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tie railway station at Beauly,
S r\J wo saw, Dot itn hundred feet
I |j away, at the road-bead of a Ion?

C
—

—i pairof stair?, a huge wagonette)
already filled with people. This was the
Strathglass "coach," go my companion said.
Two seats were reserved beside the driver.
These we scrambled into, and before the
train liad steamed out (if the station our
coach was rolling heavily away toward a \u25a0

region of silence eternal. For when the
Stratbglass coach finally stops, tome \u25a0\u25a0

' or
in miles west ot Ueauly. in every direc-
tion save tlint from whence it came, is a j
land that lias never known a road or a
wheeled vehicle. Once under the old clan
system it was peopled with a grand and
nuble race. From clearance after clearance
and eviction alter eviction it is now more
lone and silent than when skin-clad helots
huddled in its straths and glens and savage
pagan rites were celebrated within its olden
stone circles and clnclians. To-day its very
f»ot-paths and bridle-paths are given over
to the game-keeper, the gillie and the red
deer, Perhaps a hundred grave-faced crofters
may occupy every hundred square miles of
hind. Landlordism has exterminated the

. grandest portion of the Scottish people
'throughout the entire north of Scot-
land, precisely as, with famine and Balfour-
lsin, it is dually but surely murdering an

--(•jitire race it: Ireland. The Green Isle is
being transformed Into a sheep and cuttle
raiis? for London butchers, and mo Scottish
Highland, from the Grampians to the
ocean rim around the whale north of Scot-
land nnd to the outer cliffs of tlie Western
l->. Is already simply a vast came preserve
for London sportsmen. Hut God's sunlight
never shonfl on so romantically beautiful a
land;and the inexpressible pathos of itall
mists your eyes as they look invain for the
homes where a whole race has been p'.nn-
uered of its heritage.

Of the scattering remnants of these peo-
ple who.

DESPITE ALLINJUSTICE AND LOSS,

stillcling to the mountain eerips whichgave
them birth, our coach-load was completely
typical. One huge, grave fellow was a
blacksmith who leased a little for^e far up
the strath, here he stillstarved along, now
and t!ien getting a driblet of work inshoeing
tliH horses kept at the gentry's hunting
ledges. Another man held a tew acres of
land and a dreary old inn at the edge of the
stra.th, wen occasionally gillies loitered and
dropped a few pence, or. at odd intervals,
lords and ladies, from freak or accident of re-
quiring shelter, Bung a few pounds into his
groveling hands. Three were crofters pure
and sin pie with Tarn o' Shanter hats, bushy
beard*, Hollow cheeks, bloodless faces, and
deep-set biueeyes that seemed ever set up in
>ome far object, as ifintently endeavoring
to solve the riddle of their lives of endless
want and wretchedness. There were two
woiui'D. One was a cotter's wife, miser-
ably clad, with an ailing child which had

een taken a score of miles to lieauly that a
physician might see it, as no doctor lived in
all 'his vast region from sea to sea. The
other was a scraggy* old guidwife, travel-
worn, but bravely making her way back to
some Highland croft, witha few pound* in
her pocket from among the herring-curing
crews at Wick or Lerwick in Shetland.
What she had earned would keep the thatch
over her family's heads another year. An-
rtiier, a man, sleek and well-fed, was from
I.o;d Tweeduiouth's great polled Angus
stock farm aid lodge, far up the
strath: and still another was a strath
merchant who dealt in "sweeties"
and meal in a little hut by Fasnatyle
Bridge. Then there was the driver, earnest
ana awful, because intrusted with her
Majesty's mail-pouches ;myself next to him
iiithe box, aid, to complete the party,

!
alongside myself the Bey. .Mr. Mackenzie,
my companion, Free Church minister to the
tiny fold in Grand .Straihglass and resident
in the Free Church manse, by Fasnakyle.

And how 1 came to be a guest of this man
who, capable offillinga New York pulpit, is
jins-ing a devoted and sacrificial life among
the lowly of these tempest-ridden ni'-un-
tnin=, hits a spice of humor in it worth the
tolling. He bad been cycling in Norway,
and, rettiming toScotland, came tothe same
little hotel which hi used me in Edinburgh.
With likesympathies and longings to know
ail strangers can tell each other, we had

ml.l. d into an acquaintance and mutual
likingat breakfast; were in my own room
directly, feasting on apileof several hun-
<livddelicious old volume- Ihad dug out of
the seeond-liand shops of Edinburgh; and
while thus gosthering at each other ina glo-
rious way we were suddenly overtaken by a
iiule romance.

Bursting Into the room ina great state of
trepijition our kindly landlady of

st. Andrew's,
Mrs. Steele. breathlessly stated in the rich-
est Aberdonlan dialect that a wedding din-
ner . id a wedding itself were in the process
of spoiling for th« want of a "meenister."
They 1 ::<i come all the way from Alton,
p»or souls, with kith and kin, and their par-
son had missed the ferry, and everything
and eveiybi dy would be ruined ifmy frien
"dinna coon awadoon the coffee-room an'
join the puir bodies directly."

