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CHAFTER IX.—THR DETECTIVE.
1 E's come!’' cried
Sally.
L Ally snd Cecll
were sitting on the
uneven stops of the
stone piazrs. In
the dusky vista be-
bhind them, shoul-
ders o2 pork swing-
ing from huge hnnkl thining pans, rosty
pots and kettles and huge meat
Dlocks dimly shaped themselyes to one
side; and the otber the parapher-
nalia of drugs and grocerles wore dis-
played against o background of rendy-
made clothing, dry goods and bonnoets.

Ceoll found endless amusement in *‘the
stone, "' which seamed to him an untidy
imitation of the '‘falrs’’ and such like
shops ln cities—places where respecotable
people ouly wventured out of ourlosity,
with the prospect of having their poukoels
ploked.,

**Who's come?"’ snld Ally.

It was a week aftor Cecll’s mrrival.
Larry had been safely stowed away by
Aunt Valley, who was, so Cobbs re-
ported, *“turribly skeere? up when she
#een Larry a comin', '’

{Whyt'" exclalmed Sally.

-
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“*Wna'sl, 1 cudn’'t make aout jes
why,'' Cobbs snswered, musingly,
*‘but mought be she ‘lowed ‘twas

suthin, ' some meanness ole man Dawsey
got in hand t° do ‘er. Lerry he hol-
lerod nout, *It's all nght, Aunt Valley,
I ain’t doin" of ye any harm,® says
Larry.'?

“* But what harm would Larry do her,
soyhow? "' Sally peralsted.

Cobbs dldn "t know: he thought It was
*‘long &ér Larry's being conneoted with
olo man Dawsey,’’

Btill Saly (tbough she dropped the
subjeot) pondered over this.

To-Aay was the first tims that they had
heard from Aunt Valley. True the
wagen had gone to the station for sup-
plies more than onoe—after all they were
only a day without butter—but the chil-
Pad not ventured to sand any messenger
lesa trusty than Cobbs to Aunt Valley,
and Cobbs regarded the reguiar black-
smith work as much too important to be
put aside for Larry. **And ho s right
enough, '’ sensible Ally declared when
Sally would have eriticised; *‘Tolks got
to have their wagon tires mendsd, for
the hauling and the mills got something
out of gear, somehow, and Cobbe' got to
mend it.""

But yesterday Cobbs had recelved n
letter from the colonel, a letter for him-
#elf, which required a great deal of pon-
dering over, behind a palr of huge steel.
rimmed spectacles, and nhnally 8 consul-
tation with Ally., Then it was announoed
that Co bs himeoif would go in the morn-
ing with the wagon to the station.

Sally had been wsaiting, evideatly ex-
cited, and Ally, under his phlegmatic
exterior, showed aigns of interast.

£*Who's come?’’ he repeated,
tiently.

He jumped up as he spoke, motioning
to Ceoil to follow, snd drew Selily nearer
the river bank quite ous of ear-shot,
should any of the loungers m the store
chauoe to be listsnlng.

Impa-

““We are golog to tell you,'' Sally
eald to Cecil, *‘papa said we might, but
it s 5 dead secret to everybody ‘oept

(Cobbs and the overseer. (Cobbs went to
fetoh the detective. He's come,”’

Cecil’s composure yielded s little to
the demands of the oceasion; he had
reid Gaboria's novels and a detective
waa a wonderful creature to him.

' ‘Lot 's get closer and hear him talk,'’
Ally proposed, **he’s talking naw. '’

**Do you reckon he’ll find out ’bout
old man Dawsey to-day?'’

Ally was pot sure, maybe by to-mor-
row he thought,

*“You know all about detectives, don't
sou, Cousin Ceonl? '’ gnld Sally, turning
her brilliant eyes on Ceoll, wistfully,

He was ball sorry to dnmpen thelr
sanguine faith, but he confessed that
‘‘Pinkerton's men "'’ usually took longer
than s day to probe s mysterious crime.

