
CALDWELL TRIBÜNE. 
•TBrNENBB«« MM«.,/nkltihar«. 

CALDWELL llï VtK). 

IM 1861 England imported 150.000.-
000 pounds of wool, and 615.0001000 
pound* two yaars ago. 

THE atnte officers of Texas have re
fused to accept I lie new capitol build
ing which was erected by Chicago con
tractors. 

ZACHABIAH HASH is the oldest in
habitant of Chandlerville, 111. It is an 
astonishing fact that Hash hasn't a bait 
on his head. 

VICTORIEN SABDOO praises Dalj's 
company, but does uot take much 
stock in Shakespeare. Poor Shnke-
epeare! These are sad days for liiui. 

PAUL KOTCHALSKY is « Russian 
musical prodigy. ^ He is ouly four 
years old and he displayed a wonder
ful genius for music in his second 
year. 

LESTE u W. M A BRET, of Fair Haven, 
Conn., died Monday at the age of 
eighty. He had been a sexton for 
twenty years and had made 2,000 
graves. 

DÜRING the month of August 14,000 
umbrellas were left in the railway car-
l'inges of the United Kingdom, und 
67,000 different articles of all sorts 
were lost. 

THE Marquis of Salisbury has prerent 
ed his second son with the family liv
ing of Hattield, worth $10,000 a year. 
Tho young man was not able to make 
a living for himself. 

MRS. CARLISLE is undergoing her 
first housekeeping experience in Wash
ington and likes it She is very hos
pitable aud dislikes to see a vacant 
pjace at her dinner table. 

WE rece VO 17,000,000 cocoanuts per 
year from Central America. In rainy 
weather the trees shed two cocoanuts 
in three days and one every two days 
on fair days. Thev avoragea bout 180 
nuts per year. 

ALBERTA GALLATIN, great-grand
daughter of Albert Gallatia, the states
man. is to become a theatrical star. 
She intends to elevate the stago by 
wearing the Directoire dress made for 
her great-grandmother in France. 

SHEEP husbandry continues to 
diminish cast of the Mississippi River, 
while increasing in the south wast and 
ou the great plaius. There have been 
gains this year in Wyom ng and 
Texas, but decreases in Colorado, 
Michigan and Ohio. 

MR. GLAUSTONE says that he can 
liold out no hope that he will be able 
to take part iu any political work after 
the settlement of the Irisli question. 
His one aim in life is to secure home 
rule for Ireland. That done, he be
lieves his publio work wtl' be ended. 

WILLIAM SCULLY, alias "Lord Scul
ly, the alion Illinois landlord, will of
fer hia farms for sale, an 1 dispose of 
all of his property in that state. B/ 
enforcement of lien land law, Scully's 
system of *'rack renting" has been 
broken up, his tenants refusing to pay 
rent. 

TIIE pepperiu nt crop of Mcliigan. 
which, m St. Joseph and neighboring 
counties, in 1886 amounted to 75,000 
pounds, foil to 00.000 pounds in 1887, 
and tho crop is estimate 1 at only 40,-
000 pounds this year, owmg to 
drought. An advance iu the prioa of 
peppermint oil is looked for. 

CAPTURING grasshoppers is now a 
favorite occupa'iou iu soniii. parts of 
Minnesota. Tho popular method of 
capture h to cover the inner arc of a 
wheeled wire tooth rake with cotton 
clotli and drivo where the grasshoppers 
are thickost. In a short tiiue a few 
bushels of the pests are oolleoted on 
the cloth. 

WALT WHITMAM, the good gray poo', 
is still contined to Iiis room and cannot 
walk, but expects to recover his usual 
health, wh ch is not very good, before 
long. He considers his recent attack 
of paralysis the IK '• " at he has had 
since the war. ) us his cheerful 
spirits and provu . .i iiok and poesy 
sometimes go togo.uci-. 

. f is said that as much as ten por 
oeuL of the riou crop is consumed by 
the rice birds. Besides the actual loss 
iu rice, I he expense of saving the 
balance of the crop is cons derable, as 
tons of powder and shot are consumed, 
and a considerable amount paid in 
wages to the ••minders," who are 
hirod to scare the birds from tho fields. 

THE widows of four presidents of Hi 
United States—Miues, Polk. Tyler, 
Grant and Garliöld— are receiving gov
ernment (tensions of $5.000 a year. 
The widows of tho three Major Gen-
nerals—Mmes. Blair, Hancock and 
Logan—aro receiving pensions of $2.-
000 a year. The w dow of Goneral 
Sheridan will coine between the two, 
with a pension of $3.500. 

Tns United States is the gvsi. 
consuming country of raisins ia the 
world, and reliable authorities esti
mate the oonsumption at about 2,0)0,-
000 boxes of twenty-two pounds each, 
which, at an average of $2 per box. 
ahows an expenditure of 94,000.000 
per annum for one article in dried 
fruit Tho amount referred to repre
sents, say 1,000,000 boxes of Valencia 
750,000 boxes of Californ a, 200.000 
boxes of Malaga aud 100,Q00 boxes of 
Smyrna. The crop of the .world for 
the present season is estimated in 
round numbers at 6,500.000 boxes. 

THE story of how Gen. Andrew 
Jackson got the namo of Old Hickory 
is again going the rounds, and will bo 
now to soma During the Creek war 
he bad a bad cold, and his soldiers 
made for him a shelter of hickory 
bark. The next morning a tipsy sol
dier not knowing who was under the 
bark, kicked it over. As the general 
speechless with rage, struggled out of 
the ruins, the sold.er yelled, "Heiio, 
OM Hickoryl Come out of your bark 
and take a drink!" When the sol-
d ers saw Jackson shaking the barlp 
from his uniform, thev gave three 
sin-era for "OUI Hickory" and il«e 

nam- stuck. 

THE MORGAN VViLL. 
t hod been admitted to the bar, 

hut a» I had very little practice and 
found myself with plenty of time t*h 
my hands, I hod got Into the habit 
of dropping in to dint with a news
dealer who kept a Aland not far from 
my office. OM Bowls, as èVerybody 
called him, dealt also in Waste paper 
nud rags, which he sold to the paper-
makers. 

One evening he was sorting a lot of 
rubbish, when my practiced eye 
lighted on what appeared to be a 
legal document, bound with blue 
tape. I took it up, and saw that it 
was marked "Last Will and Testa
ment." 

I opened it and commenced tacf 
read; 

fa Mw hnfrte of God: Amen. Know all men 
wy thtse present*, that I, James Morgan, be
ing of sound mind und disposing memory, 
do make and publish tW# ffiy last will and 
testament. 

"What's that you say?" demanded 
Bttwls, as he dropped a handful of 
paper and looked up at me. 

I repeated what I had read. 
"All right," he said, "Now read 

on, Squire." 
"I give and bequeath to my adopt

ed daughter, Elizabeth Morgan, oth
erwise known as 'Elizabeth Summers,' 
all my personal" and real property, 
after the payment of my funeral ex
penses and my just debt«." 

"Heavens! exclaimed Bowles, 
"that must be the Will of old Morgan, 
who died font- years ago—it was said, 
intestate. He left not less than $ 100,-
000, that all went to remote heirs, 
though everybody expected it would 
have been left to this very, Elizabeth 
Summers, his adopted daughter." 

"What has become of the adopted 
daughter?" I asked. 

"I do not know, but I think I can 
find out." 

"How much of this property is real 
estate? and where is it situated?" 

