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A Queer Patient. 
Acurioua story illustrating the effect 

of aJcoholic Indulgence on tbG nerves 
and mind, was told by a physician who 
was one of the guests at the banquet-
given to Dr. Holmes in New York. 

Dr. M , who is one of the moat em
inent specialists in nervous diseases in 
the country, lately made a yatching voy
age to the Carolina coast. One aiternoon, 
while ^anchored near shore, he saw a 
man, pacing to and fro, vehemently, sig
naling the yacht. He jumped into the 
boat and rowed ashore. 

The man proved to be a gigantic young 
fellow, powerfully built, well-dre8o.;J, 
but bearing in his face marks of dis
sipation. 

"They tell me,", ho said, "there's a 
doctor from the North board that yatcht 
that's death on nerves." 

•'I know a little about the nerves," 
said the doctor, modestly. "Do you 
wish to consult me?" 

The voung man changed color and 
showed uncontrollable agitation. ''Yes, 
I do. doctor," he whispered. "I'm doneK 

for if you can't help me." 
"Have you any mortal disease?" 

-,,j "No; I wish I had!" 
"What is the matter with you then?" 

* The young fellow made one or two 
futile efforts to speak, and at last, trem
bling with shame and humiliation, he 
gasped,— 

"I've lost my courage!" 
"Lost your courage? What an absurd 

fancy!" 
"It's no fancy jit's the truth. It's been 

goin' for two years. Last week I had 
a difficulty with a gentleman, hy&h, an' 
who:: he drew his pistol, sail, I—1*:— 
clutching the doctor by the arm—"I wat 
afraid—AFRAID!" 

Tne man's abject agony was so rea> 
that the doctor could not laugh. 

"Have you consulted any one?" he 
asked. 

"Yes;ItoleoldMammyPeak. She's a 
negro, but a wise woman, sab. I told 
her. I made her promise she'd keep it, 
an' the prescribed for me. But it twa'n't 
no good!" shaking hishead despairingly. 

"What did she prescribe?" 
"She told me to boil a snappin'-turtle 

an' eat It hot, with cayenne. I took 
three on 'em. But 'tw.*'n't no good!" 

The doctor meditated a moment. 
Then he said, "I will send you a bottle 
from which you are to take a teaspoon-
ful of the liquid in it every morning be
fore breakfast. But alcoholic liquor in 
any snape will prevent its action. You 
must not touch whiskey, or even wine, 
for three months." 

"Three mouths! Three months, did 
you say? But I'll do it; I'll do it, doctor! 
An' if you oan bring my courage back, 
111 pray God to bless you every day of 
my life!" 

It is needless to say that the bottle 
when sent contained only water, which 
the patient was not likely to recognize 
from the taste. When the yacht sailed, 
the doctor saw the pale, bloated face of 
Lis patient on the shore as he waved 
hopeful good-bye. But whether he re
covered nis lost "courage or not, he lever 
kn® w.—Yputty's Companion. 

How] the Dead Followed the 
King. 

From the News and Queries. 
In 18711 was at Naples when au Ital

ian corvette, the Amirale Caracciolo, was 
launched at Castellamare. The vessel 
was christened by the Countess Teresa 
Caracciolo, the daughter of the chief of 
the elder branch of the Caracciolo. I 
was staying at Naples as the gnest of the 
young lady's father, and I heard from 
him a very remarkable story connected 
with the death of the very unfortunate 
officer in honor of whose memory the 
vessel was named. The circumstances 
which led to the execution of Prince 
Francesco Caracciolo in 1799 are well 
known. I shall merely state, therefore, 
that he was condemned by a court-mar
tial composed of Sicilian officers to be 
hanged at the yard-arm of the flag-ship 
for bearing arms against his lawful sov
ereign. Wiien the official communica
tion of the finding and the sentence of 
the court was brought to the prince, he 
was explaining the names and use of 
the various parts of the rigging to some 
young Neapolitan noblemen who hap
pened to be on board the ship. A glance 
at the letter was sufficient to show him 
its contents. He showed no sign of emo
tion, but requested the officer who 
brought him the dispatch to wait for a 
few minutes while he finished his expla
nations. This being done he retired to 
his cabin; and after a vain attempt to 
get the sentence changed to a more hon
orable manner of death, he resigned 
himself to his fate, which he met with 
great fortitude. 