Then the three went around tc the
other ond of the store where the detec-
tive was,

**You mus’'nt be surprised at his lock-
Ing so poor nod mean, *? whispered Sally,
“*he's ln disgulse. "'

They found the detective to be n very
commonplace, fat young man, who was
neither any cleaner nor any less ragged
in his garb than the other loungers
sround the store. When he spoke he
used the dialeot of the country. But he
apoke seldom, Cobbs had introduced
bim to the comosny generally with:
*! Pleked up my new helper at the biaock-
smith shop, anyhow, if 1didn’t get my
gear. e

The new helper’s name, it appeared,
was Mitehell,

‘“That &n’t his real name,”” Sally
Linstened to mform Oelil, ous short by'
Ally 's warnlng frowe.

‘‘He looks lfkke nn awful chomp,'’
Cecil said to Ally

‘+But ha's guntng them to talk,'* said
Ally , very low,

Not forthe firit time Ceoil was strack
by & certaly shrewdness in Ally, whom
he was uaunlly quietly despising.

‘*Took st Aunty Valley, '’ the uncon.
ecious Ally continued, *‘ain't she giving
1! to Dawsey? '’

Aunt Vailoy tad come to the store to
trade.

She was o

markable nmh!n&

uil‘lim.
otat

'2*

pown; A re-

materinl, clean and whole. Aunt Val-
ley baving a thrifty son, saw Do resson
why she abould give up the good part of
& frock becnauss the other parts were
worn; she simply made &s muchof a
dress out of her materini as she could and
piessd out deflelencies with somethlng
else, only particular that the addition
sbould be gay; by couseguenos ber pres-
enve pommonly reminded oue of a second-
hand rainbow,

Now, n dozen colors flastied in the air,ns

¢ Por the ‘wentleth time repeating her tale.”’

she gesticulated, for the twentieth time,
reprating her story. *'And t' tink it
!nm Abram Lin Kum, the mule dat like
po’ Mist' Hendersou de bes' dat be de
oftuse er me wakmn' an’ watehin'!'"'

iiBut she sald, before, it was Me-
lodeon, "' sald Sally.

“*Maybe she forgot, '’ said Ally,
thought she sald Melodeon. "'

tiShedld, ' sald Cecll, “"Butat sany
rate, Abrabam Lincoln was getting all
the credit now. She dilated on his In-
telligence and {rom him she passed sadly
to the lamented Mr. Henderson's tare
gitts, It was an easy transition back to
Dawsoy agsin.

The orowd bad no good word for him.
Indepd, when a tall, grinning blasck man
eald that it wonld be the best thing to

him out of the country, there wnsa
geheral hum of approval,

‘' ¥ou wudn’t abjeck,wund ye, Rafe?’’
some one said, addressing a sullen-look-
fug negro who, s0 far, had not sald a
word,

‘*1ain't complainin’,’’ he nnswered,
turning on his heel.

i*Had he ought to complain?’* Mitch-
ell asked, in his slugigish volea,

‘*Wa'al.ole man Dawsey chiseled him
‘puter £800 pension money, pellin’ him a

IOI

fyarm for sixteen, an' promiain’ him
long time and oot givin' ft, an' sellin’
up minnit the nots come due. Say, It
plumb soured Baxter; an' 1 cail Rafe
Buaxter & mighty decent darkey.'’

Some one else added to the story. The
detective listened to each talker, At

the same time he gradually edged his
robust person nearer the door.

Anyone who stood In the door conld see
Ratfe Baxter nud a hittle knot of negroes
gatherad about some plows on the river
Lank.

“]1 ain't mplshtlnghh el l.uwend. turning

Very soon Baxter disengaged himaself
eud walked to the hitching pole where
his muole stood,. He mounted and rode
away, casting not o glasee behind; but
Aunt Valley watched him unti! he was
out of sight, smiilng broadly,

Then she too mounted her muls and
went her way.
lnme,'" snid

]".&buhlm t.i:nmln .
Ally
Bythhﬂmcmm enough, both of
the store and Mitobell and west home.
A wook passed without any news of
Mitoheil,’

prowess by
Tot it was by no mesns a week dﬂdﬂ
of exvitement.