No; my friend was obdurate. It was
his vacation, Beside*, how did he Know
they were

"
right in their lines." liut

the brisk landlady had him there She
had been a school-teacher; had already
examined their "'lines" herself; and the

\u25a0 Pair were entitled to succor en that score.
N i, again; because he had. been cycling,
was in grays and knickerbockers, to
boot; and who ever heard of a clergyman
marrying, or burying anybody without
the legulation black? Hut Ihad him
there; and soon saw him clapped inside a
black evening suit of my own. Cat oh,
Scotch perversity! ha hail no white collar
and choker. Then Icornered him again;
this time witha Yankee paper collar and
a ha'penny white muslin tie; and we were
now sure of victory, for tinier these con-
ditions w<! gut him to the lauding below.
Here Im bulked completely. On, how
.'-light a thread hang the fate of this
wretched couple then! lie had not the
form of service with him, and proceeding
without itwas utterly out of the question.
Mess those second-hand books, tnis time
they were the recourse. Ibade the land-
lady hold the man of prayer, and with vis-
ions of loss and the aroma of a scorching
dinner prompting, she held bun like a vise.
in a moment more Ihad lwunded to my
room, with emotions of defeat, hope, vic-
tory, had swept my eyes along the mil-
dewed covers ofmy second-hand books, and
finallypounced with exultant delight upon
a little brown volume of is.lv', "Ander-
son's Minister's Directory." Bounding
back to our captured

"
meenister," I

placed this in his hands, opened at page
11, and before he could offer farther protest
that vigorous Scotch landlady and myself
had him in front of the blushing bride and
bridegroom, perspiring through an Estiib-
lisbed Churcli form of marriage ceremony;

. mid in 10 minutes time Isabella McCarthy
Cameron and Charles Macdonald, burgh
and parish of Alloa, shire of Clackman-
nan, Kingdom of Scotland, were made
man and wife; Ihad

'
\u25a0 set my

name down with boldness and nourish
as one of llic witnesses; the "rosy cbeekit"
Allua girls accompanying the pair had hus-
tled thu bride until the window panes rat-
tled, for the one first rubbing her left shoul-
der will first be married with laughter and
jest nd many a sally at tho captured parson,
we all partook of the wedding dinner, done
to a turn, and all the more graciously servedas the landlady got two prices for

AT LEAS* TWO PLATES OF IT.
My friend 6urely got a sovereign for his

enforced clerical labors ;and I, with the.good fortune ever favoring those who rescuelove-lorn folk from plight and distress, was,
in turn, uerfurce made to come to the glori-
ous North with my home in a sweet oldmanse where Icould see, for so long as my
fancy willed, life as it truly is in the very
heart of the remotest JiigbUmls of Scot-
land.
Itwas a strange, weird coach-load of folk,
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speaking in a strange, weird tongue, and we
rolled rapidly along through a strange,
weird country. Every soul of the dozen or
more within the wagonette, but myself,
spoke the Gaelic tongue, and not a word
was spokeu during llie entire journey InEn-
glish, save when Iwas addressed. It
was an immediate revelation of a condi-
tion of things in the Highlands
which even intelligent Scotchmen in
tin- large lowland cities are unacquainted
with, or affect to be ignorant of. From
every source of book, newspaper and oral
information outside the Highlands you
gain the impression that the Gaelic lan-
guage is dead; that perhaps somewhere
among tho peat and mists of inaccessible
peaks in Donegal an.l Connauglit in Ire-
land, or of Sutherland, Bess, Blare and
the Hebrides in Scotland, there are a few
old men and women who have retained a
few words of a language once common to
the Cymric Celt*; indeed, that th» Gaelic
language, with the crumbling remains of the
glorious antiquities of Ireland and Scotland,
are but the fabrics ot zealots* dreams. But
if yen will comii far enough yon will find
this language in all it*original richness,
purity and power, and will be astounded to
know" that every soul in many districts in
Ireland and, geographically, in the larger
portion of Scotland, speak itevery waiting
hour of their lives precisely as their fore-
fathers spoke it for unknown cycles ofyears
before them.

"Oh, yes," explained my friend, "wo are
all Gaelic still, north of Perthshire and
Aberdwiishire, and in all the outlying
islands." And then modest!}*, and as
though there might be something of the lin-
gering old .laeobitic. sedition in it: "I
preach to my people in Gaelic every other
Sunday."

And do they all understand it?"
"Understand it! They willtell you that

Adam spoke Gaelic; that the Scripture can
be alone properly expounded in Gaelic; my
English sermons are given toempty benches;
the Gaelic Sundays bring hearers from
twenty miles away; and every face is a
picture of radiant devotion aad joy—even, to
the last one of their brave collie dogs!" \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0#. :;

Bless them for loyalty to their traditions
and language, itmust be so; for below and
behind us there came a roar of sens that
echoed wildlythrough the glens and passes.
They had worn out the

THKBADBABE aOSSIP
Of Strathelass, and, as all without excep-
tion bad hail tlie cockles of their hearts
warmed a little this day by "a cinder in
their glasses." as the Highlanders affection-
ately term a drop of peat whisky, moodiness
and silence, after "Innceilidh" or gossiping
was eshaustpd," were succeeded by Impetu-
ous song. "Coiro Cheathaich

"
was the

name of the first one they aaug, and the wry
title. from colre (kettle) and cheathaich
(steamy, vapory), or

"
The Misty Dell," as

applied to a loved Highland valley or hollow,
is illustrative of the exquisitely poetic sig-

nificance of words iv all Gaelic original.
Here is the first stanza :
'be (.'olre-ctisathaicti. 11111 alchean slubulacli.

An Culre r'in:i'.'!iIs ur.ir folia,
Gulurach m::iil fh^imirh. !niu-i;hael. sugbnr,
i.:. .'; lu-tan !. ::.r b'i «lialihrAiilhie:tin:

Gu inolath, dabn-sl<nrin, torrrrlj,luisreag.icU,
Corr&cb, pluianacli, tllil-^lilaii.grimi.

Cujiii.ballaeh. (lutie:in:icb. nuarli. mi^l^auach:
Glcanu a iiitillitich'dan liuuiulior niang.

Myown Mist;Carrie, by (leer ever Daunted,
Mybeauttoua valley, my own vdiilaiit il.'li."

