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have been & ; for hin imagination

alf reclining, in a sort of thron like

| IY THE BALE DES TREPASSES.

.&m by one, hither.
course it is the stranger only who
is thus affected. To Jacques Hon-
bemme and his very hml:?c‘lﬂd‘ and
the doren or so of jolis gars and
broves fillettes who flounder about
among the rocks and pools like so many
upg scals, this peculiar harvest of
Lm peculiar sea is very much as
other harvests are to other Jacques
Bonhommes and their belongings else-
** Que m'sien ne so ‘rango pas.
C'n'est qu'un  caday’  quiarrive.”
The of Jacques nhomme
his belongings are not trou-
nor their mnervons organiza-
distressed, by any vision of grim
files of the victims of the
deep with his particular shore-built
threshold for their rendezvous; any
such of the imaginative faculty
Iy lead in his case to specula-
tions as to how far it mi1lal. be possible
to anticipate the arrival of the grisly
guests, and so insure that any stray
-rings or lockets, or other such ar-
ticles, should be properly looked after
the srrival on the scene of
M'sier lo Brigadier and his wearisome
oces-verbal. Man and boy, Jacques
been employed gathering in this
harvest for some hall & century or so,
and regards it with a single eye to what

it will bring in.

But just now the monotony of an
existence which commonly varies from
day to day only in its daily record of
wln eadavre,” **Deux cadavres,'
+ Point de cadavre,” and so forth, has
been broken in upon by an incident of
anusual interest—real practical in-
terosi—for one of its most prominent
features has been the descent upon
Jacques Bonhomme and his family of
» perfect shower of thoroughly practi-
cal *pieces de cent sous,” If our
Lady of the Shore will only continue
to &mr the eccentric fancy in the
brenct of the tall, silent Anglais, who
pays so handsomely for an early intro-
duction to each new ‘‘arrival,"
Jacques's fortune is made,

The stranger's motive? Eh! bat
that makes nothing to Jacques Don-
bomme, A Bonapartist spy? Allons
done! It is by that raute that Badin-
guet will return? Ah, but—* c'est
egal. Les Anglais, vois-tu, non vieux ¥
M’'sien est amateur de cadav's V'la
tout !

“ Charles Stavert, rentier, Londres."
That is the description of the myste-
rious * amateur de cadavres,” duly
entered by himself in the strangers’
book of hus hotel. The days of pass-
ports and signalements are over, and
those who remember them will proba-
bly agree in the opinion that, from the
descriptive point of view at all events,
their loss is not serious, There are
cases, however, in which even a For-
eign-Office clork could hardly faii of
producing a recognizable portrait, and
the case of Mr. Charles Stavert was
cerlainly one of them.

Nearer seventy than sixty would be
your first verdict as you noiiced the
white hair and bent figure and lean,
trembling bands. Then, as you looked
a second time, a little more closely, a
strange and, if you were at all soft-
hesrted, a somewhat painful feeling
would come over you as you noticed
that the face, though almost as blanched
as the hair, was quite smooth and un-
wrinkled, except for a drooping line on
either side of the rarely-opened mouth
and one deep furrow between the deli-
cate black eyebrows, Save when look-
ing eagerly seawari for some expected
¢t prrival ' the eyes beneath them are
but very seldom raised from the

. Once & young English couple
on their wedding trip had landed for
some reason from their yacht, and
stopped hitn with a question, Then he
had lifted his eyes to the bright, fair
face of the happy young bride, and the
brightness of the smiling features had
died away as the swile faded to a pite-
ous little quiver of the sweet, sensitive
lips, and presently, all English as she
was, the girl hid her face upon her hus-
band’s shoulder and burst into tears,

That was a fortnight ago now, and
the Davenants were still there. Some-
thing, it seemed, had gone wrong with
the yacht, which had been sent back to
Cherbourg for repairs, Archie Dave-
nant had suggested a runinland till she
returned, and had been half inclined teo
lnlﬁu of jealousy over that keen inte-
rest in the white-haired stranger on
which his wife openly based her
prefer.nce for remaining where they
were, But Archie Davenant was a good
fellow, and still quite sufficiently in love
to be more than commonly tendor-
hearted. So Carrie's feeling for ** that
poor Mr. Stavert' soon extended itself
to his own breast, and presently he be-
came as interested in the sad-eyed
“ smateur de cadavres ' as Jacques
Bonhomme himself,

Hitherto, however, the acquaintance
made but little progress. Mr.
was polite, but unapproacha-
50 much, as it would seem,
desire to hold aloof as
ple absence of all respon-
hich appeared to be almost
sical a5 mental. He was not
were certain words which
lz: catch his ear even if

merest whisper, and he
wilfully discourteous, for
_ attention had once been
mebwupoci:lly to the
, was gentle