S»>me days after the event the king, 
ho had been for an afternoon's cruise 

on a Siciliau ship ofwar outside the bay 
was returning to Naples in the evening. 
It was a moonlight night, and the sea 
was perfectly calm. There was, indeed, 
so little wind that it was difficult to steer 
the vesBei. The king was Bitting in the 
balcony of the stern cabin, watching the 
sea, when suddenly he became aware 
that something was following the ship. 
As the obiect came near it was easy to 
distinguish that it was the body of a 
man in the upright attitude, aB if tread
ing water; a'id very soon the king was 
able to recognizo the features of Admir
al Caracciolo. His eyes were open and 
seemed to be fixed on the kin.;, and, ex
cept for its ghastly pallor, the face was 
unchanged. The explanation was sim
ple. After being submerged for some 
days'the body had become so buoyant 
that the weights attached to the feet 
were not sufficiently heavy to keep it 
under water; but they retained 
it in an upright position, and it was 
drawn along by the current created by 
the movement of the ship. It is easy to 
imagine the horror of Ferdimand at 
what he believed to be an apparition 
Irom another world. When at length it 
was explained to him what had happened 
he gave orders that a boat should be 
lowered and that the corpse should be 
brought on board and tafcen to Naples 
for Christian barial. But the super
stitious Sicilians dared not obev the 
royal command, and the ship, drawing 

its wake the upright body of the ad
miral, .sailed slowly into the bay of 
Naples. Here a boat's crew was ob
tained from an English man-of-war, who 
took th&admiral's body ashore, where 
it was deposited in his own palace, and 
at length received the last rites of the 
church. 

A different version of the story is given 
in Soathey's "Life of Nelson." I have 
here related the traditional account 
preserved in the family of the admiral 
exactly as it was told me by its 
chief. > 

•^branch 0f the benevolent society the 
Catholic Knighta of America,has been organ 
iced at St. Paul in the office of William L, 
Kelly. The following officers were elected: 
Presdent W. L. Kelly: secretary, D. D. Har-
ington, treasurer, P. L. Dawson; medical 

^  1 , ,  e x a m i n e r ,  J a m e s  C. Markoe. 

A NIGHT OP ADVENTURE. 
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It was a hot, weary morning at the far 
end of tho London se ason. There were 
Dot very many carriages left in the park 
or on the streets; yet Zoe Conington, 
one of the greatest beauties in society, 
was driving down dusty Oxford street. 
And she was crying, quietly, beneath 
the parasol which she held well over 
her eyes. Presently the carriage 
turned up one of the substantial side 
streets, and stopped in front of a very 
neat and prosperous-looking house. 
The door was painted dark green, and 
on it was a brass plate, bearing this in
scription: "Mr. Edgar's home for 
Trained Nurses." Sirs. Conington 
quickly left her carriage, rang the bell 
at the door, and was immediately ad
mitted. Shewas]shown into the "office," 
where sh,e found Mr. Edger and his 
Lady Superintendent, both apparently 
very busy at large writing-tables. 

"I want a nurse, Mr, Edgar," said 
Zoe Conington, rather helplessly. She 
knew her eyes were red, and she dH 
not like the feeling. 

"Certainly," said Mr. Edgar; "what 
sort of case?" 

"It is for mp sister," said Zoe. "I real
ly don't understand what's the matter. 
They say she has what you call anaemia, 
and the doctor who attends hrr fears i-hs 
will not live long. I believe he is an old 
fogy, and does not understand the case." 

"Then you want a nurse of experi
ence?" said Mr. Edgar. 

"Exactly," said Zoe eagerly; ,:and I 
should be so glad if I could have one 
that is ladylike as well—not a common 
hospital nurse. You see my sister is 
quite alone, without any lady friend; and 
I can't eo*tb her because her husband 
doesn't like me." 

"Nurse Harcourt,"said Mr. Edgar to the 
Lady Superintendent, who nodded and 
rang a bell. *'She is exactly what you 
want," he added, turning to Zoe. "She 
is an experienced and clever nurse, and 
she is a lady. We don't have manv like 
her. She belongs to a good family. I 
feel sure you will like her. Come in, 
Miss Harcourt," as " the nurse thus 
named entered. 

"What is the case, sir?" said Nurse 
Harcourt. 

"It is said to be ansemia." 
"I can undertake that, I think, sir." 
"Of course you can," put in the Lady 

Superintendent. 
Zoe had quickly taken in the girl's ap

pearance. She was slender, active, 
with an intelligent and interesting face. 
Her features were not good, yet there 
was a charm of color about her. She 
had large and very dark eves, and 
strong dark eyebrows; while her thick 
hair, cut auite short, was all bright with 
warni gold and led. This certainly was 
not Zoe s idea of a common hospital 
nurse." 

"J- don't know whether i ought to say 
s?'- >sali 8^e nurse> "but I don't 
think the doctor understands the case. 
Have you often nursed ancemia?" 

"Yes; in the hospital," 6aid Nurse 
Harcourt; "and I have had cases since 
in which it was present. I don't think [ 
should be easily deceived in it." 

.'Then, you must have my address," 
said Zoe; "arid write or teleeraph me 
direct, as you think fit. If there is any 
mistake being made in the treatment, I 
will send down a physcian at once. 
Will you undertake this?" 

''Yes," said Nurse Harcourt, with a 
quick, bright smile; "I think I can un
dertake that. Shall I get ready, sir?" 

"What station?" asked Mr. Edgar, 
armed with an "A, B, C," and a magni
ficent glass. 

