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y • • TRIOLETS—ON A FIiIUT. / 
From the Boston Transcript. 

[. HEB H\ra. 
My heart in her hair •*. 

Is meshed and entangled; v< 
Though nought she may care, 
My heart in her hair 
Still beats in despair, 

Like bells that are jangled; 
My heart in her hair 

Is meshed and entangled. 

HEB EYES. 

I looked in her eyes 
To see if she meant it; 

In eager surmise 
I looked in her eyes, 
But roguish surprise 

A new meaning lent it; 
I looked in her eyes 

To. see if she meant it. 

EES CHEEKS. 

An answer to seek, 
I peeped 'neath her bonnet; 

To me it was Greek 
An answer to seek 
Fair writ on her cheek— 

No blush was upon it; 
An auswer to seek, 

I peeped 'neath her bonnet 

— „ HEB LIPS., 
I kissed but the tips 

Of lily-white fingers; 
In lieu of her lips 
I kissed but the tip3— 
As one who but sips 

And thiistily lingers— 
, I kissed but the tips 

- : Of lily-white fiuger s. 

JIEK HAM). 
I silently fanned, 

She noisily chattered 
"While holding lier hand 
I silently fanned. 
And felt quite unmanned— 

Though little it mattered; 
I silently fanned, 

She noisily chattered. 

HEB HE.MIT. 
Her heart is not hurt, 

Though mine is a little; 
She's only a flirt— 
Her heart is not hurt, 
I boldly assert. 

One jot or tittle; 
Her heart is not hurt. 

Though mine is a little. 
MAYBURY FLEMING. 

WEBBEK'S DASH TO DEATH. 
How a Michigan Squadron Rode 

Plump into Hell's Mouth at Falling 
Waters. 

From the Philadelphia Times. 
It was the Saturday following the 4th 

of July, 1833. The fields of Gettysburg 
had been left behind and Lee's stricken 
army had halted at Hagerstown and 
thrown up temporary earthworks, while 
it waited for the swollen waters of the 
Potomac to subside. The federal cav
alry under command of Gen. Pleasanton, 
and led by Generals Kilpatrick 
and Custer, had scoured the 
country in all directions about Ha
gerstown and learned that Lee's army 
was nearly destitute of rations and with
out ammunition to make an hour's de
termined fight. The officers of the cav
alry corps were anxious to make an at
tack on Saturday evening, but the usual 
caution of General Meade and advices 
from the War Department at Washing-
1 on prevailed. Had the attack then been 
made, as desired by General Pleasanton 
and his subordinate officers, Lee's entire 
army might have been captured. The 
grand opportunity was, however, lost. 

Sunday morning dawned and our cav
alry again began feeling the enemy's 
lines. We soon learned that the bulk of 
Lee's army was safe V across the Poto
mac, and that one division alone re
mained on the north side of the river as 
the rear guard of the retreating 
army, and that the division was then at 
Falling Waters, some eight miles away. 
Immediately upon learning the situation 
Kilpatrick's'Cavalry Division moved rap
idly down from Hagerstown towards 
that pface. This division included, 
among other troops, General Custer's 
famous cavalry brigade, composed of the 
First, Fifth, Sixth and Seventh Michigan 
Regiments. As we neared Falling Waters 

.our advance guard discovered the con
federate forces occupying a line of old 
•earthworks, located on a commanding 
eminence in our front, about two miles 
from the river. 

Generals Kilpatrick and Custer, with 
their respective staff officers (of whom 
the writer hereof was one), rode forward 

-and took a position in an apple orchard, 
which commanded a view of the forces 
in our front and a large extent of country 

•$o our rijjlit and left. With our field 
glasses we could easily see" the very eyes 
of the men occupying the line of earth
works. Tliey appeared without arms 

• and were swarming upon the crest 
of the works, as if curi
ous to learn the mission of the troops 
before tnem. The situation puzzled 
Generals Kilpatrick and Custer and in 
oiftier to learn its meaning Genera! Kil
patrick directed General Custer to send 
asquai'r >n of his brigade forward as far 
as tliev could go and learn what was in
tended by those who were confronting 
us. By direction of General Custer I 
took the order to Colonel Gray, then in 
command of the Sixth Michigan cavalry, 
beside whom was riding at the time 
Major Webber, of the same regiment, 
who, the day before, had been promo
ted for gallant and meritorious services. 
Colonel Gray immediately directed Ma
jor Webber to execute the order. 

The major at once drew out sixty 
men, all told, including a part of what 
had been his own company, and .started 
at a great trot towards the line of earth
works. From our position we watched 
the small but compact body of men with 
the gallant Webber at its 
head as it neared the earth
works, little anticipating what was About 
to follow. Without, halt or question, bnt 
quickening the pace of his command, 
Webber moved forward until in an in
stant more we were thrilled with the 
spectacle, as with drawn sabres its de
voted band charged over the earthworks 
aud into the very midst of the enemy. 
For another instant there was a gleam 
of sabres, the rattle and crash of musket
ry and then riderless horses and wound-
e<l and power-begrimmed men came 
flying back towards us; but of the sixty 
who rode forward into the charge only 
nineteen returned. Fortv-one were 
killed outright. 

Major Webber was shot through the 
head, the ball entering at one ear and 
out at the other. Lieutenant 
Balzy, of Webber's command, was 
among the killed, he having the back of 
his bead blown off It was apparent 
from tlie nature of the wounds of those 
who returned from the charge and ol 
those who were soon after found dead 
within the earth works that the muz
zles of the weapons of the enemy hud 

• been in many instances place i at their 
very heads when discharged. 