Sou. ricU aimgrassy wild sweets ever scented
Prom every fair tion'r 1 lore dear and well ;

ThicSly all growiiic,brtgbtly allblowing.
Over ttssh44r]o anil Breeß Unrlceord )iv&;

M.r...cauach unit daisies a<loruiuK Its mazes,
Turouan WHICH gambols lightlytne Iltno graceful

fawiil

"Itwillbe my turn soon!" said my friend
in a whisper and witha grimace of resigna-
tion.

""four turn
"They will tire of their 'Misty Dell'

shortly. and than every one, women an 1 all,
willbegin such a doctrinal exposition and
catechism as. could you hear it in English,
you would regard as little less than assault.
Oh, yes, every one of my flock, and indeed
all Highlanders, love to get their minister
outside the kirk, and harry him a little All
Scotchmen are born disputants. Add a little
of the right kindof flame to their z-al ;md
they are masters of polemics. One glass
makes one of my people a doctrinal enthus-
hist; two, sets him to expounding the most
difficult theologic problem; and Isometimes
think, with another he would stop on his
way into heaven and engage St. Peter him-
self."

His prediction was a true one. On by
one they approached the cherished subject.
Thpy were answered kindly and silenced.
Then a few more bars ot the "Misty Dell"
were unleashed in joyous, uneven measure

i and high, sustained notes. Again two or
i three would deploy, as it were, and set upon

the minister with a flank movement of doc-
tr.ml problems that kept bis beat wits
flashing to meet and parry. Then they
would subside again and another song, in
praise of Lord Lorat, the Joys of the 1- vat

his*, chin, the chase, hospitalities and all,
was uivn with a roar of confused major
and minor treble. This gave them courage
to move front and flank upon my triend,
when, as Iafterward learned, all the rami-
fications of the "Broken Covenant" were
battied over with frondirful vigor, and this
assault in turn gave place to

AN ESTEKLUDS,
Or truce, in which the entne party, minister
and all, sang witb great vehemence and

I feeling \u25a0'(teaiaii Nan Gaidheal," "The Cry
| of the Gael." As if they had gathered' power from the strange notes of this lam-

entation, the whole coach-loud, driver and
all set upon my friend and hurled at him
points in "Justification," "Adoption" and

i "sauctificatiun" In an ecstaey of argumenta-
tive frenzy. They stood up to it, besides.
To see mure than a dozen vigorous Iligh-
landeis standing as high as the lurching of
the coach would let them, pounding their
palms and each others' bruad .shoulders to
emphasize their arguments, each almost
singing Ills wildlyearnest assertions in a
tongue unknown to English ears, and all
reaching climaxes of eloquence, or tiutlins
thunderbolts ofdoctrinal logic, witha half-
jellcd "Xia! Xis" (Xow!now!") as some
particularly effective point was mads; and
all. to one unused to their Innocent ways,
apparently ready to annihilate my minis-
terial friend to whom they were all de-
votedly attached, and who finallysank help-
less under tlie tempest of oratory, was to
know-, with a malicious thrillof delight, that
there is one place in the. world where the

| preacher must sit stilland writhe, even as
long-suffering parishioners, under his own
teachings, returned to be heaped up and
poured back upon him lik« the bread upon
the waters which returnetli after many
days.

liut far tip the strath our horses were
changed at a little clachan. Then here and
there, where foot-paths turned to the heights
above or the valley beneath, peasant duc-
triuaii-> one by one descended and disap-
peared with a departing shot of Scriptural
ferocity. Larder "and fiercer than all the
granite crags above us. The shadows crept
inand were marshaled in dark phalanxes
in the strath-bed far down there, thousands
of feet below. The river, now broad and
glassy, now a foaming torrent, and again a
feathery waterfall, only disclosed its
course iv Found. Hints of great hunt-
ing-lodges like castles, were revealed
by ghostly turrets which were sharply cut
against the leaden sky above the da: keuiag
trees, or by tremendous gates before great
avenues of sycamores, or by liveried servi-
tors standing at the roadside to catch tho
mail-pouches flung to them as we rattled
by. And, finally, five little flaxen head?,
appaiitiui-like, bobbing beside the coach,
and crowing and shouting to the

"
Pappy

"
beside me, told hip we were at last in the
heart of Grand Strathglass, and that the
great square pile behind the larches, from
which the. welcoming lamp and fire light
shone, was the sweet old Manse of Fasna-
kyle, where, for a little, a Yankee pilgrim
was to find .ihospitable Highland home. \u25a0

"Copyrfijlil.me. Enr.Aß L. WakkuaS.

THE BLINDSULUIEK.

He Tell*What lie Saw I.nut. at tlie Battle
of Gettysburg.

During the National Encampment in Bos-
ton an old comrade with silvery hair wai-

led into the Cyclorama of Gettysburg by a
bright-faced little miss. The old man sat
down while the child described to him the
features of the picture. Occasionally he
asked her a question and slowly shook his
bead as if in doubt of the accuracy of her
account. She had described to him in her
own way the onrush of picket men and the
hand-to-hand conflicts at the stona wall,
where tho Maine veterans met the Charge of
the .Southerners, when- lie asked: "Hut
Where's the artillery. May?"

"Oh, you mean the big guns. They're
over there on the bill in a row.""

Allin a row?" he asked."
Yes," she replied.

lie sneak his head.
"

Look around," said
.be.

"
There must be some more that are not

in line."
"Yes." she said, there are some more

down here, but they are all upset; Iguess
they're burst."
i "Is that where the men are coming over
the wall?"-

--"Yes, grandpa."
"Is there a wove of trees?""Yes, it-seems to be fullof men, but tho

smoke is so thick you can't sec them."
"Oh, Isee them," lie cried. .
The little girl replied, "On, no, grandpa,

yon can't see them.- "
Yes, 1can," cried the old soldier; "lean

see tlie men, the grove, and the broken can-
non lying about.". The child looked At him Ininnocent sur-
prise aud said, "You are joking, grandpa."

