
CALDWELL TKIBÜNE. 
KTIit NKNKfCItU HKORi, »»iiblUber». 

OA!.DWELL, IDAHO. 

l»OV. A«K8. of MassacliusnlUi lost 
Iii rlv-iwo pounds during bis roc.„nt 
ÜLLLL'.SS . 

*1 HK rebels of Morocco killed Prince 
JIiiloc and 200 cavalrymen who had 
bwHii sent by tliu emperor to troal with 
I he in. 

ABOUT 75,000 sotUhera watermelon* 
are eold in New York every day. 
Most of them come from Georgia and 
Florida. 

RICIIAICD HENBY STODDARD has 
written only one poem during the past 
yeitr. HL» self-control is much to be 
commended. 

JAY GOULD bought a ticket on a 
Iiorse at (ho Saratoga race-course a 
few days ago. It is superfluous to add 
that l»o won. 

IT is stated that nursery stock of all 
kinds, as well as vegetable and flower 
seeds, nre much cheaper in this coun
try than in England. 

GEOKGK BULL, the bookmaker, made 
815,000 ut the Saratoga race-course 
last Tuosday. It was evident that Bull 
had the the correct steer. 

TUB Chinese Minister at Washing
ton has developed a great fondness for 
watching professional basebalL He 
never y%lls at tlie umpire. 

THERE is a coachman at Saratoga 
who is attracting a good deal of at
tention by his wonderful resemblance 
to the picture of the first Duke of 
Wellington. 

IN many parts of Great Britain it is 
customary to remove hivos of bees 
from farms to the mountains in the 
month of August» so as to give the 
bees an opportunity to collect honey 
from flowers that blossom late in the 
season. 

MORE CLYDESDALE horses have 
boon exported from Scotland this 
year than during any previous sea
son. About an equal number were 
sent to the United States and Canada. 
A large number was sont to South 
America and to Australia. 

THERE are many indications that 
Devon cattle will soon be in fashion 
agaiu and within a very short time. 
In most parts of Australia they are 
preferred to animals of any breed, 
lu being driven long distances to mar
ket tliev lose less in weight than Here-
fords and Short-Horns. 

THE Mikado of Japan has almost fin
ished Iiis new palace, which has taken 
six years for its construction. There are 
100 rooms in the build.ng. and the din-
ning-hall will seat 127 guests. The 
furniture of the state department came 
from Germany, Not the least interest
ing object in the palace is an Ameri
can piano. 

THE Paris Qauloia announces the en
gagement at Paris of Mrs. Joseph 
Riggs, of Washington, to the Prinoe 
K us poli, whose brother was married a 
few years to Miss Curtis, sister of the 
iivorced wife of the Marquis of Talley
rand Perigord. The Buspolls nre one 
of the most ancient families of the 
Roman aristocracy. 

THERE is nothing more highly rel-
ishod by hogs than charcoal. They 
will help themselves to it, ami it will 
prevent disorders of tho bowels. The 
best mode of giving it is when It is 
fresh,and if placod in tho fire and heat-
Bd occasionally it will be more serv
iceable. It corrects the ncidity of the 
stomach, and as it is cheap a supply 
should be kept constantly in oach pen. 

WniLE tho collie dog is a very use
ful animal wlieu taught to drivo sheep 
and cattle, ret lie should never ba al
lowed to chase them or frighten thom 
in any manner. Cows naturally have 
an aversion to dogs of all kinds, and 
when they experience fear the effect 
is such as to iujure the milk. Cows 
should be brought from the pasture 
leisurely aud in uo m turn or worried or 
excited. 

NEARLY all the farm toaming,' plow
ing. eta, on tho Cumberland plateau 
is done by oxen, which have been 
raised and are principally maintained 
on tho range. Thore are many good 
animals — smart steppers — among 
them and the prices are rated from 
$40 to $80 per yoke. Occasionally an 
sxtra pair from 4 to 6 years old are 
worth $100 and weigh 1,200 to 1,400 
pouiu'.s each. 

AN ex-member of the New Jersey 
Horticultural society trained a plum 
tree against tho side of his House and 
inclosed it in mosquito nettting, and 
was rewarded for his pains by twenty-
two quarts of plums. It might be well 
to rig up a batymock between two 
stout plum trees for tho amusemeut of 
the children, connecting adjacent trees 
by wire, so that if two are shaken, 
all aro shaken to the confusion of 
the gcntlo cureulo. 

REPORTS from brooders who have 
given the mutton breeds a trial show 
ihat it is not unusual to produce 
wethers that will weigh two hundred 
pounds when 1 year old, the lambs cau 
» easily made to weigh sixty pounds 
when S months old. There is a fair 
srop of wool secured, but it is moro 
profitable to produco mutton. The 
mutton of well-bred sheep not only 
jr ves a profit by reason of the extra 
weight attained, but a higher price ia 
M so received owing to botter quality 
as compared with the ordinary com
mon sheep. 

THE military career of Col. John & 
Mason, who has been placed on tlie 
retired list after forty-one years of 
lervice is suggestive. He was gradu
ated at West Point, served in the Mex
ican war as lieutenant of artillery and 
at the outbreak of the civil war was a 
captain in the regular army. 
In the volunteer service he 
attained the rank of brigadier-
general, and for meritorious servioea 
was made brevet brigadier-general ia 
the regular army. But at the close of 
the war his actual rank was only that 
of major in the regular armv. It waa 
not until 1883 that he became a colon-
b1. Forty-five years ago ho entered 
West Point. H>s reward» for faithful-
y serving his country in two war» 
»vera not great 

UNCLE SAX'S XMftY BAGS. 

Wfcy ttnifm irt Hot Allowed to laopcet Them 
—Dlaappolgtnrat WoaM Beult. 

"You must excuse me, madam. I 
am sorry tö disoblige you. But it is 
« ̂ imperative order that no one shall 

' enter the vault«. You would not be 
permitted to go around alone, and 
we can spare no one to act a« an es
cort." 

