
THROUGH A TORNADO.
A Talc of Advcnture on a Louisiana

Plantation.

B3Y MAURICE TIIOIMPSON.

The torna:o Insie'(l Iut a few" mo-
ten:s, thoien oftcncd down to a mere
gale, wii,'h 'onltinued' or .a half-hour.

LawreIICO found himself half I lri:d(
under a l'ap of fragmentary things,
branuchs. sticks, leaves and what not

in the midst, of fallen trees. lie arose
wit. di!!!culty, stiil holding Lucie, now
limp and inotihonless, in his ar'ms. The

clouds were as blatk as ink and rushing
low overheal 1. lie could not see well
enou. h to know whether she was living
or dead.

Where way he? lIe tried to Faze
aro:rfl:, lbt Ihe:o was nothing in view
save thi 'ag.w-e outi:nes of sl lintered
tree-poles, uptu:'nel roo s and heaps of
branches. In every dire tion his way
was blocked. 1hilt a groan ho san'i to
the ground, pilloviitg the girl's head on
his tnec~.

"Lucice! L:ceio:" he called, "speak to
me, dear, )peai. Are you hurt?"

Her hrart was beating, but she di:l
not ml', e or speak.

Again theI panther began to howl and
rage; but another 'h\'avy throb of the
gale Fe mrted to force it into silence.
The lightnng was threading the clouds
in the distance, and by the rellected
light Lawrence saw how pale T.ucie was.

The ranther seemed to Lo whett:ng
its teeth and lashing itself in o ecstatic
rage. It was so near that every move-
mont of its feet and every stroke of its
jaws when it opened and shut it; mouth
could be distinctly heard as the wind
fell away.
The track of that hurricane is still to

be seen in the humnmock woids of the
Teche country. It is a narrow opening,
as straight and otherwise not unlike the
line of a railway clearing. The young
trees that have grown up in it are of
different general form from those the
wind destroyed, and the ancient forest
walls on each side of it show that the
Irresistible current of the storm was
less than 209 feet wide. Lawrence found
himself on one edge of this path of dc-
struction.
With amazing rapidity the clouds

;were swei;t on anti away, leaving the
sky char and bright, with the moon
swimming along wtito and brilliant
arid the stars.

Trcmaling, nerveless, every bone in
his body and limbs a center of pa n, his
flesh torn and bruised, the younig man
tr.ed to push back the gitl's tangled
hair. He stooped and kis-ed her wih to
brow; then, gathering force again, caodl
loudly:

"Help! help! halloo! holo!"
"But, .Mars, i ,ayn't help nothin' ncr

nobo ly. Dey:s or tree o;n de tip lop e'
my pusson, an' or hol'n' ane down. I
cayn't mob ," responded Tom, a tie 'ro
of the place.

Lawrence yelled again and again,
though each effort lra:ked him with in-
describable torture, so bruised and torn
was he. Then the panther redoubled
Its er.es and ripped the fallen tranches
with Its claws.

Such a strain was not o10 be borne
long. Lawrence struggled with fine
couriage and desperate resolution, but
presently his eyes wera blurred, his
head reele:d, and he fell over intensible.

It may have been the slight but de-
cided shock to her head when, as Law-
rerce fainted, L3ucio wan let fall from I
his kner s, or it nmay have been a mnre I
coincidence between his fa ;lure an I her
revval; at all events, the girl lifted
herself to a sitting posture. and, waver-
ing weakly to and fro, gazed around
with a painedll, confused stare.
Not far away, in same low, sheltered

tangle of greenery beyond the tr,.ck of
the wind a mo,:i;ing bird ventured to
trill fantly a phraso or two of its
weirdnlly sweet no -t.une.
The moon stin, : d own through I140

awful rift i~1 the ferest iupon the pallid
and bhwihl.'edl fac of !f - gIrl.
"Old oh!" tohe cr'ii! "iOh--oh, moth-

er!" It was the iall of chill to parent,
the o!ld. old cry of helple.•.nt.ss, and i
rflng thi'ou<, the crtulhtd wi 1(l'einnes
With inlinine pea '.. in its q u-.,•r.
She t,':,ed h r ha:ul acri.os hcr fare,

trid to riis; liokid;l ,own:; thlen star -:'
and .scre inedq. 'Thie ;iu)i n:iId face (fi
Martin Lawrence 'aes giclinag stroegly
in the mcoolighs.

