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Tnn PLACE TO BUY
YOUR FALL AND WINTER
BOOTS AND SHOES,

HATS AND CAPS.

BIXLER & SENFT’S,
Westminster, Md.

Our stock is entirely new, and the finest
assortment to select from in town.

OUR LADIES’ SHOES
range in price from $1 to $4.50.

MEN’S HEAVY BOOTS

$1.75 to $5, including

The Genuine Walker Boot!;’
\

TO BE HAD ONLY OF US.

OUR STOCK OF HATS

Is complete, and prices as low as any. We
also have a splendid assortment of

LADIES' LIGHT GOSSAMER & HEAVY
GUM SHOES.

MEN’S AND LADIES’ GUM COATS to 1

be sold at the very lowest cash price.

BIXLER & SENFT,

Main street,
oct 7 Westminster, Md.

HAINES & CO.,

Wholesale and Retail Grocers,

Respectfully call attention to their large

stock of Groceries, &c., at their Store, a few
doors east of the Railroad Depot, Westmin-
ster, Md.

Our facilities are such as to enable us to
offer great inducements in prices, as we pur-
chase for Cash and sell at Short Profits. Our
stock consists of

Choice Flour, Groceries, Queens- |

ware, Stoneware, Glassware,
Willow - Ware, Woodenware, Fine
Cutlery, Fish, Bacon, Lard,
Salt, &ec., &c.

OUR LIQUORS

are the finest and best ever offered in this city,
and for medicinal or family use are unsur-
assed. Sole agents for the well known Welty
Vhiskey.
Ale,
barrel.
Sole agents for Briggs Bros. world-re-
nouned Garden and Fower Seeds.
The highest market price paid for Country

Produce.
feb 22, 1879 HAINES & CO,

LN{mﬁa‘En, coad LoMBER' '

I have just returned from the Lumber Re-
regions—and am now receiving the largest
selection of LUMBER ever offered at this
Jlace, at Reduced Prices, consisting of Yellow

ine, Spruce and Hemlock

JOIST AND SCANTLING

of all lengths and sizes, 4-4, 5-4, 6-4 and 8-4
White Pine Boards and Plank, Yellow and
White Pine Flooring, Dressed and Undressed
Weatherboarding, White Pine, Cypress and
Chestnut Shingles, Walnut and Ash Boards
and Plank, Plain and Headed Picketts, Shin-
gle and Plastering Laths, prime lot of Chest-
nut Rails and Posts. Also all the
DIFFERENT KINDS OF COAL.
Thinking large sales with small profits bet-
ter than small sales with large profits, I have
concluded to adopt the former as r= guide,
and hope I shall F)c enabled to carry it out by
persons in want of anything in my line giving
me a call before purchasing elsewhere.
EDWARD LYNCH,
Near Depot, Westminster, Md.
feb 29-tf

A.H. WE;NTZ,
PRACTICAL
Watchmaker and Jeweler !
AND DEALER IN

Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, Clocks,

Spectacles,Solid Silver and Silver plated Ware,

Violins, Accordeons, Harmonicas,

Music Boxes, (with popular airs,) fine Violin
and Guitar Strings. Sole agent for Kings's
Combination Spectacles, (fit the eye perfecﬁ;,)
and the

Rockford Quick Train Watch.

New Watches and Clocks guaranteed for two
years; all goods as represented. Repairing
done in & workmanlike manner and guaran-
teed. Nearly opposite Catholic Church,
Westminster. Md. ap 16-tf

JOHN E. ECKENRODE,
(Successor to Eckenrode & Snyder,)

Manufacturer of

COACHES, CARRIAGES,
JAGGER WAGONS,
BUGGIES, PHZETONS, &c.

p@SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO
REPAIRING. @8

_All orders promptly filled and work of every
k“i‘d warranted.
‘actory on Liberty street, opposite the
sale stable of E. Lynch, Weltminspt:r, Md.
nov 18 1882-1y

BOOKB AND STATIONERY.

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

B~ A Fine Line of Goods for=<g
CHRISTMAS PRESENTS.
CHEAP AND FINE PRIZE BOOK

One square west of depot, |

Porter and Beer, by the bottle or |

Select @ue;r_gT -

Things In The Bottom Drawer.

There are whips and tops and pieces of strings,
There are shoes which no little feet wear;

There are bits of ribbon and broken rings,
And tresses of golden hair;

There are little dresses folded away
Out of the light of the sununy day.

There are dainty jackets that never are worn,
There are toys and models of ships;

There are books and pictures, all faded and torn,
And marked by the finger tips,

Of dimpled hands that have fallen to dust,
Yet I strive to think that the Lord is just.

But a feeling of bitterness fills my soul
Sometimes when I try to pray,

That the Reaper has spared so many flowers
And taken mine away;

And I almost doubt that the Lord can know
That & mother’s heart can love them so.

Then I think of the many weary ones
Who are watting and watching to-night,

For the slow return of the faltering feet
That have strayed from the paths of right;

Who have darkened their lives by shame andsin,
Whom the snares of the tempter haye gatheredin.

They wander far in distant climes,
They perish in fire and flood,

And their hands are black with the direst crimes
That kindled the wrath of God.

Yet a mother’s song has soothed them to rest,
She hath lulled them to slumber upon her breast.

} And then I think of my children, three,

! My babies that never grew old,
| And know that they are waiting and watching for
me
In the city with streets of gold,
| Safe, safe from the cares of the weary years,
| From sorrow and sin and war.
\ And I thank my God with falling tears,
| For the things in the bottom drawer.

| Select Story.

| From Chambers's Journal.