Major Webber was a gallant and prom
ising young officer. The deed was one 
of needless daring and was not anticipated 

- bjr General Kilpatrick and Cnster when 
the order under which it was done was 

. «ivea- , r • Wq 

Twenty-two gross of postage stamp albums, 
ooaUininp collections of lithographed fac
similes of foreign postage stamps have been 
surrendered to secret service officers at New 
York. These albums are sold promiscn-
mmfy in toy uteres, and are clear violations 
of section £,<66 of the revised statutes, which 
provides a penalty applicable to both mak-

em and sellers of not lees than two nor more 
than ten years' imprisonment, or both. 

» «— 

Personal Gossip. 
Theodore D. Weld, the veteran aboli

tionist and co-worker with William Lloyd 
Garrison, celebrated the eightieth ad
versary of his birth at his residence in 
Hyde Pars on Thursday. Mr. Weld 
retains without abatement his old-time 
mental vigor, and, inphysicial health, he 
is still blessed witu a measure of strength 
beyond his years. 

Mrs. McCreary, a California lady, re
presenting the Big Bonanza element, 
appeared in her box at the opera in 
New York the other night without 
gloves, and straightway a tale was started 
that "no gloves" would be henceforth 
the fashioi.. But Mrs. Grundy says that 
the Murray Hill people cried out alto
gether too soon. 

Gen. Grant has lately manifested great 
interest in Dr. Newman's discourses. 
His best friends say that he invariably 
went to sleep in chtrch. Now he sits 
bolt upright during the entire discourse, 
and evidently follows the doctor through 
text, proposition, argumentation, illus
tration, application, exhortation, perora
tion and all. 

The negro Baptist church of Chicago 
has been called upon to decide whether 
its pastor, the Rev. James D. Podd, had 
or had not broken a promise to marry 
Cora Wheeler. He is yellow, eloquent, 
and handsome. She is black, ignorant 
and ugly. The accused pastor called at
tention to the contrast, uud asked if it 
was probable that he had ever asked 
her to become his wife. The vote was 
unanimous that he was innocent. 

John Tobin, ex-president of the Hud
son River railroad, and one time a pow
er in Wall street, was arrested in New 
York on Saturday evening for drunken
ness. Formerly" a mil.ionaire, and a 
man whose operations set the stock ex
change in an uproar and influenced 
speculation all over the country, he has 
become an utter wreck physically as 
well as financially. In the days of hio 
prosperity his speculative schemes were 
on the scales of those of Cornelius Van-
derbilt and Daniel Drew, and he dealt 
in shares by the hundred thousand. 
Now he is little better than a beggar, 
and the police say that he is rarely seen 
sober. 

Mrs. O. P. Morton, of Indiana, has re
cently visited Rome and inspected the 
statute of the late senator, her husband, 
which is being made there by Shanklin 
Simmons. She writes that it is a very 
good likeness, and, with a few altera
tions she suggested, she is much pleased 
with it, and thinks it will be satisfactory 
to the people of Indiana. The statute is 
in clay, and will soon be shipped to 
Leipsic to be cast into bronze. 

Tho London Truth tells this character
istic story of Mr. Stanley: "Mr. Henry 
Irving recenly gave a dinner party, at 
which he invited many professioal "talk
ers, and Mr. Stanley o't"Africa. The pro
fessionals each arrived with a copious 
assortment of impromptus. Their sup-
Dressed feelings may be imagined when 
Mr. Stanley commenced talking of his 
travels while ho was eating his soup at 
the opening of the feast, and continued 
without one single flash of silence until 
the party adjourned.* 

A correspondent of the Philadelphia 
Press, who has been at Honesdale and 
called on Anna Dickinson, writes that 
the family is "as poor but proud as 
ever," Anna, he says, has refused nu
merous oilers to reenter public life, not
withstanding the fact that her last the
atrical venture took her last dollar. She 
looks careworn and somewhat sad; it is 
impossible not to feel after a glance at 
her face that disappointment lias embit
tered her life. 

John Herzerer, of Milwaukee, choked 
to death by his own corpulency. He 
began to grow stout when he was sixteen 
years of age, and at the time of his 
death, which occurred a few days ago, 
at the age of twenty-eight years, he 
weighed 48(5 pounds." During the last 
few month? of his life he could not 
walk from his home to' his blacksmith 
shop, and after his death was carried to 
his grave in a hastily constructed box. 
no coffin in the city being large enough 
for him. 

Political Tact. 
Mr. Pitt was an orator who was gifted 

not only with great powers of eloquence, 
but who could, by the tones of his voice 
or t&e turn of a sentence, throw his op
ponent, unless that opponent happened 
to be a man of unusual strength of mind, 
into the most ridiculous and pitiable 
position. The following is an illustra
tion: 

In a debate in the House of Commons, 
a rash member of the name of Morton 
happened to s&y, "King, lords, and com
mons, or [looking significantly toward 
Mr. Pitt] as that right honorable member 
would call them, commons, lords and 
king." 

At these words Mr. Pitt rose from his 
seat witk great dignity, as was his wont. 

"I have," said he, "heard frequently 
in this House, doctrines which have sur
prised me, but now my blood runs cold. 
1 desire the words of the honorable 
member to be taken down." 

The clerks of the house took down the 
words. 

"Bring them to me," shouted Mr. Pitt, 
with a voice of thunder. By this Mr. 
Morton was nearly frightened out of his 
senses. lie rose to his feet, and turning 
towards the speaker, stammered out, in 
pitiable trepidation,— 

"Sir. I am sorry to have given offense 
to the right honorable member of the 
house. I mt-an nothing—King, lords 
arid commons—lords, and kings—com
mons, lords and kings—tria juncta in 
uno. I meant nothing—indeed I mean 
nothing." 

"I don't wish to pu^h the matter any 
further," said Mr. Pitt, in a thrilling 
voice. iu«t above a whisner: then in a 

commanding tone; "the moment a man 
acknowledges his error he ceases to te 
guilty. I have a great regard for the 
honorable member, and as an instance 
of that regard, I gave him this advice." 