")at 'o' Mih3 Lueie)?" c!alled Tonm.
"Dal yo' obti'r 1r? Is ", hiurt, hony:;

"Ifoin! ,Ih. 'Jo:n, comne, come! quick.,
qu'c': t"

"Bress do I.or'!"
Thic:re \wa:: a ou:n(!of sltruggitg 'mus-

cles and t:igging iinmbs. With t o
pow'r of a gialliLt the ig'ro was wrenc''h-
ing hin)eli floni under the tweight that
held him down.

The pa:nting snarls o the old nman-
,eater W 10o not s, loud now; but they
were terribly dist.:n't.

Tom camne stumbling and tumbling
over logs und 1houhs and dr:fted heaps
of debris toward the spot where Lu:ie
sat.

'Wha' is yo', hmncy? Wha' is yo'
Miss Lucio?"
"Here, here, qui, k!"
"Lok out fo' cat paynter! TIe close

roun' yar."
As he ipoko h flourished a heavy

club (the fragment of a live o ik lime
thicker thanl a man's arm and four feet
lolng as if it had been a mere play-
th ng. I!s face was distorted with tu-
rio:is exeitem-nt.

Jlust theo his eyes fell upon the pan-
r ther,.whli h was sirugg:lin;g feebly now

with its entire hi:nder plarts cr:she;d
u'nder a heavy log doshel up)on it by the
hurri ane. All a:oullnd it lihe earlth was
torn wh il. nit ighty claws, Iand the
back and wood of the log 'were sc rred
andi splintered where its teeth had
gioinull thein.
Toln satrhd a moment.
"Ot.o! di;' y, i, o' o vilolyan!" iho

srorted for:h. "ia' r'' is is o'! Go'n"
IO' 'fn yo' lin carryi d is 'o' time, ht.s
0yo'? \' ell, I jes' gwino fo' ter Forty

help you otl."
le raiscd the club with both halds

and aItval:ct' d.r
' h oarse, gurg:ling howl of agony

lcapd fro::' the "a - ig, gnasintg
.mTu h of the erishid l,rute. Tom

dropped his clulii n i rireatedl.
"110s (e, L :'!" hle eaculatcd. "I

done fought yo' ihad1 me!"
His fri.hL wis but momentary, how-

ever, for he saw that the panther could
•i• +::...

not mo-,. Then, with the aetlvitv of a
squirrtl and the nIuscularlforce of a giant,
lie liifted the bludgenon onc more an'l
leaped forward. The b'ow that he tio-
iiveretd ehoed heavily iround, and was
followed by ran;y more.

'"Take dat, yo' olo villyan! Take dat
fo' what yo' ben or (doin' all dis time!"

sle did not slop pounding away till
every trace of life had hlft the huge
beast.

ChIAJ'TEIR 1.

Whrn Lawrence returnel to con-
soiousness he was resting on a low 1.ed
in one of the cabins of the negro quar-
Ier, and Lucie was bonding over hih.
Many dclays had pa sed since the hurri-
canoe and mcinctiate the young mana hadl
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"tALL AIOUrD TILE1 EARTI- WAS ToyN."

lain almost like one dead. He was
bruised and cut from head to foot; but
he had saved Lucie, whose courage and
self-forgethfulaess under all the terrible
circumstances were wonderful. She
had seen her mother buried after berig
rescued in a dying condition from the
wreck of the mansion, and had gone on
without faltering in the car. of her
lover, with the thought of her father all
the time in her mind.

Lawrence convalesced very fast, but
no sooner was he out or danger than
Lucie's strength gave 'v ay and she fell
ill.

Meantime one evening up ro:Io Col. de
Vigny, with Star still in fair condition,
thou.h a trifle lame. The Colonel had
lnadce the journey to New Orleans and
lack. He was indescribably grieved
ant broken up by the calamity that hal
b:.fa!len h!a househohld. Such lain as
he must have suffered is best left un-
told, even if wordis could do it just:ee.