This was the firm but polite reply 
of the Ü. 8. Sub-Treasury to a lady 
from the country who had applied 
for permission to inspect the gold 
and silver in the vaults. She had, in 
company with a gentleman, asked 
Capt. Thomas Sampson^ the special 
detective in charge of the. Pine street 
door, for the same privilege. He had 
while giving her no encouragement, 
referred the two strangers to the 
cashier. A look of disappointment 
passed over the lady's face as the an
swer was received. 

"You would be surprised," said thé 
cashier to a reporter for thé Mail Änd 
express as the two turned away and 
passed out of the building by the 

; Wall street door, "How many per
sons ask to be allowed the privilege 
of rambling through the vaults. 
They are invariably strangers to the 
city. We hare to refuse them, as it 
would interfere with business, besides 
which the tour would only result in 
disappointment, as they would really 
be able to see nothing. 

"But have vou not hundreds of 
millions of dollars in coin itt this 
building? Surely that would be 
worth seeing," 

"It is true We have large amounts 
öf mOïïey here, but strangers would 
Ylot be able to see it, even if accord
ed the privilege of going around 
wherever they pleased. They might 
hear the jingle of the gold and silver 
in the coin division, on the right and 
left hand of the Pine street entrance, 
as the specie is being weighed out 
and handled at the rate of $100,000 
a day; but thiB can be done without 
a permit. They would not, however, 
be able, in conseqence of the screens, 
to see a single piece of gold, silver, 
nickel ar copper., unless transacting 
business therein. On certain days, 
when the government is paying off 
its employes in this city, pensioners 
drawing their pensions, or bond
holders are collecting interest, they 
might see a long line of persons wait
ing to reach the paying tellers win
dow. They would see little money 
except in the hands of the persons 
receiving it, although hundreds of 
thousands of dollars might be paid 
out. The cashier's window possesses 
little interest to strangers, as there 
is no money to be seen there. The 
receiving teller's branch on the op
posite of the rotunda is not attrac
tive to sight-seekers, for although 
from $500,000 to $1,000,000 are 
handled daily in United States notes, 
the screen hides the valuable pieces 
of paper from the view of outsiders." 

"But you have large quantities of 
United States notes of different de
nominations in this building?" 

"Yes, but they are packed away in 
safes. If the doors were opened a 
stranger would only see the ends of a 
few bundles of paper. This would 
certainly dissapoint a sightseeker, 
notwithstanding the fact that over 
forty-five millions of dollars may thus 
be 'stored away. Now, there is the 
bondclerk's bureau,in theWallstreet 
corner, opposite the Assistant Treas
urer's room. A stranger could see 
very little there, although transac
tions in millions might be going on. 
And in the Assistant Treasurer's 
room there is no display of wealth, 
despite the fact that he has under his 
care about $200,000,000 of treasure 
in one shape or the other. But no 
permit is necessary to see all I have 
alluded to, except the safe where the 
notes are kept." 

"But what about the gold?" 
"That is kept in two safes built in

to the masonry. Even if these doors 
were opened a stranger would only 
see a couple of whitened rooms with 
a lot of iron boxes. The gold is en
closed in bags, tied and sealed, and 
locked up in the boxes, which are al
so sealed. We could tell them with
out opening the safe doors that in 
each safe are about $58,000,000 in 

Sold coin, for they could see no evi-
ence of the coin, even if they went 

into the vault, beyond the presence 
of the iron boxes. Certainly there 
could be little satisfaction in that to 
a sight-seeker, besides taking up the 
time of the government employes." 

"But the silver coin is to bulky to 
be packed away in boxes. That 
would be a sight worth seeing?" 

"Not half as much as the one that 
can be seen every day by the passing 
strangers when sliver coin is being 
sent away in bags from the Pine 
street entrance. Then a number of 
bags containing $1,000 each will be 
wheeled along on a hand truck to 
the entrance, thence lifted to some 
vehicle and carted a\jwiy. The silver 
coin is deposited in a "vault fifty-eight 
feet long by twenty-six feet broad 
and twelve ïtet high. It is put up in 
bags, which are piled one upon anot her 
like grain in a barn. So far as an 
outside observer is concerned the 
bags might contain oats or corn for 
any opportunity he could have to 
tell the difference. They are kept out 
of reach by massive iron bars. A 
stranger might be in formed that 
there are in the bags $31,000,000 in 
silver dollars and $10,000,000 or 
more in subsidiary silver coin. But 
he could be told this just as well up
stairs. The visits to the vaults 
would not give any one ocular or 
sensible confirmation of the state
ment, as he could neither see nor 
touch the coin. So it would only be 
a waste of the visitor's time as well as 
that of the government officials." 

She Owns 700 Horses. 

Miss Kitty C. Wilkins, who haswon 
the title of "The Equine Queen ot 
Idaho," is at the Paxton. When a 
Herald reporter called upon the 
young lady last night he expected to 
find an orthodox cowgirl, "with 
sword and pistol by her side." In
stead of this, however, he was con
fronted by a most gracious young 
lady, who bore every evidence of 
having beeh educated in some mod
ern seminary. And so she was. At 
the convent of San Jose, Cal., Miss 
Wilkins received a thorough educa
tion. ' She is a handsome girl, whose 
face mirrors every indication of her 
ability to get along in this world by 
the aid of her own ideas. The young 
lady is Western born and bred. She i 
is tall, with a high forehead and reg- ! 
ular features, which betoken charac
ter, and may possibly be termed a 
blonde. 

"I have been referred to as the 
cattle queen/' said Miss Wilkins, 

"bat this is incorrect. The Wilkins 
Company of Idaho own both hoiw 
and cattle and this ié how thé hiis-
take originated, but my own speci
alty is horse». I now Own between 

! 700and 800 of my own. They are Per-
j eherons, Morgans, Normans, Ham-
| bletonians, and so On-. I havë ho 
! native Oregon of Spanish horses nt 
i all. Besides thèse t now have, if von 
1 will excuse my speaking in the first 
person singular, I have sold a great 
many hundreds. I could not begin 
to tell how many. 