Ally told him, **went 1o our sohool;''
that he had very dismal visions of that
school,

- But his politeness pevar failed him,
and I doubt whether Ally suspected in
what a tumult of disgust his young gusst’s
soul was sometimes, sitting lo a parrow
boat next to some particularly grimy and
unkempt comrads of Ally's, or foroad to
dritw up to s boapitable board (coversd
with Lrown ofl cloth) and trying to eat
sirnnge wixtures of groase and dirt, the
very sight of whioh sent oold chills down
his back.

Ally ate like the imfnstidious savage he
was, but Cls thought often that the bhor-
rors of an ooean voyuge were much over-
rated, he preferred them to fried pork,

Yet he was by no means unhappr.
There is & constant ripple of small ex-
citement on a plantation. Every mora-
ing, for wmnstance, the mail rider, who
was a boy hardly older than Ally, rode
his white Texan pony up to the store,
and the letters were collected aud names
called by the bhead clerk in the store, as-
sistant postmaster. Col, Beaton was the
postmaster, and the postoffice was neatly
built into the far corper of the store,
which was not saking much of the stors,
either, mnoe it consiated of pothing more
than & writing desk with a frome of let-
ter boxes,

Twice a week, somatimes oftener,
Cecil heard from his father, short letters,
but how eagerly be read them!

Sally apd Alsu heard every day, either
from Col. Seyton or thelr mother., The
Invalld in Little Rock was better; next
week Mrs, Seyton hoped to come home.

“fWell,”* sald Alan, **pext to ber
dying, I reckon her getting well is the
best thiong that can happen, '’

‘“Weoughtn't to wishanybody dead , "’
said Sally, **it's a great deal nicer for
her to get weil. *?

“‘No, 1t ain't,'' answered Ally,
Lluntly, ‘‘and you know it. If she was
dend she couldn’t Dbe forever tolling
mamma off, could she? or voming here
sud spooping round and dying when I
tried to bhave ice cream. No, sir,?’?

**Well, she ain’t slways mean. BShe
pave me & paper doll onoe, ’’ Sally inter-
ceded, ‘‘and mamma said its 1lke belug
a murderer to wish folks dead."’

Ally declined to disouss the moralities,
He proposed instesd that they go and
ask Cobbs when the wild bhog hunt was
coming off. :

**Because Cis and 1am to go,’’ sald
Ally,

‘*0Oh, Ally, papa wounldn't let you!''

‘‘He said himself last time I ocould go
next time.”’

‘*But he thought he would be here.’’

‘“Shaw, Cobbs can take ms. He
knows more about pig killing than auy-
Lody; papa says so himself

P

Then ahe too mounted her mole and went her
way.

“‘Cobbs won’t take wyou—not while
papa is away,’? said Sally, firmly.

Alan-only grinuned.

The great hog hunt, or rather lis dis-
cussion with Cobbs, and the llstening to
thrilling tales of former hunts was no-
other excitement.

Then almost every day the wagon went
to the rallway station. To wateh lor its
coming, to open the freight boxes and
the express packages, here again was an
interest,

But these were every day broaks in the
monotony. Ther, was something far
more stirrinz. Not every day did the
loafers at the store have 8 proclamation
from the governor of Arkanses to read;
offering $500 reward to each and any of
them who should discover the parpetra-
tors of & crime committed 1 their own
neighborhood.

They somehow felt vaguely important
and spelied out the words for themaselves.

Aud certainly not every day did Sally
come to Cecll, with & pale face and
sparking eyes, arying: **Oh, what do
you reckon, Cousin Ceoil? They are go-
ing to lyneh Old Man Dawsey to-night!'”

Sally's information came from a din-
logue which she had overhesrd, she ba-
ing In the **dark closet’' where the meat
was kopt, and the speskers, Aunt Cindy
sud ber nephew, Rafe Baxter, outside

on the steps,
Two white men had the
Iynching. Like Baxter, they had lost

their little worldly all through Dawsey’s
bard-hearted greed. Baxtsr himself
Wwas in & state of mind rge for aoy vio-,
lence. The npegroes of the uu.lament
were more inclined to penic than re-
venge, but Aunt Sally snd Baxter, to-
gether, had sutueeded in arousing them.
Aunt Clndy'was a pacifio soul. She dis-
couraged Rafe’s riotous schemes. **Lat
de Lawd - ponish dat wicked man,
honey,’' shesnid. *‘Doan’ you go pro-
jickin® raoun’ bad white folikses; you
uthnriglumm er itrouble fust ye
knows. "

" **I'llnev’ got in troubls liekin' ole
Dawsey,'" Befe answersd. **We all
doesn’t alm t’ kill him; jes" guv him de
mm,m' ware ‘im t° light out en

— — —

Sll!y catch a8 word of Baxter's lullen
reply.