A pause of some moments ensued, 
during which the fall of a pin could 
have been heard; then with an air of 
Imperial authority Mr. Pitt announced,— 

"Whenever that member means noth
ing, I advise him to say nothing." 

Morton sank back—a crushed man. 

Shoeing Horses. 
A writer in the New York Herald 

states some facts about how horses should 
be shod that are worth}* the considera
tion of all horse owners, and black
smiths as well: "Most of the horse-
shoers of the country prepare the foot, 
fit a shoe and secure it to the hoof in the 
same manner that a wood butcher fits a 
shoe to a wood ox-sled. The mechanism 
of a horse's hoof is one of the most won-
dertul and ingenious structures that can 
be found in all the works of the Creator. 
Beneath and in the rear of every hoof 
there is a frog, which is a tough and elas
tic pad for preventing injury to the ani
mal whenever he plants his foot sudden
ly on any hard substance. Large rolls 
of cylinders of India rubber are placed 
beneath railroad cars to prevent injury 
to any part of the car or to the cargo 
with which it is loaded. The frog be
neath the foot of the horse is designed 
to subserve a similar purpose. But the 

manner in wmch most horses are shod 
lifts them up, as it were, on short 
stilts, so that the frog cannot 
perform its appropriate func
tions. If we look carefully at the young 
horse when he is trotting or running, it 
will be perceived that every foot is 
brought down to tho ground m such a 
manner that the frog receives the pow
erful blow. By this means all injury to 
the animal is prevented, Science teaches 
us to permit the frog to develop and ex
pand dowmvard. But most blacksmiths 
seem to think that the all-wise Creator 
made a great mistake when he formed 
the hoof of a horse. Hence they fall at 
the frog with red-hot burning irons, with 
edge tools, and with any other appli
ances that will enable ttiem to remove 
this extraneous excresence. lllustriou 
ninnieul Why not shape and burn awa 
all the tough, callous, addipose tissue be 
neath their own heels, and allow the 
bare bones to rest on a plate of iron in
side of their boots and shoes?" 

Miscellaneous Matters. 
The official canvass of New Jorsey's 

vote for congressmen shows that the to 
tal vote of the state at the last election 
was 198,S58, a falling off amounting to 
47,070 votes as compared with 18S0. The 
decrease is shared in about equal pro
portions by both parties. 

The United States commissioner of edu
cation gives figures to show that in ten 
years private benevolence in this coun
try has given for educational purposes 
no less tiian $01,874,000, and this doea 
not include the recent gifts of Slater and 
others, amounting to $8,000,000. The 
largest sum in any single year was $11,-
226,000 in 1S7.>, and the smallest $3,015,-
000 in 1877. 

Mr. Whistler, the well-known Lon
don artist, not long ago had the ill luck 
to be sold out by the sheriff. Away 
went the blue and yellow chairs, the 
richly embroidered curtains and the 
dainty Oriental bric-a-brac of the room" 
which Mr. Odtar Wilde has described as 
"very joyous." But when he saw it 
stripped and bare, the artist seized his 
brush and cried, "Now, to prevent this 
unpleasant catastrophe occurring again, 
1 mean to have somcthtng strictly per
manent." And thereupon he painted 
chairs and tables upon the walls, and 
(lowing curtains, pictures upon easels, 
luxurious divans and quaint cabinets, 
and thus again made of his room u "har
mony in blue and gold." 

Italian papers state that during the 
excavations in the Roman Forum there 
were recently brought to light the re
mains of an ancient and forgotten church. 
The church has since been identified as 
that of Santa Maria in Faro. It is of 
small size, and was built wit hin the west
ern porticos of Basilica Julia and on 
the ancient level of the forum. The 
discovery was made during the removal 
of the familiar modern causeway that 
crossed the area in front of the arch of 
Septimus Severus. 

Baltimore is suffering from small-pox 
to an extent which would lead to sharp 
newspaper criticism in northern cities. 
The cities, twenty-eiaht in number, 
whose mortality is given in the Sanitary 
Engineer, had, in the first two weeks 
ofNovemier. twenty-one deaths from 
small-pox, the total population of these 
cities being nearly <1,000,000. Baltimore 
had in three weeks forty-one deaths 
Irom this cause or twice as much as all 
the rest of the country put together. 
Philadelphia in the same fortnight had 
five and Pittsburg four deaths from this 
disease. 

An invention revolutionizing the en-
yelope and stamp business has been 
adopted by the Government, and will 
i e put into practical use by the middle 
of January. It is nothing less than a 
letter-sheet, envelope and stamp combin
ed, which can be closed together with a 
single "lick." The public will be saved 
the price of envelope and paper, as a 
contrivance, large enough lor an ordi
nary epistle, with stamp attached, will 
cost but :J cents. There will also be is
sued 2 and 1 cent cla-ses. Mr. Ehrlech, 
of St. Louis, is the inventor. 

There is a curious state of things in 
the New York real estate market. The 
amount of space for both living purposes 
and business, says the Evening Post, 
has been very greatly increased by three 
principal agencies. First, by the use of 
elevators in all kinds of buildings, both 

i for resilience and business; second, by 
I the elevated railways; and third, by the 
j great increase of apartment buildings, 
j on a scale exceeding anything else in 
I the world. And yet rents have steadily 
! increased. They are higher now than 
| last spring, as they were last spring 

higher than the previous spring. There 
is ho reason to suppose that the city is 
increasing in wealth at a rate to justify 
this state of things, and the parties who 
furnish the bricks, lumber and other 

j building materials find it difficult to make 
collections therefor. Still it remainB 
true that capital is rather seeking real 
estate as an investment than real estate 
looking for purchasers. 

