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T H E E M B R O I D E R E D STOCKINGS. 

A L O T * S t o r y . 
She "was very pretty, but there came a 

time when I don't think I cared the least 
for her beauty, her soul -was so much more 
attractive than her body. She was no 
humble wild fiower maiden, but a widow 
who had received a magnificent dower of 
blue blood, including talent, and all that 
culture could develop in a beautiful and 
intellectual woman was hers; all that 
wealth could bestow upon her she pos
sessed. She had the good fortune to have 
no singularity of nature, but was a sym
metrical and harmonious whole. 

I loved her, and I possessed the hum
bleness of true love. The more intimate
ly I knew her, she made me conscious of 
things that were mean in myself. Out 
of this feeling grew a jealousy of other 
men. 

A bitter jealousy. She was of too sunny 
and generous a temper to pick for flaws, 
nor could she know a man as other men 
knew him. 

She could not understand that Dr. Cos-
grove was as irritable in private as he 
was suave and agreeable in public, and 
1 would not tell her that Captain Lang-
dale seldom pays his debts. They were 
but two of her many admirers, and they 
were both handsomer and showier than 
myself. In time I was miserable on their 
account. 

I connot now, in cold blood, accuse her 
of coquetry, hut Stephenie St. Jean was 
of French "blood on her father's side. Be
sides speaking that language perfectly, 
she had the French woman's secret of 
fascination. A trifle more in vivacity, 
when surrounded by gentlemen, made 
her utterly irresistible. 

1 saw and felt the charms, and could 
not content myself with the thought that 
in the quiet hours we bassed together I 
knew myself dear to her. Many a winter 
evening had we sat together on the little 
velvet sofa before the drawing-room lire, 
secure from intrusion, her beautiful head 
resting on my breast, content in her eyes 
happiness in her smile. And yet, swear
ing her to be the proudest and most del
icate of women, 1 was madly jealous of 
other men 

For months I would not see her alone. 
She was one of a large family, and she had 
a favorite cousin, Lily Law ton, who was 
her constant companion. 

She was very young, and a bright, sweet 
little thing; but of late she had seemed 
drcopimg, a s i* (>nt of health, and 
Stephenie had been usually protective and 
kind. 

For Stephenie's sake I frequently took 
Lily out to drive, though her exceeding 
simplicity often bored me. 

1 could not but wonder that Stephenie 
associated with her so conscantly; but 
Lily worshipped her magnificent cousin, 
and the latter delighted in being kind to 
those weaker than herself. •• Kitten," 
she called Lily, and there had been some
thing especially kittenish in the girl's 
round, bright si ml gray eyes and j'hiyful, 
graceful ways. 

Her special charm was gone now. She 
win a pale, faded, spiritless little thing. 
Stephenie kept he)- constantly under her 
wing. 

" Kitten must have green fields and 
pastures new,"1 she said. " The May 
suns are getting strong, and I, too, long 
lor a eountiy trip. We are going to 
Branchville, and shall be absent a week. 
Mind yon are a good boy til! we come 
back." 

I smiied, but on the wrong side of my 
f-iee. 

" A week,*' I mnimured. 
" A week ana one day," she laughed. 
" I shall be gray-headed when you 

come back,'' I said, "milling at my own 
vexation. 

She laughed more gayly than ever-
then a shadow fell over her face. 

" I t is for Lily's sake,' ' she whispered. 
" look at her." 

Lily lay on a hammock on the piazza, 
her hands lying listlessly in her lap, not 
a shade of color in her cheek. 

The thought came to me that the child 
was bound for the land of shadows. 

''She must have help soon,"" said Stenh-
enie. 

"Yes, ' ' I answered. 
I saw them oft' in the morning t r a i n -

Kitten with her cheek on Stephenie's 
shoulder. I carried the picture before 
my eyes all the week—my magnilicent, 
generous brunette supporting the tailing 
strength of that pale, fair-faced child. 
And I had never loved her better in my 
life than in this new phase. 

A week and a day Stephenie had said; 
therefore I had no expectation of seeing 
her when, at the end of live days, I en
tered the drawing-room of her father's 
house to find an ope-a-glass I had left 
there. 

I had told the servant at the hall-door 
what my errand was, and that I knew 
just where to look tor the glass. But on 
the threshold of the apartment my steps 
were arrested by the sound of Stephenie's 
voics. 