"Do I like living ttWày in Idaho? 
Oh? so ttttich? 1. am perfectly fasci
nated With it. I go out to rOünd up 
in the Spring end Fall, and enjoy 
myself t-Ver so much. It is a fasci
nating business and grows upon you. 

"It was real romantic, the way I 
got my start. The way of it was 
this: Over twenty years ago my 
parents had removed to Oregon and 
were returning to San Francisco, 
when our friends gathered round to 
give Us mementoes of varibüs sorts. 
When they got to me they said: 'Well, 
now, she's Only a little thing (I was 
but two years Old then), we'll just 
give heT some money to be invested 
for her.' Two of them gave me a 20-
dollar gold piece each. Shortly after 
returning here, my father concluded ! 
to go to Idaho and engage in the 1 

stock business. He went to Oregon ! 
and bought a lot of horses. When ! 
he went to pay over the money he ! 
bethought him of my $40, and seeing 
a fine little filly yet left, offered the j 
$40 for her. The owner valued her 
at $80, but, seeing that my father 
was taking the others he finally con
cluded to let this one gO, even if it 
was for less than she was worth. 
From the increase all my bands have 
come. Of course, I could tell you of 
many ups and downs, for it was not 
always smooth sailing back in those 
early days,as I grew up from childhood 
but I need not enlarge upon this. At 
length I came to San Jose to school, 
put in three or four years, and in ad- ! 
dition travelled considerably in Amer
ica, seeing all the cities and many 
of the great natural curiosities. 

"But when I got back to Idaho I 
was so lonesome I didn't know what 
to do. I used to say to my mother 
then, the only man I cared anything 
about," the handsome girl said with 
a smile, "was the man in the moon." 

"I got over being so lonesome, 
though, in a little time, and now I 
am already homesick to get back. 
As I said, the stock business is very 
fascinating, and horses are verv 
profitable, much more so than cattle. 

A three or four year old steer, for 
instance, is *v ort h but $20, while a 
horse of the same age is worth $85 
or $100, anyhow. Another thing 
horses are much more easily raised 
and do not require half the care. 
They paw away the snow and get at 
the grass much better than cattle. 
Last year the average loss of cattle 
in Idaho was sixty per cent. Some 
owners lost all they had. 

Although our home and many of 
our corrals and buildings are on the 
Bruneau River, fifty miles southeast 
of Boise city and twenty-two south 
of Mountain House, the station on 
the Oregon short line, our range is 
seventy-five miles away. It is what is 
known as the '71 range,' and it is 
there that many cattle and horse 
owners gather twice a year to sort 
over and brand. I go out there every 
year and look on and see how the 
stock is coming in. I ride a great 
deal, but I don't take part in the 
roundup. As many as forty men are 
oftentimes out rounding up and cut
ting out stock there during the sea
son, and things are very likely. 

"Ishoot a good deal, that is, I am 
a good shot, but I don't often go 
hunting, although there is lots of fine 
game. 

The cause of Miss WTilkins's visit to 
Omaha is that she has two carloads 
of Hambletonian horses, which she 
has brought to this market to dis
pose of. The energetic little lady will 
experience slight difficulty in dispos
ing of her stock to good advantage. 
She lias a national reputation as a 
girl who has labored earnetly to ad
vance her own interests, and her 
energy and herself the wild and wool
ly West is exceedingly proud.—Omaha 
Herald. 

A Gypsy's Magic Power. 
St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 

During ten days past a band of 
gypsies have been camped in the 
wood near here. They left a few 
days ago. This morning a well-to-
do and intelligent farmer called at a 
detective's office and made the fol
lowing statement: 

"I live about seven miles south of 
Manchester. My wife has been in 
bad health for some time. Recently 
she came to Manchester. About one 
mile beyond Manchester there was a 
gypsy's camp. My wife had a talk 
with one f, f the gypsies. This gypsv 
informed her that they could restore 
her to her health, and requested her 
to come next day and bring me, her 
husband with her. On Saturday my 
wife and myself visited their camp. 
I was in feeble health myself. I was 
informed by one of the gypsies, if I 
would put two dollars in her hand 
for good luck, she would for the ad
ditional sum of ten dollars restore 
us both to perfect health. I had 
with me at that time thirty-two 
dollars. I accepted her offer. I put 
two dollars in her hand. She then 
said I must put the ten dollar note 
on my hand and blow my breath on 
it and place it on her hand. "Now,' 
said she, 'take the next ten-dollar 
note from the roll and place it on 
your hand, blow your breath and 
place it on my hand,' and thus I 
continued until I |had placed the 
thirty two dollars, all I had, on her 
hand. 'Now,' said she, 'you take 
your hands and fold them up. I 
don't want to touch them. If I do 
it will destroy the magic power.' 

"Having folded as directed, she 
took the money thus folded and 
placed it in her bosom and said: 
'Now you and your wife come here 
next Saturday, and you will each 
be restored to perfect health, and I 
will then return you this money, 
except the $2 which you laid in my 
hands lor good luck, and the $10 
which I charge you for the cure. I 
shall have to keep all the money, 
otherwise the magic power will leave 
me.' " 

The farmer told further that when 
he returned to see the gypsy, the 
camp had been taken up, and he 
wanted to know how to get his 
money back. 

"0, mother," cried a North Side 
youngster who had been visiting an 
elder brother in school, "I learned 
lots to-day." 

"What was one thing you learn
ed?" asked the fond parent. 

"I learned that in the 'rithmetic, 
class," was the reply, "that the 
square of the base anil perpondicuar 
of a right-handled triangle is equlul 
to the sum of the hippotamus. 

HOW TO MÂkË LOVE; 
Varions Expressions of thé Tender 

Passion; 
If in the spring a young mail's fancy 

lightly turns to thoughts Of j&ve; 
filohg Übout this Seasön, that of the 
novelist seems to patterh after dög-
dayweather, or else the old lady'é 
grog, which had to be "hot, strong, 
sweet and plenty of it." And as so 
universal a tendency is proof positive 
that the public likes fairly that sort 
of thing, we have been at the pains 
to delve through cubic yards of recent 
fiction and bring up specimen nuggets 
for its delectation. 