A no.st of MiTItounires. 
In discussing financial questions with 

the successful projector of tho extension 
consolidation of the Standard Coal and 
Iron comp my of the Hocking valley, the 
subject of individual wealth was touched 
by "Gath," as follows: 

"I suppose, Mr. Lee, that you fiwd the 
increase of personal wealth of great as
sistance in such enterprises as yours?'' 

"Yes sir. It would take, I Jaucy, 
nearly one page of the Cincinnati En
quirer to print the names of all the men 
in America worth $1,000,000 to-day. A 
few years ago I remember seeing them 
published in the New York Tribune, 
and they made a list not much-longer 
than your hand. We have noidcaofthe 
extent and number of the private for
tunes in this country. Ilerc is a man 
who generally ranks c.t ?-"V?0,000; from 
my investigation of his wealth I am sat
isfied that he is worth $4,000,000. Here 
is another man, much better known, 
w ho is thought to be worth f-3 ;0,<>00. I 
think I would give him $1/XX),000 for all 
he is worth above $2,000,000 and make 
some money for myself. Think of a man 
like Kdwarti Clark", the sewing-machine 
manager, dying a few weeks ago possessed 
of :|s2;>,<XXJ,000. Who considered that 
Moses Taylor had 00.000? Why, in 
the little city of Columbus, which has 
hardly (JO.OOO inhabitants, there are a 
dozen to twenty millionaires at this 
day. The same way in cities, and mill
ionaires exist in the third class towns, 
sometimes half a dozen to each. In for
mer years the fortunes of men were gen
erally overrated. I think the develop
ments of the last few years show that 
fortunes are underrated. You take al
most any instance of a rich man dying in 
our time and his money exceeds expect
ation. Here was Mr. Thurlow Weed, 
who died the other day, and it is found 
that he was worth $2,5tW,OUO. I daresay 
you would have thought he was not 
worth over>,000." 

The Mint officers note an almost un
precedented and persistent demand for 
silver dimes. Dimes are now made only 
from IS, 5, and 20-cent coins and mutilat
ed quarters and halves. 

The 2,000"persons who witnessed the 
tragedy on the stage at Cincinnati wan-
ted to see a young woman killed, bat 
they certainly wanted to see her make 
a narrow escape from death. 

BEAUTY'S CRUELTY. 
Florence Barley's Faithful Wait for 

Hor Hero. 
From All the Year Round. 

The cloak-room was clearing fast, and 
the piles of shawls and wraps attested 
to the fact that the majority of the com
pany had arrived. The shire Hunt 
ball, twenty years ago, began early. Be
ing the great event of the year to many 
sober country people, they irade a point 
of arriving at the very beginning and 
staying to the end. The music had been 
sounding merrily for some time, when 
two ladies came in, evidently mother 
and daughter; the one, middle-aged, 
calm and sedate; the other, young, 
eager and excited. The latter flung off 
her cloak, gave a hasty glanco at the 
glass, and stood quivering with impa
tience, while her mother leisurely di
vested herself of her wraps and arranged 
her cap. 

"Come along, mother darling," the 
girl said at last. "Your cap is all right, 
and you look lovely. We are so late. 
Poor papa will be quite tired of wait
ing." 

"Poor papa!" said the mother dryly; 
"he must be in a dreadful fidget lest all 
the young ladies should be engaged, 
and there be no partners left for 
him." 

The girl blushed and laughed. 
"Never mind. Florrie;" if anybody 

wants to dance with you, they will 
manage it somehow." 

Florrie blushed arrain, while a smile of 
the most perfect, content broke over her 
face. It was a fair young face, pretty, 
not with any wonderful beauty but with 
freshness, innocence and sweet temper, 
a face that weary paterfamilias, ya>vning 
in doorway would comment upon with 
approbation; that jealous mothers would 
not r.ick to pieces, and that daughters 
would admire without envy. 

They found "poor pana'_: warmly dis
cussing some magisterial difficulty with a 
country neighbor, and bearing the en
forced delay of his entrance to the ball
room with perfect equanimity. 

How Florrie's eve roveu round as 
they entered; how absently she respond
ed to "the greeting of vauous friends!" 
Even the gentleman who solicited the 
favor of a dance received but half herat-
tention. She was only seventeen, and 
had not yet learned the art or the neces
sity of corn ealing her feelings. Every 
emotion wrote itself in clear letters on 
that childish face. Up and down the 
room her gray eyes wandered as she 
stood by her mother, eagerly scanning 
the groups of dancers, and then a sud
den light came into them, a rush of 
color into her cheeks, as a young 
man detached himself from a knot of 
red-coated sportsmen and approached 
her. With a radiant smile she greeted 
him! Iler mother noted it and sighed; 
a sour maiden of forty seeing it sighed 
too, and said to herself: ''What a flirt 
that gril is!" but even while saying it 
she knew she was unjust, The young 
man did not sigh. He smiled a smile 
almost as radiant as Florrie's own—al
most, not quite. 

"Oh, Miss Darley, he began, ''I thought 
you were never coining." 

"1 thought we never were," she re
plied naively "but we here now," she 
added, in a tone of extreme satisfaction. 

"Yes, you are here now," he said, "and 
you \ ill stay to the end and< give me a 
great many dances. Wouln't you like 
some tea?" 

Of course she would like some tea, and 
as she was going to dance the next waltz 
with liini, it was hardly worth while to 
return to her mother for the few inter
vening moments. 

Florrie was no llirt, out she was only 
just out, had seen nothing of the world, 
and hail never stirred from under her 
mother's wing. Wind wonder that she 
was completely captivated by this hand
some young soldier, who contrived in so 
many little ways to imply, though he had 
not yet said it, he loved her, She was 
over head and ears in love with him; 
never doubted that he was ordained to 
be her husband, and had the most per
fect faith in him. 