"Lostayvil," said Zoe, "somewhere 
near Penzance; a wretched little river 
fishing place. People ought not to go so 
far away from everybody? Is there any 
chance of her getting there to-night?" 

"Lostayvil—oh, yes; she can get there 
at ten o clock. Tho train starts in half 
an hour. She must have some Fand-
wiches made up to take with her," he 
said to the Lady Superintendent, who 
rose and hurried away pen in hand to 
;ive orders, 

Mrs. Conington drove to a telegraph 
office, and sent a "wire" to her brother-
in-law: "From Zoe Conington, Hyde 
Park Gate, to Edward Merton, the Old 
Fall Lostayvil—Your account of Agatha 
has alarmed me exceedingly. 1 am send
ing her a nurse, as I think it may be a 
comfort. She will arrive at the Lostay
vil station about ten o'clock. If you cau-
not send for her, she will find some 
conveyance." 

Nurse Harcourt dressed all in her 
gray, and with a grav veil over her 
bright hair and clever face, caught the 
express, and took her seat without any 
fuss or excitement, although she had 
only hajf an hour to get ready and reach 
the station in. When she arrived at 
Lostayvil it was a clear, sweet night; 
the station seemed to stand alone on a 
fragrant and indistinct desert, with no 
sign of any houses near. 

"Is there anything come to fetch me 
from the Old Hall?" asked she, in her 
clear, determined young voice. 

"Nothing at all, Miss, said the solita
ry porter; and then, after a second 
pause, during which he shouldered her 
boxv"so 1 suppose you'll goito the hotel." 
# "No, indeed," said Ada, who immed
iately suspected him of being in the pay 
of that same hotel. "I must go to the 
Old Hajl to-night. I suppose I can get 
something to drive in?" 

"There s post-horses at the hotel," 
said the porter dubiously. 

"Take mo there, then." spid Ada. It 
seemed to her that she walkedjaboutamile 
and o half after him over a lonely road. 
At last they arrived at an inn entrance 
round which there were some signs of 
sleepy village life. After a stern inter
view with the dull landlord, Ada suc
ceeded in gettine him to have out a 
"po'shay" and two horses for her. A 
driver was extracted from the bar where 
ho was drinking. He came out surly, 
and getting on the box after Ada and 
her luggage had been waiting some time 
rm • "8hay," began to whip the horses. 
This amusement lie continued to indulge 
in until they arrived at the "Old Hall," 
taking the horses at a rapid gallop, up 
hid and down dale. 

The Old Hall stood high, with a wide 
lawn about it, dotted by clumps of fine 
trees. On the way Ada was charmed by 
glimpses of the winding silver stream 
and the wooded hills about it. All was 
very lovely: yet something in the aspect 
of the Old Hall made her shiver as she 
approached it. It was very dark; only 
one window seemed dimly lit: the front 
door appeared to be hermetically sealed. 
Bat Ada courageously rana and knocked, 
and while she waited for an answer 
filled up the time by paying her surlv 
driver the fabulous sum he demanded 
of her. At last the door moved; it open ed 
slowly, and on the steps stood a tall 
man. 

''Are you the nurse?" 
)(Yes," answered Ada. 
I didn't suppose you could get here 

to-night. Well, come in." 
The coachman whipped up his horses 

in the familiar style and rattled away. 
A servant who looked like a groom came 
out and lifted Ada's box into the hall. A 
lamp stood on a table there, and by its 
light Ada tried to discover what sort of 
a house she was in. She wasstandingin 
a bie, old-fashioned hall or house-place. 
Opposite her, his hands deeply buried 
in his pockets, stood tli6 man who waB 
evidently master. 

I told tho maia to get a room ready 
for you," he said. "The man shall licht 
you up there, and you can see my wife 
in the morning. Shall he bring you some 
upper?" 
"If you please," said Ada. "First IT 

take off my hat, and if you will ailow me 
I'll co to my patient at once." 

"Nonsense!" said Mr. Mertoun; "you 
must sleep after a journey." 

But it is my du>y to see her first, if 
you please, sir." 

Ada followed the man-servant upstairs 
to a little bed room where he left her, 
3aying he would bring her some supper. 
She washed her hands and combed out 
her hair. When he came hack she said: 
'Shall I find Mr. Mertoun down stairs?" 
"He is gone to his own room," said 

the groom, "and he says missus is 
asleep, and not to be disturbed." 

"Which is her room?" asked Ada. 
•'I roust know, because I have come 
down to nurse her." 

"I'll show you the door," said the 
man. He led a little way along a corri
dor, and pointed up a short staircase. 
"The door on the left," he said, and 
immediately hurried off, carrying his 
light with liim. 

"This is a queer house," thought Ada. 
However, she found her way uack to 
her own room by the glimmer of light 
from its doorway. Then, taking her 
candle, she went straight to the door of 
the room tho man had shown her. She 
knocked gently; there was no answer. 
So she quietly turned the handle and 
looked in. A solitary candle lit a large 
room; she could but dimly perceive that 
on the bed lav a woman who, seeing 
her, started up as if in terror, and then 
fell desperately back again. Evidently 
tliis was the sick room. Ada shut the 
door, put down her candle, and ap
proached the bed. 