First in right of age and "thrill" 
eomes this from "The Maiden 
Widow,''by Mrs. E. Ds N\ Southworth, 
the which thé publisher's ndteâsBUféft 
us is the most popular Work Of its 
bhenomenälly popular WriteiS ähd 
from it we get this bit of the old two-
ply, copper-bottomed love-making, 
all on the surface and unvexed with 
subtleties that spell-bound readers in 
the days when we were young 

"Haley," said Clarence, softly and 
sadly, "dear Haley, why have you 
denied yourself to me for almost a 
week past? Tell me, my love." 

She did not answer. 
"Tell me, dear Haley." 
She continued silent. 
"Why, Haley! why! tellmewhyyou 

have avoided me so constantly?" he 
Continued to plead, trying to draw 
her nearer to him. 

"Well, then, if you must know, it is 
because I couldn't bear to see you— 
there," exclaimed Haley in despera
tion. 

A look of profoundest pain shot 
across the boy's face. 

"How have I offended 
you, Haley?" he inquired, 
dropping on one knee at her 
feet, taking her hand and looking be
seechingly in her face. 

"By the way you went on that 
night—frightening me out of my wits 
and into all sorts of absurdities," 
exclaimed Halcyone, snatching her 
hand from his clasp. 

"Is that the reason you have been 
so changed within the last few days 
as your guardian says you have 
been—is that the reason, Halcyone?" 

"Well, yes, it is, there," she cried, 
jerking herself away from him. 

"Well, I am answered. Heaven 
bless you Halcyone. Good-by," he 
exclaimed, rising from his knees and 
turning to go out. But there was 
Buch white despair in his fair young 
face that in the midst of her anger 
Halcyone was struck with pity and 
terror. Like lightning she darted 
after him,laid her hand upon his arm 
and exclaimed: 

"Don't go, Clary, ^dear. I didn't 
mean all I said^indeöd I didn't." 

He turned and fixed his mournful 
blue eyes full upon her saying: 

"Halcyone, it is too true that I 
cannot live without your love and 
the hope of your hand. But if you 
cannot love me, Halcyone, if my 
hope is your fear, why then I would 
die Halcyone, I would rather die 
than make you unhappy." 

"But I should be very unhappy if 
you were to die, Clary. Indeed I 
should, dear, for I do love you; I do 
indeed." She earnestly insisted 
holding on to him all the time lest 
lie should escape and do himself a 
mischief. 

But his countenance cleared in an 
instant. 

"You do love me, Haley?" 
"Yes, I do." 
"Then what makes you so change

able?" 
"I am not changeable, only I am a 

capricious little wretch, I suppose." 
"I would knock any man down who 

said so. You are an angel, Halcyone 
—since you realy do love me—tell me 
when you will make me happy," he 
eagerly entreated." 

As this specimen brick is not from 
the main love story at all, but from 
one flung in for good measure, as it 
were, it will at once be seen here's 
richness indeed. As gray-haired, if 
not so venerable, is this bit from 
"Beyond Compare,"by Charles Gib
bon, a high-pressure romance all the 
way from Chicago. 

When Elwin entered the room where 
Berta was waiting, there was little 
need of the explanation which was 
given by-and-by. The outstretched 
hands, the bright welcome in the eyes, 
and the flush of joy which gave col
or to the pale cheeks were enough to 
satisfy the most exacting lover, even 
without the tender exclamation: 

"Elwin! you have come—you are 
safe. Dad said you would come. I 
am thankful," 

Then, when his arms was round 
her, and he had kissed the joyful 
tears away, sheadded, "Iamhappy." 

Elwin could not speak for a little 
while, and then it was only to mut
ter in a voice which was made almost 
fierce by his efforts to control it into 
steadiness: 

"My darling—forgive me. How 
blind I must have been to doubt in 
spite of all the proofs before me—in 
spite of your own words." 

But when he lea rned by what means 
those words were forced from her, 
what she had suffered, and what ef
forts she had made to enable him to 
understand the cause she was pursu
ing—efforts which were constantly 
frustrated by Brasnet, he set his 
teeth hard. 

"I am glad he is beyond my reach," 
he said. 

She put her hand upon his mouth. 
"Hush! he has been punished in the 

moment when he thought himself 
triumphant over us all." 

Any experienced novel reader will 
know that is from way over in the 
back, and that so far as we are per
mitted to see them in print, they 
lived happy ever after. Nor will he— 
or more properly she—need to be told 
that this intense presentiment of the 
woeful wooing of lovers wedded to 
somebody else is quite English, you 
know—being, in fact, from "Philip 
Earnscliffe; or, the Morals of May-
fair," that which all good Americans 
know to be in rather a bad way. 

They had now reached the river, 
whose liquid masses floated by in 
their black stillness beneath them, 
and Marguerite shuddered as the 
chilly air from the water struck up 
on her heated cheek. She shrank to 
Philip's side, and his blood became 
fire as he felt her slight form cling
ing, as it were, to him for protection. 
He thought of the world's cold 
breath, already raised to wither 
Marguerite's good fame, and— 
strange sophistry!—felt that his 
honor constituted him, her protec
tor. 

"Philip, you could not urge me 
thus, if it were wrong. You are so 
much better and wiser than I— | 
Philip! will it really make you hap
pier if I once more tell you the secret j 
of my existence—the secret that will t 
make my whole life a blank ever- ! 
more? Then hear me—I love yon ' 

mm 

still eis I did at Kelsaint!" 
He# Vow*» pank to the lowest 

whisper, but Earnscliffl? hMijd it 
still: He seized both her éold nandtj 
suddenly within his owri— . 