A rush of delight went over me. I 
was about to spring forward, when I dis
covered Stephenie was seated in the alcove 
of an inner room beside a gentleman. 

I stood irresolute. A curtain of blue 
silk fell across the upper part of the fig
ures, but upon it their shadows lay, as 
they sat against the sunny windows be
yond, and plaiuly outlined Stephenie's 
beautiful head and Captain Langdale's 
profile. 

I did not mean to be a listener to their 
conversation, but as 1 demurred about go
ing forward, I distinctly heard Stephenie 
say: 

" I love you utterly, with all my heart. 
I am not ashamed t to say this, because 
you will never see me again. 

She continued talking, but her voice 
fell to a low monotone, and I realized 
my position and stumbled backward out 
of the room, and found myself in the 
street, going di/.zily home. Like some 
hunted thing I rushed to my room and 
hid from all eyes. 

I remember throwing myself upon a 
couch and then starting up and Avalkino1 

the room, looking at my pale face in the 
glass, taking up books and opening as if to 
read them, doing all sorts of unintention
al things in a mechanical way, trying not 
to think of the revelation that had come 
to me, because it seemed I should go mad 
if I did. But a haunting voice was cry
ing in my ear, "Stephenie—lost Stephenie!' 

"No, no, she is mine!" I cried, in des
pair. " I have loved her so long and so 
well, and she is my only darling! "What 
could I do without her? O, God' what 
could I do?" 

For the truth would not be gainsaid, 

and must be faced. Wi th mine own 
ears I had heard her say to another man, 
" I love you," and what I may have mur
mured in moments of impatience, I knew 
in my soul that Stephenie St. Jean was no 
coquette. 

Captain Langdale had been ordered to 
his regiment, and she had probably re
turned home to bid him farwell. A sol
dier's life is always in peril, and in the 
moment of Darting Stephenie had con
fessed to him what I had never sus
pected. 

Heaven knows that I had no reason, 
and 1 had good cause to tnink differently. 
She had never plighted her troth to me, 
but by word and look and sweet privi
leges she had accepted my love, and I 
had such utter faith in her truth that the 
possibility of her deceiving me, had never 
occurred to my mind. The warmest and 
tenderest intimacy existed between us, 
and yet she had never given her promise 
to marry me. 

Sick at heart, I realized it now, review
ing the past in the hateful light of my 
sudden discovery. Iwas a lawyer, and in 
the long hours of that utterly sleepless 
night I studied the case untiringly as if 
it had not been my own. 

I t was not a matter of mistaken identi
ty. Leaving out the consideration that 
my heart would never in this world mis
take Stephenie's voice, I distinctly saw 
the outline of her bust, and her dress, re
vealed below the curtain, was very famil
iar to mc. 

I t was a cream-colored silk, trimmed 
with black lace. On her feet she wore a 
pretty black satin shoe, with a silver 
buckle, and the instep showed a cream-
colored stocking, embroidered with silk
en buds and vines. 

The dress and the stocking*, with ils 
embroidery, were all of the same tint, 
and the whole costume but two c o l o r s -
cream and black. As she sat within the 
blue curtain the artistic effect was very 
beautiful. 

Ah, no ' I t was Stephenie, peerless 
among women; and in heartsick misery I 
at length gave up the lost cause. 

The gray dawn was stealing in at my 
window, its sweet breezes bathing my 
aching temples, when I sat down at my 
desk and penned my farewell letter: 

^Stephenie:- -I cannot trust myself to 
see you again. I am weak as a child and 
worn out with such suffering as I pray 
you never may know. Inadvertently, 
yesterday, I heard you confess your heart 
to Captain Langdale. I heard" you say 
that you loved him. Then you do not 
love me! God only knows how utterly 
I believed you did, and what fervent 
gratitude and happiness there was to me 
in that belief. O, my darling! how 
could you let me wreck my heart on the 
shoals of your mere careless liking? 1 
was only a congenial friend, a pleasant 
companion. Your heart was his; and his 
alone—farwell!" 

This passoniate, incoherent letter I di
rected to her, then called my valet. 

'• Pierre, pack some trunks. We will 
go down *o Biack Rocks for the summer." 

The man started. 
"Pardon, monsieur, it is very dull 

down there. No gunning, no fishing, and 
no young ladies!'' 

" And consequently no waiting-maids 
for you to ogle," I answered, with a 
dreary attempt at ease and lightness of 
spirits. 