tenderness. But the m‘:‘in‘
attention was a difficult task,
be accompli save by an
im on an-
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lifting their hats in unnoticed courtesy,
and the women would eross themselves
and murmur a prayer to the Sainte-
Mero des Douleurs.
For all foolish talking about Dona-
partist spies and so forth had died
away long »ince, and no one had much
dougl as to the white-haired English-
msn’s errand now, Nor was Archie
Davenant very long in arriving at the
same conclusion, He was a frank-
bearted fellow, was Archie, always
mdear o friendly chat with any one,
and he bad not Leen twelve hours in
the place before he had heard the whole
story from Jacques Bonhomme.
“wAh, pauvre—fellow—gargon,” he
had commented in his hat halt.
ing French, ** vous eroyez qu'il—what’s
‘to wait," Carrief—ah—qu'il attend
quelque cho— ne=—quelqu'un?*
And the old boatman shook his head
and corrected gravely :
“ Que'qu-wne, m'sieu,” "
And now five days had gone by with-
out a single * arrival,”” and with the
sixth came back the English yacht,
Stavert had grown very restless, con-
stantly making his way to the highest
point within reach and gazing oot
through his glass upon the blue expanse
of occan, now smooth as a lake and
littering oilily in the Aungust sun.
Vothing, however, was to be seen ex-
cept & few white sails in the offing—not
even a handful of wreck or weed for
the passionate gulls to cirele round
and scream at. In his restlessness
he had perhaps grown more alive
to external objects; certainly the
arrival of the yacht had attracted his
attention, and all through dinner Lis
eyes had from time to time been fixed
upon Uarrie Davenant with that strange,
pitiful gaze which had gone so straight
to the young bride’s heart at their first
meeting. Once, when in the course of
conversstion, Archie had mentioned
Rio de Janeiro as the probable ultimate
destination of the yacht, Stavert had
uttered a sharp exclamation as of sud-
den pain, and had let fall the glass he
was in the act of raising to his lips,
Dinver passed and evening came,
and the young couple, who were to re-
sume their voyage in the morning,
strolled down for the last time to the
shore for a breath of fresh evening air.
Their talk turned naturally upon the
mysterious Englishman ; snd as they
talked a slow footfall approached un-
poticed on the soft sand, and the
Englishman himsell stood beside them.
¢« Pray pardon me. I did not mean
to startle vou,"
The words were simple and common-
place enough, but there was a scarcely
repressed excitement about the tone
which at once attracted attention.
Archie Davenant replied in some words
of course, Carrie held out her hand
silently, making room for the new
comer on the broad rock on which she
and her husband were placed,
He took the proflered seat with a
silent bow, then remained for some
minutes without speaking, his features
working as with strong emotion and
white to the very lips. Then, suddenly
rising. he laid his hand on Archie Dave-
nant's arm and led him aside some half
dozen paces, out of earshot of his star-
tled bride.
“You are going to—to—""'
“ToRio? Yes. We hope so, ulti-
mately."
# To take=her? ™
“My wile? Yes, certainly, if |
go."

“You must not go. No, Forgive
me; I don’t mean to be rude, and I am
not mad—no, not mad—though my
head burns still, and 1 seem to lose
count of time,"”  Ile paused a moment,
looking out seaward with a troubled,
wistful, half-puzzled expression. Then
he pressed his hand a moment on his
eyes and went on.  ** Forgive me once
more, If my manner be strange, par-
don it. 1 have been—ill, you know.
And—well, I am going to speak of that
of which I have never yet had courage
to speak. Will you listent ™
“ Listen, my dear sir! Of course I
will,  But if it's painful—*

Stavert checked him with a quick,
half-impatient gesture, and went on :

“ You are connected with—the ship-
ping trade, I think#*

 Not personally. My wife’s family
are engaged in it, and—""

¢ Ind you chance to hear anything
of the loss of the—the Titan?*

“The Titan! .he was one of ('ar-
rie's uncle's ships—Hoscawen Hrothers.
Went down in the North Atlantic only
the other day in a collision,™

Stavert shook his head.

+ No, not in a collision."’

* Well, nothing is known absolutely
for certain, of course ; but one of her
head-boards was picked up with her
pame on it among a lot of other wreck :
and within half & mile or so auold man
was found insensible, floating on a top-
gallant yard which certainly didn’t be-
long to the Titan, because it was paint-
ed black, and all Boscawen’s ships use
white paint aloft. So there were two
of them anyway."
“Two of them?
there were two."”

* But what—TI beg your pardon, but
you seem to know more than— "

He pansed ; but the other made no
reply., He was clasping both hands
over hix eyes, as though to shut out
some terrible vision ; and his lips were
pressed together into one gray line.
Archie resumed :

“We were particularly anxious to
know the truth about it. for one of
Carrie’s great uncles was lost in her,”

Stavert looked up for & moment as
though reealling some distressing mem-
ory, and answered slowly :

* Yes, of course—Mr, Wilson Bos-
cawen. "’

** Exactly. In fact, it is partly about
his affairs—but, pardon me, how—""

*How did 1 know this?" replied
the other as Archie paused a moment,
a little puzzled and doubtful, * Did
you not say just now there was * an old
man "' saved ¥

** Yes—from the other ship,"*

** No, no, not from the other ship.
Ah! my God ! no! no one from her!
0o one from her ! And the speaker
bent his head upon his hands while his
whole frame shook with emotion.

Dsvenant waited & few moments,
then strode back hastily to his wife's
side,

* Carrie,” he begau abruptly, *1
don’t know what to make of th?is{ You
remember the Titan and the old fellow
who was picked up and had brain-fever,
and then just as he was getting well and
they were going to question him bolted ¥
Look here, little woman, 1 don't like it
a bit. It seems L0 me lh!N'u boen foul
play somewhere— "

4 Oh, hush ! hush "

But Stavert was already at their side,
and now spoke, calmly enough, but
with an evident effort at self-control,

“ No, Mr. Davenant, there was no
foul play. I am the rescued passen-

God help me'!—from the Titan,
Not an old man, as you see; twenty-
five next birthday-—twenty-five. Yes,
I got away from them. It was weak,

not to be able to talk of it,
1 could not then, and there was no

Ah!

yes, yes;

m‘” dm-h::.;.o: Now the
may, ter and
your—and n;me-— am{a‘:tlcﬁn;
] lilulll Mﬂo 'h

sl was to married,
My—she—was in Rio. I need

South America to fotch her,
was arranged that she should come
home to some friends i England. She

spending some time with an invalul
uncle who had always been very kind
tome, He had already had one stroke
of paralysis, and was in almost daily
expectation of another, which, as the
doctors plahgnnid, :ho.uld certainly be
fatal ; so, when, on

fore the Fire King was to sail, the death
of a distant relation, whose heir I was,
suddenly made me my OWn master,
1 could not possibly leave him until my
promised ten days’ visit was ended and
my cousin had
place, Sol wrotetoa friend in town
asking him to call on my solicitors and

do sl that was needful, and
especislly to secure &  passage
for no’ in the first ship for

Rio. At the same time T wrotea tele-
gram announcing my change of plan.
and pinned a check to it ready to take
it over myself, with the letter, to the
post-office, five miles off. 1 had hardly
finished it when 1 was summoned
hastily to my uncle’s bedside. The end
had come; but it was evening beflore
all was over, and I of course could not
leave him. But it was of consequence.
Jack Daly, I knew, would send the
telegram from town, so I got the old
housekeeper to put it into the letter
which I had left open in my writing-
case, and send it off by the gardener’s
Iad.