'The Enfield Court Robbery.

Z CHAPTER I.

“When are you going to return Lady
| Dasent’s visit, Aunt Frances?” asked my
niece Amy one lovely morning in August.
«Tt is quite a fortnight since she called.”
“In a day or so,” I replied, knowing the
| duty must be performed, particularly as
| Lady Dasent had, since she called, sent us
| an invitation to a ball which was about to
| take place at Enfield Court. In my inmost
[ heart T should have been pleased had Lady
{ Dasent’s visit never been paid. We had
| lived in seclusion for so long that T almost
} dreaded any interruption to the even tenor
[of our quiet existence. But Amy was
| eighteen, and just at the age to appreciate
a little gayety, and I felt it my duty to set
[ my own feelings aside and allow her to en-
| joy the present to the utmost.
|” "We lived just on the outskirts of one of
the principal southern provincial towns, in
| a little paradise which some one had aptly
| designated the “Wren's Nest.” Tthought
it perfect, and would not have exchanged
| the peaceful beauty for Enfield itself, which
| was considered one of the finest places in
| the county.
Owing to Lord Dasent’s very delicate
| health the family had been absent for some
| years, but directly they returned Lady Da-
| sant had called on us. The Court was
| barely a mile distant by road, and we were
{ really their nearest neighbors. It behoov-
| ed me. therefore, for Amy’s sake, to make
| an effort and return her visit.
| “What do you think of our going to
| Enfield this afternoon, Amy ?"" I said pres-
| ently.
| «T think it would be delightful,” she
| replied “Shall we walk or drive ?”
“Drive, decidedly,” I rejoined. The day
| was lovely, and Iinwardly hoped that Lady
| Dasent might be enjoying its beauties her-
| self, and that we might thus continue our
| drive, having done our duty by leaving
| cards only. Butmy hopes were disappoint-
led. Lady Dasent wasat home, and we
| were ushered with due ceremony into her
| beautiful drawing-room, where we found
| her most graciously inclined toward us
| both.
‘; Her daughters were playing lawn-tennis,
she told us. Would we like to join them
on the terrace? Very gladly would I have
declined, but a glance toward Amy decided
me otherwise. Very probably my diminu-
tive groom and ponies would be entertained
hospitably during our detention, and I
could fancy, after the splendors of Enfield,
| that Joseph would return home signally
dissatisfied with the humble ways at the
Wren's Nest.

Accompanying Lady Dasent, we found
ourselves in the midst of quite a large party
of young people, some playing tennis, but
the greater number merely looking on.
Amy was swept from my side immediately,
but my anxious eyes followed her, and with
pleasure I observed the cordiality with
which the Misses Dasent welcomed her.

By and by I saw her standing under a
lime tree at some little distance from where
I was seated. She was dressed in white;
and as she stood in the half-shade, half-
sunshine, there was a look of ethereal beau-
ty about her. 3

“How very pretty your niece is, Miss
Courtenay,” Lady Dasent observed.

“Yes; I think she is rather pretty,” I
replied. 4

Some one else thought so too. Just as
| Lady Dasent spoke, I saw a gentleman in-
| troduced to Amy; and while we remained,
he determinedly maintained a close prox-
imity to her side. He was young, good-
looking, and evidently bent upon making
| himself very agreeable to my niece,

Hitherto Amy had lived a life of com-
plete retirement. I had guarded her with
a jealous care from all contact with any
outward influences that might prejudice the
future of my darling. She had been con-
signed to my care by her mother on her
death-bed, when an infant of a few months
old; and T accepted the charge, vowing to
be faithful to the utmost of my ability.

I had loved her mother; but I had adored
her father—my youngest brother—who had
gone out to India with the fairest prospects,
and come home, after being there for only
a few years, to die. Out of a large family
I was the only one left who could possibly
have undertaken the absolute charge of
Amy.

Aynd here was I, with my youth far be-
hind me, an unloved -old maid, until the
child came to me, and in the clasp of her
little chubby arms I seemed to grow young
again myself. My sltl)rrows became dim in
the distance as my ¢ w; every da
and hour adding to n:;ge dgel:c‘ion 02 hery,
and, thank God! to her love and affection
for me. We were not rich, but we had
enough; and I was enabled to have a gov-
erness for Amy, so that not even for part
of her education had she to leave me.
Sometimes I wished she had some compan-
ions of her own age; but when I mentioned
it she always rejected the idea of such a
necessity. She was r
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birth was that of a lady, still the Misses
Dasent were undeniably above her inrank,
and—perhaps from an old-fashioned idea
on my part of possible patronage—I rather
threw obstacles in the way of any sudden
friendship between them.

But I am anticipating, and must revert
to the introduction I had witnessed in the
distance between Amy and Mr. Alfred
Mauleverer, which was the name of the in-
dividual I before alluded to. I did not
make his acquaintance that afternoon; that
was an honor reserved for the following
day, when he, accompanied by two of the
Misses Dasent, came over to the Wren's
Nest to invite Amy and myself to a small
afternoon party.

It was the beginning of many visits both
on their part and our own; in fact, hardly
a day passed without our seeing at least
Mr. Mauleverer, who invariably found some
pretext for coming over to us, if we were
not to be at Enfield. And then came the
ball at Enfield—Amy’s first, destined to be
a most eventful one, and to which she went
arrayed in simple white.