"Well, there is the Oakdale planta
tion which lies about five miles out 
from here, and is worth at least $50.-
000. Then there are several houses 
in town also, besides $25,000 in 
Government securities." 

"Who is the relative that got the 
property?" 

"Simon Skaggs. He lives out at 
the Oakdale farm. I think he is a 
second cousin to Mr. Morgan.' 

"What kind of man is he?" 
"A mean old skinflint, or he would 

never have taken the last cent from 

WAS IT KATE? claimant we had utterly overlooked 
the attesting witnesses. 

I immediately went te BéWllI ätta — ~ 
Stated the difficulty: j Arthur Armitage and niyself are friends of 

"Ah! Bald he. uwhj ( hftvé Wè not ' ÉA07 years* stand in jr bo long, in fact, as to 
thought thii biptert?" • bake rdther middle a*eJ nien of ue both 

"Do .you khoW thesê witnesses?" Were it nol lhat Htif intlrriaoj- àdtïi ffoin 
SÂuî I. . _ — J chüdhoöd. We Were txitil 'born and brougut 

"YCS, I know them; Toni Jonei bp on neighboring manors in one of the mid-
lived RS à tehanl bn thè bid man's land shires of England, went to school to-
fàritt at the time Of his death. He g»ther, and subsequently to the university, 
I»OW lives about ten miles out on the where our friendship naturally continued, 
Lancaster road. And, as certain SUS owing partly to early associations and 
Fm a sinner, squire, this other wit« ^parti,- to * similarity af **stee in certain 
ness is dead. William Jackson? dheetijaS: 1 «as, perbAj«; aar« hciin&l lb 
Yes—I remember him. He moved to be Sttididiia, knowing that, being d j-otinger 
Texas, and died a year ftgOi" 

"Then it's all Uö, W§ Cah't get 
along without both Witnesses-., Aré 
you sûre that Jackson IB dfead?'* 

"I am certain sure-. Hehäsa brötn-
er living in this tbWä» whb rfecteirea ä 
tettef mVth the family in Texas at thl 
time bf his death. There is nrt dbubt 
about it." 

"Then Wt» Shay as well drop 
thé thatter at once. The '*'4aw 
of this Stite requires the evi
dence of two witnesses, and makes 
no provision for the death of one." 

"It does look rather ugly, if that's 
the case," said Bowli, "But let's 
make a fight for it—something may 
turn up in bur favor,H 

My fears proved correct, however. 
We made a gallant struggle; but it 
was in vain. My speech, I was told 
afterward, was applauded privately 
by the Judge, though in his official 
capacity he felt compelled to decids 
against me. I remember that I spoke 
from a full heart of the injustice oi 
refusing to receive a will which every
body knew to be that of Morgan, 
merely because one of the witnesses 
had died. 

My fair client stili remained at my 
fHend Bowls's. "My eldest daughter 
has come to love her as a sister," he 
said. "Bessie, as you must have 
seen, is unusually intelligent. She 
had received quite a good education, 
too, before old Mr. Morgan died. 
The cheerful manner in which she 
bore her subsequent poverty is, as 
Mrs. Benham says, a proof of an un
usually noble character. Now we 
have invented an excuse that we 
want a nursery governess, for she is 
too proud to stay as a mere pension
er, and her aunt has consented to the 
arrangement, saying that it is a sin 
to bury Bessie among the hills." 

One day in the following summer I 
was in the clerk's 'office searching 
some old records, when I came upon 
a page that almost took my breath 
away. After reading it carefully I 
closed the book and returned to my 
office. 

with astronomical symbols and numerals, 
he remained lor some time buried in thought. 
Suddenly he roused himsel.' with a start: 

of these horoscopes," Ke àt length 
said slowly, uddretwîng Llflfwlf t« Ermitage, 
'•yours—is a most singular and startling 
figure. Yours." hecontinued. turning to me, 
"pre.** rite no features outside the contingen
cies.of bouton IHe.ertjiparily to be expected 

that poor girl." I The next day Simon Skaggs was 
"W ell," said I, "I propose to take ' served with a summons to answer a 

this will home with me to-night and i suit of ejectment, in the name ol 
examine it carefully. If I find it all Elizabeth Morgan, for all the real 
right we'll hunt up"the girl and re- property held by him, which he 
cover the property for her." claimed as heir-at-law of the late 

To this ne assented, and, deposit- James Morgan; and great was the 
ing the document -in my pocket, I excitement in the village when it wa« 
bade the old man good-night and known that this suit was begun 
returned to my office, where I sleep. 

The next afternoon I went to Bowl's 
store. He was alone, waiting forme. 

"I have found where the girl is," he 
said, as soon as I told him that the 
will was undoubtedly genuine. "She 
lives about fifty miles off, in a little 
place called Friendsville, quite up 
among the mountains, on a wild hill-
farm where things go on in the most 
primitive manner. A distant rela
tive—an aunt three times removed, 
very poor, but, it seems, not without 
a heart—heard of her destitution, 
and sent for her. An old lady who 
used to know the girl and had her at 
her house awhile after old Morgan's 
death, happen to come here, and I 
usked her if she knew where Elizabeth 
Summers was." 

"I will go down and see her to-mor
row, I said promptly," 

"And bring her back with you," 
unswered Bowls, as briskly. My 
daughter and I will give her a home. 
Gad!" he cried, rubbing his hands 
enthusiastically, "we'll be too much 
lor old Skaggs* after all. 

It was Tate the next afternoon 
when I arrived at my destination, 
having made the journey partly by 
rail and partly by stage. The coach 

Sut me down at a lonely crossroads, 
om which I had about two miles to 

walk. 
"Oh, yes—the Widow Benham," 

said the driver, pointing with his 
whip, "lives up yonder, just around 
the point of the mountain. "You'll 6ee 
the house in ten minntes or so." 

It was a warm, sultry day in Au
gust, with not a breath of air stir
ring. I soon caught sight of the 
house—a plain, unpretending struct
ure like so many in that region. 
When it was about 200 yards dis
tant the sound of falling water at
tracted me, apparently coming frpm 
some precipitous rocks on the left. 
As I was thirsty I went toward it. 
As I turned a corner of a cliff a hand
some girl, about 20 years of age, 
emerged from a sort of a cave, bear
ing on her shoulder a large water jar. 
The lightness with which she stepped 
from stone to stone across the brook, 
the poise, as of some sylvan goddess, 
with which she bore aloft the jar, 
made me utter unconsciously an ex
clamation of surprise. Though she 
was dressed in the coarsest home
spun and wore neither shoes nor 
stockings, I forgot altogether the 
homeliness of her apparel m the grace 
of her movements, the exquisite con
tour of her figure, and the beauty of 
her expressive face, which was now 
ma nthng with blushe». A small dog, 
apparently a self-constituted protec
tor, barked at me furiously as I ad
vanced, hat in hand; for intuitively 
I knew this must be my client. 

My client it was. I lost no time in 
explaining the object of my visit. 
She was very much surprised, but, 
after a moment's hesitation, she said 
with dignity: 

"Come up to the house, please, I 
will consult my aunt. Down, Tip— 
down sir." 

The dog ceased barking at this 
command and trotted quietly ahead. 
I offered to take the jar, but she de
clined with the composure of a queen. 