"Xo, my. dear." replied the old man.
"No. That was the last thing Iever saw.
There was a caisson exploded there just this
side of the stone wall, and that was the last
tenible picture Iever saw, for it was then
that Ilost my eye-sight, and Ihave never
tot the picture out of my mind."

—
Portland

(Me.) Telegram.

Book agents are now excluded from Bucks
County, Pa.

PHOTOGRAPHING
A BIG BLAST.

Snap Shot at Ten Paces" From a
Ledge Shattered by Dynamite.

The Extraordinary Nerve Ditplsyed by Or.

George H. Bailey an Amateur Camera
Artist of Bcston.

iTF\fj SPECIAL from Boston to the New
M? York Sun tells of the extraordinary
jl^lm?daring of an amateur photographer
ot that city. Dr. George 11. Bailey. Dr.
Bailey, it says, is possessed of niora

nerve than is generally meted out to
ma Id d. It Is not the offensive typo

that is sometimes seen, but the gen-

nine variety called pluck. Dr. Bailey U
an enthusiastic photographer, Ile doesn't
claim to be a professional, but his work
would compare favorably with the be*t. lie,

lias been interested in this pastime about
two years only, but be lias mastered all the
mysteries of thj truiie, and cau match a

irkpnenof anything from a stationary house
to a fliisb of lightning, lie bus even become
such an experi that he has manufactured
bis own camera, and naturally he thinks it
is the best inexistence.

His latest success in the photographic line
was tie picture of a tremendous bbst in
which 250 pounds of dynamite was used. In
order to get the best results it was necessary
to place tlie camera thirty feet from the
scene of the explosion. Any otic who knows

the extraordinary precaution>i
t
taken by men

who blast out ledges will realize bow much
'•.-anu" it required to stand unprotected
only thirtyfeet from the sp.it to be shat-
tered. Ordinarily the workmen retire to po-
sitions of safety more than 100 feet dist uir,

and get behind a fence or tree, even at that
distance. But Dr. liailey was willing to
ri=k his lifein the int'rest of seionca, and ,
standing in the full view of tbe explosion,
be catiaht in his camera a perfect picture of
the parth'i upheaval, and then jumped aside

just in time to escape a bin fracment of rock
that weighed about a ton. Of course be
rescued the camera. Itwas a mighty tie k-
lisli position in which Dr. Bailey found hlm-
se:f, but he kept cool and he lms the satis-
fpction of knowing that be possesses the
inly perfect |icturo of au explosion of dy-
namite.

The ledge that was shattered is locnted at
Savin Hill, Dorchester. It is being leveled
for building purposes. The part that was
blown up measured about l'J.">xlOO feer. In
this mass of rock sixty boles were bored,

each about teu feet deep, and then 2SS
lo'.mds of dynamite was planted therein.
Dr.Hailey had kept truck of these opera-
tions ami was on hand when the tlmo came
for applying the electric spark. Ho placed
bis camera opposite asmall grove of pine
trees, which were destined to ?hoot heaven-
ward, aud first took a sketch of tiie scene
"before usiu;;." Mr. G. 11. l'utney. the
contractor, at the last minute urged Dr.
Bailey to abandon his scheme, forheconsid-
ered ftsuicidal to stand so close to the blast
But tlie doctor was not to be dissuaded by
tho fear of bodily harm. He de-tared that
he could dod^e any rock that might come iv

BSTOBB.

his direction, nnd told the contractor tfl turn
on the electricity. Owing to the extreme
size of the blast Itwas Impossible to apply
the customary safeguards against Hying
debris. Xo covering of logs could be spread
over the area as is done in smaller blasts.

When all was ready the electric current
was applied. There was agrinding, crunch-
ing sound throughout the ledge, and great
chunks of rock were split from the ledge,
many ol them wetehing tons e.ieh, and lifted
heavily aud sluggishly luto the air. Clouds

of smoke nnd dust rushed from the crevices,
and above the whole mass of disrupted soil
three or four pine trees reared their tops
about forty feet higher than they ever Old
before or ever willagain. Just at that in-
stant, when the air wa* full of Hying recks
and dust and trees, Dr. Hailey gave a little
turn of the wrist and imprisoned an image
<.f the scene on the sensitive plate within
tbe camera. Then be had to think of him-
self. Small fragments of rock were falling
around him, and he saw a big reck taking a
bee-iine for bis territory, liedidn't stop a

minute to dispute over the possession ofthe
ground, but decamped unceremoniously,
:tid was covered by the dust raised by the
r. ek when it landed just whore be had been
staudinn but a few seconds before. Hut tbe
enterprising thotoeranher didn't mind a lit-
tle tiling like that The ext lesion bad been
a complete success; so was the picture. Dr.
Bailey took another shot at ihe pile of
blasted rock, and the picture be secured
shows what ti tremendous upheaval had
been caused by the explosion.

nvms'i.

AFTER.

A STATE SECRET.
How ItWas Keptjby the Fiftocn-

Year-Old Son of a Minister.

State secrets, as a rule, are not permitted
to fallinto the hands of the young. Allna-
t'o:is guard their interests with jealous care,
but there was once v boy,says a writer In
Golden Days, who for a long time held pos-
session of a very important State secret,

which affected, to a large extent, th» welfare
of this country at a time of pressing need.

Itcame about iv this way;

In the month of March, 177t>, the Conti-
nental Congress sent Sila" Deaueas a politi-
cal agent to the French court to enlist Louis
XVIinour C«ase and bring about negotia-
tions which would result iv a treaty ol alli-
ance. At the same limn Arthur Lee, an-
other distinguished American, was in Lon-
don in secnt correspondence with Influen-
tial Frenchmen.