“*But I'm sure he won't give in and
they will go and whip Dawsey just like
he eaid | '’ was Sally ‘s breathless conolu-
800,

Ally laughed, at first, **We shal! be
rid of a grand rascal,’’ said he, *‘what
are you looking so queer over, S8is?*’

‘Do you realiy sxpect they'll whip
him very hard?'’ Sally inquoired.

“‘Not half so hard as he deserves, I
know that, **

Sally was silent but her face changed,
finsily rather timidly she sald: **Don’t
yon think it would do just as well to soare
him awfully, tell him they were fixing
to whip him and maybe swing the
switoh#s round and make a nolse In the
air llke Cobba does when he is driving
Net and Jake; and thea let him off If
be'ssorry and will go away and never
come back??!’

Ally's blue eyes opened wider, his
stolid face assumed by degrees an ex-
pression of indignant scorn befors which
poor Bally qualled.

f41 do believe,'’ sald Ally, slowly,
ffyou'r sorry for old Dawsey! '’

‘4 No, T aint,”? protested Sally, *‘but
it must burt so to be whipped!’’

*‘He ought to be hurt,’” said Ally,
firmly, **it’s only justice.’' Ally had
renched the age when & boy i8 a great
stickler for justice—*‘why, I've heard
yon wish him a thrashing many & time,
yourself, just like he gave Mr. Hender-
son,’?

'] know,?'' Bally admitted meekly,
“ibut then 1 was mad at him. It’s so
hard to hurt peopls when you aln't mad
at them.'’

‘‘When I’'m mad, I stay mad,"" said
Ally with much loftiness, *‘but that's
just like girls, get mad st pothing and
ket over 1t for nothmg.*?

RSally, crushed naot only by her con-
sciousness of ber individuanl weaik-mind-
sdness but by thie stiogiog estimate of
her wesk-minded sex, looked ready to
ery; and, doubtiess again, ilke a girl,
took refuge in an entirely different rea-
son. Anyhow, papa wouldo't like 1t —
while he was away, and to have the dar-
keys lynch a white man., 1t would mad
the white folks.’?®

Ally bit his lip. He flung the stick In
his hand away with an angry motlon.
He muttered: ¢*Well, why couldn 't you
sny that in the first place?’’

Cecll wondered what the boy was
thinking about as he thrust his hands
into his pookets and frowoned at the river.
Sally aid not venture to interrupt. *‘Yet
ehe is four timoes as bright as he,’’ Caoil
said to himaelf, “*what does she see in
him? If I bad a sister 1°d treal her po-
litely. He is a young cub!"’

Reslly Ally was no franker than broth-
ers in general, who are not apt to use a
hurmful flattery to thelr sisters but rather
to help them amend their faults by faith-
fully apd carefully pointing the Iatter
out; and he was, In general, very kind
to Sally; sometimes he almost forgot that
she was a girl, he liked hor so muach. 1
daresay Cecil’s slster would have been
taken to task quite an roundly as Ally’'s.

Fionally the boy looked up.

‘“4ft can’t goon, fora fnot, Sissy,'’
sald he, with & deep sigh. **I'm sure
Cobbs will say that it would maks a
racket. We've got to stopit.'"’

*¢]1 hate to tell on’ them,’' said Sally.

Cecil smiled 5t another inconsistenoy;
but here hmthr md sister wers i, tull
nocord ., .

*“No, W& sure can’t tell on them o,
nurt them, "’ said Ally.

Ceoil suggdsted consulting with the de-
mutlre haping him warn Dawsey.

4 ‘you see, Dawsey would feel
friendly toward Mitohell and wouldn't
guspoot bim , 7 gald the small man of the
world, wno had read detective novels.

