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UNRAVELING A PLOT. 
In the village of Gensac, France, on 

the afternoon of May 4th, 1S51, niiyht 
hive been heard the chiming of tho bolls 
indicating that a wedding was in pro-

• k-*-'S3- Three months before, Justin Bert-
rand, a young man, having received a 
leave of absence from the regiment, 
had returned to the village where lie had 
first seen the light of day. At a large 
mansion bordering on the outskirts of 
Gensac, Susanne Gillette, a young Eng
lish woman, had been employed as gov
erness for some time. 

On the first meeting Justin had fallen 
madly in love with the beautiful Susan-
ne, and she not being opposed to hie at-
tentions, after a short, but to Justin a 

I'llissfui courtship, gave her hand to her 
ardent suitor. 

The marriage ceremonies were per
formed amid the usual village rejoicings. 
The newly wedded pair took a bridal 
trip to Paris. The country girl had nev
er seen the capital city before, and her 
wonder and amazement may well bo 
imagined. The perverse instincts slum
bering in her were awakened by the 
luxury anil gayety of the immense city, 
and Susanne swore to herself that she 
would bo rich some day. 

A few months after their return home, 
and after tbev had settle 1 down to the 
monotony of domestic life, Susanne gave 
birth to a son. 

The joy of the father was unbounded, 
but his joy, strange to say was not 
shared by the mother. 

"Jle shall be called Philip, after my 
dear father," oxciiiined Justin, in ecsta-
cies. 

Things went on at the Tiertrand home 
in an indifferent manner until the end 
of the month ot June, 1 Soli, when Su-
anne desired to go lo Havre, under the 
pretext that the sea air was necessary 
for her health. In this her husband did 
not oppose her. Taking her child, she 
departed ami was never seen by her 
lmsbund again, Before leaving, how
ever, she had promised lo send her hus
band word of her arrival. After wait
ing a sufficient length of time and receiv
ing no missive, Justin determined to 
hasten after and ascertain the cause. 
At tho moment lie was about to start, a 
note was handed to him. With trem
bling hand he broke the seal. It con
tained these words: 

"I have left you—forget me." 
The distracted husband, crazed with 

anxiety and erief, started for Paris, 
whither he war ne his faithless wife 
had llown, and determined that if Su-
anne refused to return, at least to ob
tain possession of his son, whom lie 
dearly loved. lie scoured the great 
city in vain. 

No trace of the missing woman could 
be found. A small fortune had been 
left him by his father, and this being 
nearly expended in the search, he was 
obliged to folluw shine vocation to en-
Able him to gain a livelihood. 

After thoroughly discussing the mat
ter in his mind, he determined to fol
low the detective profession, inasmuch 
as in this pursuit he would be most like
ly to obtain somo information relative to 
his child. 

He had already despaired of regain
ing tho love of the woman who was his 
wife. So it was only his son for whom 
he looked now. 

Years rolled on and still the unhappy 
man did not give up the search. 

Often was he reprimanded by his su
periors for not following more closely 
the case to which he was assigned. It 
was because he had been in pursuit of 
some phantom clue that he imagined 
would restore lo liini his son. Case after 
case, notwithstanding, ho had worked 
up with remarkable sagacity. The name 
Bertram! hadjbocome a terror to the evil
doers of Paris. 

So it was on the morning of March 15, 
1875, that the prefecture of police was 
thrown into commotion concerning a 
supposed murder that had been com
mitted in the Hue des Invalides. Mad
ame de Brahal had been found in her 
bed cold in death, with a poniard still 
imbedded in her heart. 

Bertram! thought that he would he as
signed to this case, and accordingly 
made preparations. But in this he was 
mistaken; for as soon bb the examining 
magistrate returned from the scene of 
the murder he informed Bertrand that 
his services would not at all be neces
sary, as tho murderer had i>een found. 
This worthy personage was no other 
than the groom of the unfortunate lady. 

"And to think that tho wretch could 
be so ungrateful!" exclaimed the magis
trate—"Madam de Brahal has been so 
kind lo him. But how could he be such 
a fool as to leave the poniard, with the in
itials on, in the bosom of his victim? 
However we have him^safe in his cell. 
Monsieur lo judge will see how swift jus
tice was in this case." 

Sojsaying.thejexamining magistrate de
parted for his private ofhee to make out 
his report of the case. 

Left alono, Bertrand pondered to him
self: "Why will these people do wrong? 
Why commit crimes? They must know 
sooner or later their dark deeds will be 
brought to light. I would realiy like to 
see this groom, who Mould leave the im
plement of his crime, with his initials 
on in the bosom o( his victim." 