1 was not altogether comfortable on the
score of her growing intimacy with Mr.
Mauleverer. Perhaps he was trifling with
her; perhaps he was not in every way de-
sirable himself. A thousand disturbing
possibilities kept shooting through my old
heart, as I sat watching my darling at her
first ball, looking radiantly pretty, while
Mr. Mauleverer redoubled his devotion,
and immolated himself so thoroughly at her
shrine as to insist on taking me in to sup-
per—a piece of civility which 1 duly ap-
preciated.

Never before had I seen the Dasents’
celebrated gold plate, which was on this
occasion fully displayed. It was magnifi-
cent. Such tankards and salvers of solid
gold, to say nothing of plates, spoons, and
forks, all apparently of the precious metal.
Qur conversation naturally turned upon
this display; and just as we were admiring
it, Florence Dasent happened to join us.

«Miss Courtenay has been admiring the
plate,” remarked Mr. Mauleverer.

“Yes; isn't it beautiful ?” she replied.
“But, really, I think pretty china would be
almost nicer. I believe papa would prefer
it; but we can’t get rid of our plate, simply
because it is entailed; so are mamma's dia-
monds.”

Lady Dasent was wearing her diamonds
that evening. From my quiet corner in
the ball-room I had specially noticed the
necklace, which was rather a tight circlet
round her throat, set in squares of a formal,
but of course magnificent, description.

A few trifling remarks followed, and then
Mr. Mauleverer conducted me back to my
seat, in the vicinity of which we found
Amy, to whom Mr. Mauleverer was engag-
ed for the next dance.

I must say they looked a charming cou-
ple as they moved away. I suppose my
eyes were expressive of my thoughts, for
Lady Dasent’s voice close beside me seemed
to echo them.

“They make a good pair, don’t they?”
she said. “Ah, Miss Courtenay,” she con-
tinued, “I am afraid you must not expect
to keep your niece always; some one is sure
to carry her off soon.”

«I am in no hurry for that time to come,”
I replied. “But, Lady Dasent, do you
mind telling me one thing; who is Mr.
Mauleverer ?”

“Who is Mr. Mauleverer?” repeated

Lady Dasent, with a shade of sarcasm in |

her voice. “Well, my dear Miss Courte-
nay, I believe he is of very good family,

very well off, and I know he is very charm- |

ing, and moves in the very best society.
You may be quite sure, had he not been
very desirable in every way he would not
have been our guest.”

Some one else just then claimed Lady
Dasent’s attention, and she moved off, leav-
ing me to digest at my leisure the satisfac-
tory remarks she had made relative to
Amy's admirer. Very good family—very
well off—very charming, and so forth. I
was glad to hear it, and could scarcely avoid

a feeling of exultation when, on our return |

home, Amy told me that he had asked her
to be his wife, and she had accepted him.

Tired as I was after my unwonted dissi-
pation, sleep seemed to have forsaken me;
Amy's engagement was all I could think
of until daylight began to struggle into ex-
istence; then I suppose I fell asleep, and
might have slept for hours had not my old
house-maid, Margaret, burst into my room
without any ceremony, and wakened me
with the startling tidings that Enfield had
been on fire, and that the gold plate, also
nearly all Lady Dasent’s diamonds, had
been stolen !

It seemed altogether too dreadful to be
true, but very shortly afterward Mr. Mau-
leverer himself appeared, and fully con-
firmed the tidings. He had distinguished
himself greatly by his bravery in endeavor-
ing to extinguish the flames, and in doing
so had burned his right hand rather se-
verely.

“T thought you might hear an exagger-
ated account of it, so I came over at once,”
he observed, with a glance toward Amy.

“Who discovered it ?” I asked. “What
can have originated the fire ? and above all,
who can have teken the plate ?”

“And the diamonds ?”” added Amy.

“That remains to be seen,” replied Mr.
Mauleverer. “On my way here I tele-
graphed to Scotland Yard, and no doubt a
sharp detective will unravel the mystery.”

Partly in order to make it more conve-
nient for guests at a distance, partly be-
cause Lord Dasent himself objected to late
hours, the ball had begun at the unfash-
ionably early hour of nine o'clock; by half-
past two it was over, and by three o'clock
comparative silence had reigned over En-.
field. The butler had judged it safe—
never dreaming of danger—to lock up the
supper-room, the shutters of all the win-
dows being strongly barred as well. With
an easy mind, au§ the key in his coat pock-
et, that functionary retired to bed, while
the rest of the servants gladly followed his
example.

Neither bolts nor bars, however, defend-
ed the diamonds. Lady Dasent replaced
them with her own hands in their cases,
which, without any anxiety whatever, she
laid upon her toilet table. To-morrow they
would, as usual, be deposited in the safe,
where they were ordinarily kept. She had
dismissed her maid directly she came to
her room; one of her daughters unclasped
the circlet from her throat, and shortly af-
terward—as it came out in evidence—Miss
Dasent left her mother’s room, crossed the
corridor, and was just about to enter her
own room, when, in the , Some
did not alarm her; it was no-doubt one
z:ghelervnm, 8o she thought no more

it.

|
|

|

‘she | controlled

some one must have opened the cases and
abstracted the contents. The circlet, the
bracelets, and a pair of magnificent ear-
rings—all were gone. The gold plate had
also been cleverly carried off; only a few
minor articles having been spared.