Sally s lip quiversed with an impulsive
speech proemptly  suppressed, buot Ally
spoke out bluntly: *‘I don't just like

fooling even & mean man like Dawsuy.
l'mundlug to be. friends all the while
you'r fixing todo'him & meanness.’’

Coveil was too polige to smile or t T
his shoulders, as be liad, legroed 46
Franoe; bglld. his father @
habit and hn"q’u tryiog to v
RO nhdpnt- a0, he llldl

Ally.,

**1 think you were mighty bright to
think of it, cousin Ceoll, '’ sald Bally; ali
I could (hink of was to write him 8 note
telling bum to keep away to-night, Aund
that wouldn't. have done much good, 1
recken.'’

f*Not a bit,'" salad Ally. ‘*Ikoo
what you l.h.uuaht of Ang,," utd Ceoll,

*What?' ™ ¢

"'l‘nlkltomwl (‘nbbs‘"
Ally grinned 4s " Cobbs knows
8 heap,'’ sawd; he, cheerfully. ‘*‘That

was just what [ was thinkiug., Then we
cao fnd out if Mitehell has got say good
of the handker g

‘+ Boys , ~*wald Sally, bher cheeks flush-
ing with a sudden thought, *‘why
couldn’t we go and look over that place
where we found the haodkerohief? I
know Cobbs went next day, but may be
he dido’t go into the oreek aod oo to
Uncle Joe Simmon's place. There's &
piece of right clavey, land ou the other
side, you know.’!

"Do,oumkanthln would be tracks+
In itF'" ssid Adly, "blk it's, h-ﬂn;

bone, '’

**It wasn't that &Dnn’& you
rmumberhowmt&?ﬁlﬂ' was when
we went for Cousis Cecil. There would
sure be footprints if they went over thac
mannoloJu"lwu- a2

*?Bgmgmmmwuqm:ms
WAy

‘*Well, they didn’s m" Buy frace

any nlhnrm and It . waut gown
\udingmuam why l::%’h

44 g

after them they voupdn *fm"mzr

they eraaml
tracks. " 'ﬂ!

‘“Maybe, "nlnunr ““sny how we'll
ey “:i""“m'."'&?”“;‘a""‘- o o
ount - (lome s Eo

bomlgrlds - ’

| to receive & wanderer's gresting.
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A WALK I‘J\DE‘R THE SEA.

The Wonilers of the Dcom World, by Frof.
Alexandor Winchell,

Author of “'Bparks from a Geologist’a Ham-
mer,"" “Geologieal Excarsions, '’ eto.

[Copyrighted 1580 by Aunthor.]

The deep, mysterious sea! We listen
to its loud resounding roar along the
beach, but it Lrings us po tidings of the
world buried in its silent depths. Ships

Tie there, with their unreturning sallors
stiil at their posts, or fallen aslesp
in the embrace of the lethean waters.

There lie those steamers which went
out from their docks ULlessed by s hun-
dred waviog aaleus, but mever returnsd
Men
and women went on voysgea into those
volceless sbyvsses, and no messenwéer has
returned to whisper a syllable of their
fata. Oh, vast, insatiate sea, that has
engulfed fleets nnd argosies, and ren-
dered no sccount of the destinles to
which the hast consigned them, we chal-
lenge thy unresponsive deflance, wa dare
thy secret depths!

Come with me, reader, to ths foam-
girt abores of rocky Nahant. We have
learned tosolve the mystery of the deep
sea. We will go down under its billows
and bring back tidings of the silent,
watery realm. How incessantly the great
waved bLreak on these porphyry oliffs!
They are white with rage at the unmoved
reslstence of the firm land, See, from
beyoud come the higher swells, like a
caravan of heaving mountaios, to con-
tinue the attack upon the shore. The
surface of the ses is afoam with moving
masses, which testify to a pitoh or ex-
citement at which we stand and tremble,
while transfixed by the sublimity of the
scene,