But the fellow still looked at me. 
" Monsieur looks very ill. I will bid 

the doctor call on you, and if he consents, 
we will go to that horrid place to-mor
row." 

"Nonsense! I shall be well enough 
after a bath and some breakfast. Don't 
be impertinent Pierre. We start on the 
ten o'clock train."' 

Black Rrock was not inhabited by 
fashionable society; this was my only 
reason for choosing it. The Neptune 
House, where I took up my abode, was a 
large, rambling, old-tashioned inn, not 
the least in the world like a modern sea
side hotel. 

My valet, of course, arranged all the 
conveniences of my life; consequently I 
did not know the dark-skinned old wom
an who one day presented herself at ilie 
door of my apartment, with a long eov r • 
ed basket npon her arm. My man was 
dusting a coat on my back piazza. 

"There is some one at the door, 
Pierre," I said to him, as I sat at, the 
window with a book, which I w as not 
reading. 

" I t is the washerwoman. She is a 
very nice laundress, monsieur."' 

"Yes," I said, indifferently. " Pay 
her."' 

He received the carefully-covered bas
ket, settled the bill, and the woman de
parted. 

Pierre prepared to arrange my linen by 
opening a bureau door. I turned a page 
of my book as he withdrew the white 
cloth from the basket, when my atten
tion was again arrested by his exclama
tions : 

"Mon Dieu! Laces, ruffles!"' 
"What's the matter, Pierre?" 
"These are ladies things. Here is a 

wrapper with fluted ruffles, white skirts, 
and,—ha, ha!—embroidered stockings. 
Mees Betsey, Moes Betsey, come 
back !*' 

He dropped the basket on the floor and 
rushed after the old woman. I glanced 
within, and saw a mass of snowy lace and 
embroideries; beautiful as a bed of lilies. 
The clothing was too dainty and expen
sive to belong to any one but a lady, 
and I wondered who the owner mi<*ht 
be. 

In one corner was a pile of hosiery. 
The stockings were not all white—one 
pair was of a cream color, with a silk 
embroidery of buds and vines; and,while 
I was carelessly considering how and 
where such exquisit needlework was done, 
the thought flashed across me that I had 
seen that very pattern of silken rosebuds 
on Stephenie St. Jean's foot. 

My hand trembled. I dropped the 
book as Pierre came rushing back with 
the panting old woman. 

" Yes, I have left the wrong basket. 
The other, outside, is yours, sir. Hope 
you will excuse me. I am getting old 
and forgetful." ? 

"Stay," I said, breathlessly. " F o r 
whom are the lady's things?" 

" For the young lady down stairs who 
came last week, sir—-Miss St. Jean. I'll 
take them away diiectly." 

Unheeding the wondering eyes of the 
two. I snatched up a handkerchief on 
which I saw a name marked. Yes, it 
was " Stephenie!" 

I grew faint and turned away to hide 

my emotion. My hand shook asl 
snatched up my hat and rushed out of 
doors. 

The sun was setting across the water. 
The air had grown cool, and a pair of 
singing shore bird's flew before me as I 
sought a favorite seat of mine, retired 
among the rocks. 

I had not composed my mind, when 
there was a rustle" of silk and a soft hand 
was laid on my arm. 

"Forrest!" 
"Stephenie!" 
"You know I am here now, and so I 

have come to speak to you. 
She sat down close beside me, facing 

me, her arm across my knee, her clear 
blue eyes steadily meeting mine; and, 
before she spoke a word I took the fair 
hand tenderly, feeling that she was to be 
restored to me. 

"Forrest, I had been here a week,wish-
ing to see you, yet repelled by your de
termined seclusion. I f the old woman 
called Aunt Betsey, who frequents this 
place, had not told me to-night that ac
cident had revealed my presence to you, 
I should have lost my last remnant of 
courage, and returned home without 
speakine to you." 

"What have you to say to me now, 
Stephenie?" 

"You overheard me talking, as you 
supposed to Captain Langdale, Forrest. I 
was reading a letter." 

"A letter?" 
"I have a startling story to tell. Lis

ten. All the spring my cousin Lily's 
malady had seemed strange to me. I 
could not understand her loss of strength 
and color, until I learned, by occupying 
the next apartment to her at Branchville, 
that she spent her nights in weeping. 
While I wondered that she should have 
a secret trouble from me, and perplexed 
myself how to gain her confidence, I en
tered her room one morning, and found 
it to be full of a strange, sickening scent, 
while Lilly lay senseless upon the bed. 
She had taken an opiate powerful enough 
to produce death, and upon the table lay 
two letters. One was addressed to me, 

cated by the mere process of matricula
tion. Thus we see that one of the very 
easiest of college studies is quite beyond 
the range of the female intellect. 