At first, all the energies of the house-
hold were directed toward subduing the
fire. It evidently had its origin near the
supper-room, which chanced to be directly
below Lady Dasent’s rooms.  Atall events,
it was owing to her being wakened by a
strong smell of fire that the alarm was given
in time to save not only the house but some
of the inmates, who might otherwise have
perished in the flames. And from this
fate it apppeared Mr. Mauleverer had a
narrow escape. He had behaved “splen-
didly,” so the Dasents said; and as my
nephew-elect T was proud to hear it.

CHAPTER II.

Upon further investigation it was found
that, while the robbery at Enfield Court had
been most carefully planned and premedi-
tated, the fire had evidently been an acci-
dental part of the thieves’ programme, asa
hastily-done-up bundle, containing some
valuable articles, was discovered just out-

gide the supper-room window, a= if dropped.. !
hear them moving about overhead 1 was

in a hasty exit. Happily, the fire had been
subdued in time to save the greater portion
of the house, but the damage done, to say
nothing of the immense loss caused by the
robbery, was very considerable.

In due time two detectives came down
from London, and the excitement continued
unabated in the neighborhood while they
remained, but nothing transpired. They
maintained an amount of stolid reticence
which, to the curious, was most provoking,
and finally they departed without having
apparently done anything toward solviug
the mystery, far less securing the thieves.

Gradually things seemed to settle down,
and the robbery at Enfield was replaced in
my mind by my entire absorption in Amy’s
engagement, to which T had given a quali-
fied consent, on the condition that Mr.
Mauleverer's family were satisfied with the
connection, and that pecuniary matters were
properly adjusted. Now that he had ac-
tually declared himself, T felt emboldened
to ask questions and ascertain everything I
possibly could as to the antecedents of the
man who was to be my darling’s husband.

He was well connected. His mother was
dead, but his father was alive, and lived in
great seclusion at his own property, which
was situated in Yorkshire. He was re-
puted to be rich, but on this point I could
gain no definite information.  Still, remem-
bering Lady Dasent’s “very well off,” I
was not much troubled on the score of
money matters. I had felt it incumbent
upon me to invite him to spend a few days
with us before he left for Yorkshire, and
it seemed natural that he should come to
us. I told him frankly that Amy had very
little money of her own—something less
than two thousand pounds; but at my death
I intended to leave her everything, which
I felt sure he would approve of being tied
up and strictly settled upon herself.

I thought his expression changed a little
when I mentioned this, and still more so
when I casually asked him in a friendly
way if he always meant to be an idle man,
for he had left the army, it appeared, and
T was anxious, for Amy's sake, to see some
symptom of his wishing to get an appoint-
ment or occupation of some kind.

Meanwhile, Amy seemed satisfied, but
my doubts—born of my extreme affection
for her—began to arise and refused to be
silenced.

Mr. Mauleverer had written to his fa-
ther announcing his engagement, but as yet
neither line nor message from the old gen-
tleman had reached us. It was not treat-
ing Amy properly, and though Amy’s en-
treaties to me to be patient, and oft-re-
peated assurances that Alfred said every-
thing would be all right, silenced me for a
time, I was fully resolved to see matters
either ended or placed on a satisfactory
footing before much longer time elapsed.

In the meantime Mr. Mauleverer received
one morning a telegram, which, he informed
us, contained the news of the illness of an
old friend of his in London. He must
start immediately if he wished to see him
alive. If I did not mind he would leave
his heavy luggage behind him and only
take a small portmanteau. Unless some-
thing very special happened to detain him
he would be with us again in a couple of
days. His adieus were hurried, but im-
pressive. He seemed really sorry to leave
Amy, who was, however, enabled to bid
him a cheerful good-bye on the strength of
his speedy return.

On the morning of the second day after
he had taken his departure, Amy was evi-
dently expecting a letter from him—not
unreasonably, I thought, as it was natural
she should wish to hear that he had reached
his destination safely. She was rather
restless and fidgety. Perhaps that was the
cause of my own almost nervous feelings as
post-time approached. I could settle down
to nothing.

“Amy, darling,” T said, presently, “sup-
pose you take the garden scissors and snip
these geraniums for me; they want it

| badly.”

So Amy stepped out on the little lawn
with its still brightly filled parterres, and I
watched her from the drawing-room win-
dow with feelings of mingled love, anxiety
and apprehension, for do what T might I
could not get over the sense of some im-
pending calamity—something sorrowful for
her. Soon afterward she joined me, ra-
diant with her letter, the first she had ever
received from him;a very ardent, gentle-
manly epistle, I was obliged to own; satis-
factory, too, as it contained the information
that he had heard from his father, who, on
certain conditions, which he saw his way to
comply with, had promised to consent to
the marriage. A letter for me from old
Mr. Maleverer had been inclosed in his let-
ter to his son; but the latter preferred de-
livering it to me personally; consequently I
would not receive it until his return to us.

Amy had an engagement that afternoon
to visit the Dasents, who were now installed
in a small house they had at some distance
from the Court, while the latter was being
repaired. She was to drive over, taking
our small groom with her, and I was not to
expect her back until after nine o’clock at
the earliest; so I was to spend a solitary
evening. After she left me I wrote a few
letters; then I tried to read. but my atten-
tion wandered. A slight drowsiness came
over me, and I suppose I fell asleep. All
at once I woke up with a consciousness of
some one standing just outside the closed
window, gazing into the roorg, and I dis-
cerned distinctly the features of a man’s
face pressed closely against the window-

..Iwasnotgeutll’ nervous, but I
s::fealthnll fear s{ottlim’nghmé
then, and for a moment I was almost too
terrified to stir. The next instant I got

H’“m prome of sleria
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and it was wonderful how such facts got
abroad. After the Enfield Court robbery
one could not be too careful.