When he arrived lhe c arriod a small
leathern sad ilobag at the hora cf his
siddle-_.',wrenee's sa:ddle, in faet-
and in this he had bro.gh-t gold and
scrip to pay the Philadcluhia claim.
He found Lawrence, pale and hagiard,
watehl'ng by iuA:e's bedside, and busi-
ness; was forgotten in the awful grief.of
the hour.

It was the ov:'rseer who thought of
skinning t::e panther and dressing its
hide to be kept as proof (lositive that
the T'eche Ter:or was no longer to be
dreaded. The rug numade of this skid
may be seen to-day in a certain prineely
home on ltampart street in New Orleans.

Meantime, something had come to
pa=s that, must niake a disagreeable
slot in the surface of our story. It must
be told, however, with but one value at-
Itahing to it, the value of truth. it
conies in as a touch of cenuine old-

thad run 1 iaay u fr ,d t

ill. l

o Au o-ifleai orhe .Cor... hriei,

timde te olor. oI wrs ditcoveed ater he
storm we oi as o thatillhe ndbo boy Tomt
hadl run away just before it, an lit that

way only was he on hanl d no ae in TLuee'as anod oawrence's rescue. So withl -

out consideration for the mueror he rontdored. the overseblr tied him up and th
gave him ar severe floging. Of course
Torn begged anu hoedandho a so d thRad
he would never rr:n away again. but the

conscientious overseer aiotly not onelash of e l the anotted number. T4n

was an old offender, one that the phldg-
matic functionary had mren r1 dowin tob lmtade a memorable exa ple of forher
bnie it. o the otlcr lltegroes s. r

But we are slipping away from ourstory. Le us get banki to the thread

ed to batni the fiu of travl, Co. olVigney eharterc(ld a smal vessel vesselby

which he transported his daughter and
his householn sravec; to New Orb ars.The s1ait h

a on hI.nliS he senta througiL
by land inr the care of lsthe overseer.

Lawrn,'e owas terhirttefd to ship himself
an Iomar ao a pant 0o the vesel's c-rrgo,
bwt lie sawou tlht Co!. bde Vigny was iot

c emltd, inore hac, vii ing toe i:rlke this

ta ily, f t it of tleii"o ie nds thp.

coisight h:i th en l t)!e into la-

e ithe past, few weeks, so out of the

normal limit of life as it usually comes
to men, that 'he scarcely felt that he
could expect the final outcome to be
anything but unusual. No doubt the
condition of his health had much to do
with the state of his imagination; more-
over, a man in love is apt to take a dis-
torted view of small matters when they
co nect themselves with the subject
affecting his heart.

Lawrence toiled paticntly through
some intricate notarial affairs, and
when everything nece:ssary had been
"signed, sealed, and delivered" he
heaved a sigh of relief, went to his room,
dressed himself with care, and calling a
carriage ordered himself driven to the
number given him by Lucie.

It was a solid and stately looking resi-
dence before whihli the carriaroe drew
sup. lHe thumped the door with its
ponderous brass lno:okcr, a trille nor-
voe:sly, ii, must be said, and stood wait-
ing. Strange that a mian's heart should
be so hard to control at such a time!
Stranger still that his fancy should
weave ;n :'lite of him a web of fantastic
expectations!
A servant opencd the door. Was

Mllbe. de YiLny in?
No, she, was not in.
] Where was she?
The servant did not know. She hind

her father had gone away, it was on a
long journey-on a slip-to Frraince,
probably. The servant loo:,ed in:lif-
Ie:'ent, his voice was inhospitable, but'
Lawrence pushed past him and went in.

"Te.l yo.,r mistress;" he said, "that I
wish to see her."
A nminute later a Iall, serene-looldng

lady met him graciou.• y, anl iniormed
him that Mi!le. de Yigny and her father
had sailed for france that very morn-
ing.

Lawrence caught a ray of subtle ma-
lignity darting from the narrow, placid
eyes which were scanning him between
their straight, lmoveless lashes.

"Madame." said he. "are you quite
sure that they are gone?"

She lifted her brows a trifle, made
some movement with her lips indicative
of surprise mingled with polite con-
tempt. When she spoke the effect of
linalty was perfectly convoyed by her
voice.