“The next evening brought me a
telegram from Juck Daly to the effect
that all I wanted had been done. and
my passage taken; and on that day
fortnight I was on board the Titan,
bound for Rio.™

The speaker's voice broke. He
turned abruptly away and strode off
into the gathering dusk. In a few mo-
ments he returned and resumed his
story :

« Everything went well at first, We
made a good run down channel and
across the bay, and were expecling
within the next day or two to pick up
the northeast trade, when the wind fell
light and finally left us. Orders were
given to get up steam ; but just as they
were going to lower the propeller a
strong breeze sprang up again from the
northward, and the fires were ordered
to be banked and all sail made. 1
stayed on deck for some time watching
the cloud of studding sails spread grad-
unlly, alow and aloft, on both sides of
the ship, and then went below to write
letters.

‘1 had just got out my writing-case
when there cape a sudden shock, which
would have flung me to the deck had I
not saved myself just in time by cling-
ing to the sleeping-berth with both
hands, For am t the ship scemed
brought to an absolute stand-still, as
though she had run bodily ashore, the
next she began to gather way again, but
with a very different movement from
the free, bounding motion of a few min-
utes before.

I rushed on deck, as did every one
else who was below, and there we sooa
saw the reason of the change. The sud-
den stop had been too much under the
press of canvas we were earrying. The
studding-gail booms, fore and aft. had
snapped like so many carrots, and the
maintop gallant-mast itself’ had gone,
springing the head of the mnintop-mast
as it went. The whele mass of * tlying
kites ' was in the water, and of course
acted as drags, still further checking
the ship's way.

i For some minutes all was confu-
sion. The Captain himself, though
perfectly cool and collected, was evi-
dently puzzled, We were hundreds
of miles from any danger laid down on
the charts, and were, morcover, i the
regular track of all outward and inuu-
merable homeward-bound vessels, and

in some thousands of fathoms of
water, It was of course possible
that we had come into collision

with some floating wreck. But no
crash had been heard save that of
our own breaking spars, and there was
no sign of any wreck or wreckage save
our own, His first order had been to
send a hand over the bows and another

into the fore peak. Dut the word had
scarcely been passed when the mate of
the watch came aft, accompanied by 4
tall, handsome young fore-topman, his
tanned features many shades less red
than usual, and his shirt and troo-
sers dripping with sea water, e
had been on the dolphin striker at
the time of the occurrence, putling
a new service on the stay, and hal
been fairly shaken from his foothold by
the shock. only escaping by means of
some of the studding sail-gear as it
dragged in the water alongside. His
report made it quite clear that the ship
had not struck on anything, while the
sharp black stem, showing clearly
through the transparent water without
dent or scratch, fully confirmed his
statement, Only ong possible explana-
tion remained. There must have heen
a shock of earthquake, and a sharp
one.”’

The speaker paused again, The eve-

ning had closed in now, and a film of
cloud shut in the stars and rendered it
quite dark. But the two listeners
could hear the other’s heavy breathing.
scarcely to be distinguished froma sob ;
and almost, Carrie Davenant fancied,
the labored beating of his heart,
1 went below again,” he continued
sfter awhile, *to write my letters,
There lay the writing-case just where
I had dropped it, the contents scattered
oroadeast over the cabin deck. Istooped
to gather them up. The first on which
1 laid my hand was—my telegram to
Rio, with the check still fastened to
- % i

% Oh, Mr. Stavert,"" broke in Carrie
Davenant with a little cry, * and she
would not know, and you would cross
npon the road !

Mo, came back the answer ina
voice which had sunk to little more
than a hoarse whisper ; *no, she did
not know ; she did not know,"*

“Oh! go on. Please—please—gzo
on,"

1 went on deck again, too much an-
noyed to think of letters home just then ;
and as 1 reached the top of the com-
panion there came another shock, if
anything sharper than the flrst. No
damage. however, was done this time,
the #ship being under short can-
vas, but she rolled and lurched
heavily. The passengers were got-
ting scared. Even the captain scemed
a little startled, and went below to
consult his barometers, was no
sign from them, and he retarned, shak-
ing his head and laughing. The next
moment he was serious again, snatch-
ing up his glass with an exclamation
which was very like an oath, All

wx she pow lay. and very nearly dead
abesd of us, I followed with my eyes
the direction of his glass, and recog-
curious, e effect—a
wort of dint in the sharp circle of the
horizon like a chip oul of the edge of
a plate.
«+1 had hardly had time to notice this
when the captain dropped his glass and
turned sharply to the mate with the
uestion :

s6 ¢ [ the wreek clear' ?

o Protty well, sir,” said the mate;
“ pothing over the side that can foul the
screw.’

4« Then tell Mr. Armstrong to go
ahead full speed, and send all hands
aloft ; shorten sail, Don't stop to furl
or clew up, sir. Cut everything adrift,
fore and aft.’

« And before the mate had ‘ime fir
a word he had sprung aft, twitched ihe
wheel out of the quartermaster’shan 's,
and put the helm hard over, The ship
came slowly up to the wind, more
quickly as the remaining canvas fell
under the blows of fifty sharp knives,
and the screw began to revolve at full
speed, Ina very short time we were
heading right back to the northward
under bare poles,

“In the mean time the mirage-like
dint in the horizon had widened and was
widening rapidly. It had already
spread beyond the -steamér of which I
spoke just now, and which, though still
heading under full steam at right angles
to our course, seemed yet to have
drifted bodily some miles nearer to us,
and had a look of being what sailors
call * down by the stern.” | looked from
her again to that ominous depressio™n
the horizon. It was spreading still,
had reached to ourselves, and as it gdid
so the leaping motion of the waves
ceased, giving place to a smooth broad
swirl * right across our track.