The Sophomore year in most of our col
leges is devoted to" base-ball. Will Pres
ident Bascom have the temerity to assert 
that this is a sedentary pursuit, or that it 
is one in which it is possible for "iris to 
excel? We all know* that nature°bas so 
constructed a girl that she cannot throw a 
ball with any force or accuracy. If the 
most accomplished of President Bacom's 
young ladies were to attempt to pitch a 
base-ball the chances are that, instead of 
coming within reach * of the batsman, it 
would describe a parabolic curve and 
smash the President's front window. 
Neither can young lady students strike 
or catch a ball when thrown with the 
proper degree of force. In short, base
ball is a study in which it is morally im
possible that girls should ever success
fully compete with men. The same may 
be said of foot-ball, which, in some col
leges, is an optional study, whicn those 
who do not fancy base-ball are permitted 
to substitute for" the latter. I t is barely 
possible, judging from the remarks which 
Chicago and St. Louis newspapers con
stantly make in regard to the feet of the 
ladies of those cities, that Western girls 

j are better adapted for foot-ball than are 
I the girls this side of the AUeghenies, but 
i it may be safely asserted that no girl can 
J graduate in foot-ball, especially in col

leges where the Ruby method is studied, 
with any honor, or, indeed, with any high 
standing in her class. 

By far the most important study pur- , 
sued at any American college is that off 
rowing.^ From this study girls are vir- | 
tually debarred simplv by reason of their j 
sex. Man is so constituted that he can I 
reduce his clothing to a closefitting un- i 
dershirt and pair of attenuated trousers, J 
which add scarcely anything to his | 
weight in a six-oared" shell. I t is assert-! 
ed by all scientific authorities that girls I 
are incased in many, successive layers of 
clothing, which are believed to be per
manently affixed to them, and the aggre
gate weight of which is enormous. This 

comes, may it be said of us as says Sir 
Walter Scott, in his vivid description of 
"King Rene": 
'A mirthful m3n he was; the snows of age 

Fell, but they did not chill him. Gaietv 
Even in lips closing, touched his teemine 

brain b 

\Vith such wild visions as the setting sun 
Raises in front of some hoar glacier 

Painting the bleak ;ice with a' thousand 
hues." 

was 
the other to Captain l angda le . .. „ —.. 

"As soon as I had procured assistance, ™ou. ld a . l o n e render girls unfit topursueth 
and a physician's help had saved her life, ^ i n n t i n g and improving study of row-
I read the letter the poor child had ad
dressed t» me. Poor Kitten! her heart 
was breaking, for she had set it upon one 
friend, and she believed that he loved me. 
I am speaking of Captain Langdale. He 
is handsome, gay, and debonnaire, and 
the poor girl believed him necessary to 
her existence. So she confessed to "me, 
yet her heart seemed to hold no bitter
ness for her supposed rival. 

"She had always loved me, she said, 
and I was more worthy of her hero. But 
she was so pitifully miserable, poor little 
thing! Well, I considered the matter 
carefu'ly. I t was only an hour's ride 
from Captain Langdale,' and I resolved to 
see him. Lily was sleeping a rastorative 
slumber, and I could go to the city and 
return in about three hours. I did so. 
When I reached the depot I sent a car
riage for him to come to our house. He 
came, and read the letter. Our soldier 
has a tender heart; he was affected to 
tears. He gave me the letter to read, bid
ding me to read it aloud, As I did so 
you enteied and heard tne words which 
misled you." 

Her eyes were swimming as they met 
mine; buf aftei an instant she went on . 

"Captain Langdale showed deeper and 
more delicate feeling than 1 had supposed 
him capable of. 

" ' I f little lilly thinks such harum-
scarum fellows as I am worth dying for, 
1 ought to make myself worthy the bless
ing of such lo\e, ' he said; and added, ' I 
will give myself to Kitten to-morrow, if 
she wants me, and I Avill be a better man 
than I ever have been, for her sake.' 

"So," said Stephenie, brightening, 
"there is to be a marriage in early autumn 
My Lilly is quite happy in the prospect 
of sharing a soldier's life, and—and"— 
blushing radiantly, and hashing one beau
teous look into my eyes—"there may be 
a double wedding, if you please, dear!" 