Lee one day was approached by Beau-
marcbis, asecret envoy of th« French Gov-
ernment, who told ii in that the. King was
desirous of helping the colonies, but did not
want to dv so in a manner which would in-
volve him in an open war \iitiiEngland.
Beaumarchia said that Louts would give us
plenty of money and some arms ifhe could
do so without exciting suspicion, lor be cor-
dially hated England, though Ilear he did
not like the thought of helping to eslablisli
a republic '''- America.

Accordingly Lee, Deane and the crafty
Beaumarcbis put their heads together and
agreed upon a witty plan of secrecy. When
BeanraarcniS returned to Paris a corre-
spondence began between a (inn c.dled
ltodorique liortale* & Co. and one Mary
Johnson— the former being, in reality, Beau.
marchia and the latter ArttiurLee.

Leirepresented that he had large amounts
of tobacco to sell, and directed that tbe pur-
chase money received from Ilortale-s ifc Co.
be s»-nt to him by the way of Cape Francois.
In the meantime Vergeunea, tho French
Minister <»f Foreign Affairs, and the King
had been informed of the plan and had ap-
proved "f it, and Louis directed bis Treas-
urer to hold 1,000,000 livres subject to Ver-
gomies' arders.

Now, it was very important that all tbe
correspondence on behalf of the French
Government should lx< conducted by one
person, and the one selected to conduct it
was Minister Yergeimes' sou, a boy of
only l.r>.

He was well educated, bright, and knew
how to keep a State secret as well as bis
illustrious parent. The boy took charge of
the important business, aud from time to
time large sums of money found their way
from the royal treasury to the coffers of tho
colonies.

Ivorder to give the transaction a business
complexion some tobacco was sent inre-
turn.
IfEpgland had discovered that a shrewd

little boy in the (.flice of the French Minis-
ter was thus damaging her cause with his
pen over the signature of "llortales &
C0.," she would have called King Louis to
account for his duplicity; but tint secret was
so wellkept that England never suspected
it l'oung Vergenues displayed so niiicn
tact in the part lie played tnat, when it was
all over, be was summuned tv court and re-
ceived the thanks of the King.

Inone of his letters he offered, ns llortales
&Co., to furnish the Americans with

"
auy-

thiug they needed." Of course, all he did
was dune with the free consent of tbe French
court.

The little fellow would couch bis letters in,
adroit commercial phrases, so that if they
had fallen into the hands of the enemy the
truth would not have been suspected. In
all,

"
Messrs. Hortaies &Co." furnished the

struggling c.domes with £15.~>,000.
History is silent concerning tho subse-

quent career of Ihe boy with theSlate secret,
but 1am almost ready to say that he became
a noted diplomute, for he bad shown that be
could keep an important secret and couduct
a correspondence between two nations. No
doubt bis illustrious fiitUur, the greut Minis-
ter, was proud of him.

ARCTIC EXPLORATION.

The Expedition Thai Will Start
Under Dr. Nanson.

It willbe reiueml*red that Dr. Hasten,
the Norwegian explorer, was wholly suc-
cessful in bis enterprise of leading a party
across Greenland two years ago. They
made the journey on skis, cr SBOW-runneTS,
from the east coast to the Danish settle-
ments on Baffins Bay.
It is now reiorted that the Norwegian

Natio nal Asst mbly has voted an appropria-
tion to fitoat another expedition- this time
for the North I'ole. A specially constructed

boat of 170 tons burden is to be built, and
manned by a crew of ten di" twelve men
under the command of Dr. Nansen. Pro-
visions and fuel enough for five years will
bo. taken, although it is hoped that two
years willbe all that is needed for making
the trip. Itis proposed to leave Norway iv
February, 18QB.

The general plan of the expedition is to
find, at soniH point north of Kurope or Asia,
a current that shall carry the vessel through
open water p.ist tho North l'ole to the west
coast of Greenland. Itis believed that the
currents and the open water willbe found
along Ihe proposed line. This belief is
founded chiefly upon recent observations.
in June, 1881, tbe Jeaunetle, under Car-

tain ile Lung, sink off toe mouth of Hie Lena
Kiver on tlie north shoro of Siberia. In
June. i.ss4. three years afterward, then were
picked up near .luliaushaab, in Greenland,
several articles which had belonged to the
Jeanu'-tte, anu which had been brought
from the opposite side of the Polar Sea on v
Iiece. of ice.

\u25a0 The question was. By what route had
these articles come? They could reach that
point only by one oftwoways. Either they
must have come up Davis Strait from
around the south end of Greenland, or they
must have drifted in from the Arctic Ocean.
To get to Cape Farewell ffi-m the mouth of
the Lena that cake of ice would have to
stein all tho easterly currents which are
known to run between Spiizhprgeu and
NovaZeiubla, which seems improbable.

The most plausible theory is that the
broken ice was driven on" the const of
Siberia far enough to be taken up by an
easterly current which carried it back past
Belliing Straits, where the Jeannetto en-
tered the. Polar Sea, and. past all the north-
ern coast of this continent, uutil it reached
Greenland.

Miottld the expedition planned by Dr.
Nan-en lead to auy of the anticipated re-
sults, then the cruise of the Jrannette will
not have been made wholly ia vain. The
attempt to be made is a bold one in the face
of repeated defeats.— Youth's Companion.