“There was no questioning now ;
no need to whisper or to point. The
white faces that clustered thickly abeat
the taff-rail, gazing in specchless horror
down that stendily-narrowing and deep-
ening valley, were gazing straight into
the jaws of death. Aud for some
time—minutes, hours, seconds, I can-
not tell you which—they gazed on
in silence, ton awe-stricken to utter
a sound. Then suddenly the steam
began to roar out throuch the es-
cape-pipe. and the noise seemed to
break the spell. Yes,”" he went on in
a low, dreamy tone, half answering to
the sudden movement with which Car-
rie Davenant hid her face in her hands.
as though to shut out some actual scene
of horror—* yes, it was a terrible
sight for the time. [t might have
haunted me, I think, if’ there hail been
nothing worse.™

Theslowly-risingmoon broke through
a rift in the heavy veil of cloud and
glenmed on the gitl’s face of horror
and astonishment as she looked won-
deringly up with the startled exclamn-
tion :

“ Worse? ™

Her husband put his arm round her
and drew her closer to him, while Sta-
vert continued, though with evident
effort :

« We wore losing ground ; that was
¢lear. The Titan was not a full-pow-
ered steamer. only a sailing ship with
an auxiliary screw: not capable of
doing more than five or &ix knots an
hour at her best, and now deeply laden,
Presently the engineer forced his way
aft through the crowd of frightened
passengers and made some suggestions
to the captain, of which 1 only
caught the words *safety valve.”  The
captain shook his head, but the en-
gincer urged his request, jerking his
thumb emphatically in the direction of
the whirlpool, and saying energetically,
* That sort of thag can’t go on forever,
yvou know, skipper.  Must let up some
time, One extra mintife might do us,
you know. if we only could get it."
* Well, well. Armstrong.* was the an-
swer, * have it your own way. It can’t
de much harm anyhow.”  And before
he had finished speaking the engi-
necr was gone, and in a few more min-
utes the roar of escaping steam ceased
and the laboring screw  revolved
more rapidly. The ship pgathered
way. and for the moment a thrill
of hope shot throngh the breasts
of that pale. horror-siricken throng.
The eaptain had taid aside his glass, and
was standing intently observing the
horizon through his sextant, Very few
indeed among that surging, fmghtened
erowil could have cven pguessed the
meaning of hi= employment ; but all
instinctively watched him with a dim
consciousness that he was somchow
reading their fate. Presently he laid
the instrument quietly down and onvce
more shook his head.

++ As he did so the cries and wailings,
which for a few moments had been
stilled, broke out afresh. But at this
moment the inate in his turn forced his
way to the captain’s side, and, touch-
ing his arm, drew his attention to the
other steamer. We had none of us
even thought of her for a long time,
and to our surprise she was now al-
most cl-se aboard of us, Needless to

say that she, like ourselves, was
straining every nerve. The smoke was
pouring out of her two great red fun-
nels, the steam roaring from her es-
cape-pipes, and she was tearing throngh
the smooth, swirling water at the rate
of three feet to our one,

*¢She'll scrape clear, sir, by
Heaven ! * eried the mate, hall grudging,
half gympathetic, ' i

** The captain nodded ; and for a few
moments our people almost forgot their
own danger as they watched the pro-
gress of their unknown companion in
penl.

‘* She was well abreast of us now.
and being no longer on an inner circle
of the whirlpool. had ceased to drift
toward us. when suddenly there was a
cry and a confusion on board of her,
and the lashin; serew under her coun-
ter ceased to revolve. There was acry
of horror from both ships as the
stranger first lost her headway and then
began to drop slowly but steadily back
toward the vortex. Asshe did so her
head swung off from us for a moment,
and | saw the name upon her stern—
¢ Fire King !***

_Unce more the speaker paused. Car-
Tie was sobbing unrestrainedly, and
Archie Davenant had an uncomfortahle
sensation in his throat, which made
him for the moment unwilling to speak,
The clouds had closed again over the
moon. The long ground swell of the
ever-restless Atlantic rolled slowly up
the bay, and broke at intervals with a
dull, mysterious hooming upon the
beach, and every now and then came
through the still, sultry air the far-off
scream of the sleepless gulls,

The silence lasted so long that
Archie Davenant at length left his
wife’s side and crossed to where the
tall figure of Stavert could be dimly
traced, leaning against a tall, weed-
draped rock, his left hand pressed hard
upon his heart.

1 am afraid you are ill?

** No, no; only—"'

He stopped and seemed to struggle
for breath, then with a strong effort
mastered his voice and went on, but
slowly and gaspingly :

“* There is not much more to tell
ou. Indeed, I know but little more.

remember how we whirled on ina
horrible eircle that each moment
. I remember

ber how the sun went down, crimson-
ing the elear pule-blue ice-wall into
living, swirling blood, and how, as we
were sucked slowly down—down—the
g side, we saw the whirl-
ing abyss opening right under us and
heard the dull, distant rosr rolling up
from the riven sea-bed miles below.
« But all that has come back upon
my memory since. [saw nothing then
but the great black hull of the dis-
abled Fire King as it drifted swiftly to
the doom we were Iaboring to escape.
Presently her engines began to work
again, but s'-wly—ah, Heaven, how
slowly ! She could do but little more
now than just hold her own with the
Titan, And so we drifted on and on,
laboring, despairing, praying—praying
aloud some of us, our English shyness
all swept away in the extremity of
peril ; some stricken voiceless with
horror, kneeling, clinging to each other,
praying only with dumb hands and
Foyes ; some uttering wild curses in-
stead of prayers.

T saw it all, heard itall ; but I nei-
ther cursed nor prayed. I had but one
thought—her !—not our love, not our
peril—not even her peril—simply her !

+ And then I saw her,

s Again the two ships were rapidly
approaching each other, and the end
for both was approsching as rapidly.
Already we hung over the yawning,
bellowing gulf as on the side of a steep
hill. The chasm now was not a mile in
width., The upper portion of it tow-
ered high over our mast-heads, Each
moment the whirling speed grew visibly
swifter, and the glassy declivity sensi-
bly steeper, and the thunderous roar
came up more loudly from the pcean-
bed.

“Then the moon rose, gleaming
through the towering wall of water,
and full in the cold, ghastly glare—I
saw her—a pure white figare, kneeling
silently, with white, uplifted hands,

*Then suddenly a thought flashed
through me, and 1 prayed—ah ! how I
prayed!