"I am quite sure, monsieur; good-
day."

The young man stood alone for a mo-
ment before going. Hat in hand, he
looked down at the carpet and arouind
the silent lo :m, while his thoughts
crushed themselves like a confused
blur. A delicate waft of heliotrope
touched his nostrils as it had on that
day at the mountain hotel in Switzer-
land, and he felt as one might who
should suddenly find himself left the
sole inhabitant of the earth. A sense
of enc.hantet,nt, so to speak, gave ab-
solute, strangoness to the,exter:ence.

He turned and walked past the tidy,
formal u.an servant out into the street,
where his . arriage was waiting. At the
po nt of moun i~g into the elhicle he
turned an:I cast his eyes over the state-
ly falcade of the house. At an upper
window somethirig white g:eamed. It
was a 'is on of beauty that followed,
an apraritiou seen as if-
Through leagues of sitimmering water liko

a iLar.

C(IA 'TERi IV.

John A. ?iurrell and his influential
coa i3utors all through the Southwest
had set up a state of affairs altogether
anomalous. The histo y of mankind
cdoos not show another example of wide-
spread and perfectly organiLed l,awless.
Hess to compare with it in boldness of
design and a curacy o& execution.
Murrell appeared upon the scene in
Alabama, ;M ssissippi and Lou:siana a
few years after Burr's scheme had come
to naught, and lie found that the arch
conspirator, together with such men as
Wilkinson on one hand, and the La
Fittes on the other, had educated a
large constituency in the various
br"nches of direct or indirect outlawry.
'i his was jU(st the wind for the great
robber's sail, and how ihe utilized it is a
me ter of hi-ttory. Une effect of his
orx-aniiation was this: It became so
formidabccle thaflt cen the officers of the
law 'in many pla.: cs wre its t ols, and
the (e"ciionls were controlled by it. Of
course, a co:h:niat on so powerful in-
timidiatc:l thI good and fascinated the
b,.d. No pc;son was strong enough to
combat aiolone an inliuence so secret,
yet so) bold:)!!, so widcs.read, yet invis-
ible, so st ong andl yet so hard to dis-
cover. Idii o. ot:wrivise spotless char-
a:ter wv'ro dra;n into passive, if not
active, relations withi the robbi:rs. and
it soon camue to Fags that a large
pari' of the commrccaC activities of the
irntrior, er:pecially those conn:i.t.d
with N.ew c rilan., werei more or less
controlled by 3lurcll and his men.

The conm'in o, iae.rtin Lawrence to
New Orl ans happ'i .l ,o iou~h a sensi-
live point in the cir:l1 of illegal opera-
tons, althoigh lhio young man was
whololy ignoant of the fact. At that
tiuOe Mlurre.l's kingdo:I was toppling to
iis fall. The aitention of government
had bcon attraci"d to his doings in such
a way tlhat ho was fi:ding it itlifi ilt to
quiet tihe fears and retain the conli-
dence cf his less desperate adherents.
Now the affair that Lavwrence had come
to look after was on its fa('o a mere
breac.h of faitth--a mild form of shrewd
swindle; but it connected itself with
certain operations involvinig enormous
sums of money, and affectinlig the honor
and indeed, indirectly, the lives of
sonme of the richest, miiost enterirising,
in!luential, and highly respected men in
tihe business c.rcles of New Orleans.
The word went out, mysteriously if not

electrically telegraphe l through tile city
and country, that tldeep-laid pllans were
forming to expose and bring to grief
the principal citizens who had directly
or indirectly aided or abette:l 3Iurrell's
schemes or sharedl his illegal ga.ns. A
quiet, terrible consternation seized
many men who hereto!o:e had lived in
se:urity and ailuence.

Some whio had gone no farther be-
yrnl the limit of propriety than to prae-
tic, a little in the ways of the smuggler
and the dealer in go tIs and chattels of
tuestionable ownlership were frighterTh
almost to the point of offering ~tiam-
selves* as stat witcnesses with. thi hope
of securing pardon. ,
7 In as utt r ig .orance of...II this as he
was; innocent o0 any uliLb'ior dlesign be-
yond secOuring his client's money and
righliiig up ,ome "ecords that had been
tanrpere:l ith, Lawrence went ab ut
fee!:n that the uery atmosphere around
him ,as heavy with mystery.