I tell my wife my happiness was saved 
by such a fragile thing as an embroider
ed stocking—certainly for this world, 
and I believe for the next. 

Sedentary Abilities. 

President Bascom, who presides over a 
Western college to which young ladies, 
as well as young men, are admitted, has 
recently expressed his warm approval of 
the coeducation of the sexes, and has as
serted that girls are better students than 
boys, for the reason that they are better 
adapted to sedentary pursuits. In other 
words, he claims that girls can sit down 
more successfully than boys, and that 
this tact enables them to surpass the oth
er sex in study and in whatever business 
or prei'ession involves a large amount of 
sitting down. Far be it from us to dis
pute the learned President's facts. Doubt
less he knows whereof he affirms, and 
we should carefully concede that the 
members of the gentler sex are unequaled 
in the capacity for sitting down. Still, 
the inferences which President Bascom 
draws from this fact are not necessarily 
true. A person, of whatever sex, may be 
able to sit down to an immense ex'tent 
and may, nevertheless, be wholly unable 
to study. The professional fat mnn and 
fat woman spend the greater part of their, 
lives in the sedentary occupation of being 
looked at and pinched by curious people 
but they have never, in a single instance, 
been noted for scholarship. As for the 
theory that because girls*are peculiarly 
adapted to rocking-chairs they should 
therefore be admitted to young men's 
colleges, there is abundant reason why we 
should unhesitatingly reject it. 

While girls unquestionably have their 
uses in the economy of nature, and pos
sess merits exclusively their own, it may 
be boldly asserted that they are totally 
unfit to pursue in company with young 
men the studies which constitute the 
curriculum of every respectable college. 
One of the earliest studies of the Fresh
man year is the art of getting the jani
tor's cow into the fourth story of the dor
mitory. This can be readily mastered by 
any young man of good abilities and hab
its of industry and perseverance; but be
tween girls and cows there is a great gulf 
fixed. The girl, from her earliest youth, 
looks upon the cow as a ferocious beast, 
prone to keep young ladies in the air- in 
positions fatal to the proper arrangement 

the complicated pushing and pulling nee 

flights of stairs is to suppose that the nat 
ural feminine fear of cows can be eradi 

ing, but there are other obstacles equally 
impossible to be overcome. Girls can
not run to any extent worth mentioning; 
are hence unable to run along the shore 
while a race is in progress, yelling encour
agement to the oarsmen, on announcing 
the odds which they are prepared to bet 
upon their favorite crews. Neither are 
they able to vie with the other sex in 
making hideous the night after the race. 
Perhaps they would submit to the de
privation of caramels and the total ab
stinence from tea -which are necessary 
while undergoing training, but what 
plump young lady would be willing to 
reduce herself to a gaunt and sun-burned 
oarswoman, even in order to beat the 
Yale or the Columbia crew? I t might al
so be mentioned that a race is rowed 
principally with the muscles of the oars
men's legs, and it is well known that the 
gentler sex—But this i-, perhaps, a 
branch of the subject which can be dis
cussed with proper delicacy only by a 
convention of strong-minded women. 

In several of the minor studies of the 
college course, such as euchre, the ampu
tation of the clapper of the chapel beli, 
the nailing up.of the tutor's door, and the 
introduction of goats and other compara
tively innocuous animals into the recifa-
ion-room, girls may very possibly be 

able to maintain something like an equal
ity with boys. Still, enough has been 
said to show that they are very ia r f iom 
being adapted to pursue those more im
portant studies which convert the indus
trious undergraduate into a healthy, earn
est, learned and Christian man. " What, 
then, does President Bascom mean by his 
assuming that merely because girls cau 
sit down rather more than bo\s they are 
peculiarly adapted to pursue the regular 
studies, of the Harvard, Yale and Colum
bia students?—JV. F . Times. 

Respect for the Aged. 

KELSON R1TTEK. 

An Aristocratic Spendthrift. 

A London correspondent writes: An 
advertisement of the sale by auction of 
a magnificent mansion and estate in 
Hartfordshire affords me a text for a 
story and a sermon. Some years ago when 
I was passing a few months at°oxford, 
two or three of the aristocratic under
graduates were making themselves notor
ious by their silly freaks, such as smash
ing the doors and looking-glasses in the 
houses in which they lodged, wrenching 
off knockers and bell-pull's from the doors 
of the houses in the High street, makim* 
bon-tires of pictures and statues in the 
great quadrangle of Christ Church, etc., 
etc. The ring-leaders of this partv was a 
young man named Marjoabanks, com
monly called Marchbanks, the heir to im 
mense wealth, and inheri t ing, among other 
sources of income, a partnership in the 
celebrated banking house of Coutts & Co. 