It was hut the effort of a moment to 
have his wish gratified. Arriving at the 
cell in which the young man lay, Bert
rand who expected to find some* stupid, 
lumbering fellow, was astonished to find 
a young man whose countenance and ac
tions showed him to be possessed, of 
considerable intelligence and frankness. 

"That is not the face of a brutal butch
er," muttered Bertrand. Why did you 
commit so terrible a deed?" asked he. 

A shrug of the shoulders was the an
swer. Looking at the prisoner straight 
in the eyes, Bertrand then siid. 

"I do not believe that you murdered 
Madame de Brahal!" 

The young man started toward the de
tective eagerly, then stopped, and cast
ing his eves to the ground, said: 

"Was not my dagger found sticking in 
ruadame's bosom?" 

"How did it get there?" inquired Ber-
rand. 

"My Godl I—I stabbed her." 
The detective, withdrawing, muttered 

to himself: 
"Strange, indeed. I can not believe 

in the guilt of this young man. He is 
sacrificing himself to save some one. 
Perhaps he has a mistress among the 
maids of madame, and her he wants to 
protect. I will find out. I will go to 
the house of the murdered woman and 
ascertain all I can." 

ffio saying lie went to his private room, 
and donning a complete disguise, he 
proceeded to the Bue des Invalides. 
arriving at the mansion, he asked the 
porter who answered the bell for Mon
sieur de Brahal, Btating that with mon
sieur he had important business. He 
was informed that Monsieur was not at 
home—in fact, monsieur was not in 
P^ris. 
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"Then," said Bertrand, "monsieur is 
not aware of the terrible misfortune that 
has befallen him death of liis 

"No. monsieur," answered the porter. 
"Monsieur de Brahal left Paiis the dav 
before the murder of Ilnrve, and has 
not returned although Madame Rhodes, 
the housekeeper, lias sent him word." 

"Ah! perhaps from this English 
housekeeper I can learn 
muttered the detective 
Then to the porter. 

something," 
to himself. 

Madame Rhodes, 
perhaps, can give the informaMon I de
sire." 

Berlrand was shown into the recep
tion room of the mansion. Presently 
the russtling of a woman's dress was 
heard, and the form of a woman was be
fore him. 

"What does monsieur desire ofmel" 
asked Madame Rhodes. 

The voice made the detective start as 
if he had been struck by an electric 
shock, and, taking a step forward, he 
approached almost near enough to 
t> uch the woman's face. Then, starting 
back, uttering a cry of mingled surprise 
and rage, lie faltered: 

"Susanne!" 
The woman shrank back as if she had 

trod upon a serpent. She did not re
cognize him. 

"I have found you at last," muttered 
Bertrand. 

"I never saw you before, and I am 
not at all anxious to clear up this ridicu
lous mistake," k.kI she. 
•"I will recall your recollections." 
Like a flash he tore oil' his disguise. 
"Justin," she murmured; "the dead 

come to life! What do you want of me?" 
she said haugli ily. 

"What do J want?" he asked, with a 
tinge of sorrow in his voice. "I want 
my son." 

"What if I should refuse to give him 
up?" 

"Then, woman, 1 will tear the secret 
from vour heart." And advancing men
acingly toward her, as if to execute his 
threat, lib stopped, am] as though touch
ed by a sweet recollection of happy days 
gone by, he murmured; "Susanne, give 
me back my son and I will forgive al1 

the evil you have done me." 
"I do not want your pardon. All I 

asked is that you leave this house and 
never molest me more: for if vou 
do—" 

"I will not move until I have my son. 
You base woman, I now believe you to 
be the accomplice of a mur—" 

An infernal smile contracted Susanne's 
pallid lips. 

"Your son!" she said in a harsh voice. 
"You want to know him?" 

"Tell me wnere ne is, ana i swear 
will leave you forever." 

"Your son Philip is at the prefecture 
with the blood of Madame de Brahal on 
his head. He was her groom." 

Bertrand's lips trembled, and he had 
not strength to answer. Then gathering 
sufficient strength together, he left the 
wretched scene and hastened to the pre
fecture. It was the work of an instant for 
him to reach the cell where his boy was 
Bursting in upon him to the amazement 
of the keepers, Bertrand clasped the 
young man about the neck and broke 
out in sobs of joy. 

"Philip, my "boy—mv son! I have 
found vou at last!" 

The young man was dumbfounded. 
"What does all this mean?" he asked. 
"It means that they shall never take 

you from me again. My boy, do; you 
not know your father?" faltered Bert
rand. 

"Mv God! Are you my father?" asked 
the youth, with an apparent tremor in 
his voice, 

"Swear to me that you did not murder 
Madame de Brahal, and that it was that 
base woman Madame Rhodes." 

"Sir," said the young man, raising 
himself to his full height, "she is my 
mother." 