When upon "urinog at tie bottom of
I the step and looking up he saw Luie at
a chamber wvinktb1, it scarcely snrpris d
hilm, o llra-idl ivas his mind accoinmno-
ldating itself to h's strange surroundi3gs:
'T.oe girl m:ade asiin to him to wait, and
in a little tiheel no'e was placed in his
hand by a little slave gin, who came
round the outei wall of the court (whielh
in those days \its a part of almost every
reopec',ib"e crtole residence in New Or-
I leans), and funively delivered it. :

oHe glanced at the window again, only
to be motioned away by Lucie.

Nothing was left to him but to jump'
into his carriage and order the driver to
take him back to the hotel. lie tore the
Niote open with some impatience and
read in French:

"DEAR MARTIN: Do not berash. My
father is not guilty. Ioe is an honorable
man; but his brother has drawn him in-
to this thing unawares. Father fancies
that you have a special desire to impli-
cate and ruin him. S:nce the panther's
death he seems to have shifted his
iuonormania to the subjecctof being im-
prisoned, and he imagines that you are
working to incarcerate him. If I could
see you I could tell you a great deal
which I cannot put upon paper; but they O
will not let me see you, and have
foolishly thought to evadl you by their
silly story of our flight to Europe. Be
patient and prudent, and ever believe J
me your loving LUCIE." E

It did not take Lawrence long to ar- a
rive at the mneanin : of this, nor was he I
slow in setting Col. de Vigay's mind
right, as nearly as that could be done,
on the subject of arrest and imprison-
mernt. Two or three stolen interviews
with Lucieo gave him the fullest
knowledge of the situation, and showed
him how to steer her father out of the I
complication. U

Descendants of the Lawrence family S
-but, of course, that is not the real c
name--still lve in New Orleans, where

. 1

uA NOTE WAS PLACED IN HIS HANDS."

up to about thA beginning of the war of
the rebellion Martin Lawrence was a
distingugished lawyer and politician,
and where in the city's famous cemetery
a noble tomb marks the rest:ng place of
him and his always lovely and loving
wife.

[THE END.]
(Copyright by the Authors' Alliance; all

rights reserved.)

How Cyrus Laid the Cable.

In Harper's Weekly of Sept 11,
1858, there appeared the following
capital ballad from the pen of John
G. Saxe, the Green Mountain poet,
and it is worthy of reproduction at
thistime:

no11 CYRUS LAID THE CABLE

Come listen nunt) my song;
It is n silly fable;

'Tis all about the mighty cord
They call the Atlantic cable.

Brld Cyrus Field. he said, says ha
"I have a pretty notion,

That I can lay a telegraph
Acro-s the Atlantic ocean."

Then all the people laughrd and said
They'd like to see him do it;

lie might get hl If-sons-uver, but
He ndver could go through it.

To carry out his foolish plan
He nerer would be able;

He might as well co h:ing hibmrelf
With his Atlantic cable..

But Cyrus was a vali•vt man,
A follow of dec's•jn;

And lheeded not i1feiir mocking wordB
Their lauggler and derision.

Twice didliis I:r vest efforts fall,
Aid..yt hli miid was stable;

1io wa'n't the .man to blreak his heart
Because he b:roke his cable.

"Once more, my g:flant boys!" he cried:
"Three tlmnes:--you know the fable,--

(rl'li ,nlake it thirty," muttered he,
uBut I will lay the cable.")

Onrce more tIhiy trio I--hurrah! hurrah!
What mncnos this great commntion?

SThe Lord lt e piralscd! the cable's laid
Across tihe Atlantie Ocean !

Loud! rang the beils-for flashing througol
S:x hundrtdl leagues of water,

O:d Mthcr Enelaid's becnison
Saluteo her o'dest daughter.

O'er all the land the tidlings speed,
And so ,n in overy nation

They'll hear about the cable with
iPr'cfundess t admuiration!