When she had introduced me to 
Mrs. Benham and said, "This gentle
man, aunt, has something very 
strange to tell you, and I will leave 
you with him for a moment," she 
disappeared, returning some Quarter 
of an hour later, dressed in a Decom-
ing bltoe inuslinand with thedaintiest' 
of slippers on her pretty feet. I had 
meantime produced the will and 
given details oi the manner in which 
it was found. 

Not to dwell too long on this pre
lude to my story, I will say briefly 
that my client and I started the next 
morning for Kent, and were met at 
the depot by Bowls and his daughter, 
who relieved me of my charge, while 
I went to my boarding house for 
«upper and thence to my room. 

Tne next day I filed the document 
in the office of the County Clerk and 
gave notice to Skaggs that on the 
following Monday I should move 
that it be admitted to probate. 

"What could it mean?" asked every
body. 

I told no one. Even to Bessie I on
ly represented that I thought I saw a 
chance to recover but I was careful 
not to appear too sanguine. 

In two months the Circuit Court 
came on. Again the court was 
crowded. The excitement was even 
greater than it had been 
before. I had prepared no 
brief. Not even a memorandum 
or a book did 1 carry to court. 

"Morgan vs. Skaggs," called the 
elerk, and shortly afterward I said: 

"Call Mr. Bowls." 
The Sheriff called him. He came 

into the court room, took the wit
ness stand, and was sworn. 

The most intense silence now 
reigned. My fair client was seated 
by my side, pale and quiet. The de
fendant was seated near his counsel 
calm, confident, and defiant. 

"Examine the witness," said the 
Judge. 

"Mr. Bowls," I began, "areyou ac
quainted with the plaintiff?" • 

"I am." 
"Do you know where she lived, 

from the time she was 3 years old, 
up to the time she was 16?" 

"I do." 
- "Where?" 

"With the late James Morgan." 
"Are you certain that this plaintiff 

is the same person?" 
"I am."-

"That's all 1 wish to ask," said I 
to the the Court. 

"Cross-examine, gentlemen," said 
the Judge. 

"We don't wish to ask anything," 
said the opposing counsel—two of 
the ablest lawyers in the country. 

"Let the witness stand aside," said 
tho Court. "Call your next." - •» 

"May it please vour honor, we have 
no otuer witnesses that we wiah 
sworn at present," said I rising to 
my feet andlooking around the room. 

A murmur of disappointment ran 
through the crowd: 

"Then you rest "your case here?" 
said the Judge with a smile. 

"No, your Honor; we have some 
record evidence that we wish to in
troduce;" and as I spoke I drew it 
from my pocket. " It is an authenti
cated copy from the records of the 
county for the year 18—. It proves 
that this young lady was duly and 
legally adopted as the daughter of 
the deceased, and as such is entitled, 
under our law, to this property, as 
his nearest and only heir at law. 
Shall I read it to the jury?" 

"Read it," said the Judge. 
But Skaggs's lawyers sprung to 

their feet'witn a storm of objections. 
For a full hour they argued with all 
the force of their ability, bringing to 
bear their vast knowledge and expe
rience. But they were finally over
ruled by the Court who directed me 
to proceed. 

The record was conclusive. After 
reading it I announced 1 would close 
the case for the plaintiff. 
The defendent was so completely 
taken by storm that he did not in
troduce a single witness. The charge 
of the Court was lucid and compre
hensive. In thirty minutes the jury 
returned a verdict for the plaintiff. 

The result was received with loud 
acclamations hy the excited audience. 
Skaggs took the case to the Supreme 
Court, but only for the purpose oi 
gaining time. The judgement below 
was affirmed. 

Three months later the real estate 
was turned over to my fair client. 
The securities were given up at the 
same time without a suit. With a 
part of the interest which had been 
accumulating for so many yean the 
old mansion at Oakdale was refitted 
and furnished. 

Six months later there was a quiet 
wedding at my old friend Bowls s, in 
which I took a prominent part. 

I am getting on toward middle age. 
I love my profession better than ever, 
though my time is now necessarily 
divided, and a proportion of it da-
voted tothe farm at Oakdale. 

The old farm house is vocal with 
childish music, and a sunny-haired, 

But here a new difficulty presented soft-voiced little woman makes it the 
itself. In our anxiety to find the brightest spot on nil the earth tome. 

Stlh my fiituré depended largely on mt Own 
dxèrtidné, while Arthur; dn thé dthêr hand, 
#as héir ttt a tlêff ëônlfdrtàbiê Bstàtè; i^HicH 
by the laW 3f idtäli descended td hint dn tiié 
decease Bf hit uBele. Whose fà niily cdrisisted 
bf ad oiiiy daughter. Helen Àrniitagé *as 
hot thé sort bf girt to attract particular at-
tentiöh, tir for inen to go intd rapsodies 
&ver. Slight and petite of figure, neutral in 
complexion and hair, shy and retiring in the 
company of strangers, her one charm con
sisted in a rare sweetness of disposition and 
grace of manner, which made hir 
a universal favorite, rtüd Bö 0f«f-
shadowed her deficiencies id other re-
Sitects, as to make One dhlivioils to ttieif ex
istence after ;being a short while In her com
pany. Brought up, as it were, in theBhadow 
of Haydon HaH—our places were adjoining, 
as I hars said—1 had ample opportunity to 
estimât« the character oi Arthur's gentle 
cousin, and to regard her with sentiments of 
affection, though these Were purely Platonid 
in character, In fact, I can conceive Helen 
•rmitage as inspiring sentiments o/tttty Other 

character. 
My friend Arthtir ahd myself, Bonietitties 

Individually, Ver£ freqiiently iä cbitipan^, 
tasftd tö pay lining visits of a week, or so at 
h timeto the country houses offriends during 
vacation. One house to which Arthur was 
particularly fond of going was that of the 
Boothby's, Boothby Court being within easy 
riding or driving distance of Haydon Hall. 
These was, however, a more potent reason 
than mere accessibility orpleasant surround
ings would generate. Ethel Boothby was 
not alone the richest, but also the handsom
est heiress in the neighborhood, and Arthur 
was of that susceptible age, which sub
ordinates the former quality to the latter, 
the more so as he had no need what
ever to, as it is vulgarly called, marry 
money. That his feelings were reciprocated 
can not be wondered at, considering that 
Arthur was only 20, built like a Hercules and 
of a peculiarly frank and agreeable disposi
tion. 

One forenoon—it was in the Summer term 
—as I was sitting in my rooms, smoking and 
cogitating, my friend Arthur came in abrupt
ly, as was his wont, aud proceeded to make 
himself at home. 

"I say, old fellow," he suddenly blurted 
out, after lighting a cigar and smoking a 
minute or two in silence, "do you believe in 
astrology?" 

"Why, what on earth has put that in your 
head?" I asked, astonished at such a ques" 
tion coming as it did from such a source. 

"Simply this: I correspond, as you know 
with Ethel pretty regularly, but within the 
last two or three weeks I haven't had a line 
from her. Now Captain Horrocks, of the 
Twelfth, whom you met at my rooms last 
night, has just been paying a visit to Booth
by Court, aud he tells me there is a fellow 
there—an army man, 1 think—who is con* 
foundedly sweet upon Ethel, and he says she 
seems to be spooning him oretty lively, too. 
Now, it's impossible for me to go down even 
for a duv just now uud see how matters 
stand—I'll lose my term if I do. And yet I 
am awlully anxious to know. Do you think 
a fellow could find out anything by consult
ing an astrologer? I hear there's a i'ellow here 
now who's a regular dab at the business they 
say." 