A sob oulv escaped the wretched 
man. 

"My boj-! My son! I will prove 
your innocence in spite of vourse'.f. You 
are the victim of some plot. My boy 
Philip could not commit a murder.' 

"Do not, father, Let me die. My 
mother! my mother!" 

But the detective was gone. Straight
way he hastened to the oflice of Mon
sieur le Prefect. To him he told his 
doubts, neglecting, however, to disclose 
his relationship in the matter. He re
ceived permission to work up the case. 
In the guise of a tradesman he obtained 
admission^to the house of M. de Brahal. 
As he approached the house he was met 
by a young maid, apparently the maid 
of the late madame. Her eyes were red 
from weeping. 

"You seem troubled, mv dear m id-
amoiselle. What has happened?" 

"Monsieur, if I only dared," she said, 
glancing suspiciously around. 

"Speak, child. I am not an officer of 
the law, and you need not fe^r." 

"They have arrested Philip.- I know 
he is innocent. That night lie did not— 
he did not—pardon me, monsieur—ha 
did not leave me," said the girl, blush
ing crimson. 

A smile flitted across l'ie face of the 
detective. 

"Then who has done the deed?" 
asked Bertrand. 

"They have. Monsieur de Brahal did 
not leave Paris. 1 saw him pass through 
the low dark hall on the other side of 
the house on the night of the murder. 
As he neared the door of madame I saw 
something flash in his hand." 

"My God, child, why did you not 
speak before?" 

"Monsieur," said tho trembling girl. 
"I was afraid they would kill me, too. 
But, .monsieur, you will save him—-save 
my Philip." 

"Be brave, child and trust me," said 
the detective. 

Hastening to the prefecture, he ob
tained a warrant for the arrest of M. de 
Brahal. Officers were sent to arrest him. 
When he arrived at the prefecture his 
indignation was unbounded. 

"Who dares charge me with the mur
der of .my wife?" 

''I do," said Beitrand stepping for
ward. "It is useless for you to deny. 
My wife, Susanne Gillette, your accom
plice, has confessed all." 

This was a risky game, but the blow 
went homo. M.de Brahal falteringly mut
tered: 

"So much for trusting a womau." 
The dreariness of solitary confinement 

had its effect upon the blood-stained 
man. It was not long before, seeing 
that death was inevitable, lie confessed 
and told the story of his crimes. Had 
he kriown that Susanne had remained 
true to him oven to the last, 
the world might have been deprived 
of this bit of criminal experience. 

M. do Braha'. had first seen Susanne 
Gillette while in Paris on her bridal 
trip. He had fallen madly in love with 
the beautiful English woman. He had 
followed her to her country home and 
had often met her clandestinely and fin
ally persuaded her lo leave her home 
and husband and fly with him to Paris. 
At that time he was possessed of an im
mense fortune, with which, as he told 
the unsophisticated Susanne, he would 

Eurchase the whole French capital for 
er. When tliev reached Paris 

M. de 
lived 

Brahal 
in regal 

and Susanne 
splendor and 

luxury for fifteen years. He gratified 
every whim of Susanne's until his purse 
could no longer stand the constant drain. 
Then, toward I he end of the year 1873, 
an idea struck M. de Brahal. If it were 
successful his imr.se would be replenished 
three fold, and happiness in being able 
to grant all .Susanne's desires would be 
his. 

A young widow of immense wealth 
was then living in the Rue des Invalides 
—Madame Iiiea by name. If he could 
only marry her, then bring Susanne in
to the house as housekeeper, between 
them Madame Riea's time on earth 
would be quite limited. But tho young 
man, Susanne's son, what was to be done 
with him? Presto! When the crime 
was committed it should be fastened on 
him. Susanna did not love Phillip, and 
SI. de Brahal hated him. Being a man 
of fine personal appearance and elegant 
address, he was not long in gaining the 
affections of the unsuspecting widow. 
Things progressed rapidly and in June, 
187-t Madame Rica became Madame de 
Brahal. They lived apparently very hap
pily foraboutfiix months. M.ue Brahal 
being now uvged by Susanne, who was 
growing tired of being a constant witness 
of lover making love to another woman, 
began to conjure ui> plots for madame's 
speedy removal. An opportunity did 
not present itself until March. 

I'hilhi had in his possession a small 
poniard on which were his initials. This 
should be the means of murder and of 
throwing suspicion on the unfortunate 
lad. When all was ready, M. de Biahal 
took leave of madame, his wife, under 
the pretext that pressing business called 
him to Havre. lie did not leave Paris, 
but remained in concealment until long 
after midnight, when, entering the 
house by a door Susanne had left open 
for himhe, with his own hand, plunged 
the poniard into the breast of madame, 
his wife. The rest is known. 