He was a young man of considerabe 
ability, but wasted the period of his col
lege career in the amusement of his set. 
He and his immediate comrades carried 
their horse-play too far, and woie eventu
ally expelled in disgrace from the uni
versity. His escapades did not, however, 
materially affect his position in society, 
and four years ago he married a daughter 
of the Duke of Marlborough. It was 
hoped that this event would have sobered 
him down, and that, with the splendid ad
vantages he possessed, he would have be-
cora J a useful member of society. He pur
chased the estate I have mentioned, and 
on the house alone expended over #(,0,1-00 
making it one of the most elegant man
sions in the kingdom. Everybody, except 
his most intimate friends, supposed that 
he was going on all right, when suddenly 
came a collapse, and he was found to be 
many hundreds of thousands of pounds 
worse off than nothing. 

Precisely how he has managed, in so 
short a time, not only to run through his 
immense legitimate fortune, but also to 
involve himself hopelessly in debt, is not 
yet clearly known, but a continuous sys 
tern of gambling and betting, in which 
enormous stakes were involved, appears to 
have been at the uottom of it. Efforts 
were made to save him, and prevent the 
exposure, but the demands against him 
proved so serious that this was found im
possible, and it became at last neece.sarv 
to effect his forcible withdrawal from the 
great banking house. Lady Burdett-
Coutts herself had an interview with him 
and generously offered to give hirn L'100,-
000, if that sum would relieve him irom 
difficulties. On his replying that it 

j would not, she is said 10 have offered 
two, three, four, and even five hundred 
thousand pounds 0^,500,000), but he stiil 
affirmed this sum would be nothing like 
sufficient, and she was sensible enough 
to give up the attempt. Of course, his 
ruin is now complete, and he stands be
fore the world the most splendid speci
men of his age of the reckless spendthrift 
I need hardly add that he gets very iittie 
sympathy. 

An Indian Leiftnd. 

were right full o' quality, and Mr. Maude 
comes to me, and says : 

" "Now, David, hew are vou?" 
^ M i d a i i n y says I thenk ve.' 
'boa then there comes a smart chap wi ' 

fj™?™1 of c u p s o'tea, and he savs to me, 
'Will ve hev sum?' " ' 

" 'Thenk ye,' says I, T in none narticu-
iar.' 

" ;Why, then, help yer «en,' savs he. 
"boa I t aksa cup i' my hand, and then 

says he.-\V cant ye hev sum sugar and 
cre-am?' ° 

" 'Aye, for sure,"says I;soa I sugars and 
creams it, and then there comee "another 
c h a p w i ' a trayfu! of bre-ad and butter 
and cakes like 

"Says he, "Will ye hev sum .'" 
" 'I don't mind "if I do,' «=ay«T. 
" 'Well, then," says he, 'tak sum wi' thy 

fingers.' 
"Soa I holds t' cup and <awcer i' one 

hand, and takes a prece of spice-cakc i' t ' 
other. 

" -Now. then," thinks I, 'how am I ever 
sup my te-a? I can't team (pour) i t 

out into t ' sawcer, for boath my hands is 
fast.' But all at once I sees a plan o' 
doin' it. 

" I thowt I could hold t' cake i' mv 
mouth while I teamed (poured) t ' te-a 
into V sawcer. and then claps t" cup on a 
chair while I supped my te a, 

"But bless ye, t' cake war «o varry 
short (crumbling) that it brake off i' my 
mouth, and tum'led onto V floor, and I 
were in a bonny taking. 

"Howsoroever, I clapt t ' cup and t' saw
cer ont t ' chair, and kneeled me down on 
t' floor, and sammed(picked) it all up as 
weel as I could, and then I sups up my 
te-a as sharp as I could, and gave t' cup • 
and t" sawcer to t' chap who ctimed 
round again wi' his try. 

" 'Will ye hev some more: ' says he. 
" ' Noa," says I, 'noa more, thenk ye. ' 

For I thowt to mysen I had made man-
grums (antics) enough, and all t ' quality 
at war theare mun ha" thowt me a" haw-
hard owd chap. 