Ths twinkle in his eye and the humorous 
expression playing around his mouth as he 
spoke showed me that Armitage recognized 
tne absurityof his own remarks, for he was as 
sensible, matter-of-fact a fellow as you could 
find anywhere; yet the very fact of his mak
ing such a proposition also went to show 
that he>ras more troubled than he cared to 
acknowledge about the reports he had heard. 

"Bah!" I said; "you don't mean to tell me 
that you believe in any such rubbish. Don't 
make a fool of yourself. Depend upon it, 
what you've heard is considerably stretched. 
Then* stories always are." 

"Weli," he returned, "I think so myself, 
and as for astrology, of course you know 
me too well to suppose I have any confidence 
In it. But suppose we go and see the fellow 
at any rate?" te continued, as if caught by a 
sudden inspiration. " Did you ever consult 
one? Have you got anything particular to 
do? I confess I'm curious to see how the 
thing's worked—how they cast a horoscope, 
isn't it? Suppose we go, just for fun, and have 
ours cast?" 

Young men at a university will do almost 
anything, provided the thing to he done 
posesses features of novelty or interest, and 
M Arthur Armitage and myself, at the age 
of 20, were no exceptions to the rule, it was 
agreed that we should visit the astrologer 
in question without delay. 

"How did you find out about him?" I 
asked, as we turned into High Street, where 
Armitage said he lodged 

"From Benson, of Corpus—you know Ben
son—he should know if anybody knows; al
ways dabbling in such things, Benson says 
he's a regular swell. Come up here to con
sult old worka in the Bodleian. He's not 
one of yqur professionals—oh, no! A 
thorough gentleman I hear—man of inde
pendent means—no such a thing as a fee—in 
fact requires introduction to call—I got 
mine from Benson—Benson believes in it— 
that's partly what influenced me this morn
ing." and so Armitage rambled on as we 
sauntered down the street, till we reached a 
house a few doors beyoud the Angel, where 
we understood the personage we were in 
quest of was staying. 

We sent up our cards, along with Armi-
tage's letter of introduction, by the servant 
who answedL-d our inquiry as to whether Mr. 
Asgard was at home. A few minutes later we 
received an answer in the afflrmntive, with 
an invitation to come in. as the gentleman 
would be pleased to see us. A venerable, 
but pleasant looking gentleman, with a pa
triarchal wh.te beard, rose from a table ns 
we entered, and courteously asked us to be 
seated. 

"You are friends of Mr. Benson," he began, 
"and I am always glad to welcome acquaint
ances of ray young friend, who evinces such 
laudable enthusiasm with regard to our di
vine science. The day is not far distant, my 
young friends, when the chair of astrology in 
this ancient university will command asmuch 
respectant be held in as high esteem as any 
of those filled by your most learned and 
talented professors. The exalted science of 
which I am the humble, though earnest, ex
ponent has too long sufTered from the disre
pute into which it has fallen through the in
famous and fraudulent practices of ignorant 
and designing men, but I am confident it will 
not be long before it regains the proud posi
tion it once held, as queen ol the practical 
sciences, in that it confers greater and more 
lasting benefits upon human life than it is 
possible for any of the other sciences, useful 
though they be, to bestow. But llorget," he 
proceeded, checking himself and in a lighter 
tone, "you did not come here to hear me lec
ture—you have enough of that in your regu
lar course—you came, I doubt not. to ask me 
something, too seek information upon , some 
important point connected with your affairs. 
Is it not so?" 

Without waiting for a reply, he evidently 
took the matter for granted, Mr. Asgard 
rose from the table and walked to some book 
shelves, took thence a volume, and returned 
t« his seat. 

"This," he said, as he opened the volume, 
"is a collection of ephemerides for a series of 
years. An astronomical ephemeris contains, 
as yon are aware , the right ascensions and 
declinations of each of the heavenly bodies— 
sun, moon, and planets—at mean noon on 
•very day of the yearforwhich such ephemeris 
la computed. The science of astrology depends 
upon the same data, and demands the same 
accuracy in employing these data, as the 
sciencs of astronomy. I will now proceed to cast 
your respective nativities. To do so with ac-
euraryl should know not only the year and day 
of the month, but also the hour and minuto 
of your birth. Few in after life possess this 
kt.owledgc. 1 must, therefore, content my
self with day and year, and afterwards cor
rect the horoscope by certain infallible signs 
hi your own appearance, which serve to show 
•M that yon could have been born only at a 
certain hour of that day and year and at no 
other." 

Mr. Asgard, having ascertained that both 
Armitage and myself were born in '51, ho in 
March, I in August, busied himself for sev
eral minutes in a series of computations, re
ferring from time to time to the book which 
lay open beforehim, and sometimes glancing 
op and eyeing ns critically for a moment or 
two. At length he desisted from his task, 
and banding over a large sheet of pnper. up-
•a which appeared two circular figiiros filled 

shall shortly speak, with that of youf r"®nd. 
"Your horoscope tells me," went on Mr. 

Asgard, ugain addressing Armitage, "that 
yon come of an old and wealthy family to 
the Inheritance of whose name and wealth 
JfoH r ill sM<*eed: Y»hl 1 df* A lad#! tall. Hark, 
beniiti iil, fc&àlth* àiid W aboht •onf 
age. who refiprot-ates Äffection In equal 
measure. A'ter taking yoüf degree. you 
will do next year^yOu will travel. You S'il I 
be gone a tear. Then the great calamity of 
yoiir iift ^lll befall you. You will kill Vour 
nearest and dearest, relative: We'l inaj you 
start! . Y8i1 Will.Jtill her,Whom yoti now love 
most dearly upon earth: v Both will meet 
their end directly,throrigh yqur agency. You, 
too." he added; turning to me, "are associ
ated in same mysterious manner—niy art 
fails to disclose precicely how—with these 
startling, theseghastly events. Stay! The in
fluence is upon me. Sit oneofyou on either side 
of me. Clasp my hands in yours. I may be 
able to tell you more " 

Startled, as we might well be. at tbestrange 
lafignnge tlsed p# uh£ etiteftainef: ft lid flttt 
withönt tt cfrtSift feeling W tlwe ein inj- Jiarc, 
at least; we JJrodeedeu td oiOvë btit Phtiirs, at 
Mr. Asg&rd's rèquést. Aràitàge ße.ätlfig hitfl-
self tipdn the right; and Hasping the Old gen 
tleman'B right hahd; Whiie 1 did likewise Ofi 
the left! TImb Wäs the wdrk of ä moment; 
and When after taking my position I Cast a 
glance at Mr. Asgard's face I noticed that 
his eyes had a singularly rapt expression, 
and thttt they were fixed steadily Upon what 
I cart l>e«t describe as ft large transparent 
ball Of cr.tstal. or aboilt the Si*e atld shape df 
an ostrich egg. resting lipori a slab of ftrimö 
polished black substance that iooked like jet. 
and ilcfiipying a pdsitidn tipon the table di-
N>dtly In frotit of Mr. Asgühö> sefttj ahd dis
tant perhaps two feet froth him. Presently 
the old gentlèmart's lips began tö iüove in-
äudibly, as if trying iü vain to Speak, hi8 
eyes continuing to Btare steadfastly at thè 
crystal, like one in a trance. At last he 
found the faculty of speech: 

"The clouds upon the crystal," he said, 
"are clearing away, and figures begin to 
shape themselves within it. I see pictured be
fore me the terrace of a stately mansion. It is 
moonlight. Two figures are pacing slowly 
along the terrace in close converse. One is 
the gentleman upon ray right, the other is a 
lady, young, and of rare beauty. Her hair 
is black, bound about the forehead with a 
golden circlet, and falling in profubion over 
her shoulders." 