Very soon Margaret, my servant, had se-
cured all the shutters, drawn the curtains,
and I sat down to my solitary tea, wishing
most fervently that Amy were safely within
doors again.

A sudden storm had eome on; the wind
had arisen to a hurricane, and bade fair to
continue during the night. About eight
o'clock a message arrived for me from Lady
Dasent, telling me that as the storm was so
severe they had ventured to detain Amy
for the night; in the morning she would be
with me early.

I was both glad and sorry—glad that
Amy would not run the risk of encounter-
ing any lurking individuals in the darkness;
that she was safely at Enfield; but sorry for
my own sake, I felt so solitary, and, truth
to tell, so strangely nervous.

The evening wore on slowly, and as ten
o'clock struck I went to my room. It was
directly over the drawing-room. Next to
mine was Amy’s; and on the other side of
the landing was the spare room, which had
so recently been occupied by Alfred Mau-
leverer. ~ Above slept the servants. I
*24d them go up to bed, and while I could

tolerably comfortable; but soon stillness
reigned over the Wren's Nest. My do-
mestics were asleep. The best thing I
could do wasto follow their example, which
after a time I suppose I did, for I was
wakened by a noise, a distant sound from
the hall below. I scarcely breathed. I
could hear my heart beating as I lay listen-
ing with strained ears, and recalling with
horrified terror the face I had seen at the
window.

I need hardly say that I was thoroughly
awake. Every nerve was strung to sucha
pitch of tension that if a pin had been
dropped I feel sure I should have heard it.
It came again—the sound from below—dull,
this time, but distinct; and presently I heard
stealthy footsteps coming rapidly and quietly
up stairs—evidently shoeless feet, but none
the less audible to my ears. Never since
I had lived at the Wren's Nest had I locked
my bed-room door; I had a dread of doing
it; and despite my nervousness on this oc-
casion, I had not departed from my rule.
It was too late to attempt to accomplish it
now. Besides, looking back, I think a sort
of temporary paralysis had come over me.
I heard a hand laid upon the handle; it was
turned cautiously, and the next moment,
from my curtained bed, I distinguished a man
bearing some sort of small lamp—his face
concealed by a mask—enter.

It was a matter of life or death to me to
remain quiet. Through my mind flashed
a resolve to deliver up everything I was
possessed of—family plate, my mother’s
amethists, all my small valuables to this
ruffian in exchange for my life, should he
demand them. But no such attention ap-
peared to be his. He approached the bed,
raised his lamp, flashed it for a second on
my closed eyes, and then withdrew it, ap-
parently satisfied that I slept. It must
have been a cursory glance, for I could not
have sustained the deception for more than
a moment. He gave a keen look round
the room. Only the lower part of his face
was covered, so I could see his eyes, small,
black, and piercing, with somethimg famil-
iar to me in them, even then. My watch
| —a legacy from my mother—lay on the
! toilet table, but he overlooked it. Evident-
15 mine was not the room he meant to rifle.
Almost noiselessly he vanished out of it,
and I heard him proceed into Amy’s room

i

next—thank God, it was empty—then into |
the spare room, where he remained. |

All at once it flashed across me that by i
a little courage I might save everything
and secure the thief. In former days, my
| spare room had been a nursery, and the
windows were barred, so as to make all
exit from them impossible. If I could
slip out of bed, get across the passage, in
one second I could lock the door, and, se-
cure from any attack, raise an alarm.

The agony of fear I wasin was such that
I felt equal to any effort. Without losing
a moment, I glided out of bed; a moment’s
pause acquainted me with the fact that the
miscreant was busy; I heard him throwing
out things all over the floor. He was
searching Mr. Mauleverer’s portmanteaus;
they were quite at the far end of the bed-
room; go I calculated that I could safely close
and lock the door before he could possibly
prevent me, Like a ghost, I moved out of
my room on my perilous errand. ~Through
a chink ot the half-open door I beheld the
man kneeling in front of the larger port-
| mantean, rifling it with a rapidity and in-
| tentness which secured my being for the
present discovered. I had intended to
seize the door the instant I reached it, but
somethimg made me pause in the darkness

and sim with my doing so | i
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 watching mestill. I | thee

and peer with terrified eyes into the bed-
room. He had his back to me, and I could
| see the quick movements of his armsas
| one thingafter another was hurridly thrown
{ upon the ground.

| Imagine my feelings as I stood within a
| few paces of him, to see him with the ut-
| most celerity tear open the lining of the
| portmanteau and draw from it a glittering
| mass of diamonds, which I instantly recog-
! nized as Lady Dasent’s famous circlet,
{ the one she had worn on the night of the
! eventful ball, and which, with the other
| things, had so mysteriously disappeared.

Horror, anguish and fear well nigh eaused
me to fall to the ground. I madean in-
voluntary movement; I thought I was faint-
ing; and the noise reached him. Looking
up, our eyes met. With the strength born
of desperation, I seized the handle of the
door, and in a moment the key was safely
turned in the lock.

Happily for the lives of myself and my
servants, the door was an old-fashioned one,
of a particularly strong description, and
having a strong outer molding; it was almost
a physical impossibility to break it open
from the inside of the room. The exigen-
¢y of the situation sustained me for the
moment and enabled me to rouse my three
servants, who must at first have thought I
had gone temporarily out of my mind when
I tried to make them comprehend our po-
sition.