Now lon;g live Janos and long live Vie,
And lonu live gallant Cyrus;

And may his courage, fatith and zeal
With emu!anion fire us.

And may we honr evermore
The manly, bold :n.l s able,

And tell our sons, to mhake them brave,
Uow Cyrus laid the cab.e.

\ A Man Who Ate Fire.

From th.e following account, taken
from Evyln's diary, where it appears
under date of "10th mno, 8th, 1672,"
it appears that fire-eating freaks are
not altogether modern innovat!ons:
"I took leave of my lady Sunderland,
who was going to P,tris to my Lord,
now Ambassador there. She made
me stay to dinner at Leicester House;
and afterward sent for Richardson,
the famous 'fireecater.' Before us he
devoured brimstone on glowing.coals,
chewing and swallowii;g them. He
then melted a beei'glass anid ate it
quite up; then,.dking a live coal on
his tongue, yi•iut on it a raw oyster;
the coal,,.as (then) blown with a
hand-bffows until it flamed and
sparki~id in his mouth, and so re-
mained until the oyster was done.
Then he melted pitch with sulphur
and drank it while it flowed. I saw
it flaming in his mouth."-Philadel-
phia i'rcss.

Tho Reasloll Why.

A man living in a suburban hamlet
recently went to the general.store to
buy same potatoes.

"H-low is this?" he asked the store-
keeper. "You're asking almost double
the regular.price for potatoes. Haven't
you made a mistake?"

"Oh, no!" chcerfull yreplied the
stcrekeeplr. "You see, I bought them
potatoes when they was much dearer
than they is now, and of cours3-I
can't aiford to sell them at the pres-
ent price."

THE Young Abstainers' Union in
T London has now over 8,000 member&

'BLIND TOM.
0t3IE EXPERIENCES WITH A

MIUSICAL PROJiIDY. t

I1s Wonderful Memory, His Strength,O

and His Eccentricities - A
Great .Mimite - Cray-

ing for Pi aise.

II. GOTT, a well known v
manager of traveling theat- b
rieal attractions, was rela-
ting some experiences the v

other evening after he had completed '
his arrangements for billing the town, I
says a Medina (N. Y.) letter to the New
York Post. He told of his trials with I
stars, combinations, theatres, special r
attractions, hotels, "turkey dates," I
ralroads, strandings,and the like, and e
in course of his talk he said:

"Of all of the peculiar enterprises a
that I have ever been connected with, '2
the ceeebrated Blind Tom's was the c
most so. I acted as press agent and
general manager for the attraction for v
a couple of seasons when Tom's fame c
was at its highest point, and I am still c
of the opinion that he was one of the
most marvelous pianists that ever I
lived. I have heard it reported sev-
eral times that he was dead, but he is
not. He must be nearly fifty years 2
old by this time.

"I don't think that Tom was entirely
blind, although he has generally been
so considered. On several occasions I
remember his calling my attention to
objects which he could not have known
about without seeing them; but he
was so nearly blind that what glimmer-
ing of sight he had could not have
been of any assistance to him in his
work on the piano.

"His memory was simply phenom- a
enal. Every night we used to have f
some local pianists play their most r
complicated pieces on the piano which e
Tom used on the stage, and after once
hearing them, Tom would play them r
through without an error. The local
musicians wete usually pretty nervous,
and almost invariably they would
make errors in execution, and these
Tom would reproduce as faithfully as
he did the rest of the composition.
This used to furnish much'amusement.

"Lom was a harmless fellow, and,
nearly a giant in stature, I never knew
of his being violent but once while I
was with him, although he was always
hard to manage and inclined to be
sullen like a spoiled child. The
instance I speak of occarred in Cleve-
land, I think, where we had an im-
mense audience. During the first
selection Tom pressed too hard on the.
soft pedal and it snapped off. The
piano was a magnificent grand, fur.
nished by a local dealer, and put on'
the stage at considera'le expense.
Tom jumped up insr sntly when the
accident occurred t.id left the stage.
Mr." Betts, the, 'tier assistant, and I
ran to.bim ' nce.

"'Tom',vants another piano,' said
the pfi gy." He always spoke of him-
selfin the third verson. I never heard
bhim say 'I,' 'me,' 'my,' or 'mine,' in
all of the.time I was with him. "Tom
wants new piano; this one broke.
Tom won't play on it again.'