"It is Ethel!" I could hear Arthur say in 
tonet; jus* audible. 

"They stop walking. The young man 
bends over her. He takes her hand. Now he 
slips a ring upon her finger, and stoops down 
to kiss her. Now the scene melts away. 
Again thecrystal becomes cloudy. Blackness 
again. It is gone. 

Still the venerable and bearded figure seat
ed between us did hot move, and the rapt, 
eyes continued to gnie steadily at the crystal. 
For perhaps a minute there was silence, while 
I waited with eagerinterestto see what would 
transpire next, and I could Bee that my lriend 
was in the same condition of mind. Then 
Mr. Asgard's hps began to move again. He 
evideutiy saw something in the crystal, 
though to my eyes it looked as bright and 
transparent as ever. 

"Clouds, yes," said Mr. Asgard; "but are 
they the clouds that always usher in and out 
the picture, or are they—? Clouds, fogs, 
mist!—I fail to see anything more. Ah! I see 
now the figure of the gentleman upon my 
right. He holds n knife in his hand and is 
looking down. There is trouble on his mind. 
Now two other figures appear upon the 
scene. One is the beautiful young lady with 
the raven hair, hut now she wears a travel
ing dress. Beside her appears a portly old 
gentleman with frank expression, clear gray 
eyes, a florid complexion, and neatly trimmed 
white beard and whiskers. He carries gold-
rimmed glasses, his coat is open and he wears 
a white waistcoat." 

"My uncle!" I heard Armitage remark, 
with a gasp; "that- is the description among 
a thousand.'' 

"The figures are moving toward each oth
er," continued Mr. Asgard; "they meet, and 
now the knife of the young man is buried in 
the old man's breast.. The young lady lallo 
heavily forward. Fog, clouds—the scene is 
gone." 

I looked at Armitage. His face was a study. 
The utter bewilderment which overspread it, 
was curious to contemplate, and at any oth
er tiàie would have afforded much food for 
merriment, but the gravity and venerable ap
pearance of our interlocutor, together with 
the really startling character of the revela
tions. if such thej- were, which he was making, 
would have precluded anything of the kind, 
even if common courtesy had not. 

Again there was a period of silence, followed 
by a reawaking, so to speak as before. 

"The cloud this time has lifted like magic," 
Baid Mr. Asgard. "the interior of a church is 
digplayed before me. There is bright sun
shine,bright dresses and happy faces. A bridal 
party is standing at the chancel, a bishop in 
full canonicals iB performing the ceremony. 
The bridegroom is the young man at my 
right, and the bride is a lady whom it would 
be flattery to call beautiful in either face or 
form. But herexpression is wondrously kind, 
sweet and pleasant, and she has marvelously 
beautiful, haiel eyes. Her left shoulder is 
slightly lower than the right." 

"Helen!" I could hear Armitage remarking, 
under his breath. 

"It has vanished," simply remarked Mr. As
gard. Thenhe started as one awakening from 
sleep and looked at us. first at one, then at the 
other, as he disengaged his hands. 

"Ah!" he Anally said smiling; "I see. I 
have been making revelations connected with 
your horoscopes, through the medium of the 
crystal. It is sometimes thus when the inter
est is tense, the influence kindly and there is 
enough of odic force to generate the visions. 
In such cases I am simply a passive medium 
of revelation and communication for the ben
efit of others. The virtues of the crystal have 
been handed down to us from the wisest 
suges of the earliest—you would call them 
the Pre-Adamic—times; a pregnant title, by 
the way, of which your most learned profes
sors fail to grasp the true atld all-important 
meaning—all-important, that is to say, if 
neglected historic truth takes any precedence 
in their eyes over time-honored fiction. The 
crystal, on the table there, was a gift from 
one who knew its value—one to whom I owe 
much of the lore, I can say, without undue 
vaunting, I now possess. It is homogeneous 
and flawless—essential qualifications for pu
rity and accuracy of vision. But, strange as 
it may seem, of the visions which I saw 1 now 
possess no recollection. They were, of course, 
supplementary to, and explanatory of the 
horoscope which 1 have juat cost. I trust 
they may prove of benefit." 

"One word, Mr. Asgard," saM Armitnge, 
gravely: "I have witnessed things of so ex
traordinary nature this afternoon, and which 
relate to persons in whom I possess a peculiar 
interest, that you must excuse mefor putting 
some plain, blunt questions to you regarding 
them. Do you really mean to toll me—" 
here Armitage put on a most inquisitorial 
look "that I am to place reliance in what has 
passed; in the information drawn from 
your horoscope, and the visions you say that 
you have seen in that lump of cryBtai? Or 
are you merely making game of lis, on the 
supposition that we are either too dense, or 
too careless, to sift your premises or dispute 
your conclusions?" 

1 was astonished at the stand taken by Ar
thur, so contrary was it to the easy, good-
natured way in which he usually took things, 
and must confess that I waited with some cu
riosity for the reply of Mr. Asgard—not that 
I myself entertained the least doubt of the 
purity and sincerity of that gentleman's mo
tives, ns his whole bearing pointed to the 
contrary, but, before I had time to complete 
my self-constituted argument, Mr. Asgard 
spoke. Gravely turning to Armitage, and 
without the least sign of resentment at the re
marks so curtly put, he said: 

"My dear young friend, I have seen too 
much of men and manners to take offense at 
the plainnesB and sincerity of youth. You 
must pardon me for not çoing at this mo
ment into fuller explanations—these would be 
fruitless in view of your present acquaintance 
with the matter in hand. I have done my 
best to serve yon; my art is at yonr com
mand"—here Mr. Asgard bowed toward usin 
a courtly and dignified manner—"but pray 
do not impute to me motives which would be 
perfectly purposeless, even ifl cared to trouble 
myself with them." 

This rebuke told upon Arthnr. I conld see 
that hefelt ashamed ofthe paltry insinuations 
he had just made, and the real anxiety which 
had caused him to make theso tentative re
marks made itself thoroughly apparent in 
his next words. 

"Pardou me," be said qnickly; "I am sur
prised—dumfounded—at the minuteness and 
appositeness of your knowledge. One would 
think you came from Northampton, and 
knew all the families in the neighborhood." 
(Here Mr. Asgard gravely signified dissent.) 
"Your descriptions of my uncle, of Miss 
Boothby, and of my cousin, must either argue 
intimate acquaintance, or ." 

"Or intimate knowledge of the science of 
forecasting human events, you wonld sav," 
interrupted Mr. Asgard, good-bumoredly; 
"that is exactly what my life and energies 
have lieen directed toward—I think not with 
unfruitful results. 

"But," answered Armitage impulsively, 
"what am I to think of all this? Yon have 
as good as told me that I am destined to 
murder my uncle, and the lady whom— 
whom—I mean to marry when I do 
murr* ; nnd then that I am eventual
ly to marry mv cousin, whom I lore 
; n i ai'mite a« a sist bat nothing sore. 

Whêtt ani I tt> think of all this? DoeS H 
seem reasonable'? How: t.aek you as a plain 
man. could a girl love and marry the mtlr-' 
derer of her father? Why, the wildesr flight 
pf fiction, where license is most allowable. 
Wrttfld Jtfiw the line at that." 