SinnlleHt ('llarch In !.11-I\u25a0> i.it.
While in Kngland thelifv.Dr. I,ymnn Ab-

bott visited the smallest church inEngland,
at Nast Dale llend. And the parson's wife
save him some facts about th» church which
Dr. Abbott labels "important if true," such
as that the age of the church is unknown,
thai its endowment fund is 2 shillings, and :i
bottle of wine and a loaf of bread for the
communion, which carries back the age of
the church, she opiues, to the year loot) at
least ; that the entire population of the
parish is fifty-two, men, women and chil-
dren, and the average attendance fifty-two;
that ihe vicar's wife is organist and bell-
rinuer, and sweeps and dusts aud performs
in general all tho I.eviticsil functions of tbe
temple, which is 42 by 10 feet in size; that
lho vicar's salary— stipend they call it

—Is
£68 C?3ir)), paid out of the missionary funds
of the Established Church ;that the previous
vicars have been drinkingmen and no honor
to their cloth; and that the total contribu-
tions of the worshipers in the parish
amounted for the three years of tho present
vicar's charge to loss than 2 shillings.— lnttr
Ocean.

The C'hieo Enterprise says a number of
suns belonging to C Company of Marys-
ville, was lost during tho wees of the an-
nual encampment.

THE ETHICS OF
FLIRTING.

A Feminine Art Regarded From

a Moral Standpoint.

Is Meek Lcve-Makiatr a Harmless Amuse-
ment or a Ead Trait ?

—
Women Who Go

Out cf Iheir Way to Attract Men.

verb fiirt signifies to move, lmck-
tj\u25a0\u25a0;»\u25a0• ward nnd forward with short quick
*4s:c? motions, or to throw with a sudden
jerk.

As applied to the conduct of women, it
borrows its significance wholly from tbe use
of the fan, which centuries ago was the in-
strument used for the attraction of attention
from gentlemen. The fan was flitted in
reccgnized signals, hence one who employed
the fan fr.r this purrose was a flirt,and the
Intercourse thus established was called a
flirtation.

Tbe modern desire to secure attention is
not unusually expressed by the use of the
fan, but the word remains without any ety-
mological connection with the means em-
ployed to gain the end.

A debating society recently spent a whole
cviuing discussing the question: ."Is It
Ever Proper for a Lady toFHrtf" and when
at the. close a vot« was called for tbe assem-
bly wis equally divided, so no decision was
readied. We asked one who voted iv the
affirmative whether he took that side merely
to express an opinion ns to which of tho
contending parlies had the pre-eminence in
the, debate or because be approved of the.
action involved in the question. He an-
swered, "both." He thought "itwas a lady's
privilege to eugase in this harmless amuse-
ment."

liut is ita harmless amusement? asks a
writer fur the Journal of Commerce. In
its most innoceiit aspect, when carried on
between unmarried persons of the same
social position, it seems to be evil in its
nature, dangerous iv its tendency aud al-
ways liable to excess by indulgence.
Itis born of vanity, fostered by a love of

admiration and subversive, when practiced,
of all the liner traits ot womanly character.
Its parentage is buffldest to condemn it.

Nothing that comes fn in the love of in-
di-i-iiniiuate admiration, leading the one
under the control of tlie passiun to court

tlie applause of all beholders, can fail t i be
wholly evil in its inliueu.ee on both the
mind and heart.

Some people are attractive by nature.
They have charms of person, of manner or
of speech, and there, is a ningie in their pres-
ence, that compels the homage of others. It
is a very dangerous possession. If borne
meekly anil With due modesty, it is en-
hanced by the

(JIIACEFCL AXD BECOMING BEXTDIO,

But the temptations to pride are minifold.
The involuntary applause of an admiring
world is a most intoxicating incense, and
few can live in such an atmosphere aud
escape its noxious effects.

But the flirtmay not be, and generally is
not, one richly endowed with gilts to attract
the world.

She longs, however, for the incense, and
she puts forth her utmost efforts to win at-
tention. By all the little aits sl.e lias
learned to practice she besets every one she
meets, to obtain, if possible, the food for
her vanity.

She studies her intended victims with the
keenest scrutiny, to see by what avenue she
can best approach tbe tender side of their
nature and turn their love to herself.
Itis sometimes a serious effort jiit forth

with skill audenerjy to win a husband aud
tn secures settlement in life. Tiien it rises
aliove the gid'iy temper which plays at
courtship for the amusement of the passing
hour and becomes a daring bunt for place
and maintenance. But flirtation, as a fine
art, has no such grave designs, it puts on
an amorous garb In the nitre dcsTO to be
admired and petted, to win attention and
admiration, to he set in a slnine and wor-
shiped, if that is possible, aud not to be in-
stalled as a paint in tie household.

When the flirt develops into the coquette
she is generally Incurable.

She trifles with hearts as the plarsr with
tie oi i.es be moves ina game. She becomes
hardened to the anguish of those whose ad-
miration she has excited and purposely
fanned into a flame of love. She has no pity
for their disappointment when she throws
off the mask, and she adds s-ctlp after sculp
to her piidle, with the keenest zest in the
bunt and the sense oftriumph in the final
SUCeem. But not always are the victims on
tbe other side.

Itis a dangerous amusement, the trilling
with beans under love's disguise. The
bloom is biuslicd from the modest click,
the feelings too often grow wanton nnd es-
cape control, and the tlirt 1. ses in this ex-
citing pastime all that woman should most
truly prize. A ruined bfo aud a broken
heart are the fennel of too many bistoiies
tint began in the simple effort to gain a
circle oi admirers or to make some one at
lei's! Low down in adoring homage.

When one of v married pair makes this
rash experiment the hune is too often
wrecked before tbe scone ia over and the
curtain falls. The Ilirts are not all of the
ftminiiifgender, although we have treated
thus far only of that (lass. Tbe single man
who a.-siimes the role is one who lay* aside
the serious business (it lifo aud must sur-
render his dwu self-respect at

tuk OUTSET OF SUCH a r?Aurora.
But we regret to say that neither in his

success as a triller «ith woniau's love nor
iv bis failure aa a victim of his own false-
hood does ho receive from the world »t
large the punishment or the cont- nipt he
deserves. And the married man. whether
ho hides the fact that in every advance he
makes to another he U filse tothe one he
ha? sworn to love and cherish, or goes
boldly and deliantly in the face ef such
claims to win and wear upon his sleeve the
trophies that show his falsehood, is not
scourged from the society of the true and
virtuous as h» ought to be in common justice
for the punishment of his offense.