He was certainly very happy in her so
ciety. and would willingly have sat by 
her side and danced with her the whole 
night. But Florrie had been drilled on 
this point. 'She looked wistfully at her 
programme when he handed it back to 
her half filled with his own name. 

"You must scratch them all out but 
two. I should like to, but I iriusn't" she 
said simply. 

A look came over his face that half 
charmed, half frightened her. 

"Ah!" he began eagerly, and then 
checked himself. "I should iike it, but 
I musn't," he added half under his 
breath. 

She looketl at him wonderingly. 
"Did you speak'.'' she asked. 
"No, no; there is the musie. Come." 
To say that Florrie enjoyed the ball 

would be to express it feebly. She was 
simply steeped in content. Whether 
she danced, or sat unnoticed by her 
mother's side, she was profoundly hap
py. Then she had that second dance to 
look forward to, and she resolutely 
refused to go to the tea-room till then, 
that she might honestly wai-.t some 
refreshment after it. Then followed 
another ten minutes, of which each 
moment was a lifc-tiuie of bliss, never t<> 
be forgotten. 

As they p:issed into the ball-room they 
met a girl coming out who attracted Mr. 
Peyton's attention by herextreme beauty 
—her dazzlng complexion, her mass of 
golden hair, and her big blue eyes. She 
was leaning on the arm of a miserable 
looking little man, who had been head
ing the train ol her admirers the whole 
evening, and who did not appear, judg
ing from his countenance, to have 
derived much comfort from the amuse
ment. The young lady stopped l'lorrie, 
saying: 

"Well, Florrie, you are enjoying your
self? 1 have tried to catch your eye the 
whole evening. but j'ou have been so oc
cupied you would not look at me." 

There was an undercurrent of sarcasm 
in the tone which was quite lost on Flor
rie, who replied enthusiastically: 

"I am enjoying myself immensely." 
The beautiful smiled and passed on, 

giving Mr. Peyton a glance from under 
her long eye-fashes that kept him silent 
till they got hack to Mrs. Darley. 

"Who is that voung lady?" he asked. 
"She is a Miss' Talbot," Florrie said. 

"Is she not pretty?" 
Over her, too, had come a vague, in

definable sensation of something, she 
could not tell what, that jarred upon 
her. 

A few minutes after Mr. Peyton had 
moved away, Alice Talbot came up, and, 
dismissing her disconsolate partner with 
a careless nod, she said: 

"Dear Mrs. Darley, inav I sit by you? 
Papa is always in the middle of a group 
of gentlemen, and I never can get near 
him." Mrs. Dai lev cordially consented, 
not without a little wonder, for Miss 
Talbot was accustomed to go about alone 
with her father, and did not usually ap
pear to feel the want of a lady chaperon 

"Who was your last parwier, Florrie?" 
Alice inquired. 

"Mr. Peyton," said Florrie. 
"Mr. Peyton," Alice repeated. "Oh, 

of course—I know. He is one of the of
ficers of the —th. You must introduce 
him to me. He has called on us, and it 
seems foolish not £ > know him." 

A few minutes later the introduction 
was made. But Mr. Peytun did not 

seem disposed to spend much time on 
Alico Talbot. He turned to Florrie 
eagerlv and sai d: 

"Will you let me take you in to sup
per?" 

Then the vague shadow vanished at 
once from the girl's mind. 

"You must let ine have one more 
dance with Miss Darley," Mr. Peyton 
said when Mr. Darley expressed his de
cided conviction that it was time to go, 
aud the father could not resist his 
child's happy, pleading eyes. Short
sighted old gentleman, he wondered 
what there was in dancing that all girls 
were so fond of it. 

When the dance was over and the pair 
came back they found Alice Talbot stout
ly resisting an attempt on the part of 
her father to take her away. 

"I must stay for the next dance, papa, 
I am engaged to your good-looking 
friend," she added in a whisper to Flor
rie. "I wouldn't miss it for the world." 

But Florrie hardly heard her. She 
was absolutely wild with excitement. 
Never before had Mr. Peyton been so 
devoted; never before hati she been so 
sure that he loved her, nor had she 
realized what it was to be so loved. 

"I shall see you on Tuesday at the 
Grays," he said, as they stood waiting 
for the carraige, looking down with more 
tenderness than he perhaps knew into 
the Hushed, happy face. 

It brightened, if that were possible. 
"But I thought you said you were on 

dutv that day?" 
"I'll get off, somehow. I would risk 

;i court martial sooner than miss seeing 
you." 

"That would be wrong," she said 
gravely, with her earnest eyes fixed on 
his face. "I hope you would not neg
lect yopr duty on any consideration. I 
am sure you would not," she added, in 
a tone of deep conviction. 

"I never will after that," he said in a 
verv low voice. 

"Do you know that this dance has be
gun ever so long ago?" she said pres
ently, "and I know that you are en
gaged to Miss Talbot lor it." 

"Oh, Miss Talbot is so inundated with 
partners that I am sure she won't have 
waited for me," he replied carelessly. 
Nevertheless, he had found she had 
waited for him, though there were sev
eral gentlemen eager to supply his place. 

When he apologized she gave him a 
brilliant smile, and said she quite under
stood and forgave him. 

Meantime the Darleys drove home. 
The moon shone down on the father 
dozing in the corner; on the mother, si
lent, with many anxious hopes and fears 
regarding her darling, and on that dar
ling, sitting upright and wide awake, 
gazing into the clear sky, and murmur
ing over and over again' to herself, "1 am 
so happy, I am so happy.'' 

It was six months later, one hot night 
in June, that Florence Darley followed 
her mother into another ball-room. 
Only six months. But a great deal of ex
perience can be gained in that time, 
and Florrie had acouired rather more 
than her share. 