"My deaf Sf," rèspomted Mr. Asgard, 
quietly, "I am not responsible (of th* work-
ings of destiny. I am simply their humble 
exponent, for the good. 1 trust, of those who 
"haft«f, to consult me. No one can be more 
W18& tjtt^ji destiny. You , can rest assured 
that events Will transpire Jtjpt as I have 

uaiess ^ , 
"tnless wîiàî?" in Arttyr.^gerty: . 
"Unless," said Mr. Asgaru. smwrr,' 1 

current of events changed by those who are 
part and parcel of those event«, for they 
alone M«a move in the matter. You and you 
aidné, nav'è' the unalterable and inalienable 
power td Shape the c<AirSe (tf t"»r «wn life. 

" i f  again pVit hi Arthur, eageYlv. 
as Mr. Asgard prtWwtl its M seeking for an 
expression. 

"If;" returned our venerable friend. SîtfWty, 
"we are absolutely Strre of the conditions ot 
those events, and tfitc fleliWe'rate' meastires 
to insure' the possibility Of their happening. 

"Ana the#?"' returned Mr. Asgard, mu'ä» 
ingly, "And, theii—Äj1, and .then what? At, 
our peril. I havé iieen mècK and foretold 
much, but 1 have yet to record a single in
stance of the successful defeat of fate, even in 
cases where there was the most express and 
premeditated purpose of doing so." 

"Thep you say, continued Armitage, with 
the efidfflt inffft nf pu*hin^ our friend into 
a cornet, "that, it is prac'tiCnlly Impossible 
fot tne' to escape doing What itiy htfrôÉfeflpe 
has la.iu dd*tl fut rte that I must, in short, 
l»e guilty of those iiflfiattiràl oet« Whieh y od 
have stated." 

Mr.- Asgard paused and bowed hi? head 
upon hie nririd Ifeforf he answered. When he 
did act he spoke trt-y deliberately and 
earnestly. 

"Yes," said he, "I believe that, pràcticail". 
there is no escape from thfr conclusions 
draw« ftottl the configurations of the Btars 
and the tisiwijft In the Crystal. Still, theo
retically there is. and there 1* r»o reason why 
you, Of all men, shotild not use yötff b»»t «n-
ileaVtfrs to defeat Such a terrible and pe< ulicf 
destinf as We have just foreseen." 

"But how?" asked Armitage, sharply und 
impulsively, for I cduid see that, somehow, he 
was getting evert moment inore and fffote 
deeply imbued With the plausibility 
of Mr. Asgard's argument. 

"There is but one practical course that I 
can see," returned Mr. Asgard, "and that is 
to eliminate youi own personality from the 
chart," 

And how is that to be done?" inquired 
Arthur. 

"By making sure," answered Mr. Asgard, 
"that you cannot, by any possibility, parti
cipate in the events foretold, for the simple 
reason that you do not fulfill the conditions 
of time and place." 

"Ah!" acquiesed Arthur; "then will you 
please en Ugh teh me"—and I could see the 
skeptifal twinkle in his eye as he said so— 
"regarding those very necessary eBsentials of 
time and place. Where and when, for in
stance. am I to kill my uncle, and—and Miss 
Ethel Boothby, for your descriptions are cer
tainly unanswerable, and how can I escape 
the parricidal doom which, it appears, is cut 
out tor tile by the planets," and Arthur in
dulged ill the faint mockery of a laugh, a 
thing which I remember I was Sdrry for, as 
he said this: "Give me the time and place, 
and I will put my resolution against destiny 
that what you have foretold never occurs." 

Mr. Asgard said nothing, but again tock 
the paper upon which the horoscopes were 
drawn m his hauds and scrutinized them 
closely, 

"The place," he said presently, drawing a 
deep and sympathetic inspiration, "can not 
be precisely worked out from the data I have 
got. But "the time can The planets in the 
sixth and seventh houses of th# horoscope 
point unmistakably to the fatality I have 
said. Mais and Saturn on the cusp of the 
seventh, in platic quadrature, to the sun in 
the fourth—for, unlike Lilly and the astrolo
ger« of our modern era, I use both natural 
and mundane aspects—sines, co-sines and 
tangents—signifies, of course, the violent 
death of the nearest relative to the signiflca-
tor. But when? Ah, when? That, fortunate
ly, we can limit by producing the secondary 
aspect, and by drawing rapt parallels to
ward the meridian. This fatality must 
occur"—und in these words Mr. Asgard be
came more solemn and impressive than ever 
—"must occur directly on the point of the 
sun's ingress intocancer." 

"And when is that?" asked Arthur, half in
credulously, but wholly earnestly.-

"At twenty-two minutes past 3 on the 
morning of the 22d of June, next year, when 
Mars and Saturn will be in quadrature to tho 
sun, the one in aries, the other in libra," re
turned Mr. Asgard, referring to his figures. 

"And if this causuality you speak of does 
not occur I am safe?" inquired Arthur, anx
iously. 

"Precisely speaking, yes,' returned Mr. As-

fard, slowly; "although, remember that Ila-
ored under disadvantages whencastingyour 

horoscope and as degrees and minutes are of 
the first and only value in estimating time, it 
is possible, in the present instance that the 
incidents I have foretold may occur either 
sooner or later by an hour or two than the 
actual culmination of the aspect." 

"In other words you draw out," said Ar
thur rising from his seat and buttoning up 
his coat to go; "you are not sure of anything. 
There is always a loop-hole to crawl out of, 
and—excuse me, but I must go." 

To say that 1 was surprised at this very 
strange movement on the part of my friend 
Armitage, so utterly different from the tone 
and manner that I had known for years, is 
very weakly to express the sentiments than 
possessed me at the time. Mr. Asgard bowed 
us out, like a courteous man of the world, and 
together we strolled silent and moody back 
to college. Arthur was not himBelf again tor 
more than a week after, for 1 could frequent-
y see him grinding his teeth and muttering 
to himself iir a manner wholly unlike him, 
and though I tried over and over again to 
pull him out of the moral Blough into which 
he had evidently sunk, I made no headway, 
and eventually was fain to leave things to 
themselves. 

So the term wore on till commemoration 
when, of course, we went down into the coun
try. I do not think either Arthur or myself 
gave the visit to the astrologer more than 
a passing thought afterward—I certainly did 
not. 

One thing, however, recalled it very forcibly 
to my mind before I had been a week at Booth
by Court, which was the first on the list of 
places to which we. as eligible undergrad-
utes, had been invited and were morally com
pelled to go. That was the episode on the 
terrace, and the whole thing struck me like 
a flash so vividly did it recall the vision Mr. 
Asgard had seen in the crystal. 

This, however, was fogotten as soon as 
seen so prone is youth to repudiate what it 
does not like. Arthur Armitage and myself 
passed "greats" next May at the end of the 
long term, and together we again took the 
London and northwestern for home, as we 
had done many times before. 

I believe that our little university incident 
with tho astrologer was forgotten a month 
after it occurred. At all events it was never 
referred to and passed, in the busy whirl of 
existence thnt we were swept into like a vor
tex, into the past. 