"Don't be frightened," she said; "I 
am a nurse your sister sent me down to 
take care ofyou." 

"I thought you were a spirit," said 
Agatha Mertoun; "I have had strange 
visions to-day." Then she relapsed in
to a silence, and seemed to forget Ada's 
presence. Aiter awhile shesv.oke ntiain. 
"1 am dying," she said. 

Ada went close to her and looked into 
her eyes. They were very strange. 
Suddenly the unhappy woman was 
seized with a violent sickness. Ada, 
with her quick wits, noticed some things 
which made her wonder. When her pa
tient, weary and exhausted, lay back 
again on her pillow, she began to make 
a tour of the room. There were a great 
many bottles in different places. She 
took out all the corks and smelt at the 
contents. Suddenly, while thus en
gaged, she happened to look toward the 
bed, and met Agatha'8 eyes fixed upon 
her with a gaze of some ex}raordinary 
meaning or intelligence. It almost 
frightened even tbe brave Ada. She put 
down the bottle quickly and went to the 
bedside. But Agatha had closed her 
eyes,as if too weary .to keep them open. 
Looking earnestly at her Nurse Har
court realized how wonderfullv beauti
ful she was, in spite of the deadly pallor 
which lay on her face. Suddenly the 
sickness came again; and then a violent 
spasm. 

"This is 8 queer sort of an:emia," said 
Ada to herself; and after a long look at 
her patient,. began to smell at the phy
sic bottles. Just then she heard a faint 
sound at the door. Hastily approaching 
it and opening it she saw Mr. Mertoun 
disappearing through the opposite door. 
"He wanted to watch me," she thought 
"What can this mean?" She locked the 
door inside and continued her investi
gations. Suddenly she o«me upon a 
bottle inside of a cupboard, nearly emp
ty, the smell from which almost made 
her cry out. But she remembered her 
patient and refrained. She merely put 
the bottle in her pocket, and then, with
out hunting any more, went back to 
watch poor Agatha. The color of her 
face grew steadily worse, and her weak
ness was rapidly increasing. 

"What on earth am I to do?" exclaim
ed Nurse Harcourt at last "in this out-of-
the-way place? I can't see her die before 
my eyes. If I could only get the doc
tor!" 

She had spoken out loud, thinking 
Agatha quite unconscious. But she was 
not. She opened her eyes and appeared 
to express something by their earnest 
gaze. It seemed as if she understood 
Ada's words, 

"It's the only, thing to be done, I 
believe," said Ada to herself; "and I'll 
do it." She took out her watch and 
looked at it—half-past three. Going to 
the window, she drew the s curtain a 
little aside. There was a faint grey haze 
all over the world; but the light would 
be enough to find one's wuy, bv, and 
every moment brought the down nearer. 
"Ifldidbutknow the way," she thought. 
"Well, I must wake up some one and 
ask it." 

Having made up her mind, she no 
longer hesitated, She took a final sur
vey of her patient and then left the 
room. She locked the door on the out
side, and took the key with her. Quick
ly entering her own room' she caught 
up her gray cloak and traveling hat, and 
put them on as she hurried down stairs. 
"If I only knew where the servants 
sleep!" sne thought: "put I'm so afraid 
of rousing Mr. Mertoun. I'll wake up 
some cottage reople." 

With some considerable difticultv she 
opened the front door, and tben drew it 
close behind her without absolutely 
shutting it. To her delight she fvund it 
would stay|so without moving; this would 
enable her to enter the house aaiin 
quietly. As quickly as swift feet would 
carry her, she hurried out of the grounds. 
She saw no cottages; so she went on along 
the widest road, hoping to reach some 
habitation in time. To her delight she 
saw at last a liedger and ditcher trudu-
ing away to his work. She ran after 
him, and, almost breathless with her 
quick movement and excitement, caught 
him by the arm while she asked him 
her question. 

"The doctor?" he replied. "Eight on 
till the cross roads, then to the' right; 
not mor'n a mile." 

Not more than a mile! Nurse Har
court started oil" on her way gleefully. 
That soon would be accomplished, she 
thought. Had she but known how 
strancre is the Cornish mind on the sub
ject ot distances she might have stayed 
to ask further information. But, in
stead, she hurried away, leaving the 
working man to stare after her in com
plete and bewildered amazement. The. 
cross-roads were reached before long, 
and then she turned to the right and 
hurried quickly along the lonely road. 