An indescribable change had come 
over her face and manner. Something 
of her sweet freshness and happy con
tent were gone. A tout & of restlessness, 
even fret fulness, had taken their place. 
She was us profoundly indifferent to most 
of her acquaintances an she had been on 
a former occasion, but she made an effort 
to conceal it, and when she looked round 
the room it was with hasty furtive glances. 

No one. rushed early up to her nowto 
express delight at her arrival anil claim 
half a dozen dances. But Florrie had 
not been in the room a minute before 
she knew that Mr. I'evton was there. 
He was standing by Alice Talbot, who 
looked more brilliant and beautiful even 
than usual, and was bestowing her bright
est smiles and all her powers of fascin
ation upon him. With miserable, bitter 
humility Florrie owned that it was no 
wonder he had neither eyes nor ears 
for any one else. But the acknowledge
ment (lid not make it less hard to bear. 

"She had so m tny admirers she 
might have left him alone." said the 
poor little thing to herself. But she 
held herself bravely to outward appear
ance. A hundred"times she checked 
herself in the act of letting her eyes 
wander in search of him. She laughed 
and talked so gayly that one of her part
ners remarked alterward that "lie never 
knew Miss Darley had so much fun in 
her." Once when he and Alice passed 
close to her, she was apparently so deep
ly interested in her conversation that 
she did not seem to see them. She 
might have spared herself that small 
pieco of hypocrisy, for by him it passed 
unnoticed, and only brought a smile of 
derision tc Alice's face, Florrie herself 
spent the rest of the night in regretting 
ii. For, alter all, a smile or a bow from 
him would have been better than noth
ing. 

Mrs. Darley looked anxiously in the 
girl's pale face and eyes that had so 
deep a look of pain in them, though the 
lips smiled so incessantly. 

"I think, my darling,'5 she said at last, 
"that it it is time to go." 

"It is quite early," Flo'rie said wist
fully. She could not voluntarily give up 
the last chance. 

But the mother knew how vain it was 
to wait, and that the sooner they went 
tho better it would be for Florrie's peace. 

"I am tired, dear," she satd gently, 
"and it is later than you think." 

Then Florrie acquiesced at once. It 
was over, then, this evening that she 
had looked forward to with such feverish 
hope and fear; and what had it brought? 
Only the establishment of the miserable 
conviction that she had fought against 
for weeks past. He was indeed lost to 
her. Yet, with the inconsistency of 
human nature, she began at once tocon-
sider when and where she might have 
another opportunity of seeing him. She 
thought tlmt even an occasional glimpse 
of his face, a word or a smiie, would sat
isfy her. And she had it. 

At the top of the stairs they met him 
and Alice. 

"Going already?" said the latter, gaily, 
"Have you enjoyed yourself, Florrie?" 

"Very much," said Florrie, promptly, 
and was about to nass on. for. her moth
er was already at Hie foot ot the stairs, 
when Mr. Peyton checkcd her by saying, 
with a slight expression of uneasiness 
on his handsome face: 

"I was so sorry you were out when I 
called vesterday. I came to say good
bye. t aiu oil to Southhampton to
morrow, and thence to India." 

Even Alice, who nevertook her spark
ling eyes otf the girl's sensitive face, 
could not detect by the quiver of a mus
cle that this was the first intimation 
Florrie had had of the fact. She looked 
with cool composure at the young man 
as she said quietly: 

"I am very sorry wo missed you." 
"And you will not stay and give mo 

one dance?" he said 
"I am afraid I can't. My mother is 

tired.-' 
"Well, you must keen one for me at 

the first ball we meet at on my return 
from India." 

"Oh, certainly, if yon are not eaten bv 
a tiger in the meanwhile," she answered, 
laughingly. "Good-by!—bon voyage." 
And with a nod and a smile she ran 
lightly down the staircase. 

He returned to Alice. 
"I won't let myself be eaten up by a 

tiger as long as I know you, my darling, 
are waiting for me." 

"Hush!" she said, glancing round un
easily. "Yon must make a fortune be
fore you can have the right to call me 
that My father will never consent 
otherwise." 

"Trust me. Only say you will bo true 
to nie." 

She raised iier lovely eyes, to Wfl face. 

for a moment, and he did not notice that 
she said nothing. 

He walked home early in the morning 
smoking a cigar and building castles in 
the air of which Alice Talbot was always 
queen; while Florrie, still in her ball 
uress, knelt in her little room at the top 
of the house beside the open window, 
looking over the wide expanse of Lon
don chimney-tops, and sobbing: 

"I am so" miserable—I atn so mis
erable." _ 

It was eighteen years since that mem
orable hunt ball, which Florence Darley 
had marked as a white-letter day in her 
life, when she once more found herself 
within the walls of the old court house 
for a similar festivity. Florence Darley 
still, and likely to remain so, both in 
Iier own opinion and in that of her 
friends, though a few of her contempo
raries were disposed to consider her con
tented acceptance of the title of "old 
maid" as a personal injury to themselves 
And trulv she was only tliirty-six, and 
might have passed for younger had 
she chosen to assume the manners 
and dress of youth. But she 
hail long since lost her pa
rents, and had, moreover, two grown
up nieces, who, motherless, looked up 
to her as to a mother, so she had no wish 
to cling to young-ladyhood. She had 
placed herself in the ranks of the chap
erons, and it was in that character sue 
came to-night. 

"My dear Florrie, you really make 
yourself ridiculous with your assump
tion of old ago," said a tall golden-haired 
woman who entered the room behind 
her. 

This was the celebrated beauty, Lady 
Norleigh, once Miss Tablot. She was 
still lovely, though there were hard 
lines now around the beautiful mouth, 
and a restless look of weariness and dis
content in the large blue eyes—a curi
ous contrast to Florrie's content. 

"How do you do, Alice?" said Miss 
Darley, declining to argue the point. I 
thought you were in London. What 
brings you into these parts?" 