"0O course it *as unfortunate, but
we knew that with 'his marvelous
touch that blind colored boy had little
more use for a soft pedal than he had
for eyes, so far as his music was con-
cerned, and we reasoned with him and
tried to get him to go back. The
audience was applauding like mad;
but he would not be reasoned, with.
'Tom won't play on that piano any
more; get Tom a new one.'
"It was a bad few minutes for us.

Theremnst have been 1500 people in
the house, and to get a new piano soon
enough would hate been impossible.
Betts.got hot and took hold of Tom to
push him out on the stage. Tom did
not seem to get mad, but he just
hauled off calmly and deliberately
struck Betts a blow in the face that
knocked him into the corner of the
stage among a lot of set rocks and
practical trees. I did not want the
same experience, so I told Tom it was
all rIght, he needn't go on if he didn't
want to.

"Mrs. Bethune, the wife of Tom's
former owner, who has always had
charge of the colored boy and was ap-
pointed his legal guardian alter slav-
ery was abolished, was at the door
looking after the finances, for which
she had a sharp eye. I knew that no
one else coulh do anything with Tom
when he got one of his moods, so I
sent for her and she came at onlse.
Sho did not storm at all at him, just
appeared grieved. 'Why, Tom,' she
said, 'aren't you going to play for the
people?'

"'No. Tom won't play. Piano
broke.'

"'Well, that'stoo bad, Tom; but all
right, we'd pack up and go back home
and not travel any more ever. It'll
be pretty lonesome home, but nobody
will want to hear you play anywhere
again now that you have disappointed
them, and nobody'll care for Tom any
more.' In five minutes T'm was fairly
begging to go back, and he never
played better in his life than he did
the rest of the programme.

"Tom was a great mimic and soon
learned by heart the speehebes used in
introducing him, •nhd, L'or the novelty
of the thing, we used to let him an-
nounce himself, which he always did
in an exact imitation of the regular
lecturer something lik;e this:

"'Tom will now play for you, in
his inimitable manner, a *election
which he heard during his tour of
Scotland some years ago. The circum-
stances were as follows,' etc.

"As soon as he had finished a selec-
tion he would always start the ap-
plause himself, as those who have
heard him will remermber. He always
had a craving t6 hear uraise of his
Swork, and I used to go into his room
every niorning and read the newpaper
notices to him. 'They were usually1 very flatteritng, and Tom was always
I immensely pleased, When the notice

wasfan ordinary one I would Eater:
polate a few words as I read it, just to
see him plume himself.

"The part of the brain which con"
trolled his playing seemed to be dis.
tinct. His mind never seemed .to be:
on his work at all. As an instance of
this Iremember .oice we had a dato iq
Buffalo, and while we were traveling
through Canada to reach that city • ,
we had a long, tiresome wait .i :
a little railroad station. Ther
was the usual crying baby- ud irasoi
ble old man. The baby vould yell
'Yah-yak.vah" and then the old maua
would growl, *Oh, kill the brat:
There it goes again,' etc., while the
harassed mother would be saying:. '
'Hush, hush, hush: there, there,
there," and some sympathetic ladies.,- r
near us would murmur, 'Poor thing,
poor little baby, too bad. too bad,
etc. .r

"That night I had a seat in the
wings, as usual, close to the piano.
Tom was doing one of his most diffl
cult feats. playing two distinct coi-
positions selected by the audience,with
variations and the ascompaniments atR•:
one and the same time, and doing it
exquisitely. Noticing that his lips
were moving all of the time, I' got 4
little nearer so that I could hear what '.
he was saying, and this was it: 'Yah4
yah-yah; oh, kill the brat; hush, hush;I hush; there it goes again; too bad,

too bad; ob, heavens ! poor thing ,

poor little baby, there, there,there :
and so on through all of the melange .
of talk we had heard during, the day'.
One part of his mind was away off in
that little Canadian railroad sfation,
while the musical part was executing
those delicate harmonies.