+ We were nearing each other every
moment, A very little while and the
Fire King would pass right under us—
closc—striking us probably as she
passed. Oh! how [ prayed that it
might be se—that I might reach lLer
deck and fold my darling once more in
my arms, and go, what matter where ?—
together,

¢ And it seemed as though Heaven
heard my prayer. Nearer and nearer
drifted the Fire King. Another minute
and her bows must foul our quarter, [
had marked the exact spot for my
spring, and thrown off shoes and coat
in readiness. still praying. praying with
my whole soul,

“Ah! Heaven! Too late! Even
as I watched her, gathering footing for
my !ilnlillg. ani praying, praying, even
in that moment the ship lost her hold
upon the steepening watery bank and
shot—down=down !

** Ah, Nell ! Nell! Nell!*

The hoarse, trembling voice rose to
a wild ery, then sank and ceased. And
thraugh the gloom came echoing wildly
back the seream of the hungry sea-gulls
close at hand.

A step came swiftly over the soft
sand., and the hoarse whisper of the old
ticherman gave words to the wild sea-
hirds’ ery.

s M'sieu ! v'la encore un.™

the hoarse \v\'hl‘-|lf‘.’ COmMes
more hoarsely
o M sicn ! o't fois—e est une dame !*°
Then there is acry: but it i3 from

again, yet

the old fisherman passes his arm ronnd
the tall. dark figure, drooping motion-
against the rock, and lifts the
weary head to his shoulder,

“ Enfin ! ™ he murmurs, uneovering
solemnly his own grizzled locks, il
I'a retrouvee ! "

i
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Treed by One Bear: Hescued by An.
wther.
[Port Jervis Gazette,

George W. Parker, who works ina
cireular saw-mill near the village of
Lebanon, encountered a very large
black bear on last Satunlay morning
while lie was going to his work, Mr.
Parker covers the distance between his
residence and the saw-mill twice every
day. and is thoroughly ncquaimted with
every step of the ground, Between the
two pomnts is o marshy plece of wioodls ¢x-
tending dingonally some six or seven
miles. When abont midway in the
wods on the day mentioned Mr. Par-
ker was startled by the swlden appear-
ance of the bear not more than a hun-
dred yards away, The bear was walk-
ing directly toward him. and rajsing
its hewd and spying Mr. Parker came to
a sudden halt, It 15 needless to say
that Parker did hkewise,

e was between the horns of a
dilermma. What to do he did mnot
know., To advance meant a tight with

bruin. and as he had nothing to defend
himself with except his fists he quickly
concluded that the bear would have de-
cidedly the advantage in the struggle.
His only hope from the clutches of the
brute, who was closely eying him. was
to retreat to his residence a mile back,
and this he dizliked to do, as he would
be Iate on arriving at his work, While
he stood weighing the chances pro and
con bruin uttered a howl and dashed
forward at a lively rate, That settled
it.  P'arker took to his heels and made
a hee-line for his residence. In his
haste to get away he stumbled and fell,
and as hie regained his feet he hurled a
large stone at the now infuriated ani-
mal, which was then not far enough
away for comfort, Every time that
Parker turned sround he imagined that
the bear was gaining on him. Large
beads of sweat gathered on Lis forehead
and he commenced to hope agamst hope,
As he was nearing the edge of the
woods he began to think whetheryit
would not be better to climb one of the
high trees which skirted the highway
and wait for deliverance until some one
passed aleng. This he decided to do,
and accordingly jumped over the wall
and was soon far up a friendly hickory-
tree. When the bear arrived opposite
the tree it raised itsell on its hind legs
and began to howl., Parker also began
to shout, in hopes of attracting some
one’s attention, and between him and
the bear they made more noise than
was cver heard in that section since
Brant's savage warriors passed a cen-
tury ago.

P'arker knew he was secure for the
time being, but dreaded the ending. and
continued to shout at the top of his
voice, Bruin contented himself by
pawing the earth and closely eying his
prisoner. Parker's shouts had the
effect of attracting the attention of
another and much larger bear, which
emerged from the woods a distance
away from where he was. When he
espied Bruin No, 2 he thought the jig
was up. but instead the new-comer
proved his deliverer. It gavea howl
and began walking slowly in an oppo-
site direction, and the first bear very
reluctantly followed suit, occasionally
looking back to see if there was any
wovement on Parker’s part,

e

Mr. F. W. Clark has exhibited in
London a new system of gas-lighting
for private houses by means of recupe-
rative lagps. By a ventilating arrange-
ment the lamps consmme their own
smoke, and the burners are so formed
that the requisite air is heated to a high
temperature and admitted into the lamps

st the point of ignition.

But for once there is no answer, and |

the lips of Jaeques Donhomme, and |

AMERICANS IN ROME.
LOITERING IN THE STUDIOS.

some Noted Artists and Their Works—A Visht
1o Ezekiel—His Sucroundings and Woat ile
Is Detue.

A Rome correspondent of the Tri-
Dbune writes: It chanced that the first
Roman studio with which T renewed
acquaintance this sesson was that of
Charles Caryl Coleman—well known to
New  Yorkers, among whom he still
counts himself, despite his long resi-
dence in Rome, A large picture of Capri
was to he sent away the next day, and
I wished to see it before its departure,
The studio is in the old place, directly
over that of Costa, in quiet Via Mar-
gutta, looking out upon a garden al-
ready sweet with summer scents and
ight with summer bloom, thought it
was but the first week in April.