"Oh, 1 came,"said Lady Norleigh flip
pantly, "because Norleigh wanted me 
not to come." 

Norleigh, standing by laughed freely, 
and tried to look as if it were a joke, in 
which attempt he failed, lie was that 
miserable-looking man who hovered so 
humbly round Alice in this very room 
years ago. Several unexpected deaths 
having considerably altered his worldly 
position, had also altered Miss Talbot s 
sentiments toward him. Nevertheless, 
he looked none the happier for his double 
good fortune. Lady Norleigh passed on 
in her diamonds, "lace and satin—the 
cynosure of all eyes—while Forne in her 
sober black gown, placed herself on a 
bench, prepared to amuse herself by 
watching her girls amuse themselves, 
though her attention wandered a great 
deal to her former rival. 

"Auntie," said one of her nieces, sud
denly startling her from an intense, lialf-
sad, half-amused observation of Lady 
Norleigh, "I want to introduce—" the 
name was lost. 

"I think I have had the pleasure of 
meeting your aunt before, Miss Darley," 
said a voice which in eighteen years had 
never faded from Florrie's 'memory, 
which even now brought such a rush of 
mingled pain and pleasure, such suffoca
ting heartbeats, that, lor a moment, the 
sedate old maid was unable to speak. 
She shook hands with the speaker as if 
in a dream, was dimly conscious of his 
sitting down beside her and making 
trival remarks about the weather, the 
decorations of the room and soon. Grad
ually she collected her self enough to 
look at him, and to take in the changes 
time had made in him. They were not 
many. He was still handsome, but very 
much older, both in manners and ap
pearance—more so than even the lapse 
of years accounted for, but Florrie had 
decided that she would have known him 
anywhere. He did not stay long beside 
her, and presently Florrie saw him talk
ing to a very pretty woman, whose 
youthful appearance, combined with her 
exceedingly smart attire, proclaimed her 
a bride. Whose bride? As Florrie noted 
the affectionate admiration with which. 
Col. Peyton looked upon her, she thought 
she had no need to ask, and, indeed, al
most at the same instant her niece said 
to her. 

"Is she not pretty? Mrs. Peyton, 1 
mean." 

"She is very pretty," Florrie said with 
a smothered sigh. With profound, half-
painful interest she watched the fair, 
young wife. 

"She looks good," she thought, "as if 
she would make a man happy. Heaven 
bless him. Heaven bless them both." 

Col. Peyton, however, did not spend 
the whole evening in attendance upon 
his bride. lie went in search of Lady 
Norleigh, with whom he hail already re
newed his acquaintance. She was ex
tremely gracious to him, and smiled as 
brilliantly as ever, but it was a hard 
smile. There was a certain defiant hard
ness now in her whole bearing. 

"Well," she said, as they took their 
places in a quadrille exactly opposite 
Florrie, "how do you find England,.after 
so many years of absence;'" 

"I lind it," he replied, "so changed 
that I am tempted to< return to India 
and never to reueat this experiment." 

"Oh, nonsense," she said gayly. "I 
suppose you di<inot expect to fi nd every 

thing just as you left it." 
"No," he answered, smiling,. "I was 

hardly so unreasonaple, as that, but I 
was not prepared for so many changes." 

"Come. now. What changes?" she 
urged. "For my part 1 should almost 
fancy not an hour had passed since—' 
She paused, and then said: "Do youre-
member a ball here about—well, 1 won't 
say how long ago?" 

"I do remember." lie said gloomily. 
"And here we all are again," she con

tinued: "most ol usat least, lleream I, 
here are you. and there"—with a slight 
change in her voice aud a glance at Flor
rie—"is Florence Darley." 

If is manner changed too> 
"^es." he said. "She is not changed." 

on Hatter her," said Lady Norleigh 
6harply. 

He looked confused for a moment, 
but went on undaunted. 

"She looks as good, as sweet, as con
tented as she did eighteen years ago. 
Hers is indeed a face to make one feel 
the better for looking at, to save one 
from believing that there is no truth or 
faith left in the world." 

"The meaning of this tirade being," 
said I.adv Norleigh, sarcastically, "that 
you are conceited enough to believe that 
Miss Darley has been wearing the wil
low for yon all these years. Don't look 
so innocent and indignant. You know, 
as well as I do, that you nearly broke 
her heart once; only luckily hearts are 
not made of breakable stuff, and hers 
was mended long ago." Then, with a 
sudden softening of tone, perhaps wi'h 
some vague wish to atone for the wrong 
she had once so deliberately done Hor-
ence Darley, sho added to herself: "But 
the scar remains, I think. Yes, you are 
right; she is a brave, true woman and 
you—were a fool." 

"I know it," lie said with a quiet em
phasis that Lady Norleigh quite under
stood. 

When tlve dance was over, and Col
onel Peyton had left his partner, he 
went over to Florrie and eat aown beside 
her. 

'' Dayou remem ber," be said, "that YOH 
proraised to dance with me the fireHime 
we net on ray return from India? 1 am 
going to claim that promise." 

"And do you remember," she an
swered, smiling. "how many years ago 
| Ihe promise wot* raade?" 

"Then you do remember?" lie said, 
with an earnestness that moved her 
strangely. It was so like his old man
ner. 

"Yes, I remember," she said, "but 1 
never dance now; I am a chaperon." 

"You a chaperon!" he asked. "How 
very ridiciulous! It seems but yester
day that you and I danced together in 
tins very room. Do you remember 
something you said to me that night 
about hoping I would never neglect my 
duty?" 

"Observations made in a ball-room 
are seldom worth remembering," said 
Florrie cravely. "It would be more 
satisfactory if, instead of recalling all 
the nonsense you or I, or any one else, 
may have talked so many years agot you 
were to give me some account of India." 