It was two o'clock in the morning, still
blowing a gale, and dark as Erebus. But
assistance must be got. The man within
our spare room might have accomplices
without; our danger might be but begin-

ning. We had an alarm-bell; that must be
rung. Four trembling women, we proceed-
ed in a group to the outer back court, where

the bell hung, only to find it severed. I

had snatched up a cloak and arrayed my-
selfinmydipgen and a skirt. ser-
vants were as little dressed as myself. But
it was no time to hesitate; i iate action

maust be taken. We must rouse the
dener, who lived a considerable way from
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ful. This caused some delay; but it had
not enabled my captive to escape. The
hall door was found open, and everything
just as we had left it, the spare room door
still closed. By my orders, it was not to
be unlocked until the police arrived. Sever-
al volunteers had hastened to summon them;
and while we were awaiting their arrival, T
had time to think a little of the horror of
the position. How had Lady Dasent’s
diamond necklace found its way into Alfred
Mauleverer’s portmanteau? Could he be
some awful impostor, some villain in the
guise of a gentleman, whom I had meditat-
ed giving my niece? Theshock would al-
most kill Amy. Even Ifelt asif I should
never get over it.

Who was the man? A dreadful tight-
ness came over my heart when this ques-
tion presented itself, a suspicion too horri-
ble.

It made the suspense almost too terrible.
I heard the policemen arrive, and while
they were ascending the stairs to the spare
bedroom I felt almost choked with an 2p-
prehension for what I should next hear.
The door was unlocked, and there was the
thief. He made no resistance; the game
was up. Thanks to “the old woman,” as I
h-eard him style me, he had missed the best
chance of clearing a fortune he had ever
had. Who was he? Where had I seen
him ?

The mystery was soon explained. He
was the Dasents’ magnificent head butler—
one of a gang, as it afterward was discover-
ed—and who had, with the connivance of
his comrades, cleared off the plate, but
hoped to secure for his own private benefit
the famous diamonds. The fire had so far
upset their plans, that he had found him-
self left in possession of the diamonds, when
his services came to be required in aiding
to extinguish the fire. In place of fight,
therefore, as he had at first intended, the
wary butler judged it best to let his confed-
erates make off with the plate, while he re-
mained with the diamonds in his possession
one of the most active in subduing the
flames, and suggesting the most feasible
schemes for discovering the thieves.

When the detectives came down to En-
field it became imperative upon him to hit
upon some safe place for the diamonds.
Mr. Mauleverer was blessed with an over-
abundant wardrobe, and during his visit to
Enfield this butler had chosen to consider
him under his particular care, laying out
his clothes, arranging and settling things
generally for him. The idea of temporari-
ly depositing the Erecious gems within the
lining of one of that gentleman’s portman-
teaus struck him as a brilliant one. His
intention, of course, was to withdraw them
directly Mr. Mauleverer’s departure was
about to take place, and he would, of course,
have thebest opportunity of doing so while
packing his clothes; but his plan by a mere
chance miscarried, and he had the mortifi-
cation of seeing the portmanteau leave En-
field with the diamonds still safely secreted
within it.

Mr. Mauleverer's temporary absence from
our house afforded too good an opportunity
to be missed; hence the visit to the Wren's
Nest, which very nearly terminated my ex-
istance, for the shock and exposure com-
bined brought on an illness from which, for
long, it was not expected I should recover.

Amy was my tender nurse all through
it, and it was from her lips I heard all the
particulars of the robbery, in the sequel to
which L had been called on to play so prom-
inent a part.

Happily for both our sakes, she never
knew of the terrible suspicions I had for a
brief time entertained regarding Mr. Mau-
leverer. That gentleman made his appear-
ance in due time at the Wren’s Nest, bear-
ing his father's letter, which informed me

not only of his willingness to welcome Amy |

as his daughter, but to settle an income
upon the young couple of the most satisfac-
tory description.

Shortly afterward the butler was placed
upon trial, and I was called on, despite my
weakened condition, to give evidence against
him. This, however, I was happily spared,
as the prisoner, acting on the advice of his
counsel, pleaded guilty. Indeed, I was
doubly relieved, as Mauleverer's charadter
was thus vindicated. As the wretched
prisoner was being removed he vowed he
would “pay Miss Courtenay a visit again
when his term of imprisonment expired.”
However, ten years’ penal servitude may
bring about a change in his intentions.

Lady Dasent amused me very much by
the comforting view she took of the matter.
“Do not trouble your head, my dear Miss
Courtenay, about anything the wretch may
have said; in the course of nature you will
be beyond his reach long before then.”

“Quite true,” I replied with a smile.
“At all events, I am glad I have lived long
enough to be the means of your recovering
your diamonds.”

R
Enjoying Hospitality.