Here are the forms of seaweeds strown
along the shore—strange forms, beautl-
ful, decorative forms, which grow In the
gardens under the surf—torn up by this
battle of the billowz and the shore. They
tall us of quist retreats where the sea-
mosses grow, and the tempest seidom in-
trudea, Down into those peaosful gar-
dens wo gline—nalong the stormy slope
which separstes them from the howling
bescb—the drifting slope where the
sands are moving to and fro, and the
fragments tora from the porphyry coliffs
are beating their angles agsinst the bur-
fed ledges. Onward we glide, discover-
ersin & new realm, ontil our feet touch
the gardens of the ulvse—ths green and
black and purple ulvar — rooted
in the restful mud, stretching thelr

graceful lengths upward toward the
stormy surface, and the stimulating sun-
light, Nostorm s ragiox hers. The
agitations whioh stirabove resch this re-
treat as tander caressess, and the sway-
ing fronds nod trustful dallizsnce with
the rude forces of the waves, Bergid
the fringe of the kelp, snlopg parieires
still more protected, we tread upon the
tender forms of ths bronzs and pink and
yellow mosses which ouniy the flercost

: by adventureg ot

storma have hitherto brought to the
heach for o fimirstion—ceramiums,

in: §PR cerigide theigdniry
companions, . o :

a

life, whioh lo raptaféd on e 2
gied beauties Which the terribla temped
wrenches from their deep seourity.

We are less than half a mile beneath
the upper air and sunlight. But weara’
in the dim vestibule to the dark abysses
which lie beyond and below. The orea-
tures of the shors have scurried rbout ue
on our way—repelled by fear and at-
tracted by the novelty of trespassers on
their domain, Within this batf mile—
far within lt—are the homes of the fishes
with which are familirr. This 1s the realm
‘of the arftul crab and his case-mated
mllles—akulking In the forests of seaweed
Lo escape the hungry searoh of the roving
shark: In this zone hordes of swimming
and orawling oreatures proteot thelr
lives by strategy, and prolong them by
process., Now an auvttumosl cbill per-

vades the element whick Dbathes
us. On that summer day
which witnessed our  start, the

temperature of the water was perhaps 70
deg.—mnow it Is 40 deg. A twillght has
sottled down onus. Looking upward to-
ward the day which we have left, it is
but & yellowiah, dusky haze which over-
hangs. Clear as the water sppesred to
be, the sediment floated from the isnd,
seen through the distanoce of half s mile,
ebuts out the blue sky. ‘‘The dust ot
our continents to be'' ls seitling down
‘around us, and in snother age the pulpy,
rello-froighted sea Dbottomn will be up-
lifted Into daylight, and other populn-
tiomvrmuttluonnudullluhm
We puss on. Our distance from the
shore becomes such thst & mile of water
hangs over us. The sediments from the

ible.
%o bo no life. Ths
tvlllghtdonotpmmmotm
There are no more seawseds—only dis-

'unum

| sent by a devicus path

mmn. plantmaanlml—-lﬂnn m-
crosooplo and multiiudinous, Soat in
clouds around us and over us. Thoy are
dead forms—abandoned homes of tiuy
creatures which swarm about In the sun-
light near the surface. Abandoaned,
they are now settiing down through the
nbodes of midnight and silence, snd we
aro strewing the cold sea bettom with a
white and cohalky coze. We are two
miles beneath dsylight—shut In by s
wall as Impervious as if it were granite.

Beyond wus stretch the alopes of
the ocean's fioor, down ihree miles
deeper., These are the abysmal plains.

They cover helf the esrth’s surface. Our
thermometer has sunk to the freezing
point, It is some degrees isiow freezing,
yet this sea water does uot soiidify. The
pressure is four to five tons oo every
square inch of surface, The darkness is
total; the silence Is that of non-2xist-
snoe. We listen for the roar of the
waves at the surfsce nabove, A storm ia
raging there, A stout steamer is creak-
ing with the strains she can not long i~
dure, The mate s crving to the sailors
in an agouy of anxisty for the safety of
his fron ship, and the hundreds of pas-
sengers intrusted to its streogth, We
listen intently, but not a creéak of the
ship—not a blow of the wild waves sends
s sound into the abyssea whers we are
buried. Yet buot three milos separate us
from the storm. Crn three miles (reate
transitions so vest?

