than a few minutes of afternoon |
| meal rest. The same in rolling mills, |
%ship_\'ards, railway yards, workshops
|
]

| and schoolrooms.

Less than a year's time would suffice |
to give the one meal habit the foree of |
a second nature, and those who would
like to form an idea of its universal
observance during the classic period
of antiquity should read Peter Bayle's
! dissertation on *“Domestic Life In
| Athens and Rome” or De Quincey’s
humorous essay, published in the sec-
ond volume of miscellanies under the
title, “Dinner, Real and Reputed.”
| There would be time for play, for

reading, for the enjoyment of art and
| entertaining conversation.

Sunstrokes would be known only
from the traditions of insanitary |
barbarism. The granger’s youngsters
would get afternoon sports enough to
think life on a farm decidedly worth
living. No after dinner martyrdom
would tempt truants, housekeeping
drudgery would be lessened two-thirds.
—Ielix M. Oswald, M. D., in Health
| Culture.

e
Case Against Imboden ﬁlilnhﬁﬂl.

| Kansas City, Oct. 16.—The case
!n:ninsl Leonard H. Imboden, who, in
| September, 1899, was sentenced to the
| penitentiary for ten years for conduct-
| ing a “widl-cat” bank. was dismissed,
| Imboden had appealed to the state su-
'prumo court, which recently decided
that there was not sutlicient evidence
produced to warrant conviction.

“What ¢id vou buv 6 much of tnis
cheap and worthless coffee for?”

“For these new neighbors of ours
in case they prove to be of the borrow-
ing sort. If they don’t, you can throw
it away.”—Chicago Tribune.

The construction of a cigar box may
seem to be a very simple matter to the
novice, but the box passes through 19
different processes before it Is ready
to redeive the cigars.

Switzerland’s expense for the keep-
ing of each inmate in the insane asy-

| the president’s carriage.

| the pleasure of an enjoyable evening.™

5 A PRINCETON PRANK. »—{&

Princeton gvaduates of 50 years ago remember with affectionate regard Presi-
dent James A. Carnahan, who for many years cdntrolled the destinies of that
great institution.

President Carnahan, like most of Princeton's heads, was a Scotchman, not-
ed alike for his austerity of manner and goodness of heart. Unlike most Scotche
men, he had a keen sense of humor, though with national pride, and perhaps not

‘ wishing to offend his fellow Scots, he kept it in the background. He could be as

savaze a looking man as ever wore a tartan, but down in his heart there was a
great udder of the milk of human kindness which one had but.to press gently to
find a grateful stream. <

Boys were boys 50 years ago as they are today. Princeton’s boys of that
period were no worse than they are now and no better. Their pranks in those
days, however, took a different form. There was then no boat racing, no foot-
ball, no baseball, no athletic sport to work off the superfluous animalism, and the
boys had their ingenuity taxed to find means of diversion. They would muffie-or
steal the clapper of the chapel bell, would smear the blackboards with oil, would
fill up Princeton’s sacred Revolutionary cannon shot holes in the walls of the old
Nassau with bird lime, with a picture of a Scotch hen, with some kind of cac-
kling legend above it. The professors weve always getting it in some way. Pe-
ter Bogart, who was a grandnephew of the first Frelinghuysen in America, was
also a descendant of John Witherspoon. He was noted as 2 man with two sides
to his nature. He was curator of the theological seminary and an intimate
friend of President Carnahan, He was likewise a close friend and sympathizer
with the boys in all their sports.

COne day in the early thirties Mr. Bogart got a gentle tip that the “boys”
were zoing to play a huge joke upon ‘‘the prex.” The boys had usually let Pres-
ident Carnghan alone. His dignity and his awful voice had a repressing effect
upon youthful spirits, and by common consent it was not considered advisable to
monkey with the stalwart Scotchman.

It was the week before Christmas, the weather being very cold, when Mr.
Bogart gave his chief a quiet hint that the boys were going on a certain night at
a certain honr to take his family carriage out of its house, run it down to Willow
creek, two miles away, there hold certain orgies and festivities over it and then
run it into the creek up to the hubs to be frozen in solid before morning. The
boys thought it would be rare fun to see “old prex"” and his coachman cutting
the carriage out with axes the next morning.

On the night agreed upon the boys stealthily approached the president's car-
riage house, and after much mystery and silence reached its doors. They ought
to have been a little puzzled to find that the door was slightly ajar, but they
wore probably too excited to notice that. They swung the door open, attached
a long rope to the carriage pole, ard about 20 young rascals lined themselves on
the rope after the fire fashion of the day. "They observed silence until they got
off the campus, but when they struck the Nassau pike, well out of hearing, they
got to work with their songs and gibes and jeers. On the way to the creek they
frequently stopped the carriage to gather about open tlasks of applejack and with
great glee picture what was to happen next morning when “old Scotty prex”
found his carryall imbedded in the ice. The night was very cold, and when the
boys reached *he baunk of the stream they round it already frozen over, but a doz=
en of them with axes soon had a place broken through, into which they trundled
Then they built a big fire, unloosened some more apple-
jack and sang a lot of college songs. They were just about to detach the rope
from the carriage and proceed homeward when every mother's son of them found
himself transtixed to the spot.

“Yonng gentlemen,” said a great and majestic voice as its owner opened the
carriage door and let down the folding steps, I am exceedingly obliged to you for
: It was President Carnahan, wrapped in
huge covering and well caparisoned with fur. *“I don’t know,” he continued,
with withering sarcasm, but pleasant voice, *‘when I have had so enjoyable a ride.
It is rare indeed that a man of my yvears can call into his personal services so-
well born and so well bred a body of young men, willing to haul his carriage
about. and I want to add further that I appreciate keenly the delight with which
your varions exercises have impressed me. I will add further that between the
kindly lizht of the moon and my own knowledge of the sound of most of your
voices 1 have a pretty correct list of the names of the young gentlemen to whom I
am indebted for this distinguished honor. So now, my young friends, if you will
kindly reman the rope, we will proceed on our journey homeward. We have had
a pleasant time, and we have all enjoyed it, I know, but let us have no delay,
please, for the night is very cold.” ;

And there was nothing left for those miserable, crestfallen students to do
but man that rope, haul the carriage out of the frozen creek and pull it home
amid a silence that could be felt.

Dr. Carnahan and his friend, Peter Bogart, sat inside the carriage and chuc-
kled. But the president kept his word. He knew every scamp engaged in the
prauk, but he never again referred to the subject.

Who were on the rope that night? Well, five or more at least well known to
fame subsequently. W. C. Alexander of the Equitable Life Insurance company
was one, ex-Secretary of War McCreary was another, ex-Secretary of State I're-
linghuysen another, ex-Minister to France William D. Dayton yet another and
ex-GGovernor Robert S. Green of New Jersey was the youngest of the lot.—Ex-
change. )
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