-v

A Sand.-Storm of the American Dosert
That the "Great American Desert'.i.

still exists, in spite of strenuous el.
forts on the part of certain politicisiia
railroad corporations, and other inter
ested parties to obliterate it from the
maps, is a fact only too well known t
many thousands of disappointed se.
tiers, army people, prospeotors, ai
travelers over several lines of railway.
Most especially is it in vidence ou
the route of the Southern Pacifio roadl
which traverses its desolation for hun
dreds of miles, and whose tank c
for the transportation of water forin
an important item of equipment. It
true that portions' of its unproductive
lands are irrigable (at a vast expense),
and may thus, in : distant future,
be reclaimed t~ ie uses of agriculture.
At the sam,,flme, it is equally trti .that wijlW reas lie so remote .from ree
vdivltg influences that, unless sub
je.cfed to radical climatic change,
they must always remain desolate,
wind-blowi wastes, exhibiting, t
characteristics and phenomena of
deserts existing under similar cop
tions.

With a thunderous roar the sand=
storm hurls itself upon its victims
driving them before it with irresisti1 .
ble fury. No animate form, may op.,,
pose it and live, but man or 'beast so
ill fated as, to be' caught within - it1 dread radius must submit.t be drivei

I forward like on autumn leifblinded;I choked, and sorely lashed, until somes

sheltering lee is reached or the furly
of the storm is- exhausted., I!h h.
stumbles and falls' or sinks throughSweakness, he is lost, and the skeletons

s of former victims are stripped, of theiz.r
I heaped 'covering to furnish him •a
sepulchre.

1 Although the sand'stora is gener••
Sally of short durationi it sometimeis
Slasts for hours, and has been known. :

to rjge for days with unabatel fury.!While thus exercising its evil powers

it destroys life and changes the. wholei
aspect of the country over which itSstweeps, moving hi'ls and valleys to ,•
I new positions, filling dry watercoursev

buirying the little oases nourished bySinfrequent springs, and obliteratingi trails. In the old days of slow movin,
t wagon trains it was a mennaee ands.

calamity, while 'even in thin era of
Srailroads it brings distress and peri.:a to the traveler. It fills the mosti
Scarefully protected cars with its.
stifling dust, blocks the track with •

heavy drifts cuts down telegraph poles '
t with its rasp of flinty particles, grinds -

clean glass into opaqueness, and in aSthousand ways renders life miserabler
1 and a burden.-Harper's Weekly.,

The First Coaches..,r In the Fifteenth Century coache3 appear to have been used iu procee

a sione or other public ceremuonis, more,
1 as an ornament than anything eise, if-
I we may judge from the .cltmsy forms-

of the vehicle. The entrance of the:
t Ambassador Trevasi into Mantua in.a carriage is noticed as early as thsya year 1433; and that of Frederio I

into Frankfort, in a ed. red' coaoh, in
ithe year 1475. It is a curious contrast
to the rapidity with which new invenr

I tions are now adopted, that nearly aa century elapsed before the covered
I carriage was introdnuced into Eng-•

Sland. Stow, in his ''Ohronicle," un-
Sder the year 1555, mentions tlu intro.:1 duction in these terms: "This yeare' ,
y Walter Ripon made a coach for the \

y Earle of Rutland, which was the first

r coach (saith he) that ever was made in.al England. Since-to wit, in annoe156'

-the said Walter Ripen madq the~n first hollow turning coach, with pil
n lers and arches, for her Mejestie, be :-
y iong then her servanti Also, in anno
.1581, a chariot throne, with foure pil

d lars behind to bearo a canopio with a

r crowne imperiall on the toppe, and ..
before two lower pillers, whereonn stood a lion and a dragon the sup.

n porters of the arnmea of England.">f The sailors of the time of Good Queen•

. Bess must have found it a difficult
matter to obtain berths on a coaol~ for
Stheir cruise on shore. Even hern Maj•

- esty, though she herself Cdrove to St.re Paul's Cathedral to return thanks for

s the delivery of her kingdom from the
is Spanmsil Armada, was accompanied byi the Privy Council and her attendants•-i

ar who.rode on horseback. But by tha :
ly end of the reign coaches anul carriages.
is became suddenly popular.-.Fsreside

:e iMaIgarine,
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