Wo crawl over the plains, No hilleand
valleys are here—no diversity of peak

and gorze and piatean. We are mired
in the Globigerinn and Pteropod ooZze—
the chalky precipitation from the tiny
populations which haye spent their lives
in sunlight near the surface—ooze the
acoumulation of a m:ilion yéara—the con-
tinuation of the chalk cliffs of England,
once an sbysmal sea bottom ke this.
But in the profourdest depths the rock
bas changed to & reddish clay, and this

remarkable product 1§ world-wide
In its distribotion. Here, too, de-
scends the dust blown from the

throats of voleapoes, and floated by the
trade-winds around half the clroumféer-
ence of the globe. Here ia the dust from
Krakaton, after flonting years in the
upper air, and paiuting 8 ruddy, glow in
a hundred supsst skies. And. falls
the meteoric dust—the ashes of " Gwrni-
out meteors that tlew swiftly for's il:loﬂ-
and years through the ntarpl
spaces—dnst which flashed u
vision of men who founded the eafiy’s
pires—mingled with cosmic duost
arrived from its slow jourusy
through the dark and sllent and md@fm-
less depihs of water.

We stand and gaze out into. the lﬂt‘k-
ness nod chill which rest againstius like
bodles Imbeded in s wall of mBsonry’.
Days msy pass, months and years,and
not & sound comes out of the solitufa
which imprisous ug; not a glesm reminds
us that natore is vofdead. We stand
a century, and nothing stirs—nmothing
thoss voiceless plalns of denth, though
ahove us sweep the atlll, majestio cur-
rents which bring frost from the pals,,

has been gathering since the mnn de
soended to taks possession of its mystgh
rious bed, shutting three-fifths of the
world 's surface from the obsarvation of
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This mud is the dust of centuries, whlah' W :

man. Mingled with the colay are the
relics of Ilarger oreatures which
have llved in the sen ‘where the

sunlight cheers 1ts populations—tasth
of sharks, ear-bones of whales—not the
ecoumulatious of yesterday or of 8 cen-
tury. They are the rolics of creatures
whose roce has died out—Tertiary
whales, the representatives of past cycles
of gealugic bistory. Noth‘lng chang
here. Cold and darkne yent decay.
Here by she mde of &

last winter are th X
oreatursys which dw

its of the
""__‘4;.1_'
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Here

ara pa!mozolo uﬂnom;—-
which s down through all the
sges of history, Iylng here,
sleeping. e Ilnanlmate organisms

omturies, obilled [nto
changzelfsspeas iike mammoth carcasses
encascqi i ice, still dreaming of the
middle #ges of the world, Here are
grotesque artioulates, perpetusted por-
traits of the qualut aooestors of the lob-
ster and the crab—archiio flshes whose
retarded development his Ieft them sges
behind in the march of progress. Few

threugh

and widely scattersd are these wander-
ers out of the world's sutigulty, ag
they hsve not strayed to gromter depth
than thres and one-third miies.

No ray of light, we said. But a phos
phorescent gilzam breaks through thé
wall of night. In the dlitance lsa figh-
like form bearing a curious mppendsge
which seems to serve him &% s lsntern.
It sheds a ghastly glow Into the thickness
of the solitude. This creature, then
has use for his eyes. Shut out from
nature's sunlight, he fa 8 fesble star to

-

out starlight and without ﬂyﬂ_ > 3
they are, but straoger than
pletured.

which would hold uu entire My
times over. Anotbor has |
l&:sm.m
thic phosphoresoence from Mu
bor's lanter=. Lifels nia!un—um.
que, vbsolete life, which 'ﬂqugn

ing 6t our times = uﬂmnn ‘
its date
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the love thas we expr
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of lite, hhe
Of death has been l:illh;-lnd In
uv-r lace
Of some dear is but empty spac.
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Anelent Gold Fringe.
Dry Goods Chronicls.

The exrllest torm spplied to the 7
fringes that bordered the garments of %
ancients, and that are supposad to DA™
‘givon theides of Inco, was Auriplryeio®:
**The Phrygian embroldsrers in gold 8%

| sitver weee world tamed, apd beuce '

‘word, though the work was not neee ™"
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