"Marguerite!"—(his voice,- too; 
was low and altered in its sound 
from what ght* had ever knöwn it 

j before)—"let this moment; then, 
decide our destiny: You say that 

j you lové Hie still—that that lové 
will make yOur whole life a blank 
without me—be mine, then, I know 
the sacrifice I ask of you—the sacri
fice of a good name, of position, of 
ell that women hold dear, and that 

t against this, my passionate love, 
I my utter devotion, are all that I 
j have to offer. Come with me to an-
j other country, where in our love all 
! the disappointments of the past 

j shall be forgotten, and we will live 
for each other alone;" and his arm 
Was thrown round her trembling 
forifl: 

But Marguerite even yet shrunk 
back: "Let me gd!" she Whispered^ 
very faintly. "Let me return to my 
home—to my husband; I will not 
bring dishonor upon him!" 

"As you will, madam!" He releas
ed his hold instantly. "I was wrong 
in supposing that for my love you 
could so readily give up your fair 
fame. You speak of his honor, and 
forget that I, too, should forfeit 
every ambition, every prospect in 
life, and deem their loss as nothing 
if I possessed you. Oh, Marguerite!' 
his voice sinking again into its 
deepest, most passionate tenderness, 
"forgive me! I know not what I say. 
I cannot loose you! Oh, Marguerite, 
Marguerite! remember all the years 
that we have loved each other—that 
you were mine, in heart at least, be
fore your husband ever knew you— 
that years ago you promised me 
never to love another." 

"Philip I have kept my word." 
"Then redeem it now—now when 

all my happiness depends on your 
decision." 

"Philip—ah, may God help me!— 
I can have no will but yours." 

He folded her to his breast; he 
knew that she was his. But even at 
that moment he could hear the un
natural throbbing of her heart, and 
and mark that the face upturned to 
his was one of agony. The hell of a 
fallen angel had already begun, 
with the first breath of guilt a dark 
shadow had fallen over Marguerite's 
love. 

"Mine, mine!" whispered Earns
cliffe, tenderly. "Death only shall 
part us now." 

"Death!' she repeated with a shud
der; "yes, you are right to speak of 
death—u 

"When years of radiant life are 
spread before us? In Italy, in the 
sweet south my Marguerite, we shall 
at length be happy together—happy 
as we should have been long ago, if 
fate had not divided us." 

"Aye, fate!" she answered, dreamily; 
"there was an evil fate in my mother's 
destiny and in mine. Both married 
where they could not love; she died 
young, as I shall." 

"My own love, do not speak of dy
ing. In my new-born joy do not 
cause me the torture of thinking that 
I could ever lose you." 

"Philip, I am yours—wrong, lost 
though I may be—I am yours. I 
shall never part from you now. My 
love is interwoven with my very life, 
and can only end with it. But it 
will not be for very long. Something 
tells me, even at this moment, that I 
shall die. When the summer comes 
again, and you are breathing another 
warm night such as this, you will be 
alone; but you will still think fondly 
of me, still hold my remembrance 
dearer than all other, and in that 
thought is almost happiness suffi
cient." 

She looked up at him with one of 
those ineffably sweet smiles that I 
never saw on any countenance but 
hers, and laid her head upon his arm. 
The gesture was so natural, so in
nocent, so like Marguerite, so unlike 
guilt, that Earnscliffe's conscience 
recoiled even yet from her betrayal. 
"My life's devotion must atone to 
her for all she loses, was his inward 
resolution while he bent over the 
pale, upturned face. 

As though any human devotion 
could make atonement for sin to a 
nature like hers. 

This is the way young women 
shoot "Society Rapids"—at least if 
we may believe "one in 
the swim," who poses as auth
or—and we wish to remark that to 
our poor mind the ear-marks of rap
idity crop out over the whole per
formance, which purposes further to 
be "A story of real life at Wash
ington, Saratoga and Bar Harbor." 

Eveline, though dancing all the 
time felt no great interest in any one 
there, and at 12 o'clock she darted 
from the room, unobserved by Miss 
Lawrence, wrapped herself quickly in 
her cloak and started to cross the 
hall, when Victor Von Vroom, seeing 
her unattended, offered to escort her. 
She assented and he went with her 
to the carriage. 

Then it was that the .demon 
prompted her with, "Now for a 
trial." She smilingly leaned toward 
him and said: 

"Is this the end of your gallantry? 
Am I to go home alone?" 

This unexpected inquiry touched 
the conceit of the man, and, without 
hesitation, he replied: 

"I will detain you but a second 
while I get my coat." 

He hurried into the house, return
ing enveloped in a sable-lined ulster. 

Taking his place at her side, off 
rolled the carriage with its two occu
pants. 

"I do not know what you will think 
of me," began Eveline apologetically 
in a deprecating tone. 

At that moment she felt a hand 
stealing over her cloak and clasping 
hers as he replied: 

"I only think you are charming!" 
Her first impulse was to free her 

hand; then, remembering the new role, 
it was left locked in his. 

"You are rather bold, thoughl" 
she said. 

"I? I have done nothing wrong!" 
"Why, look, you are still holding 

my hand!" 
"I wish I could hold more!" 
Eveline felt, outside of her velvet 

wrap, a strong arm encircling and 
trying ho draw her nearer. Not pre
pared for this demonstration she 
drew back, and then began a tilt of 
indignation, which was ended by 
their arrival at the .house of Mrs. 
Eurlburt. 

Here is the continuation—what 
happened at Von Vroom's first call. 

The next day Eveline sat balancing 
her crimson mule on the tip of her 
foot and balancing in her mind 
whether she should remain by her 
cozey fireside or go out on a round 
of visits when Von Vroom's card was 
brought to her. She was totally un
prepared for such piomptitude, but 
concluded to see him, as he might 
have come to apologize. 

WThen Eveline entered the room, 
Victor Von Vroom rose » agerly from 
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the sofa and taking her hand, which 
he retained, said, looking down into 
hef fa«*: "I pame to inquire it you 
tiObl? ccjld last night 

'"Ccild!" she excldimecj,' with à laugh, 
"Why,-1 thought it father warm." 

Still holding her hand, hi" drew 
Eveline toward the sofa.but-instead ot 
complying, she dropped into the first 
arm chair:. Von Vroom released the 
hànd and dreW up ä tabouret directly 
in front Of her. 