Mr. Coleman's ‘ roba’" are very
valuable. He is an enthusiastic col-
lector, and he has a moderate fortune
in bric-n-brac.  Tapestries, bits of
stained glass, wonderfal old carvings,
curiously-wrought brasses, old china—
enough for o moderate-sized art-mu-
seum—adorn the studio, where the
artist himself, with his Lenoardo da
Vinci face, and dressed in a cap and
blouse of bronze-gold velvet, seems the
fitting gening loei,

The Capri picture was a bit of sum-
mer—a yellow wheat-field swept by a
soft wind, with the blue southern sky
above it, and a group of gayly-clad
peasant girls in the midst, Coleman
spent the summer of 1884 in Capri, and
a number of Uapri pictures, large and
small, are the result, Deside
these  Coleman  has  several  pic-
tures of Venice. One was of Venice
by moonlight, another was of the
hronze horses over the entrance of St,
Mark's. Some five or six years ago
Mr. Coleman painted a picture of this
same subject, which was much ad-
mired by art-lovers and purchased by
Lady Ashburton, who has one of the
tinest private “collections of modern
pictures in London, The present paint-
ing—from a somewhat different point
of view—is still finer than the former
one, The horses seem fairly alive and
ready to step ofl” into space,

Mr. Coleman has done <ome strong
things in black and white, One of
them—* The Return from the Craci-
fixion "—seemed o0 strange a neighbor
to the sunny scenes from Uapri and the
pictures of Venive—

“ Whete the merchants were the kings
Where St Mark's (s, and the Doges used to
wodd the ses Wil rings

that j't:rhA]-:G one Was even maore im-
pressed with its profound earnestness,
its depth of sorrow, than would have
been the case elsewhere, In the far
distance, on a low dark hill against n
cold dark -i\_\‘. the three erosses rose—
the central one being the most promi-
nent.  DBetween this hill of the crosses
and the spectator are other low hills,
with outlines dim in the semi-darkness,
and along them winds a sad procession
of sorrowing men and women—whose
grief has fallen on them heavily, whose
||l|'[u' has not yet dawnoed,

Mr, Coleman tolil some droll tales of
artist life in Capri. It has hecome very
common for American and  English
artists to fall captive to the charms of
dark-eyed Capri maulens, and within a
few vears some ten or twelve have mar
] ried their models—till at last to marry
an artist has come to be regarded by a
pretty Capri giel as her manifest des-
tiny, and it 18 somewhat difficult to
procure a model otherwise than by
marrying her. Last year an artist saw
a beautiful Capriote, with her mother,
carrying stones on her head for the
use of wall-makers. She was just
snited for the picture the painter had in
{ hand. Ile found by inguiry that she
and her mother received exactly a frane
and a half apicee for carrying their
stone burdens from morning till night,
It seemed a wretched business, than
which anything would he better,  He
offered the girl ton franes a day to
come and sit for hini as a model, She
coyly refused, e (hought she might
dislike to come without her mother ;
=0 he |-n-1.|_l~|--l to hire the mother also,
Not at all. e was delicately informed
that the only way to secore the model
wonld be to marry her. i case was
not desperate enough for that, and the

fair Capriote goes on with her stone-
carrying, pending the arrival ol a more
susceplibile artist,

The next studio | chaneed to visit
was that of Tilton. 1ty

of the Villa Lu-

the Ludovis

within a stone’s

dovisi, aml

grounds,  Mr. Tilton, as well as Mr,
Coloman. 15 a true lover of Venice,
and has painted many Venetian poc-
tures, Ile has some charming ones i

his studio, and one was fquite nnique In
its way. [Ithad been skeiched from
the top of a high tower, and looked
down upon the Piazza of St, Mark’s,
The picture which interested
me. however, was o large Hgyp-
tian landscape, into which the artist
said he had ** put his heart.,”  There
was & wide plain, with distant hills
in the background, and in the fore-
ground the Temple of the Sun and the
cities of Karnae and Luxor. Mr, Til-
ton hias always the power of producing
wonderful effects of light and air, and
it seems to me that Egypt has also re-
venled her secret to him. Turning
from the Fgyptian picture, [ caught
sight of one of the Vermillion Tower of
the Alhambra, and, presto, it was two
years ago, and [ was back in Spain.
The sunset was dying on the Sierra
Nevadas, and all Granada was at my
feet, with cathedral and churches, and
Gy psy-houses hollowed in the hillsides,
all mud walls and front door.  Hesides
his own pictures, Mr. Tilton has an
art treasure thut is priceless—a Magda-
lene by Titian, He is very mysterions
26 10 how it came into lis possession.
When 1 asked him he <aid : -+ Ah, such
things are sent me by Fate.  Thisis the
third Titian 1 have discovered.”™  Fam
ready to affirm that it is the most beauti-
ful Magdalene. Mo=t of the well-known
Magdalenes are anything but saints—
anything, even. but penitents, This
one wears her beauty solemnly, She
rejeices in it no longer, Her uplifted
eyes seck Heaven through their tears,
I'he pa-.-inn of her sorrow possesscs
her whole being—and yet no Venus
could rival her sad loveliness, The
coloring i1s Titian's best. It made a
woman's head by Sir Frederick Leigh-
ton, hanging near by—and which I had
admired before the Magdalene was un-
covered—seem us il it were made of
dough. Whenee the Magdalene came,
or what its varying fortunes since
Titian painted it, | know not—whither
it goes I know not—Dbut I know that it
is far more to be desired than the
Koh-i-noor.

It is on & Sunday afternoon that
guests are welcomed to the studio of
Elihu Vedder—certainly. in point of
situation, the most beautiful studio in
all Rome. It is an apartment in the
Villa Strohl-Fern, and to reach it you
enter a gate just outside the Porta del
Popolo, and side by side with the en-
trance to Villa Borghese. Then you
wander on and on up a climbing path,
quite overhung with roses, and reveal-
ing at every turn exiuisite pictures of
Rome lying below,

That Mr. Vedder is the most imagina-
tiye artist America bas yet given to
the world there can hardly be a ques-

st

tion, If he were not a painter he must

is distinetly poetic and literary in its
quality, His undeveloped ideas might
Le the forture of & dozen other men.
There isa sort of loft in his studio
fairly piled with swift sketches, i1 which
he has embodied the conception born
of some inspired moment, which may
or may mot ever be worked out in
finished pictures. The picture which
most powerfully attracted me in his
studio was founded on one of the Ru-
bayat illustrations, and called ** The
Cup of Death,”” The * angel of the
darker cup,” his wings glorious with
unfading light, offers his draught to a
beautiful woman who is just bend-
ing to drink. The shadow of death
is already stealing over her face,
but you feel that her lips are unre-
luctant, She will drink willingly the
cap that means rest from the pain of
living, rest and long peace. A eartoon
was there of that wonderful pieture
called * Identity.' suggested by Al-
drich’s poem with that title—and an-
other of ** The Lost Pleiad " searching
vainly for the star which has fallen
from her brow. There was no picture
there, great or small, which would not
be known for a ** Vedder** anywhere.
It were as easy to mistake Brewning's
poetry or Wagner's music as Vedder's
pictures,