-Wee! , when te-a were tiuish'd, we ga t 
to t' meusic" an, then' I promise ye I war 
all reed, an' a rare do we had on it." 

»>«./.->. »>.*.v of Circumstantial Evidence. 
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Some one has truly said, that "To ridi
cule old age, is like throwing cold water 
in the morning into the bed in which we 
must sieep at night." Old people have a 
right to demand that they be treated 
with respect; but are they not under 
great obligations to be pleasant, agree
able, and—as far as possible—cheerful? 
Failing in this, is it any wonder that neg
lect and disrespect sometimes follow? 
Old people should be held in reverence 
by the young, should especially if there 
is anything worthy ot reverance about 
them; but each man and woman should 
see to it, as they grow old in j e n s ti at they 
do not grow out of sympathy lor their 
children and grandchildren. No person' 
because he is old, has a right to be selfish, 
sullen, and morose. 

Said a little boy, " Ma, will grandpa go 
to heaven?" 

"Yes, my son, I hope so; but why do 
you ask that question f 

'•Because, ma, if grandpa goes to hear 
en, I don't want to go there. He would 
say, 'Whew! wheA\! what is this bov 
bothering around here for?" 

A short time since 1 read a long article 
written to show that it was our duty to 
love old people. The writer described 
her great love- for an a._;cd grandfather 
and proceeded to cive a minute descrip
tion ol him, investing him with so many 
virtues that not to love him—or any other 
person such as described—would be an 
impossibility. I thought that to love 
such a person would be more of a pleas
ure than a duty. Every neighborhood 
has its old person who, although bowed 
down with weight of years, still has a 
warm heart for the young and a kind 
word for the children. 

No need for the word "duty" to cause 
such people to be sincerely loved and re
spected. Again, every neighborhood has 
its representative, from whom the chil
dren instinctively spring away, as from a 
plague. Persons that little girls are afraid 
to meet, whom the boys give a wide berth 
to, and whom no person desires to encoun
ter. Even a long newspaper article in 
which all the changes are based upon 
the word "duty," will fail to cause such 
unsympathetic people to be respected, 
much less loved. 

Let us all, therefore, resolve that what
ever be the* number of our years, we will 
be true to the right, kind and sympathet-

of earth, whether they be tn their first or 
essary to.induce a cow to climb several second childhood. Doing this faithfully 

we shall be loved and respected all along 
the pathway of life. And when the end 

The following story selected from un 
eastern teacher, may be applicable in all 
climes and by all people: 

"There was once a beautiful damsel up
on whom one of the good genii wished to 
bestow a blessing. He led her to the 
edge of a large field of corn, where he 
said to ner: 

" 'Daughter, iu the Held before us the 
ears of corn, in the hands of those who 
pluck them in faith, shall have talisman-
ic virtues, and the virtue shall be in pro
portion to the si/.e and beauty of the ear 
gathered. Thou »halt pass through the 
field once, and pluck one ear. ] t must be 
taken as thou goest forward, and thou 
shalt not stop in thy path nor shalt thou 
retrace a single step in quest of thv 
object. Select an ear full and fair ant-
according to its size and beauty shall be 
its value to thee as a talisman.' 

" T h e maiden thanked the good genius, 
and then set forward upon her quest. 
As she advanced she saw many ears of 
corn, large, ripe and beautiful, such as 
calm judgement ^might have told her 
would possess virtues enough; but in her 
eagerness to grasp the very bes: she left 
these fair ears behind, hoping that she 
might find one still fairer. "At length, 
as the day was closing, she reached a 
part of the field where the stalks Mere 
shorter and thinner and the ears very 
tlr'n . and shrieved. She now regretted 
the grand ears she had left behind, and 
disdained to pick from the poor show 
around her, for here she found not an ear 
which bore perfect grain. She went on, 
but alas! only to find the stalks more 
and more feeble and blighted, umil in 
the end, as the day was closing, and the 
night coming on, she found herself at the 
end of the field without having plucked 
an ear of any kind. 

" No need that the genius should re 
buke her tor her folly. She saw itclearly 
when too late, as how many m all climes 
and in all ages, in the evening ot life call 
sadly and regretfully to mind the thou
sand golden opportunities forever hist 
because they were not plucked in then-
season .'* 

Dai'id'ft Music Parti/. 