For the wife who look;out from her home
with longing eyes for the amon us g:;/.e of
lovers in the world beyond there i3gener-
ally brief and emphatic condemnation. In
maiiv, perhaps in most of these cases, she
deserves the scorn that curls every lip. But
we have seen not :ifew thus betrayed who
have exerted our pity far inoic than our bit-
ter reproach.

A clergyman two or three Sundays ago
somewhat startled a congregation in Brook-
lyn, to which be was preaching as a tempo-
rary Supply, by repeating the story of a very
pious man who brought to his home a wife
much younger than Eimself, and when she
greeted him after bis first day's absence
withher extended arms and the oiler of a
kiss, repulsed her withthe remark he had
no thought was brutal: "Come, come, we
are mnriied now

—
it is time to have done

with this nonsense!"
There are thousands and thousands of

aching hearts in this country starving for
tokens of love.

Women, when not masculine in temper or
hardened by some bitter experience, into an
insensibility wholly unnatural, are always,
like children, pining for

A I-ONI) CAKESS
From those they love. Throughout a large
part of the West aud not a few places further
east it is thought inmany communities an
unmanly thing for a liusbiind to manifest in
speed! or action any fondness for tits wife.

We heard a very ruspretiiblo lady say not
long since that no one. in her circle expected
it. and that her husband, a very good, kind
man. she thoughr, had kis«ed her but twice
during the ten years of their marriage. Once
was when lie came to her bedside aftdr the
birth of her first child, and the other was on
hiu return from an eight weeks' absence
from home.

AVhere this seeming indifference is com-
mon and expected it excites little attention
and may not distress the wife, who does not
note and dwell upon it to her own disconi-
fcrt. liut to many the crying, unsatisfied
longing of tlnir famishing heart? through
all the years of their married life is for
these suppressed demonstrations of affec-
tion. Aud here comes in the subtle tempta-
tion.

Another looks into the face of tlie wifn
with eyes that seem to beam with loye; ho
speaks to her in tones of lonrt affection ;bis
face lights up at her approach ; he waits for
her smile as ifitmade his heaven. He has
learned to play upon the chords within her
soul with tbe touch of a master, and tier lifo
is filled with a new, stranjie melody.

Kesentiuent at the husband's indifference
and a greed for the ministry that meets the
bean's fondest desire willoften explain tlie
flight of a wifn from a home she has thus
wrecked by her inconstancy, wlieu it is a
mystery to all tho world beside.

The love of the despoiler is often but sim-
ulated ; the lavish caresses vyero but the
outcome uf a brief, selfsh passion, and the
victim Ina few days wakes to the sad fact
that she has thrown her life away for »
gilded falsehood, liut it wns sweet while
she believed in Its truth, and met tbe gnaw-
ing hunger of a pinched and starving nature.

There is no greater exhibition of heroic
fortitude than is seen in one who dwells iv
a cheerless home she does her best to
brighten, and wears away the years in an
unsatisfied desire for words and tokens ot
love she willnot seek nor accept from any
outside source. And that home is neatest

tlie heavenly state and is its best and high-
est type on earth where connubial love in
its manifestations lias new surprises for
each day and is never wearied In telling
over «nd over the old, old story that made
the two bfart-s beat as one iv that u'lad morn-
ing when the affection first awakened iuto
birth.

A CHANCE
ACQUAINTANCE.

What Befell a Young Man Who

Was Smitten by a Pretty Face.

Written for Tuk Sokdat I'ali-

A tall, muscular man, with a fine face and
pleasing manner, called on me a few Jays
since and handed me a small rcll of manu-
script, sa\ ing that possibly it ndgbt be of
sime Interest to the public. Following is the
story as it was written:
Iwas the only passenger on a Valencia-

street dummy one rainy night last winter.
Itwas between 10 and 11 o'clock when the
ear stopped at Tenth and Market streets to
take aboard a young lady with a dripping
umbrella and gossamer. Contrary to my
expectations this pe-ite bit of femininity,
regardless of exposure to the driving rain,
stepped Quickly upon the diumuy, glanced

at me an instant and 'ben proceeded to make
herself as couifortnb!e as circumstances
would permit. 1 quickly arose from my
somewhat sheltered seat in the coiner and
begged her to accept it. She gave mo an-
other glance

—
heavens, what dark, lustrous

eyes she had thanked me.- smiled charm-
ingly, and accepted the proffered corner. I
never knew what "first-sight" love was; but
when Igazed at that pretty, finely chiseled
face peering from the wet gossamer hood,
which had been pushed back until a few
ringlets of jet-biiick hair could be teen ca-
ressing the white brow, something under the
lelt lapel of my cont pave a tliuuip which I
am positive the fairy inthw corner could have
beard had not th« car at that moment rattled
Inpassing over a crossing. 1 do not know
how often 1glanced in the direction of that
corner before the car had traveled three
block?, and at each glauce my heart re-
doubled its beats— not without cause, how-
ever, for my eyes looked straight into hers
each time, and on Unit factIbased the opin-
ion that she was gazing steadily at me all the
time. Itried to Hatter myself that my opin-
ion was correct. When the car Beared Fit-
teenth street the little face in the corner in-
clined slightly toward me and a gentle voice
anxiously said:

"Will you please inform me what i/clock
itis?"

"With pleasure," Ireplied, my heart In
the meantime coming inon the home-stretch
at the rate of \u25a0 eighteen jumps per half
second; 'it is now fifteen minutes past'
eleven o'clock."