"Our sensations have different baro
meters, for to me it was cold;" 

Determined not to subscribe to his 
allusion, she replied inpassively: 

"And all that sable could not pro
tect you from chill?" 

Von Vroom leaned forward, took 
up her hand, and, fixing his eyes on 
her, said: 

"Do you know that you froze me, 
that you did not give me theslighest 
pressure from one of these dainty 
lingers?" 

"For what result?" she asked: 
"It would hate warmed me just a 

trifle. Ah, cruel Miss Mason!'' 
There was no response from Eve

line. Von Vroom glanced rapidly 
into her face, as if to instruct himself 
how far he might go, or to read 
there some play of emotion, or an
swering look of encouragement. But 
there was only a placid, calm gaze 
from those innocent orbs that a lit
tle baffled him. 

Then casting down his eyes, they 
fell on the pretty hand, which she 
had previously withdrawn, now lying 
in relief against the dark dress, and 
taking it up, he asked: 

"How many rings do you sport on 
one hand?" and began counting, 
"One—two—three—four." 

"How is it possible that can inter
est you. Mr. Von'Vroom!" said Eve 
line, making an effort for its liberty. 

"It does for they must have a his
tory. This solitaire diamond came 
from mamma: the sapphire and dia
mond from your aunt; and on this 
finger, the circlet is an heirloom; arid 
this little garde ring above is your 
gift to yourself for its security." 

"Only one have you guessed cor
rectly, Mr. .Edipus!" said Eveline, 
with a laugh, at which he carried the | 
hand to his lips and said kissing it: 

"One for each ring!" 
Eveline now tried to disengage it 

from his clasp, when he said: 
"Oh, if I am to lose it, I must not 

omit a farewell to the rings!" and he 
thereupon re-enacted the same farce. 
This rather amused her. 

"Why is it I have never known you 
before, said Von Vroom, "both 
living in the same town?" and he be
gan playing with the lace on her 
sleeve. 

"You were in pursuit of tulips and 
other gaudy flowers, and not look
ing for lillies of the valley, curled up 
in their leaves." 

"Au contraire, I have seen this lilj' 
many times, and admired it from a 
distance. But I do not know of any 
gaudy tulip that had particularly at
tracted me." 

After reading all this it is perhaps 
worth while to know that Van Vroom 
is not, in the end the one chosen of 
all the many called, and to moralize 
faintly on the changing times and 
manners, since the rule of well-bred 
womanhood was noli me tangere. 
The former times may have been no 
whit better—or even, it may well bo 
a trifle worse than these—but there 
can be no question that they wero 
more dignified and decorous, and 
had somewhat of Turveydrop's de-

Kortment even in matters of the 
eart. But love at Washington, Bar 

Harbor, or almost anywhere else 
must pall and faint before affairs of 
"Napoleon Smith," whose author is 
more mysterious than Donnelly's 
cipher or relation of the Mills bill to 
the building of the pyramids. For 
it is Parisian-of-the-commune, all 
raw-head and bloody-bones, and 
smells o' gunpowder, with a flavor 
of La Dame aux Camellias. 

"In that last sortie a piece of an 
exploding shell wounded Napoleon 
Smith for the third time in exactly 
the same spot! All my work was 
away, and Napoleon Smith is again 
without memory, education or intelli
gence. He will live, but for years he 
must be educated like a child. Ho 
will be brought up to the intelligence 
of manhood with great care, in ten 
years. A nurse is with him who cared 
for him when he was here before. Now, 
if any one here loves him well enough 
to lead him back to manhood by 
tender care, here is your chance. Do 
you wish to see him?" Aimee stood 
with lier hands over her face, and 
tears streaming through her Angers. 
Sturgis was pale as he listened to the 
strange story. Hippolyte Boh was 
horror-stricken. I will confess that 
an uncanny feeling came over me as 
I heard that such a fate had again 
overtaken Napoleon Smith. I shud
dered as I listened. When we all 
signified otr desire to visit the pa
tient, Dr. Mortlake led the way up
stairs. 

"Do not be any more afraid of dis
turbing him than you would be of 
talking before a baby a year old. Ho 
has about that amount of intelligence 
now," said the doctor, before we en
tered the room. 

How well I knew what I was to see. 
The same brawny form. The same 
smiling face, and—yes, the same 
loving look at the black-eyed nurse, 
who stood beside his chair. And she 
—somehow she was different. Her 
fierce eyes were subdued. A look of 
resignation was on her face and an 
ivory cross hung on her breast, sus
pended by a ribbon. Then she tried 
to hiove away, but her patient 
reached out his hand and drew her 
back. 

Aimee approached near to the chair, 
extending her hands. 

"Napoleon, do you know me?" she 
said. 

A childish smile was all the recogni
tion she received. With a sob she 
drew back. 
"En avant !" shouted Hippolyte Boh 

to hfs old comrade. Smith lifted his 
hands and smiled as innocently as a 
baby. It was too much for the lieu
tenant, and he wept. 

"As I understand it," said the doc
tor, "this man has no relatives. II 
he has formed any attachment to 
any person which -would give them 
a claim upon him. I wish to know 
it. Nothing but a supreme love can 
make the care of this man a pleasuu 
as well as a duty. Does any one here 
know of such a friend or lover?" 

Ah! how well Aimee now undei-
stood the words ol Le Noir. She 
staggered back,and curiously enough, 
Sturgis caught her and held her hand. 

"Oh, heaven!" she cried, "I cannot 
—I cannot! It was the man, the he
ro, I worshiped." 

I saw the tremendous drama enact 
ing before my eyes aud said: 

"Let no one here make a mistake. 
This man, Napoleon Smith, is richei 
than an Indian prince, ff money can 
eke out tho dregs of love, he lin 
money enough to hire all the nurse.-
in Paris. Remember {hat," said 
fiercely. 