Suffice it to say that the worthy M. 
de Brahal was sentenced to be guillo
tined by the same court that sent Sus
anne to the galleys foi five years, and 
that set Philip at liberty and bestowed 
h'lii to his father. 

"But why did you acknowledge a 
crime that, was not yours?" asked Ber-
strand of his son, 

."Because I thought, my mother was 
guilty, and to save her who gave me 
birth I would willing'.v have died." 

BIG LUMPS OF GOLD. 

Nuggets That AVerc No Pocket-Pieees 
Pound in Sierra County, California. 
From the Sierra County Tribune. 

The following is a list of big nuggets 
that have been found in this section. 
On tho 18th of August, 1860, a large 
piece of gold was taken from the Monu
mental quartz mine, Sierra Buttes, 
which weighed 1,590 ounces troy, the 
value of which was estimated at from 
§21,000 to $30,000. The nugget was sold 
to R. B. Woodward, of San Francisco, 
for $21,030,52. A fine specimen was tak
en from the Rainbow quartz mine, 
Chipp's Flaf.inlSS], It was laken from 
a depth of two hundred feet. The spec
imen was on exhibition in San Francisco. 
Loiter it was shipped to London and 
worked there. It yielded $22,000. In 
1855 a nugget was found at French Ra
vine that weighed 432 ounces and was 
worth §10,000. It contained considera
ble quartz, which is not calculated in its 
weight. In 1851, at French Ravine, a 
nugget was lound which weighed 
420 ounces and was valued at 
$8,000, A nugget is reported to have 
been found at Minnesota valued 
at P5.000. In 1850 a piece of gold 
quartz was found in French Ravine 
which contained 263 ounces in gold; 
worth $4,893. At Smith's Flat, in 18(3(1, a 
piece of gold was taken from a claim 
which was worth $2,7 Hi and weighed 140 
ounces. At Smith's Flat in 1SG4, a nug
get was found weighing 140 ounces, and 
worth $2,605. At Little Grizzly Diggings, 
in 1869, a nugget worth $2,000 was found. 
Anugget weighing 94;ounces and valued at 
$1;770 was found at the Hope claim, four 
miles below the Mountain House. At 
French Ravine in I860, a nugget was 
found worth $1,758 and weighing 93 
ounces. At Smith's Flat in 1861, a nug
get was found which weighed 80 ounces 
and waa valued at $1,509. 

From 1854 to 1862 twelve gold nuggets, 
ranging from 30 to 147 ounces, were 
taken from the Live Yankee claim at 
Forest City. From 1850 to 1S62 a num
ber of gold nuggets, varying from 30 to 
100 ounces, were found in the Oregon 
claim at Forest City. A specimen worth 
$5,000 was taken from the Oriental (Gold 
Gate) quartz mine. The total yield of 
the Golden Gate mine is estimated at 
$200,000. The mine has been worked to 
a depth of only 300 feet. 

More Than $100,000 in an Old 
Coat. 

Antonio Luggi, an Italian sailor, who 
has been staying at the "Seamen's Rest," 
made the astounding discovery that in
stead of being almost penniless as he 
supposed himself to be, he was tho act
ual possessor of ready money to the val
ue of nearly $125,000. While overhaul
ing a'hundlo of clothes, before starting 
with the'two sailors for Girard Point, to 
go abroad the bark E. A. Sachez, which 
sailed yesterday afternoon for Havana 
wilh machinery, Luggi detected in the 
back lining of an old coat what seemed 
to be a quantity of paper padding, and 
a convenient rent in the garment en
abled him to bring to view what was in
deed paper, but paper in the shape of 
notes of the bank of France the face 
value of which added up the startling 
total of 619,000 francs, or $123,S00. It is 
needless to say that1 he did not go to 
sea.—Philadelphia Record. 

Hereditary Transmission of Tal
ent. 

The uncertainties of the hereditary 
transmission of talent are illustrated in 
Ihe two sons of Coleridge, the younger 
of whom Derwent, lias ju3t died at Lon
don in his eighty-third year. The elder, 
Hartley, inherited a large measure of 
his father's poetic genius, but with it 
he was born to physical infirmity and 
then unstable temperament, that made 
his genius comparatively fruitless and 
his life a sorrow to himself and his 
friends. Derwent on the other hand, 
had never a spark of the divine afflatus. 
His share of the family inheritance was 
only a refined and thoughtful spirit. He 
took orders and lived a long and honored 
lUe as a scholar and teacher, content 
that his name should b6 'known in let
ters as the editor of his father's'remains, 
and as the biographer of his gifted 
brother. His few independent works, 
theological and educational. are not im
portant, and yet hiejlife haa been con
spicuously a useful one. Lord Jolin Col
eridge, the chief justice, .who is coming 
over here in the Autumn, is his first 
cousin. 