In the following Spring Arthur concluded 
to make the regulation tour of Ihe world, a 
year being alloted him for doing BO. I 
would have gone with him myself if the state 
of my finances had permitted. As it was, 
I had the pleasure of seeing him off—a pleas
ure, by the way", which sometimes does not 
work both ways. For eight or nine months 
we heard little or nothing of t.he wanderer; a 
telegram from Brindisi, another from Alex
andria, a slip of paper from Aleppo. 
Bej rout, Damascus and Teheran; a 
big draft from a mercantile house in 
Bombay, another from Singapore, and a 
third from Hong Kong, served to keep his 
uncle reminded that he was in the land ofthe 
living yet. The last letter I recolject being 
received was one from our own city of San 
Francisco, stating that he might be exjtected 
home in J une. 

Early in May, feeling somewhat indisposed 
—I had been reading for a fellowship—I con
cluded that a little fresh air would do me 
good, and thought that a blow on the At
lantic wonld be the healthiest and most ex
peditious way of taking it. Accordingly, the 
middle of the month found me in a suite of 
rooms on the shady side of the Fifth Avenue 
Hotel, with Arthur Armitage occupying one 
of the lounges, I the other. In June we began 
to get tired ofthe hum-drum routine of New 
York existence and yearned for a glimpse ol 
the green fields and stumi>-willows of old 
England. State-rooms in the Bothnia were 
engaged and our luggage transferred thither 
for passage to Liverpool. We steamed down 
the harbor, I think it was, the 20th of June, 
and the same night were rocked in the cradle 
ofthe dfep, looking upon nothing of any con
sequence but Btars and seas. Two days ont. 
found ns in pretty much the same condition. 
On the third day ont. while we were on the 
banks, lounging over the taffrai! fer an a'ter-
dmner chat, Arthur, lazily paring his nails 
with a penknife, suddenly made the bantering 
remark: 

"I say, old fellow, recollect that old astrol
oger at Oxford who told me I was to murder 
my uncle and Ethel on or about the snn'B 
ingress into Cam*r? This is the 22d ofjnne, 
and either they or I must hurry up if the 
thing has got to be done on time." 

It was sot three seconds after he spoke 
when the short snap of the bells "reverse 
steam" sounded from the bridge right above 
ns. Swiftly ont of ths fog—although it wn* 
pretty fair weather for the banke. still then 
was the usual fog—came bearing down on u 
the huge hulk of an ocean Bteamer. Second 
mean miles when ships an eighth of a mil 
long meet each other, both running at t>>< 
rate of twenty miles an hour, and all t ie rj 
der in the world will fail to deflect the lot >. 
hulks oat of their course, if only sighted n 

çonpl» of miles nway from c:vh other, in the | 
forty-five siv jn l « befjr» they must inevlt- j 
ably clash. 

It ffcnow' nearly twenty yeflrRnjro, but their 
nre riliini'««•cjple.'.bo'th hi America and Eng 
l;»nd, who eel SÎCB'l'è'uft&l when the' collision 
ofthe Bothnia and thë topon the 
Newfoundlands Bunk, is broivrllf M thei. 
recollection. Arthur and I, as I have fetUi. 
weff K>etili)g over the tnffrail, Arthur paring 
his nails with frV (fpiikni.'e, when the collision 
occurred. There was t'W Wftlve but the short 
snap of the bell upon the brluÄ* Swjtthen— I 
knew no more. 1 have since learnèa M»*it 1 
was knocked senseless by the concussion. 
But tiie extraordinary fact remains, that on 
*>«»' rtfcck ul the AJiranla. when »lie •«earners 
struck, Sioou mf[ Ahwitftge and Ethel 
Boothby, who had meant A*»h«r a 
surprise by meeting him in New York and 
sail:ng home with him, as our last letters had 
stated that we were in no hurry. The 
swiftness and violence of the shock threw 
oitl M». Armitage against Arthur's 
penkaSfe, tiie steamers coming to
g-ether sfde by Sid*', a thl the loose bodies on 
deck following the ösunl laws of gravity. At 
the Bawl# time sailors were thrown out of the 
rigging, aßd the rivets on two of the boilers 
Of the' Bothnia WerS sfnung. Mies Ethel 
Boothby Was thrown violently forward. I 
have hetlrfl. und her head striking the dwk, 
nearly at Arthnf'» feet, death was almost in
stantaneous. There is little more to be said, 
except tf» consider the marvelous Manner in 
which Mr. Asgard's predictions aftet all 
came true, in it wu.v which nobody could 
have dreamed of ami nobody foreseen. Helen 
Armitage—Arthur's qniet and kindly cousin 
—was of the party, but escaped uninjured, 
a!»d <he nursed him so well—for Arthur, like 
myself' atld scores of others, was laid up for 
weeks after the disaster—that he fell in love 
with her and married her after all. .1 would 
Sii V but I am afraid that if I do BO I 
will get rt wigging when I call on them at the 
Palac-e Hotel next. But still, even twentv 
fcare after, Arthur und myself look back 
«Ith tnedifatiVe silence npon the philosophy 
cf Mr. Afigftrd. ftiid wonder, alter all. wheth
er there iB not something in it.—Üan Francis
co Argonaut. 

Two at it Shot. 
St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 

G?orge Scovill of Chestnut Hill 
station. Windham county, fancies 
that he is the only man living who 
hae killed two snakes at n Hingis rifle 
shot. George completed his planting 
r„ few days ago. and to celebrate the 
accomplishment took his new Win
chester rifle and sallied into the pas
tures to hunt woodchucks. His in 
tension was to sit down in the grass 
fifteen feet away from a burrow and 
read a novelette until the ground
hog came out or appeared in front 
of his hole in returning from a preda
tory excursion in distantcloverflelds, 
when Mr. Scovill would stealithly 
lift his head above the wind-swung 
dasies, sight his piece, and put a 82 
crliber bullet directly under the 
woodchuck'a chin, or into the little 
round proturberance between the 
ears at the back of its head. He had 
often performed the feat at twenty 
rods and returned with three or four 
woodchucks after a single afternoon's 
sport; but he was destined to do finer 
work cn this occasion and on snakes. 
He had not gone far into the pasture 
before his attention was arrested by 
a rustling noise that sounded angry, 
and the next instant the irate 
head of an immense black shake was 
thrust out of the tangle of a neigh
boring blackberry clump not ten feet 
away. The wicked black eyes of the 
serpent winked viciously at Mr. Sco
vill, its head wagged to and fro, its 
red tongue shot out as swiftly as the 
flying needle of an actively worked 
sewing-machine, and tor an instant 
the hunter experienced the peculiar 
sensation of self-surrender that 
snakes are able to excite in all other 
creatures. But Mr. Scovill was not 
slow to recover his self-possession. 
He instantly lifted his rifle, and, 
though the object he sought to hit 
was a small one, was very steady for 
a moment; he trusted to the intui
tion of natural marksmanship and 

Çtilled the trigger for a snap shot, 
he bullet went true, the snake's head 

suddenly went down, and the hunter 
heard the sound of a great thrashing 
amoung the bushes. He made his 
way into the copse. The first extra
ordinary thing that presented itself 
was two restless black tails that aim
lessly twined and untwined them
selves about the black brier stems, 
and next he saw two snakes' heads, 
one completely severed from the body 
and the other hanging by only a 
small strip of black hide. Both heads 
had been perforated by Mr. Scovill's 
Winchester bullet. The biggest snake 
was not less than six feet in length 
and the other was a few inches short
er. Both were ugly-looking reptiles, 
and Mr. Scovill will not soon forget 
the deadly fascination they exerted 
when the dual head, which appeared 
to be that ol one serpent only, was 
thrust out at him. 