Monsieur the secretary mil 

know," said Hippoly t"; '.ViM^?»narhi« 
hands in desprecht ion, "t'i.If H 
would be impossible for Aimee in bei' 
new position as head of agreat house 
to sacrifice «11 for the brave captain. 
Is it not so, fneiids'f must ap
pear fri society, you set*/ Ah? it I» 
sad/' ftrJd he' drew back. 

Sturgis stood siMif, Watching the 
terrible play of emotions' rt lover I 
of sport watches the mad contest in ! 
the ring. î 

"it Wits for this I called you here," I 
said the doctof, IW his calm, meth- j 
odical voice.- "Yo'oflW th* patient, 
you see the task and the' Cdiiiplicil- j 
tions of lo\ve, interest nnd pride, ' 
This man was a lover who would 
creep up the gleaming face of the 
abyss to win a look from a maiden's 
eye. He thought no more of facing 
death in quest of his love than 
he would to breathe the zeph
yrs of his American hills. 
He was a king in bat
tle but a slave in love, Now he is 
smitten down, and lies a noble ruin. 
Is there no gentle hand to train the 
ivy of affection over Iiis blighted life7 
Warriors were wont to be solaced in 
death or in wounds by the ministra
tions of love at some gentle hand. 
This man was a Baynard, a gentle 
knight to us all, and now shall we 
cast him out to the charity of 
strangers?" 

Aimee was crouched down against 
the wall, moaning: "I cannot, I can
not!" 

The doctor went on in his merciless 
address. "Then, I ask, is there no 
one who loves the vase for its fra
grance after it is crushed? Is there 
no one who can see in the statute de
faced and stained the outlines of a 
beauty once fashioned by the Mas
ter's hand? What! do we hate the 
mother when her golden locks are 
gray? Do we spurn the father when 
hie eyes are sunken and blind? Does 
the mother cast away the crooked 
and deformed child when it yearns 
for her bosom? Is there no one who 
ttill loves the ruin of this brave 
man?" 

Then the dark-eyed nurse, with cat
like tread, came and stood before the 
chair of Napoleon Smith and said, in 
a ringing tone and with extended 
hand: 

"See, messieurs, I was beneath him 
and a thing of shame. They called me 
I.cNoir. I sa w him strong and pure as 
a young god, and my heart went out 
to him. 1 tried to buy his love. He 
spurned me away. His pure, brave 
young life made me ashamed, and I 

!
ilunged into mad crime to bury in 
brgetfulness my love. I followed 

him afar, and as I watched my star, 
it fell to earth. Its light was quenched, 
and I dared to approach it. Talk 
you of money? When no friend stood 
near I would have coined my blood 
in drops and doled it out to buy him 
painless breaths: and then when my 
treasury was exhausted, would have 
given my soul to win an answering 
smile. But again lie went away, and, 
spurning me, left my heart bitter. 
Again I tried to drown my love in 
crime and mad revelry, and then she, 
the pure maiden yonder, taught me 
to pray to her God and I had rest. I 
would suffer in silence and seek in 
penitence to find my peace. Again 
my star fell, and again I drew near. 
God had heard my prayers—but 
hark! I ask something. I ask yon
der maiden to make her choice. Let 
her say now that she will love and 
care for this man, and I will go away 
and bury myself in convent wall and 
find peace in secret prayer; but oh! if 
she will give me this poor shadow of 
a noble life, and let us go away and 
be wanderers in the world—if she will 
lead him and delve in the ground 
with the hardest toilers, to win his 
bread, to be his hand, his eye, his 
brain, his all, it is all I ask—but let 
her choose, and forever hold to that 
choice." 

"You hear?" said the doctor coldly. 
"Will you make your choice, made
moiselle?" 

"It was the man I loved, not this 
wreck," cried Aimee, in a piteous 
tone. 

"Do you, then, reject all the love of 
past, and leave this man to his pres
ent fate and his present love?" asked 
the doctor. 

"I do I must! I could not give him 
such a love as hers." and she shud
dered. 

"It is sensible, too, Aimee, my an
gel," said Hippolyte. "He is not 
not now an eligible party. Oh, no, 
indeed!'" 

"Of course Magdalene gets her re
ward, and this is how it comes about 
seven years later. 

"How long did you say?" 
It is coming now. The curse, the 

curse the rejection, the bitter up
braiding, and the search for the doll-
faced girl; but she will turn to God 
and prayer. The voice is low and re
signed now as she answers: 

"Seven years." 
"He gets up slowly. He looks upon 

her, then he drops upon his knees 
and creeps to her. He takes that 
strong right hand and kisses it and 
sobs. 

"I am a soldier. I will relieve the 
guard. You may come off duty and 
rest. Now, my love, this hand of 
mine shall lead you over the rough 
places of life. My eyes shall watch 
while yours close in sleep. Oh, my 
love, my angel! I have been dreaming 
for seven long years, but in my dreams 
an angel-face bent above me and an 
rjigel kissed my brow. I have had 
a troubled sleep, but in my feverish 
sleep a cool hand pressed my head 
back upon my pillow. I kiss that 
hand. I have been buried in a tomb, 
but an angle sung at its door and 
rolled away the stone of death. Will 
ray life be long enough to prove to 
you that this is the real life and the 
real love? When you doubt, la v your 
head upon this bosom and see if every 
hoart-throb is not yours and yours 
alone. I offer you a love as deep and 
true as your own. Do you believe 
rae. my darling, my angel?" 

"It is too much. God is very, very 
good to me. Will you kneel and pray 
with me, my captain, my brave, once 
more?" shesaid; and they knelt down 
together. 

This should have been felicity 
enough—but when the author tops it 
off with a letter from France, saying 
that the false Aimee is huge, red-
faced and commonplacely happy, we 
feel that he has led up to such a cli
max as may fitly end this compila
tion, where we forbear further quota
tion, though the array of untouched 
newest new books fully bears out 
King Solomou's statement, that to 
the making them there is no end. 

Caller; "I see that the house next door 
is closed, Mrs. Hobson. Have your 
neighbors gone to the country?" 
Mrs. Hobson: "Oh, I havn't the fain
test idea. I never give a thought to 
my neighbors; but I imagine so. An 
express wagon called there and 
took away four trunks, two packing-
boxes, seven satchels, and a baby 
carriage, and it was the shabbiest loi 
»f luggage I ever sawl" 

The flood In Country Life, 
ffiX* Ci« Î*«* York Mirror. 