SOME STIRRING IN CIDENTS. 

A Feat of Unsurpassed Daring by 
a Federal Cannonier at tlia Second 
Manassas. • - ' 

[By r. Confederate Captain in Phil. Times.] 
Ti;a most conspicuous act of reckless 

courage I ever saw displayed on any 
battle-field during our great civil 'war oc
curred at the second battle of Manassas 
on the 30th of August, 1S62. It was per
formed by a federal artillerist in the 
presence of both armies and Svas wit
nessed by at least a thousand men, many 
of whom are still living and can readily 
recall the incident when reminded of the 
circumstances. There had been a great 
battle on Friday between the federals 
under General Pope and the corps of 
Stonewall Jackson, in which tho fed
erals were repulsed. During this battle 
Longstreet had come upon the field and 
taken a part in the fight just at nightfall. 
On Saturday morning, the 30th of'August 
General Pope's army occupied a po
sition stretching along" tho plateau about 
the already famous Henry house, while 
the confederate forces were concealed in 
the woods and bottoms behind the Chin 
house. The whole forenoon wore quiet
ly awav except an occasional slight 
skirmish along the advanced picket 
lines of the two great armies, where any 
movements of troops or change of posi
tion wouid cause a rattle of musketry to 
break out at times and spread along the 
lines for five or ten minutes, but this 
would gradually die away into profound 
stillness that would reign for an h jur at 
a time. 

Thus the day passed on until about 2 
o'clock, when General Lee suddenly put 
his whole army in motion and advanced 
rapidly to attack the federals. Moving 
forward at double-quick across bottoms 
and fields for a mile or more, we passed 
through a body of woods and entered 
the large open field around the Chin 
house. Here we came in sight of three 
separate lines of federal troops drawn 
up in line of battle alone the bottom just 
below the dwelling. There was a ditch 
about four feet wide and three or four 
feet deep, dug along this valley to drain 
it for half a mile and the federal lines 
were formed parallel with this ditch— 
two on the side next to the Henry house 
and one lino over across on the side 
next the Chin house. There was a bat
tery of artillery with the front lino 
which tho federals had moved around 
the head of the ditch half mile up the 
bottom. Tho confederate lines on en
tering the field were not parellel with 
that of the federals and the left, under 
Hood, being advanced became engaged 
just below the Chin house, while the 
right of our line was still several hun
dred yards from the ditch, up the val
ley, but was swinging around rapidly to 
take part in the action. 

Hood's head long charge had taken the 
enemy in his front completely by sur
prise, and hearing the heavy" volley of 
musketry and fire of artillery on our left, 
our attention was drawn in that direc
tion, and although moving at a double-
quick we could plainly see across the 
open field thf* bloo jy work going on and 
observe distinctly tho rapid movements 
and changes taking place there. Hood's 
men had come upon tho field on a run, 
yelling and firing as they advanced, and 
soon came to close quarters with the first 
line of federals, which outnumbered 
them greatly and extended beyond his 
flanks. Here, then, began a fierce con
flict that raced for a short time with un
certain results and the state flag of Tex
as (a large blue silk ground with a single 
star in the centre) was seen to go down 
and up several times. But the federal 
line finally gave way and fell back across 
the ditch in great disorder, and Hood, 
following up this advantage, led his men 
over the ditch and charging the other 
two lines before tbey could recover 
from the confusion caused by their first 
line breaking Into them, he very soon 
drove back the whole federal force in 
his front towards the Henrv house. 

But just as Hood's men charged down 
the hill upon the first line, as already 
stated, and it became evident he would 
capture the battery stationed there, a 
federal artillerist determined to save 
one of the cannon, if possible, and to 
do so he had to take it up the side of the 
ditch in front of the confederates for a 
half mile. How he got his horses hitched 
or whether they had really ever been 
taken from the piece I never have known, 
but the first I saw of him he was coming 
up our front in a sweeping gallop from 
the cloud of smoke and Hood s men 
were firing at him. As soon as he es
caped from that volley he came in front 
of our brigade and under range of our 
muskets on the left and as he swept on 
up the line a file fire was opened upon 
him. Our line was approaching the ditch 
rapidly at a double-quick and the lane 
between us and the ditch was getting 
narrower each second, but the artillery
man seemed determined to save his 
gun from capture £ nd he flew along his 
course at a tremenduous rate of speed. 
He had four large gray or white horses 
to the cannon and they came up the val
ley in splendid style. "The man sal erect 
and kept his team well in hand while 
his whip seemed to play upon upon the 
flanks of the leaders and all four horses 
appeared to leap together in regular 
time. The ground was very dry and a 
cloud of dust rolled out from under the 
hoises' feet and from the wheels of the 
cannon as they came thundering along. 