At last Ada began to reflect "that she 
must have walked a great deal more 
than a mile sinr-o her meeting with the 
hedger and ditcher. In fact she . was 
beginning to feel a little puzzled and | 
hopeless, lor there was no sign of 

houses. Still she hurried on, hoping to 
meet some onu else who would direct 
her. Suddenly on her ear fell the 
sound of laughter—high, clear, hearty 
laughter; but nevertheless the sound 
encouraged her. It came again and 
again, and guided her steps out of the 
high road into a wonderfully quiet lane. 
The laughter Btill went on ahead, like a 
mocking spirit, as a will-o'-tl»«s-wisy. 
But suddenly Ada found herself close to 
a little cottage, every window of which 
was brilliantly " illuminated from 
within. The" lower windows 
reached to the ground and stood 
open, exhibiting all the signs of a lato 
revel. Empty decanters and bottles, 
innumerable glasses, some packs of cards 
on the floor—these things caught Ada's 
quick eye and made her wonder; while 
leaning on the gate of the cottage was an 
extremely handsome young man dressed 
in white flannels. He looked at Ada 
with the steady . gaze of astonishment. 
He was immensely surprised at 
the sight ot a young Ia«ty in gray, with 
an extremely charming face, taking a 
walk at four o'clock on a mistv morning. 
Without a second's hesitation she ap
proached him. 

"Can you tell me where I can find the 
doctor's house?" she said, "a man I met 
told me to come this way." 

ller earnest tone seemed to rouse him 
'and make him understand that she was 
out on business. 

"Dr. Frere is the nearest resident doc
tor," lie said, "and he lives about six 
miles off, over there," pointing the wav 
Ada had come. "But if there is any
thing I can do, let me help you. I am a 
doctor." 

"You?" said Ada, her gaze wandering 
from his sun-burned face, which had on 
it the unmistakable up-all-night expres
sion, to his white flannel-clad figure,and 
then to the cottaae beyond,'* liich looked 
so absurd, in the growing daylight, with 
a quantity of dying candles 'burning on 
the table. 

"It's all right," he said, seeming to 
understand her perplexity. "I'm Alan 
Browne, of Wimpole-st. I'm down hero 
for the boating, and I've been having a 
bachelor party. Didu't you hear that 
fellow laughing as he went off just now? 
I had to get four of the others to take 
him awa/." 

"I know your name," said Ada, earn
estly. "Come with uie. I aiu a nurse 
from Mr. Edgar's Home. I'm in charge 
of Mrs. Mertoun up at the Hall, and she's 
dying. If you don't come at once it may 
be too late." 

"What's the matter with her?" said 
Dr. Browne. "I've got a pocket medi
cine case here; shall I bring it?'' 

Nurse Harcourt leaned on thegate and 
said something in a scarcely audible 
voice; then she took out the bottle from 
:ier pocket, and held it up for his in
spection. 

"Impossible!" he exclaimed. 
•'Come and save her," said Ada sol

emnly. Dr. Browne turned, hurried in
to the cottage, and in little more than a 
minute reappeared with a small case in 
his hand. Seeing him ready to follow 
her, Ada immediately started off as 
Quickly as possible on her return road. 
Alan Browne hurried after her, leaving 
the little cottage, with all its windows 
open and its candles burning to show its 
disorder to any passer-by who might 
chance to wander that way. 

"You are a very good walker," said 
Di. Browne, when Tie had got up wit'\ 
her. 

"I believe 1 am," said Ada, and went 
quickly on without any further remark. 

These two, going swiftly through the 
ale, ghostlike morning mist, would 

tiave looked strange to any one who 
could have seen them. Both were verv 
pale; Dr. Biowne had got rather boreel 
by his bachelor party, which had lasted 
too late for his taste; and then he had 
been somewhat srartled by Ada and 
what she had said. Nurse Harcourt was 
white with excitement and fatigue, al
though she did not know it, nor know 
that she was weary. She was intent up
on returning to her charge; she was full 
of anxiety as to what might have hap
pened in her absence. 

"You know," said Dr. Browne pres
ently, "this thing can't be possible, she 
is a noted beauty; the men that stav in 
Lostayvil go to ctiurch to look at her. 
Who could do such a thing?" 

"I can't say, sir," said Ada; "but I do 
not think I am mistaken." 

Dr. Browne was so bewildered by tho 
unwonted manner of her introduction 
to him that he forgot tiiis vision of the 
morning was a nurse; but Ada remem
bered her position, and addressed him 
with the manner she used in sick rooms 
—quiet, but having> in it an odd mixture 
of defiance and deference. 

Very little more passed between 
them; they walked so quickly that it 
was not easy to talk. Dr. Browne co
vertly observed his companion very 
earnestly. 