"Oli, I will send you some books 
about it if you are interested in that sort 
of thing," he said, his face fallingadittle. 

"Well, but tell me something about 
what you have been doing all this time," 
she said with an air of grave, kind, in
terest. 

"I can fell you that in three words," 
he answered bitterly. "Playing the fool, 
and yet I have been saved from many 
follies by that one speech of yours 
Your look and tone have haunted ' 

"I should like so much to be intro
duced to your wife,. Colonel Peyton," 
Florrie interrupted. 

"My wife?" he said astonished. "Oh, 
you must mean my sister-in-law. I have 
not a wife." 

"I beg your pardon," she faltered. 
"Somebody pointed her out to me as 
your wife." 

He looked with momentary surprise 
at her crimson face, then the surprise 
changed to an expression of gladness 
and tenderness. But he only said: 

"When I have one I will certainly in+ 
troduce her to you." 

Tho girls chatted gaily on their way 
home over the events oft lie ballj wonder
ing a little at "Auntie's" unusual silence, 
while "Auntie" leaned back in the car
riage with clasped hands, whispering 
softly: 

"1 have seen him again, and we shall 
always be friends. Whatever happens, 
I am* content." 

Bill Nye's Engagement Broken. 
From the Laramie Boomerang. 

I have just received from my friend, 
Bill Nye of the Laramie City Boomerang, 
a letter wherein he tells me that he is en
gaged to the beautiful and accomplished 
Lydia E. Pinkham, of "Vegetable Com
pound" fame, and that the wedding will 
take place on next Christmas. To be 
sure I am expected at the wedding, and 
I'll be on hand if I can secure a clean 
ehirt by that time, and the roads ain't too 
bad. But I'm somewhat at a loss what 
to get as a suitable present, as Bill informs 
me in a postscript to his letter that gifts 
of Bibles, albums, nickle-plated pickle 
dishes, chromos without frames, and the 
like will not be in order, as it is utterly 
impossible to pawn articles of this kind 
in Laramie City.—The Bohemian. 

We are sorry that the abovo letter, 
which we dashed off in a careless mo
ment, has been placed before the public, 
as later developementa have entirely 
changed the aspect of the matter, the 
engagement between ourself and Lydia 
having been rudely broken by the young 
lady herself. Slie has returned the 
solitaire filled ring, and henceforth wo 
can be nothing more to each otner than 
friends. The promise which bade 
fair to yield so' much joy in the 
future has been ruthlessly yanked asun
der, and two young hearts must bleed 
through the coming years. Far be it 
from us to say aught that would reflect 
upon the record of Miss Pinkham. It 
would only imperil her chances in the 
future, anil deny her the sweet satisfac
tion of gathering in another guileless 
sucker like us. The truth however, can
not be evaded, that Lydia is no longer 
young. She is now in the sere and yel
low leaf. The gurgle of girl hood and the 
romping, careless grace of her childhood 
are matters of ancient history alone. 

We might go on and tell how one thing 
brought on another till the quarrel oc
curred, and hot words and an assault and 
battery led to this estrangement, but we 
will not do it. It would be wrong for a 
great, strong man to take advantage of 
his strength and the public press to sneak 
disparagingly of a young thing like Lyd. 
No matter how unreasonably she may 
have treated us, we are dumb and silent 
on this point. Journalists who have 
been invited and have purchased costly 
wedding presents may ship the presorts 
by express prepaid, and we will accept 
them, and struggle along with our first 
great heart trouble while Lydia goes on 
in her mad career. 

MARRIAGE- IN CHINA. 

How a Student Returned. From Amer
ica Foundia Wife. 

From the Hartford (Conn.,) CouraDt. 
The following is an extract from'a let

ter received by a Hartford lady from one 
of the returned Chinese students: "I 
went home to see my relations the last 
of March. When I first reached home 
you can imagine how glad my father 
and relatives were to see ma looking so 
well and ro bust. They all flocked around 
me and asked me many questions. My 
little nephew, sent by his mothe r, came 
behind me and pulled my cue to 
see if it were veal or false. I 
am going to tell you something 
which will surprise yon. When I first 
landed in Shanghi n>y father wrote to
me that while I was away a great many 
of my friends had offered their daugh
ters to be engaged to me, and that lie 
had at last, without consulting me, 
selected one for me from a mandarin.. 
^ ou know it is a custom here for the par
ents to contract marriages without con
sulting the wishes of those who are to-
be united. On hearing my engagement 
I tried to break it off, but without suc
cess, as the Chinese consider an engage
ment of marriage the most sacred con
tract. If it is once made it can never be 
broken. According to the Chinese cus
tom the younger brother cannot marry 
before the elder one, I have two 
younger brothers who have to wait for 
me to marrv before they can. Therefore 
I was urged very strongly by my rela
tives to marry right aA-ay. I did not 
like to displease my father by opposing 
his wishes, so I consented to be uni
ted on the last of April. (Ji course 
it is not a love affair, but I shall try to-
do my duty. A month aftea my mar
riage I came back here to -resume my 
studies. After studying four months ten 
of us have passed the examination as. 
midshipmen, and wo are no.w waiting to 
go on board the training ship, which has 
gone to Canton fqr repaisa. The navy 
v:ird is situated ort the Ftoochow river. 
The place has about 4.C0Q inhabitants, 
and has one principal street, each end 
restine on the river foaming tho tiiaapo 
of a horseshoe. We sometimes go to 
the Chinese theater. It is verv laount-
ainous here, but everywhere cultivated, 
even the top of the mountain. We often 
ehmb the mount iis and rambto among 
the rice-fields; sometimes we go through 
a village, where \re meot village maid
ens wearing earrings measuring four or 
Ave inches across. Another country 
gi.rl dresses 1*®* liair with so many pins, 
sticks, and toy a that it protrudes about a 
foot and a half from her head." 

—•— 
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