Where All Beggars are Bleb. 
Perhaps the most curious of all 

guilds in an oriental town, and one 
which flourishes exceedingly in Cav-
alla, is the beggars' guild. Like oth
er guilds, they have their own laws, 
their president and their council; this 
council gives a diploma to those who 
wish to beg, and without permission 
no one durst seek alms at the 
churches, mosques, or street doors; 
all the legitimate beggars would rise 
up in arms against him, and his life 
would not be worth much. Friday 
is the recognized beggars' day, on 
which day they go around from 
door to door and get their wallets 
filled with bread and beans; these are 
divided by the community; nothing 
is private property; it is against 
their creed. 

The beggars' brotherhood is rich; 
they possess house property, the in
come of which is spent for the benefit 
of the community, and once a year— 
on the day ofSt. John the Charitable 
—they have a feast. They all go to 
church on this day; it would lie diffi
cult to recognize the tidily dressed 
members of this honorable commun
ity in their best clothes; rags and 
tatters are only de rigueur for them 
when they are on their rounds. Beg
gary pays very well. If a beggar's 
daughter jnarries she is dowered by 
the community, the president sees to 
the betrothal, and his consent is es
sential. At Salonica, Blind Demetrius 
iE t he president; he is easily recogn
ized as he parades the streets, sing
ing his everlasting wail: 
Day and night, day and night. I live in the 

dark. 
Wretch that I am! I hear the world bnt I 

cannot see it. 

And though you know him to be a 
rich man, and his wife is well dressec, 
and that his daughter will receive a 
handsome dower, his plea for alms is 
almost irresistible.—Cornhill Maga
zins. 

His Trusted Ways. 
From the Chicago Tribune. 

,:George, don't!" exclaimed she 
"you are altogether too much like 
the Anthracite coal trust, 

"Think so, my dear?" 
"Yes, the nearer the winter season 

draws nigh the tighter you squeeze. 

.Married Couples Here and In England» 
An American lady writes as follow» 

to a w Kîdoa papar: 
'An English married woman in 

your upper classes, as a rule, cate-
biaraand cross-questions her luck

less liiisbrtnd when he comes home, 
worn out, from tho house of com
mons, or from a race-course, or from 
tlfc «rity, and sooner or later he lias 
recours^ to «vasious, of subterfuges, 
from very wearinAsJ of hw vexatious 
interrogatories. The happiness ot 
English marriages has been wrecked 
by the husband insisting upon know
ing everything that the wife has done 
or said, or thought since tbey last 
met, and by the wife being equally-
exacting. The fault of your husband« 
is that, when rich, they have not 
enough to do, and hang about their 
homes until their wives are tired to 
death of their very presence and com
panionship. No home can, in my 
opinion, be happy unless the hus
band Is away from it every day for 
many hours/ In the United States 
we have no idle men, Our wives, on 
the other hand, have time without 
end to dispose of, and their husbands 
think it the tnost natural thing in 
the world that these vacant hours 
should be filled up and spent ns tht» 
wives please. In England the reins 
are rarely left untightened on a wife's 
neck, and she is often tempted to 
slip her muzzle. In America wives 
have no reins and no muzzles, nnd 
never seek to fix either on their hus
bands. Until Englishmen of the 
higher classes conform in this respect 
to our easy-going American ways 
there will be no surcease of divorces 
and matrimonial scandals among 
you." 

A Pair of Fools. 
George D. Prentice in the subject 

Of a little story from the lips of Col. 
John A. Joyce, which I have not 
seen published before. "You know, 
maybe," says Col. Joyce, "that in 
my early days, when I was 19 years 
of age, I used to write poetry for 
George D. Prentice, when ho was edi
tor of the Lousville Journal. One 
day I went to the city, and, (M the 
editor had been good enough to 

Frint my poetry, I called to see him. 
climbed a rickety stairway and 

found a negro man at the door oi 
the sanctum, who demanded my card. 
I had none, but tore off a scrap oi 
paper from a bundle in the hall, 
wrote my name, and sent it in. I 
was admitted. Prentice was at work. 
He never looked up. His chin was 
almost on his desk. A pile of ex
changes stood on a high stool near 
by. Seeing that Prentice did not rec
ognize me, I knocked the exchanges 
from the stool. He looked up. 

'"Who areyou.' 
"'I'm a fool,' I said. 'Who are 

you?' 
"I'm another; shake,' lie replied." 

—Louisville Post. 

Domestic Manners in Boston, 
From the Boston Courier. 

There was a good deal of wisdom, 
and withal a deal of unconscious 
satire upon the domestic hubits of 
many heads of families in a remark 
which the editor overheard the other 
day. "Yes," one lady observed to 
another, "he is a real good man in 
his family. I've often lieen there to ̂  
breakfast, so I know." The men V 
who at breakfast are raging tyrants, 
give a point to the remark which 
makes it note worthy. Somebody 
has recorded as the touching epi
taph wherein a bereaved husband 
summed up the virtues of his lost 
wife: "She always gave me the heart 
of the celery." As a companion in
scription, there might be engraved 
upon the tombstone of any man 
wnowas worthy to be so remembered: 
"He was always good-natured at 
breakfast." It is doubtful if the epi
taph, truthftlly used, would be in 
any special danger of being hackney
ed. 

Was He Pions or Lazy. 
Deacon Emerson was very strict 

about keeping the sabbath. One 
Sunday morni ng as he was riding to 
church, Mr. Emerson being on a pil
lion behind he saw a fox chasing a 
rabbit, which dodged under a largo 
log. "Deacon!" exclaimed Mrs. Em
erson, her sympathies being touched, 
"don't let that fox kill the rabbit! 
Get off and scare him away!" "Wife," 
replied the deacon with a long-drawn 
sigh, "it would be breaking the sain 
bath to interfere," and he rode on 
leaving poor bunny to its fate. "The 
deacon is a very particular man," 
said his wife, in relating the story: 
but for the life of me I couldn't say 
then whether he was to lazy or too 
pious!"—History of Weare, N. H. 

The Molehills and Mountains of Life. 
From the Philadelphia Record. 

Mrs. Dé Dash—"Oh, yes my plan of 
managing a man is to let him havo 
his own way in small things, and 
then he is iqpre impressed when you 
oppose him in great things. It is 
simple enough and very easy." 

Fair young bride—"But what do 
you call small things?" 

"Oh, smoking in the back library, 
sitting with his legs crossed, neglect
ing to properly adjust his necktie, 
and so on. There's no use fighting 
about such things. But when a man 
begins criticising milliners' bills it is 
time for a woman to assert herself." 

His Bine Ribbon no Shield. 
A noted Sunday school worker 

living in Kansas was once asked to 
talk to the children of a Sunday 
school on the subject of temperance. 
He is very earnest in the cause, and 
wears a bit of blue ribbon as a badge 
of his principles. Rising before the 
school he pointed to his bit of blue 
ribbon and said: "Now can any ol 
you children give me a reason why I 
am not a drunkard?" There was no 
reply for a moment; then a childish 
little voice piped out: "Cause this is 
a prohibition town."—Youth's Com
panion. 

Hardly Worth Saving:. 
From the Epoch. 

Country Minister (to boy fishing) 
—"I'm sorry to see you fishing on 
Sunday, little boy." 

Little boy—"Ain't you goin' a fish-
in', too, Mister?" V 

Country Minister—"I am fishing for 
souls." 

Little Boy—"Well, yoall find 'em 
werry small an' shv in these parts, 
Mister." 