As they reached the gates of the Hall 
the stable clock struck five, and the gray 
mist waa beginning to lift a little'and 
glide away like the ghost of the dawn. 
It had been a strange walk, though 
neither thought of it at the time; but it 
had the eflect of making them feel as if 
they had known each other fo r 
years. The house was not awake yet; all 
was just as Ada had left it! She gently 
pushed open the front door and led the 
way inio the dark interior. Up tho 
dark staircase the two crept like thieves. 
The blinds were all closed, and only a 
faint ̂  glimmer of light came in through 
the chinks here and there. As the gray 
figure and the white figure came noise
lessly up flie staircase, suddenly some
thing started from the door of Mrs. 
Mertoun's room, and with a horrible 
cry rushed across the landing. It was 
the ery of a most awful fear. It made 
Ada feel sick, and she longed to sit 
down on the stairs, for her legs gave 
way beneath her. But she would not. 
She remembered her patient, and get
ting out the key of the room, opened 
the door and let Dr. Browne in; then 
she closed it behind them, and locked 
it. Agatha Mertoun lay rigid, like 
a lovely statue on the bed. Her eyes 
were staring and fixed on her lips was a 
foam. Nurse Harcourt looked at her 
with a sinking heart—was it too late? 
But she quickly threw aside her cloak 
and prepared to wait upon Dr. Browne, 
who soon becrme absorbed in his task. 
He used strong measures and watched 
their effect with anxiety. Nurse Har
court saw with a curious sort of satisfac
tion, that he was acting upon the same 
idea with regard to the case which she 
had offered him. He did not reject it 
as impossible now. For two hours this 
fixed attention continued, neither left 
the bedside. ' 

At last Dr. Browne went to the win
dow, and beckoned Ada to him. 

"The servants will be up now," he 
said; "ask them to get you some coffee. 
You look perfectly worn out." 
"I believe lam rather tired,"she 

said; "but I was right, wasn't I?" 
"Quite right." he said; "and you have 

saved her life by your pluck." 
Thus comforted, Ada went away in 

search of the servants. On the landing 
outside the door she found tho man ser
vant whom she had seen the night be
fore. He was standing still, with a face 
full of perplexity. 

"Nurse.' he said, "I believe master's 
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gone out of bismma. He lias been queer 
for some time past, but not like 
this." 

"What is it," asked Ada. 
"He is sitting on his bed laughing; and 

every now and then he stops, and 
shrieks out suddenly that the house is 
full of gray and white ghosts. I don't 
like it—it's awful." 

Then Ada remembered that cry of 
fear, "lie must have seen me bring in 
Dr. Browne early this morning." she 
said; "he is in his boating flannels. Mrs. 
Mertoun was much worse in the night 
IUMI I went for a doctor. Dr. Browne 
had better see your master." 

The man looked a good deal_ bewil
dered, butiecovered himself sufficiently 
to agree, nnd Dr. Browne heard his tale. 
While the servant was gone, he turned 
to Ada and began—"You know the 
house better than .1 do—perhaps you can 
tell me.—" 

"Better than you do!"excRiimed Ada; 
"not much. I only got here last night 
at eleven." 

"Last night at eleven!" repeated I)r. 
Browne. "Why, what a nightof adven
ture you have" had! No wonder you 
look worn out. Well, canyon toll me 
who to send to, because there is evident
ly something very wrong nere:' 
" "Yes, I can tell you that," she 
answered. "I have tiie address of Mrs. 
Mertoun's sister, who sent me down, and 
:o whom I was to telegraph if nec
essary." 

"That's all right," said Dr. Browne; 
"have vou ordered any breakfast?" 

"Not yet,"~she answered. 
"I will send the man to see that it is 

Hot ready for you, and brought to your 
room. Now go straight to bed." 

"Thank you, sir," said Ada, "but how 
jan I leave Mrs. Mertoun?" 

"1 am not going away just yet; you 
know I did not travel from town yester
day. I will have her attended to; and 
you shall be called iu four hours." 

•'Thank you, sir," said Ada again; and 
went away down the now sunlit staircase, 
jn which her room opened. 

"Thank you, sir," repeated Dr. 
Ilrowno to himscif. "Wliat an extra
ordinary little woman it is! By Jove, it 
it has been a night of adventure." 

Ada got into bed. drank some warm 
coffee, and then fell suddenly into a 
deep, dieamless sleep. It was the re
pose of complete weariness. Four 
hours later the maid knocked at her 
door. Ada started up broad awake in 
an instant, and as fresh as a flower. 
In a very short time she 
was dressed and at the door of her 
patif nt's room. The maid was in charge; 
Dr. Browne had left her with instruc
tions what to do, and Mrs. Mertoun 
seemed to be a little better. Agatha 
was lying on a heap of pillows, looking 
very whitej and wild and strange. But 
Bhe was evidently in less suffering. 

"My dear little nurse," she whispered 
when Ada bent over her, "I know you 
ftave saved my life. They will not tel 
me where my husband is," but you will 
Is he mad?" 

"I don't know anything," said Ada 
"I been asleep all the time." 

"He must be," she went on. I am 
sure he was not in his right mind or he 
would never have attempted what he 
did—you believe me, don't you? 11 
loved me when he was himself; but 
sometimes he had awful fits of jealousy, 
when I thought before now he wouid 
try to kill me. It was in one of those 
fits that he brought me here; and it has 
been growing on him. When we were 
married I waa thought a beauty; and lie 
vas always fancying I should get tired 
of him. Oh, nurse, I am sure he was 
not in his right mind. You will tell the 
doctor so. won't vou?" 