"So late!" she exclaimed. "Oh, what will
papa

—"
She ceased suddenly and blushed

deliriously.
Idid not know precisely what to door

say after this exclamation, but Ithought
that if her papa, whoever be might be,
would dare to speak harshly to such an
angel he .should be chained in a dungeon.
Finally 1 ventured to remark that If 1
could be of any assistance to her, my time
and ability was at her disposal— and I
might have added withequal«truthfulness,
al-o my throbbing heart.

"You are very kind, sir," she replied, with
a slight tremor "inher voice, "but you could
not in any way assist me, only"—and she
laughingly added, "you could, perhaps,
endure a portion of the scolding which
papa willgive me for staying out so late."
Iadmitted that 1 could endure scolding

for her, and that it would give me un-
bounded pleasure to be scolded forever if
she would look on and smile occasionally.

She said no more until we nsared Twen-
tieth street, when she gently t'luohed my
aim and said: "Please tell the man to stop
the car; Ilive on Twentieth street."

"Allow me to accompany you to your
home ;it is so late," Isaid.

••Oh, 110, thank you; papa willbe watch-
ing for me. Good-night."

jH-foio 1could get up from the seat to as-
sist her in alighting, she jumped quickly off
the car, and uu sooner hud her feet touched
the slippery cobbles than she uttered a little
scream ana sank to the ground. Ihastily
leaped from the car anil tail to her.

"Oh, my foot slipped ou a, cobble-stone,
and my ankle is sprained M that 1 cannot
walk," she piieously exclaimed.

'".Never mind, 1am strong enough to carry
you home," Ianswered. "Go unead with
the car, sir we're all right vow."

Tim car rattled ou, aud Itenderly picked
up my precious burden. Itwas rather alow
wotk, trudging along with this rather heavy
nioisel of sweetness, while the wind was
blowing a gale, though the ram had ceased.
The pain site suffered was intense, aud her
sobs penetrated my heart

"What is your name, little sufferer?" I
inquired.

"My name? Eva Thomas," she said.
'"And yours?"

".Rudolph Franks," Ireplied."
lieio »c are lithome," she said. "Itis

strange papa is not looking for me, and
there are no lights in the house. 1willsit
here on this sheltered step while you go up
and call papa to assist you. There toomany
steps for you to climb with such a Heavy
bur ten as 1."

We had reached a flight of step? leading
from the sidewalk to an elegant residence
situated high above the street. Iwas loth
to release my sweet burden, but her will
was law. aud we Sat side by side for a short
time. In the fewmoments spent there 1told
Eva of the passion of my lieait, and how
happy Iwould De to always carry her over
the. rough places inlife's path, bite was in
my arms now, and one of her little hands
hail slipped under my coat and rested a mo-
ment 011 my beating hian. Shu drew it
away quickly and taid: "Oh. Mr. Franks,
your heart is pleading su ardently that 1
cannot refuse you." 1pressed her to my
Insum anil.kissed her blushing cheek: then
remembering bet painful ankle, 1 wrapped
my overcoat about her and ran quickly up
the steps.

"(Jo around to the back door, dear," she.
called to me.
It required but a few minutes to find the

back door, and bydint of loud knocking and
calling Isucceeded in arousing a servant-
maid, who raised a window and aiktd what
was wanted.

"Miss Thomas lias sprained her ankle se-
verely, and wishes her father to help her up
the stairs." Icalled out.

"Who?" said th« woman.
"'.Miss Thomas— Eva Thomas !"Iimpa-

tiently answered. '•Is her father iv the
buuso?"
"Iguess you must be mistaken in the

house, s r," replied the woman. ".No
Thomas lives here."
Iapologized lor the intrusion, and she

banged the window. Ihurried down the
stairs to Eva. Myovercoat was there, but
the little figure ithad encircled was not. 1
was dumfounded. | Presently a clock in a
neighboring house struck 1.

"Is it so late as that?" 1asked myself.
Ireached inmy pocket for my watch. It

was not there ! With feverish haste I
thrust my hand into the inside pocket of
my coat. My wallet was not there— neither
was the §-*"> which it contained.

The curs had slopped running before I
made up my mind to co home, and 1had to
walk. Had they been running Iwould have
walked also, for my sweetheart had not left
me a nickel. Istill yearn for her.

J. K. TiiTllKltou.

A recent scarf-pin represents a crab hold-
ing a diamond between its claws, which form
the settinz.
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A Great Event
Inone's lifeis the discovery of a remedy for
some long-standing malady. The poison of
Scrofula Is in your blood. You inherited it
from your ancestors. Will you transmit it
to your offspring ? In the great majority
ofcases, both Consumption and Catarrh orig-
inate in Scrofula. Itis supposed to be tho
primary source of many other derangements
of the body, ISegin at once tovleansu your
blood with the standard alterative,

Ayer's
Sarsaparilla

"For several months Iwas troubled with
scrofulous eruptions over the whole body.
My appetite was bad, and my system so
prostrated thatIwas unable to work. After
trying several remedies in vain, Iresolved
to take Ayer's SarsapariUa, and did so with
such good effect that less than one bottle ,

Restored MyHealth
and strength. The rapidity of the cure as-
tonished me, as Iexpected the process tobe
long and tedious."

—
Frederieo Mariz Fer-

nandas, Villa Nova do Gaya, Portugal.
« For many years Iwas a sufferer from

scrofula, until about three years ago, when I
,began the use of Ayer's Sarsaparilla, since
which the disease has entirely disappeared.

:Alittle child of mine, who was troubled with
the same complaint, has also been cured by
this medicine."— H.Brandt, Avoca, Nebr.

Ayer's Sarsaparilla. ' PREPARED by

DE. 3. C. AYEK&CO.; Lowell, Mass.
BoldbyDruggi.U. $1,ulx$5. Worth $5abottle.
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