A l.»dy writrf U snirtrowing In n 
rural w;ir tient XlfBersburg,Kr. She 
likes country life. rtt<d tili» » the way 
she talks about it: "It a great 
novHty to me to get out into the 
open country away from the ;lin of 
travel. It is a most refreshing change 
Of life to be out of the odors of dress-
ing-room» and roaming nt will 
through the sweet-clover fields and 
beautiful woods, out- of the atmos
phere of ncandal, envy, city Strugs 
gl«», and the falseness of society. 
The poetical meekness of the cows, 
the involuntary comedy of the pigs, 
the nobleness and faithful services o 
the horses, the beauty of all uature 
in this glorious month of June, make 
one rejoice in the country and wish 
there were on such things as towns. 
The brooks and trees are not audi
ences; the flocks of lambs are not 
managers; driving nigs and cows is 
not rehearsing; walking the sun up 
in a fire-mile 5 o,clock jaunt every 
day is not an engagement; counting 
pink-white fresh eggs is not a state
ment; feeding downv little vellow 
chickens with a handful less ot meal 
is not 'reducing salaries for the sum
mer;' the dumb brutes who graze 
upon your pastures are not hus
bands, if some husbands are brutes; 
and setting your dogs on your neigh-
or's cattle for wandering uselessly 
on the highway is a far better oc
cupation than fashionable attacks 
upon your neighbors' character as it 
drifts out into the high and by ways 
of society and the world. A country 
life may be somewhat petty, but it is 
pure. A primitive life, instead of 
those scandal-hatching seaside 
months of June, July, and August, 
would benefit many I know of, and 
would give a good country cut, sun 
browned, pure-aired, fresh-milk-ând 
buttered sort of inpetus to business 
in September. Meantime, I will de
vote myself to the churn and the 
good things I love in the country." 

Bit By an Alligator. 
Valdosta; Qa.. Times. , 

Mr. Marion Permenter, of Echols 
county, writes as follows: 

"I have happened to an accident 
which I wish you to publish. I have 
been waiting to get able to sit up to 
write, but I am not able to do it yet, 
and I write this laying on my back. 

"On July 21st I went with a crowd 
ofmen to sein the Suwanoocheecreek, 
one mile below the Maddox ford. We 
went into a deep dark hole of water. 
Some were swimming and some were 
wading. One of the party stink, 
and when he rose he said that an al
ligator had struck him on the leg. 
But we never paid any attention to 
him, for I had been seining for thirty 
years and never knew what it was to 
fear an aligator. When we came out 
there were so many logs in the hole 
we decided to clean it out so that we 
could sein it better. We then went 
right in, and I was in water up to 
my mouth when the 'gator clamped 
my ankle like asteel trap, sinking five 
teeth to the bone of my leg. One of 
the holes caused by the teeth was as 
large as a large man's thumb. He-
struck me one time and then turned 
me loose. I walked about ten feet, 
and was so badly hurt I fell. I was 
never as badly hurt in my life. 

"I never saw the 'gator, but his 
track is twelve inches long. I guess fL 
he has been there ever since Suwanoo
chee was made, for they don't die un
til something kills them, but if I live 
to get well I will live a near neighbor 
to him or I will kill him." 

Mr. Permenter is a responsible man, 
and those who know him well will 
believe his story, although it is a 
very unusual thing for an alligator 
to attack a man. In this case we 
suppose the brute was hemmed, or it 
thought so, and any animal will fight 
when retreat is cut off. 

Eat and Drink When Yon Feci Like It. 
Herald of Health. 

Temperance is superior to regular-
ty, and there is nothing regular in 
nature; everything is governed by 
circumstances and environment. The 
animal, vegetable and mineral king
doms are irregular; they may run by 
the season but not by the minute or 
hour. Eat the right thing at the right 
time, follow the dictates ot your ap
petite, and eat and drink with mod
eration. This is the kind of regular
ity I observe. I never have taken any 
note of the hour or minute for taking 
meals or doing anything else—cir
cumstances control me. The plain 
truth is that few persons ever find 
out how to eat and drink until age 
overtakes them and it becomes too 
late to reform. 

A Selec t Party. 

I will engage to entertain at din
ner, at a round table five feet in di
ameter, all the American novelists 
who make more than a thousand 
dollars a year out of the royalty on 
any one of their novels, and to give 
them all they want to eat and drink, 
and three of the best cigars apiece 
afterward, and a hack to take them 
home in; and I will forfeit a thousand 
dollars to the home for imbeciles if 
twenty-five dollars does not liqui
date the bill and leave enough over 
to buy a cloth copy of each of the 
works in question, with the author's 
autograph on the fly-leaf. One hack 
would be sufficient, and would allow 
of their putting up their feet on the 
seat in front of them.—Julian Haw
thorne, in Belford's Magazine. 

Sticking to His Text. 

A young man of eight summers has" 
been heard from who must have a 
future before him. To have a watch 
was the height of his ambition. He 
had teased and begged every member 
of the family to give him one until 
his persistence become monotonous. 
Finally the father told him watches 
were expensive, and that he was 
too young to have one any way, and 
must not mention the subject again. 
The next Sunday morning at prayers 
each member of the family recited a 
verse of Scripture. It was young 
America's turn finally, and with the 
soberness of a judge hesaid: "What 
I say unto one 1 say unto al'—watch." 

Broken Glass for a Razor. 
Hairdresser. 

The Andaman Islanders shave al
most the entire surface of the scalp, 
as thoroughly as the imperfect imple
ments at their command will allow 
them. Formerly they used chips of 
broken flint for this purpose, but 
since the arrival of Europeans upon ^ 
their islands they can indulge in the 
luxury of a shave with a broken bottle 
glass. It is said that a wife takes pe
culiar pleasure in shaving the head 
of her husband. 

* 