"Yes, yes, I will," said Ada," "an 
indeed I think so; I should have said BO 
in any case. And the servants told me 
this morning that he was not in his right 
mind." 

"Ah! then it will be all right," said 
Agatha, with a sigh of relief. Ada un
derstood then that this beautiful woman 
still loved the liu3band who hadatteinp 
ted her life, and that her great dread was 
lest he should be held accountable for 
his attempted crime. 

Late that night Zoe Conington ar 
rived with her husband; they brought 
with them a "mental" attendant, who 
immediately took entire charge of Ed
ward Mertoun, The dreadful thing 
which Ada had discovered and preven
ted was kept a secret among a few who 
knew of it. 

Every day after Zoe arrived, Agatha 
insisted that her dear little nurse, a« 
she always called Ada, should go out 
for a walk. The country around the old 
hall was exceedingly beautiful 
i-o wander about in it was the keenos. 
pleasure possible to the country-born 
girl. Zoe did all she could to make her 
happy: but she found that nothing 
pleased her so much as the fresh air and 
the wild flowers. But Zoe one day car
ried a great piece ot gossip to her sick 
sister'B sick room. 

"My dear," she said, "I know now 
why Nurse Ada is so fond of the field. 
Dr. Browne meets her. They will be 
telling us they are engaged soon!" 

And so they did, One day they came 
in together with a conscious look ofguilt. 
Dr. Browne says that when he asked 
Ada a question, which girls reply to 
generally in either a sentimental or a 
scornful manner, Ada merely said: 

"Thank you, sir." 

Chipeta's Address to tiie Utes. 
Translated by Bill Nye. 

People of my tribe! The sorrowing 
widow of the dead Ouray speaks to you. 
She comes to you, not as the squaw of 
the dead ehieftan, to rouse you to war 
aud victor}', but to weep with you over 
the loss of her people and the greed of 
the pale-face. 

The fnir Colorado over whose rockv 
mountains we have roamed and hunted 
in the olden time, is now overrun by the 
silver-plated senator and the soft-eyed 
dude. 

We are driven to a small corner of the 
earth to die, while the oppressor digs 
gopher holes in the green grass and sells 
them to the speculator of the great cities 
toward the rising Bun. 

Through the long, cold winter my pco-
DIO have passed in want and cold, while 
the conqueror of the peaceful Ute tins 
worn $2o0 night-shirts and filled his pule 
skin with pie. 

Chipeta now addresses you as the 
weeping squaw of a great man whose 
bones will one day nourish the cucumber 
vine. Ouray now sleeps beneath the 
brown grass of the canyon, where the 
soft spring winds may stir the dead 
leaves, and the young coyote may come 
and monkey o'er his grave. 
~Ouray was ignorant in the ways of the 
pala face. He could not go to congress, 
for he was not a citizen of the United 
States. He had not taken out his second 
papers. He was a simple child of the 
forest, hut he stuck to Chipeta. He 
loved Chipeta like a hired man. That 
is why the widowed squaw weeps over 
him. 

A few more years and I shall join Ou
ray—my chief, Ouray, the big Injun 
from away up the gulch, His heart is 
open to me. Chipeta could trust him, 
even among the smiling n^idens of her 
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tribe. Ourfty was tru6*. There was no 
funny business in his nature. He loved 
not the garb of the pale face. But won 
my heart while he wore a saddle-blan 
ket. and a look of woe. 

Chipeta looks to tho north and tJi 
south, and all about her are the gray£k 
of her people. The refinement ot the 
oppressor lias come, with its divorce and 
schools and gin cocktails and flour bread 
and fall elections, and we linger here 
like a boil on the ne.k of a fat man. 

Even while 1 talk to you the damp 
winds of April are sighing through luy 
vertebrae, and I've got more pains in my 
back than a conservatory. 

Weep with the widowed Chipeta. 
Bow vour lieads and howl, for our harps 
are hung on the willows and our wild 
goose is cooked. 
' Who will be left to mourn at Chipeta s 
grave? None but the starving papooses 
of my nation. We stand in the gray 
mist of spring like dead burdocks in the 
field of the honest farmer, and the chilly 
winds of the departing winter make us 
hump and gather liko u burnt boot. 
'All we can do is to wail. \V© are the 

red-skinned waiters from Wailtown. 
Colorado is no more the home of the 

Ute. It is tiie dwelling place of the 
bonanza Senator, who doesn't know the 
difference between the plan of salvation 
and the previous question. 

Chipeta can not vote. Chipeta can 
not pay taxes to a great nation, but you 
will be apt to hear her gentle voice, and 
her mellow racket will fill the air till her 
toncue is cold and tliev tuck the 
buffalo robe about her and plant her by 
the side of her dead chieftain, where the 
6outh wind and the sage hen are sing-
ing. 