Another American in whose studio |
passed some pleasant hours was Eze-
kiel, the sculptor, Some of those ami-
able people who provide foreign books
for us haye published a translation of
Carl Vosmaer's novel, ** The Amazon."
of which, under the name of ** Aisma,"
Alma Tadema is the hero.  The sculp-
tor, who figures in the novel as ** As-
kol."* is Mr. Ezekiel, and Vosmaer gives
a deseription of Ezekiel's studio as
faithful as it is captivating. [tis on
the Pinzza delle Terme, and it is a part
of the half-ruined - Bathsof hocletian.**
You go up to it by an outer staircase,
bordered with climhing plants and roses
and bits of antique sculpture, The
studio itself is a large vaulted apart-
ment. Un the walls the sculptor has
painted boughs of blossoms and fruits
n rich, deep colors, and here and there
are beautiful bits of tapestry and
choice carvings, One corner is a sort
of salfow. 1t has a grand piano, soft
sofns, and sleepy-hollow easy chairs,
and tables covered with curiosities.

In this cosy commer Ezckiel chats
with hLis friends over  afternoon
tea, and proves himsell as vharm-

ing as & companion as he is
able as an  artist. Hefore 1 went
to his studio T had seen his head of
Judith in this year's * Belle Arti "—a
pearl of price, in & collection of modern
art which, as a whole, makes one want
10 tear his hair and gives one a cramp
in his mind, The *-Judith* is glo-
rious, Her face is full of exalted pur-
pose—strong and noble and besutiful
exceedingly, [t was s fitting subject
for a sculptor of Jewish descent: bhut
what did surprise me when | went to
the studio was to tind there the also-
lutely ideal head of Christ—the only
satisfactory one | have ever seen in

sculpture,  Christians  have  vainly
striven to model for us the Divine
“ Man of Sorrows,* leaving it to this

Jew (a descendant of Spinoza) to find
out the solemn secret. and reveal Him
to us us we can really believe that 11
was,

We found in his studio also a henuti-
ful statue of Eve, which haid for some
Americans n sad and personal interest,
since it lovely hands and arns were
maodelled from those of Sherwoomld Bone
ner, for two years now laid to rest in

chair, under which crouche. her
familiar, & stealthy leopard with evil

eyes. The Circe herselfl is » of
the lithest loveliness, One
holds & cup, and the other the

vase from which she has just poured the
fatal draught, Her eyes are full of
subtle fascinations, and her whole face
is kindled by the light of such a smile as
1 would never have believed it ible
for art to impart to marble. The cor-
ners of her mouth are upturned. Re-
fuse to taste that cup? No; not if one
saw all one's predecessors in her pig-
stye !

‘Near by was Nemesig—a strong wo-
man, whose eyes were the awful eyes
of fate—borne on the clouds, and with
impassive, pitiless vet serene face. In
one hand she holds a chaplet of bay-
leaves, in the other adrawn sword. This
was a mythological room ; and an arch,
smiling Cupid near by was quite un-
afraid of the sword of Nemesis or thecup
of Circe. Next door was a Shakspeare
room. Tricksy Puck was there, and
noble Portia; Beatrice smiled there,
archly tender, and young Juliet lifted
her sweet eyes radiant with young love —
and yet it was wicked Circe who holds
my memory,

—— -

Dupre has succeeded in suppressing
the mitrous vapors of the Bunsen bat-
tery by using a depolarizing liquid con-
sisting of nitrie acud, in which seventy-
five grams potassium dichromate hayve
been dissolved per litre. In contact
with zine he employs either aciduated
water or potassium disulphate,
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ARE STILL TRIUMPMANT!

For fifteen yeam they have sfsad

her far-off Mississippi home, with the

pose, combining sreat dign

pathos of blindness, is wi olly ori

It isa gronp worthy of the h
praise, There was alsin i the stindio |
an admirable  portrait bust  of  Lisat,
which the great musician himself con- |
sidered the best  representation  ever

wadde of T biesides vurtous other
interesting works too nutaerdans Lo men-
L |
Not far from Ezekivl's studio is that
of Mr, W, W, ~to I hied heard vari-
OUS npanions e <ol converning his |
new Uleopatrn, el | wanted to dee it |
for myrelf,  The Uleopatra of long ago |
was an old {r I hawed Become we- |
qusimted wit dining my hrat visit
to Rome and had never been able to |
see it quite with the evesof Hawthorne,
who pronounced it = a miracnlons sie-
coeEs—in o word, Uleopatra—tierce,
voluptunis, passi e, tender, wicked,

terrible, and full of potsonous and rap-
turons enchantment,’” [ should like to
transfer this eloquent pracseto the Uleo-
patra of the present. The first Cleopatra i
might have been a dozen other proud,
passionate, il able women a< well—
this one could be only Cleopatra, She
1 a rechinmg ligure, bt dnun-
unil with all the tiger
passions in her, Unider her couch was
sculptured the skin of a great tiger, its
hend instinet with eruel life ; and as Mr,
Story led us up tg his latest ** Fgypt,™
he saids * Here she is,"" and pointing to
the tiger head wmlerneath, ** there's the
tiger that she was.”  Amd theo le told
its how, in the midst of other work, a |

gerous, .-h'.'lhh_\ .

conviction rame to him that the carlier
i l:---!ua'::. was ot quite the true one; |
and he found himself compelled to
throw all ¢lse aside and mould her as
.he rose befere b from the dust that
had so long held her., And now,
*+ hereshe is V'—his legacy to the world,
the Cleopatra whom Antony loved, and
ereat Ciesar, whom  Shakespeare dis- |
covered m his time, and Story has at
last turned into marble, K

There were whole rooms full of busts !
and statues in Mr, Storys zreat stu-
dig=Tiusts of Robert and Mrs. Drowa-
ing, of Keats and .‘"l.l:”t.'_\. of Shak-
speare, Beethuven, and many another;
statues of Medea, of Horace’s with-
like Canidia, of Ruth as she gleaned
= amid the alien corn,”” and of Esther,
who is even now growmng under the
sculptor's fingers—hut it was the Ule- |
opatia to whom I returned after 1 had
seen ali the others, Standing besule

her and smiling benigaly at our |
praises, Mr. Story told a droll
tale of un old friend eof his father's

who, when the son had been some
twenty jears a sculptor, visited him in |
Rome. The visitor, hunself & man of
the law, had the profoundest respect
for his own profession ; and after he
had gone through the studio he stood
and regarded Story sorrowfully.