Three regiments of our brigade had al
ready fired at him as he rushed along 
their front and as he approached the 
left of another I ran down to tho reai 
rank shouting to the men. "Shoot at 
the horses! You are tiring too high-'' 
At this I saw a noted marksman in Com
pany F drop upon one knee and sight 
along the barrel of his musket and nre, 
but on came the man and the gallop ol 
his team .was unbroken. Ramming in 
another cartridge the marksman was 
ready again in a minute and just as the 
cannonier swept across his front within 
a hundred yards he kneeled down and 
taking deliberate aim at .the foremost 
horse fired again, but on went the team 
unharmed as before. Thus he passed 
along the whole front of our regiment 
and then along another on our right and 
escaped around the head'of the ditch and 
across the -field and up the hill beyond. 
As far off as we could see him his "team 
Was still going in a gallop, but when out 
of ranue on the hiU beyond the ditch ho 
turned in- his sauaie sin a taKing ott his 
hat waved it around his head several 
times and some of the confederates 
cheered him. At least five hundred 
men fired at that Yankee gunner and I 
have often wondered if he escaped death 
in tho subsequent battles of the war and 
lives to tell of the fearful gauntlet he 
ran along the front of a whole brigade ol 
confederates firing at him. 

The law library of the late Justice Clif
ford, of the United States supreme court, 
is now offered for sale at Portland, Me., 
and ah effort is being made to have it 
purchased as a whole and kept in that 
city as a public library. It is said to be 
the largest law library in New England 
except one in Boston. 

GONE BUT NOT LOST. 

The Romantic IJOVC Story of a Halle
lujah IJUSS, in Which tho Salvation 
Army Played a Part. 
At 7 o'clock Wednesday evening last a 

quiet wedding was celebrated in the par
lor of Reid's hotel. The interested par" 
ties were ^Robert gMcCullough, of. Cecil 
county, Maryland, and Annie E. Price ol 
Hancock, Washington county. Rev. Dr 
J. S. B. Hodges performed the ceremony 
and early yesterday morning the 
newly-married pair left for their new 
home in Cecil county. There is a little 
history connected with the courtship and 
marriago of Hie couple which will prove 
interesting. The bride and groom where 
uquainted in childhood's happy hours, 
and their friendship at that early stage 
was fast and strong. They separated years 
igo, and each went their way. The 
zroom occupied himself with farming, 
uid spent his days in tilling the land, 
paying an occasional visit to this city-
About one year ago ho chanced to run 
across the friend of his childhood in. 
Baltimore, and the early'friendship was 
renewed. Instead of meeting a young 
girl, he beheld a matured woman of 
•some _ thirty summers. She also met 
•! middle-aged man in place of 
i he youth. The bride at the time follow
ed the occupation of a book agent, and 
her face was well-known throughout the 
business portion of the city. Many re
member the plump figure, light auburn 
hair, and spectacled face of the book 
agent, as she went from place to place 
and in a modest manner offered her 
periodicals for sale. IIow, when refus
ed, she would glance timidly at him who 
refused her and tremblingly ask him to 
reconsider his answer; and who forgets 
the smile of satisfaction and of joy which 
overspreads her countenance when that 
appeal was successful. But then she 
lived a distasteful life, and ofttimes in 
the solitude of her chamber sho would 
rebel'at the fate which had cast her life 
in such hard lines. While thus situated 
alike in business and mind, she encoun
tered her former friend—the farmer. 
McCullougli was greatly pleased to see 
her again, and from her lips learned tho 
story of her trials and tribulations. He 
listened to the pathetic recital with a 
saddening heart as she related the many 
snubs and rebuffs she had received. 
Upon the completion of the narrative 
he.vowed to cherish and protect her, 
and give her his heart and home. He 
wras a religious man, however and she had 
cared but little for religion. She gave as 
excuse the want of time and other rea
sons, which he respected, but'consoled 
her . by remarking there was yet time to 
turn her thoughts to religion, Under 
the circumstances she thought it would 
be wrong to accept the offer of such a 
good man, and, with her heart nearly 
breaking, she told him how it would be 
better for both for'lier to refuse.' It was 
an eventful moment in the lives of both. 
If Robert had accepted the refusal as 
final the marriage the other night might 
never have taken place, but he was 
equal to the emergency. In glowing 
terms he pictured to her the comforts of 
a religious life, and as an earnest of 
what lie said he induced her to accom
pany him one evening tothe barracks of 
the "Salvation army, on Fayette street. 
Upon arriving she experienced a new 
and undefinable feeling possessing her. 
she was much impressed with the exer
cises, and took everything that was said 
as referring especially to herself. She 
came again and again, and greater and 
greater became her desire to be received 
into the foid ;and girding on the armor 
to go forth and save souls. As the de
sire grew she became an enthusiast, and 
her faithful friend w-as delighted at the 
great change, She communicated to 
him her determination to join the gal
lant army, and on last Christmas eve ho 
led her to the altar and she was re
ceived into the fdld. Here was the 
perfect woman in the eyes of Robert, 
and he felt heartgladat the good results. 
Becoming a full-fledged hallelujah lass, 
she wore the armor of the holy band, 
and when her compatriots went forth to 
sew the seed of the religion she accom-
ponied them, and her voice equalled the 
rest in prayers and hymns. Gone was 
her book-selling, and her time was de
voted to exhorting and shouting. 
Many who had missed her from her ac
customed routes while a book agent 
were astonished to meet her praying 
and singing in the streets, • exposed to 
the ridicule of the ungodly. Yet she 
bore allj and her reward came. McCul-
lough -visited her again and implored 
her to accept the offer he had made her 
a vear before. She chastened in spirit, 
felt her proud soul humbled, she con
sented and the wedding came on as 
stated. A visit was paid the barracks of 
the Salvation army last evening, and in 
conversation with "Charley," one of the 
baud he said the departure of "Singing 
Annie" had left a blank it would be 
hard to fill. He added, however, that 
Annie was still a member of the army, 
and would remain such, spreading the 
truth in the spot -wherein she would 
dwell.—Baltimore American. 