There is a talent in being entertained,
just as there is a talent in entertaining.
If one and all of us would cultivate this
gift, we would have more and heartier in-
vitations. In watching one of the most
successful of visitors, I learned these sim-
ple rules : Be always ready for everything.
If you must fail in any one particular,
never let it be breakfast. When you are
late for this meal you keep back the whole
household’s plans™ for the day. Always
look interested, and, if possible, say often
how agreeable you think things. It is
much easier to work for a friend’s pleasure
if one thinks she really is getting it and
appreciating the trouble taken. Remem-
ber that what is a great delight to you is
excessively stupid and tiresome to your
hostess. The show building that to you is
new and beautiful has been seen by her
many times and haslostits charm. If you
seem pleased, then she feels paid for her

trouble; but if you look asif it was an honor | prop

for you to even glance at anything, then
she is disgusted and disappointed, and goes
out with much less zest the following day
to show you the next “lion” on her list.
Girls have a great way of lauihing at “the
beaux.” When we stay with people we
naturally chime in with their ridicule.
Never do this. We can abuse our own
friends like pick-pockets, but let anybody
else suggest that they are not perfection,
then we are up in arms. to agree
with the plans of your hostess. If she op-
poses one, then drop it immediately, how-
ever much you may wantit. Shehassome
reason for her decision that she may not
care to give. The etiquette, for instance,
of different places are so different that what
in one town may be very harmless, in
another may not be so well. Be always
assured that she desires you to do what you

82 | want. She on her side s as anxious to be

can be
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considered to entertain well as you
to be well entertained. i
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Bower Birds.

Perhaps the whole range of ornithology
does not produce a more singular phenome-
non than the fact of a bird building a house
merely for amusement, and decorating it
with brilliant objects as if to mark its
tination. Such a proceeding marks a great
progress in civilization, even among human
races. The savage, pure and simple, has
no notion of undergoing more labor than
can beavoided, and thinks that setting his
wives to build a hutis quite as much labor
as he chooses to endure.

The native Australians have no places of
amusement. They will certainly dance
their corrobory in one part of the forest in
preference to another, but merely because
the spot happens to be suitable without the
expenditure of manual labor. The Bush-
man has no place of resort, neither has the
much farther advanced Zulu Kaffir. Even
the New Zealander, who is the most favor-
able example of a savage, does not erect a
building merely for the purpose of amuse-
ment, and would perhaps fail to compre-
hend that such an edifice could be needed.
Such a task is left to the civilized races,
and it is somewhat startling to find that in
erecting a ball-room, or even gn assembly-
room, or any similar building, we have been
long anticipated by a bird which was un-
known until within the last few years.
Truly, nothing is new under the sun.

The ball-room, or “bower,” which this
bird builds, is a very remarkable erection.
The method by which it is constructed can
ouly be learned by watching the feathered
architect at work. Fortunately there are
several specimens of this bird at the Zoolog-
ical Gardens, and I have often heen much
interested in seeing the bird engaged in its
labors.

Whether it works smartly or not in its
native land T cannot say, but it certainly
does not hurry itself in this country. It
begins by weaving a tolerable firm platform
of small twigs, which looks as if the bird
had been trying to make a doormat and had
nearly succeeded. It then looks for some
long and rather slender twigs, and pushes
their bases into the platform, working them
tightly into its substance, and giving them
such an inward inclination that, when the
are fixed at opposite sides of the platform,
their tipscrosseach other, and form a simple
arch. As these twigs are not along the
platform on both sides, the bird gradually
makes an arched alley, extending variably
both in length and height.

When the bower is completed, the read-
er may well ask the use to which it can be
put. It isnot a nest, and I believe that
the real nest of this bird has not yet been
discovered, It serves as an assembly-room,

in which a number of birds take their
| amusement. Not only do the architeots
| use it, but many birds of both sexes resort
| to it, and continnally run through and round
| it, chasing one auother in a very sportive
j fashion.
| While they are thus amusing themselves,
| they utter a curious, deep, and rather re-
| sonant note. Indeed my attention was first
| attracted to the Bower Bird by this note.
| One day, as I was passing the great aviary
{in the Zoological Gardens, I was startled
| by a note with which I was quite unac-
| quainted, and which I thought must have
issued from the mouth of a parrot. Pres-
| ently, however, I saw a very glossy bird, of
| a deep purple hue, running about, and oc-
| casionally uttering the sound which had at-
| tracted me. Soon it was evident that this
| was a Bower Bird engaged in building the
| assembly-room, and after a little while he
| became reconciled to my presence, and pro-
ceeded with his work. e went about it
in a leisurely and reflective manner, taking
plenty of time over his work, and disdain-
ing to hurry himself.
| First he would go off to the further end
[of the compartment, and there inspect &
| quantity of twigs which had been put there
for his use. Ater contemplating them for
some time, he would take up a twig and
then drop it as if it were too hot to hold.
Perhaps he would repeat this process six
| or seven times with the same twig, and
| then suddenly pounce on another, weigh it
| once or twice in his beak, and carry it off.
| When he reached the bower he still kept
| up his leisurely character, for he would per-
ambulate the floor for some minutes, with
a twig still in his beak, and then, perhaps,
would lay it down, turn in another direc-
tion, and look as if he had forgotten about
it. Soomer or later, however, the twig was
fixed, and then he would run through the
bower several times, utter his loud cry, and
start off for another twig.

Ornament is also empfoyed by the Bower
Bird, both entrances of the bower being
decorated with bright and shining objects.
The bird is not in the least fastidious about
the article with which it decorates its bower,
provided that they shine and are conspicu-
ous. Scraps of colored ribbon, shells, bits
of paper, teeth, bones, broken glass and
china, feathers, and similar articles, are in
great request, and such other objects as a
lady’s thimble, a tobacco-pipe, and a toma-
hawk have been found near one of their
bowers. Indeed, whenever the natives lose
any small and tolerably portable object, they
always search the bowers of the neighbor-
hood, and frequently find that the missing
article is doing duty as decoration to the
edifice. As is the case with many birds,
the adult male is very different from the
young male and the female iu his coloring.
His plumage is a rich, deep purple, so deep,

standing in the shade. Itisof a close text-
ure, and glossy, asif made of satin, present-
ing a lovely appearance when the bird runs
about in the sunbeams. The specific name,
holo-sericeus, is composed of two Greek

words, signifying all silken, and is very ap-
ropriate to the species. The female is not

in the least like the male, her plumage being
almost uniform olive green, and the young
male is colored in a similar manner.— Rev.
J. G. Wood.