 Ah, William,”" he said, * to think
you might bave followed in your
father’s footsteps! You might have |
been a great lawyer—you had it in |
you—and you chose to stay on here in
Rome and pinch mud !

“Don’t go away without seeing |
Greenough's Circe,” said Mr. T, Adol- |
phus Trollope, while paying me a good-
by visit.  Mr. Trollope 15 as clever |
and entertaining and as keenly alive as |
ever, though the 25th of this year's
April was his seventy-fifth birthday.
I was so sure that his advice was
worth taking that 1 snatched an hour
from my last afternoon in Rome to
go 1o Mr. fGreenough's studio. The
sculptor himself was ahsent, but one
of his disciples showed me about the
rooms, and | saw the ** Circe,””  What

a beautiful creature she is!  She sits,

magenolins Wossoming abioyve her bright |

Lead,  Another work of great strength E
and beauty in Mr. Ereloel's place 1s
the statue of Bl o . with the |
oy who nsed to lewd lnm between
his kmees.  The head is stadied from |
the eelebrated bust of Homer in the |
Naples Muscum, but the figure witht
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DENTISTS,
FOR A SET OF TEETH.

They wee beantiful, durabie, @Y

bl

and fifelike, Gumray N ot b s onad an
any tade elsewbe Can gl ve as reforanee
B parrs wenring lesth that 1

W
mnde, TEETH EXTHACTED without pmin
for B0 cents, ALl kinds of fililng from §)
w0l sets remodelbed widd il as good
ps new,  Entiee satisfactfon guseanieed,
Ll ted strestaones poss Lhe door

L, P. CALYIN JOHUNSTON,
L tist,
A20 west Maln streel, aboul one s iare ensl
of Monrie Park. jir Td=-tIyil®

F. Davison, G J, DAvisoN, W, F, Davison,

DA VISON'S
DENTAL PARLIKA,

No, #19 enst Maln streol,
OMee houm from # A, M. o8 P M,
Terms moderste, Satisfaction guarans
Leed, fo

1-4m
Cll ARLES A. MERCUCER, 1
(LRSS
DENTAL OFFICE,
309 MAIN STREET, BETWERS THIRD AND
FOorurm stures,
OFrick Hovws: From 8 A, M. to 8 ' M,
W. U, MERCER, Assistant, ap 19-ecddm
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DIVIDEN DS,
Ricus'n AND PRressn
THEASURE. 8 OFF bk
Ricuwosn, Va., June 20, 1585, )
'\' OTICE IS HEREBY GIVEN
AN thats DIVIDEND OF 2 PER CENT
on the eaplial stock of this eompany will
Fwx pidd mt Lhie oMo of the company in the
clity of Richmond. Va,, oo and after the
151 OF JULY NEXT
The tranafersbooks will be closed on the
256th instant until Istof July
M. W. YARRINGTON
Tressurer
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UFFICEOF VIRGINIA FIREANGMARINE |
ISSURANCE CoMrasy,
HicnMoxp, Va, Tune 19, 1885, )
l )H IDEND NOTICE.

Fhe Poard of Directom of Lhis con ey
have declared p SEMI-ANNUAL IV
DEND OF 8 PER CENT,, Juyable to stock -
holders on aod after JULY 1sr NEXT (frea
of Ty, WM, H. MUCARTHY

Jee 20w MecTelnry

OMTRICH-FEATHER DRESSE 5.

ADIES, ATTENTION ~~OSTRICH
FEATHERS DYED. CLEANSELD, nud
CURLED, (wrefal attention g ven to DY |-
ING FEATHEHRS te MATUH UDREsSKS
or HAT TRIMMINGH. OLIY FEATH.
ERS RECURLED and REDRESSED
to look like pew. KID GLOVES and
LACES cleansed, This s the only place in
the clty whoere a specinlty s mnde of this
work, J. STORCK. from Paris,
Ostrich Feather Manufuetarer
H05 east Broad street
my 3-50.TudTulm* Rickinond, Ve

DISSOLUTIONS & PARTNERSHIPY,
\ TE HAVE THIS DAY FORMED

& co-partuership under the naue anl
siyle of EVERETT WADDEY & U0, jur thw
purpose of conductiog the Book- wnd Job.
rinting Business (o all 108 branches at No,
1112 Maln street, snd respectfully soilcit
the patronnge of our friends and the publie,
EVERETT WAIBDEY,
JOHN W, GHREEN.
June 1, 1885,
Jo L7 -einl i1

Hicnyoxp, Va

LIME, CEMENT, &¢.

9 5()() BARRELS YRESH ROOK-
e LAND LIME just recelved :
fresh supplies of our ewlebrated ANCHOK
LIME. superior to any YVirginia lime ever
offervd {u this warkel, recelved overy fow
dass, In stoek, fresh IMPORTED AND
AMERICAN CEMENTR, CALCINED
PLASTER. MAKHLE-DUST. FIRE-BRIUK
] ! LATHS, CATTLE-HAIR,
WHITE SAND, &¢,  Prices low. Hatislace
tion guarnptesd, WARNER MOO)
Beveuleenth stresl, south aide
Lump and Ground Plaster, Sumse, and
M ho?
" FLOUN,
l,‘ LOUR—
“BENT."
Ask your groeer for
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Bpring-Wheat Yaten
the cheapest Flowr,

bread per harrel than
For sale to the trads

CHRISTIAN Biv»
U= Thighest Ginade
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ixly pounds more
W inter-v heat Qoar,
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210 Cary sireal,
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