The Fashionable Girls of New 
York. 

Girls never dressed more becomingly 
than they do now. The tailor-made 
dresses, copied after the English models 
show their figures in a most bewitching 
way, and bring out all the good points 
with an emphasis truly satisfactory to 
the eye of man. The Newmarket coats 
are particularly attractive as they are 
now cut. Take a tall,- shapely girl, boil 
her down and mold her down into a tai
lor-made Newmarkel coat, which will 
fit her as snugly as stretched rubber, 
<~ nd she looks about as jolly as it is poss
ible lo make her. Our American girls 
knock their English cousins out in "this 
sort of a dress, because they have got 
such pretty little feet to stand on. Many 
of the English girls now in town have a 
certain straight-backed carriage that is 
very stylish, and from the waist up very 
voluptuous 'and wholesome; but when 
they are looked at as an entirety, they 
are found to be wanting. For instance, 
the distance from tho waist-belt down 
to the feet is usually too short,the breadth 
of the hips too great, and • the 
size of the feet beneath the Newmarket 
coat Is invarably monstrous. It would 
not be so bad, after all, if these English 
girls would wear big, but well-fitting 
shoes. The trouble is they try to fit 
there feet into little shoes, and tho re
sult is they lop over at the side and 
bulge out at the joints, giving unmistak
able indications of corns and bunions. 
But tho bright-eyed American girls, with 
their easy carriage and graceful swing, 
rather profit by the Newmarket coat, as 
the skirts are cut short, and their per
fect feet- well displayed. It is a great 
thing to see our girls in the afternoons 
parading up and down Fifth avenue, 
dressed in these tight-fitting costumes 
with little square-toed boots, silver 
handled umbrellas, small turbans with 

Langtry fringes of hair under them, 
wearing bright clusters of flowers at the 
belt or on the shoulder. They walk 
very briskly, and it is not often tliey ara 
accompanied by young men. As a "rule 
they prefer to walk alone.—Letter to 
San Francisco Argonaut, 