Prize Fighters' Hands. 
The champion light-weight, Billy 

Edwards, said: "It is not the big hand 
that deals the hard blow, but what is 
behind it. Suitivan has a big strong 
hand on liiui, and Slade's is, I under
stand, large, but that is worth nothing 
in calculating their chance in a light. 
A big, soft hand is too much like a box
ing-glove to be of much account. My 
hand is perhaps a little larger than most 
men of my weight, have, but that comes 
from the work 1 did shoveling sand and 
bundling heavy weights in a foundry 
when I was young, and afterward iu 
riveting boilers. The third and fourth 
lingers are the ones that do most of tho 
work in a fight, not the knuckle of the 
second, as many imagine. They are 
consqucntly tbe ones that suffer the 
most. I broke these fingers on my 
right hand on Collyer, May 2, 1870, in 
the round of the light, but hardly no
ticed it, and went on through the fight 
using them as if they had not been 
harmed. But when I broke that bone 
in the middle of my left hand on Tim 
Collins, in the second rftund on May 
2d, 1871 it ellectually settled my 
use of that hand during the rest 
of the night. I could hardly have kill
ed n fly with it, and had to do all my 
work with the right hand. Pete McCoy 
has a smallish hand—yes, I mav say, 
very small—and iie is a very good man. 
Professor McClellan has a large hand for 
a man of his size, but that, no doubt, 
comes from his having formerly been a 
sailor. Handling the ropes of a vessel 
is certain to develop tho hands, and the 
salt water toughens and hardens them. 
Arthur Chambers has a smallish hand 
—not much of a cutting hand, so far as 
I can see, but a good, solid hand. Mace 
has a middle-sized hand, and so has Joe 
Coburn. Perhaps Coburn's hands are a 
little large for his size, but he is a big 
man. Silvers had not a very large hand 
not as large as this new man, Mitchell, 
has. I think Mitchell's hands are of 
quite good size. What a man requires 
in the ring is solidity, not size of "hand. 
The pickle I have used has been coin-
posed of vinegar, alum, lemon juice, 
horseradish, and sometimes tartaris acid 
and rock salt. Copperas I do not use, 
as it is poisonous, and, in my opinion, 
dangerous. Simple salt water is very 
good. The main thing, however, is rub
bing. If you want to harden your hands 
keep rubbing them frequently and hard. 
It niav take a little longer than pickling 
would, but will be a much less un
pleasant progress."—New York Sun. 

Tho Perfect Saddle Horse. 
The most desirable points in saddle 

horses are what are known as saddle 
gaits, tho most important and therefore 
the most important of which is the 
walk. 

The gaits, although common to all 
horses, are what are known as the 
saddle gaits, in the most impor
tant of which there is as 
wide a range of excellence as at the 
faster gaits of trotting and running. The 
average rate of speed at which horses 
walk in harness or under saddle is pro
bably no more than three miles an hour 
while a really good walker can cover 
five, and in rare casessix miles under the 
saddle. Bring tho easiest gait oil both 
horse and rider, such horses will make 
wonderful journeys without distress. 
What is known as the fox trot is also a 
very desirable gait, and easily taivht 
most horses by urging them slightly be
yond a walk, and when they strike the 
right gait hold them on it; it is a trifle 
fester than a walk, and a near approach 
to the single foot. 

Nearly all saddle horses will take a 
few steps to this gait when changing 
from a walk to a trot but 
will not keep it unless trained 
to it. The speed differs from 
seven to eight miles an hour. Horses 
will learn to like the gait, and it is an 
easy one for the rider, and next to the 
walk the best long distance gait. Single 
footing is nearly the samo as the fox 
trot, and is an exact intermediate be
tween the walk and the trot, each foot 
appearing to move in a sort of go-as-you-
please manner, and consider
ing that it is an exceptionally 
easy gait for a rider, and that an 
average single footer will cover nine or 
ten miles per hour, it is worthy of culti
vation. The rack and pace are nearly 
alike, tho only difference being in the 
former the hind foot reaches a trifle in 
advance of the fore foot on the same 
side while at the latter gait the feet on 
each side move exactly together—a-pure-

•ly lateral motion. Either the rack or 
the pace is much more desirable than 
the trot under the saddle, and the pace 
is at least as fast, if not faster gait than 
the trot. In addition to possessingall of 
tho above saddle gaits the model saddle 

iiorse.should be level-headed courageous 
md.kind.and should be an active ana easy 
mover at any gait, and have a sensitive 
mouth, respond readily to the touch on 
the.bndle rein, be surefooted, able and 
willing to trot, galop or ruu, as required 
and, above all, sound upon his legs a.id 
perfect in the wind. 

The Macon Telegraph thus makes a 
sood point: "A great deal that is at-
iributed to Yankee enterprise is veally 
iiie to Yankee self-denial and many 
young men of t&e south would do well 

lak *o make a nota of it." 
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