Their Origin.

of dry goods is thus given: Damask is from
the city of Damascus, satin from Zaytown
in China, colico from Calcutta, and muslin
from Mosul; buckram derived its name
from Bochara ; fustain comes from Fostat,
a city of the Middle from which the
modern Cairo is descended; taffeta and

indeed, as to appear black when the bird is | 54

DUTY AND PRIVILEGE.
WRITTEN VOB THE TEACHERS' ASSOCIATION.

People seem to have very mixed ideas of
duty and privilege—teachers especially.
In the first place, we seem to think there
are more duties than privileges; in the sec-
ond place, that it is harder to discharge the
former than to enjoy the latter; and in the
third place, that these are quite opposite,
if not contrary, things. ﬁwh of these
proposition is false. There area hundred
things to enjoy where there is one to do.
It is difficult to enjoy our privileges, be-
cause they are not always perceived to be
privileges; and most of us have accustomed
ourselves to pull in the harness of duty.
We have contracted the habit of making
ourselves do what we ought to do. We
feel as if there were something glorious in
that. We praise ourselves and others, and
expect ourselves to be praised for doing
duty. We are all the while magnifying
duty. All true heroism seems to consist in
doing duty. And that is right. But we
do not accustom ourselves to enjoy our
privileges, and that is very wrong. edo
not blame a man if he permit a proper en-
joyment. We do not blame him if he omit
a manifest duty. More than all that, so
far from being antagonistic, we cannot long
study either one or the other without com-
ing to perceive that there ia no duty incum-
bent upon man which is really not a privi-
lege, and there is no enjoyment possible
to man which it is not his duty in some
sense to We forget that all ex-
istence is the gift of our Heavenly Father.
If we could but always remember that, how
it would change the color of vur entire life;
we should cease to dmgwourselves to the
discharge of our duty. e should cease
to regard life as a hardship because it has
its duties. LAURETTE.
Franklin, November 22, 1882.

SxLr CoNTROL.—For some people pas-
sion and emotion are never ked, but
a:llowed to bu{)st out in a blaze whenever
they come. Others su them by main
force, and preserve a m exterim?7 when
there are raging fires within. Others are
never excited over anything. Some gov-
ern themselves on some subjects, but not
on others. Very much can be done by
culture to give the will control over the
feelings. One of the very best means of
culture is the persistent withdrawing of the
mind from the subject which produces the
emotion, and concentrating it elsewhere.
The man or woman who persistently per-
mits the mind to dwell on disagreeable
themes only spites him orherself. Children,
of course, have less self-control, and so
parents and teachers must help them to
turn their attention from that which ex-
cites them to something else; but adults,
when they act like children, ought to be
ashamed of themselves. The value of self
control as a hygienic agent is very great.
It {)reventl the great waste of vitality in
feeling, emotion and passion. It helps to
give one a mastery over pain and distress,
rather than it a mastery over us. -

BorrowING TROUBLE.—I believe it
was Sydoey Smith who recommended tak-
ing “short views” as a saf against
needless worry; and one far wiser than_he
had said : “Take, therefore, no thougi 7ied
the morrow, for the morrow shall \%
thought for the things of itself. Suﬂick\
unto the day is the evil thereof.” .

There are no troubles that wear upon the
temper and sap the foundations of all peace
and comfort as do borrowed troubles; be-
cause there is no provision made in the di-
vine economy for help to bear them. We
have no promise that strength will be given
to sustain us under the weight of an im-
aginary burden. Real trials, bravely and
patiently borne, are moral tonics, strength-
ening and purifying in their influence,
lifting the soul to higher levels and broader
outlooks. But it is only receiving them as
they come, one day at a time, and taking
no thought for those of the morrow, that
will yield us the full measure of good with
which they are fraught. L.

A MATHEMATICAL BRAIN MASHER.—
The following is taken from a wester paper:
—An lele dealer employed two boys to
sell apples.

The dealer gave Joe thirty apples, in-
structing him to sell them at the rate of 2
for one cent.

To Jim he also gave thirty apples, and
told him to sell them at the rate of three
for one cent, as his apples were inferior. .

Joe sold out and turned in as proceeds
of sales the sum of fifteen cents.

Jim also sold out and turned in ten
cents, making a total of twenty-five cents.

The following day Joe was sick, so the
dealer gave Jim sixty apples (the same
amount taken out by bot.e the previous
day), and told him to sell them at the same
rate as they did the day previous.

Jim reasoned that if the day previous
Joe had sold two for one cent, and he three
for one cent, they together sold at the rate
of five apples for two cents, and sold out at
that rate. He returned to his employer
and turned in twenty-four cents as the pro-
ceeds from the sale of the sixty apples.
Then the apple dealer flew into a rage, and
accused Jim of swindling him out of a cent
—called him an embezzler and an unfaith-
ful servant, and “fired him out.” Jim,
however, maintains that it was a fair and
uare transaction—that everything was

eoneet? each day. Butwhat became of the
cent
Let us hear from the mathematicians.
LAURETTE.

Men Who Wear Bracelets.

Thowuﬁngofb—r;lda by men as well
ulxemmil:nﬁlhionjwnowmy