Jefferson's Rip Van Winkle. 
The first impression introduced by 

Mr. Jefferson in this part of Rip concerns 
his admirable picturesqueness as an 
actor. Ho now seems to be a boor by 
Tenieis, and nowr a grotesque figure by 
Callot, while his aspect in tho latter 
scenes, after his awakening from his 20 
years' sleep, conveys suggestions of Tin-
toret or Titian. lie has an ease of move
ment and a grace of attitude that Towe 
nothing, apparently to premeditation, 
but are yet invariably, appropriate and 
of invaluable assistance to the illusion of 
the scene. He has that seeming un
consciousness of his audience which is 
the peculiar possession of actors of the 
first class, while he is,of course thorough
ly skilled in all the artifices of the stage, 
displaying his accomplishments, how
ever, with rare moderation and discern
ment. His management of his voice is 
masterly; his tones are seldom raised 
above a conversational level; his 
distinctness of speech has 
about it no show of effort; y6t every 
word he utters comes homo to and tella 
upon his audience; the humor of his 
Dutch accent never being forced upon 
the ear as a tiling necessarily demand
ing laughter, but employed • with ease 
and calm, as though it were in truth in
separable from the actor's own natural 
method of utterance. It is simply by 
his surprising naturalness, indeed, that 
Mr. Jefferson commands applause in tho 
earlier portions of the play. Rip is a 
tippler and unlettered; he loves the glass 
out of an inherent conviviality of dispo
sition; but he is acute-witted enough, 
and his sense of humor is exceedingly 
strong. He perceives something comi
cal even in his own degradation and 
ruin; his weakness in resuming the evil 
habit he "swored off" is to 
him more laughable than shameful; 
he is amused by his own apprehensions 
of his wife'sscolding tongue; and though 
he reviles his vehement helpmate, it is 
without real bitterness, with a droll 
sense, indeed, that he fully merits her 
worst treatment of him. He is lazy, ine
briate worthless; he has squan
dered his property and stops at a 
tavern while his wife and children are 
left at home but scantily provided with 
food and raiment; yet he never loses 
hold upon sympathy. A certain tender
ness of nature redeems him from abso
lute reprobation.—Nights at the Play— 
Dutton Cook. 

The Handsomest Men in Franco. 
No where in all France can we meet 

with men of finer or more robust frames 
or of handsomer features, than in Low
er Normandy. As a matter of statistics, 
the men of the Cotentin, although un
able as a body to stand back to back 
with the men of the Doubs and Jura de
partments—the descendants of the 
"seven-feet Burgundians"—have sel
dom to be excluded from the ranks of 
the French cuirassiers on the ground of 
insufficient height. As a matter of per
sonal observation, it is sufficient to visit 
Bayeuxor Contances on market days to 
be convinced that tlie tall, athletic-look-
ing farmers who are busy over the sale 
of their stock or butter belong not to 
the conventional French type, but to a 
wholly different one, and that Teutonic 
or Scandinavian. In point of complex
ion, too, we notice, at least in certain 
districts, a like conformity to tho North
ern races. Among the factory "hands" 
of St. Lo and the artisans of Contances a 
large proportion are found to possess 
the fair features—light hair and blue 
eyes—and the long visage which are 
characteristic of the Danish and Norwe
gian types. And the fact of these pe
culiarities is rendered the more con
spicuous when we contrast with the pop
ulations of these towns and neighbor
hoods that of Granville—distant not 20 
miles from Contances—where the prev
alence of a dark and wholly dissimilar 
type suggests the presence of a seaborne 
colony, possibly of Basque origin.—The 
British Quarterly Review. 

Why He Married Her. 
In the forthcoming fascinating biog

raphy of the heroic Lord Lawrence 
there is among many anecdotes one em
inently characteristic of the man, who 
was as strong in his affection as in his 
will. He was one evening sitting in his 
drawing-room at Southgate with his 
sister and others of the family; all were 
engpged in reading. Looking up from 
his book in which he had been engrossed, 
he discovered that his wife had left the 
room. "Where's mother?" said he to 
one of his daughters. "She's up stairs," 
replied the g: rl. He returned to his 
book, and looking up again a few min
utes later, put the same question to his 
daughter and received the same answer. 
Once more he returned to his reading, 
once more he looked up with the same 
question on his lips. His sister broke 
in, "Why, really, John, t would seem 
as if you could not get on for five min
utes without your wife." "That's why 
I married her," he replied. 

The Nice of America. 
The natural attractions of Charleston 

as a winter resort are forcing themselves 
upon the attention of thousands of visit
ors from the north who tarry here awhile 
on their way to Florida, Here they 
find a climate quite as balmy as that of 
Jacksonville, wlnle less debilitatiug; and 
they enjoy besides the advantage of Deing 
just one day's journey nearer to their 
homes. Our noble harbor is admitted 
to be without an equal, in point of pic
turesque beauty, on the Atlantic sea
board, and the environs of Charleston, 
by land and water, are full of interest 
for the intelligent tourist by reason of 
the stirring events of the past of which 
they were the theater. These consider
ations have already influenced many 
northerners, who have tried a sojourn 
in Florida, to return to pass the winter 
m Charleston, and the indications are 
that the number of those who preferred 
a long stay in this city will steadily in
crease. Our hotels have been more 
crowded this season than for many years 
past; and it is common to hear the re
mark among tourists who are enjoying 
the sea breeze and the sunshine on our 
matchless battery, that a large modern 
hotel of the first class at the water-side 
in Charleston, would at once rank in 
public estimation as a -winter resort 
with which the best of Florida's new ho
tels could not compare. Nothing but 
capital, energy and tact is wanted to 
make Charleston in fact, what she has so 
often been called—"the Nice of Ameri
ca."—Charleston (S. C.) News and 
Courier. ' 
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