David Turton was an English flannel-
weaver, and, before the advent of the mod
ern factory, worked at the loom in his 
own house. But music was his great de
light. He was a good singer, played well 
on the violoncello, composed chants and 
psalm tune.=, and trained church choirs. 

Musical people often invited David to 
their houses, for he was a great favorite 
on account of his knowledge of music and 
his simple goodness. The following 
characteristic account he gives in broad 
Yorkshire of his own behavior at the 
party: 

"I went t'other day," he said, "to a 
great meusic do at ou'd Mr. Maude's, at 
'Affield 'All. Nah! when I gat theare, a 
smart-looking chap o' a waiter telled me 
I was to goa into t ' parlour. 

"Soa I follows efter him down a long 
passage, till we commed to a big oppen 
place like, and then he oppens a doo-ar, 
and says to me, 'Cum in! ' 

"Soa I walks in, and there I seed t ' place 

Shortly after Ashtabula accident a Mrs-
Webber, of the town, who is a roor wom
an with two children, appeared -in the 
office of a well-known lawyer, and stat
ing that she had every reason to believe 
that her husband had been killed in that 
disaster, requested him to begin a suit 
against the railroad company on her be
half to recover the five thousand dollars 
which the law allows in each case. Tho 
evidence which she offered in proof of her 
husband's sad fate was only of a circum
stantial nature, as nothing was ever found 
ol the body' which was .supposed to have 
been burned. She had been to Ashtabu
la, and in the dehrv of the wrecked train 
she had found a bunch of kevs which she 
positiv. ly rccogni/ed as having been in 
the possession of her husband. One of 
these key-, in futhor proof, *he had ascer
tained, exactly fitted the dock in her 
house, and an Auburn man was ready to 
swear that he made ju»t such a key' for 
Mr. Webbtr. Another key fitted exactly 
ajfchefct which she had, while still another 
of the keys fitted exactly to the lock on 
the door. But the strongest p.oof of alt 
which she had discovered was a pit ee of 
cloth which she had recognized as having 
been part of her dead 'husband ' s coat. 
The proof by no means stopped herc. 
however. A well-known phvsiciau of 
this city testified that lie rode to» Buffalo 
on the same train with the deceased .on 
the fatal 2(>th of Decernber: while another 
trciitlcman testified to seeing him take 
the train at Buffalo which went to ruin 
at Ashtabula. 

With this all but positive proof that 
the husband was among the victims of 
the disaster, the suit was begun, the 
funds enabling her to carry it on being 
supplied by a well-kno-wn andjkindjheartj 
ed gentleman ot this city, she being too 
poor to avail herself of the benefits of the 
law without aid. When the railroad 
company's attorneys were confronted 
with the proofs of the plaintiffs case they 
at once advised a settlement with her for 
$4,000, or |1,000 less than she claimed. 
But she wanted her $5,000 or nothing, 
and then the railroad company's lawyers 
concluded to let the matter go before the 
courts. Asiswel l known, the mills of 
the Goddess of Justice grind very slowly, 
and time passed on. 

The investigations concerning the fate-
of the husband were continued, and 
among other things it was ascertained that 
he had been sent by Gen. Martindale, his 
former superior officer in the army, to a 
Pension Home, either in Dayton,' Ohio, 
or to a similar institution in Wisconsin. 
I t was afterward ascertained that the 
General had sent him to the Pension 
Home in Wisconsin several days previous 
to the Ashtabula disaster, and this very 
fact soon brought to light the very im
portant disclosure that a man of his name, 
answering his description exactly, and 
who stated that he had a wife and two 
children in Rochester, was still alive and 
cafe in that institution, and that he had 
not been near Ashtabula at the time of the 
disaster. 

Of course this knocked the »\dt against 
the railroad company in the head; the 
poor woman is out $4,000, and the kind-
hearted citizen who advanced the funds 
to carry on the suit is out his disburse
ments, as the woman is to* poor t - repay 
him. The case is a most remarkable one, 
hewever, from the very fact that no per
son doubts the entire truthfulness of the 
witnesses whose evidence formed the 
basis on which the suit was commence'I, 
but who nevertheless must have been 
mistaken. Of course the plaintiffs lawyers 
feel much chagrined over the ridiculous 
result of their efforts. I t certainly is a 
strange case of "Enoch Ardenism" in a 
new vein.—liocheater (_ZV. V.) Express 

Hangers of the Telephone. 

A young man from Syracuse brought a 
couple of telephones and a coil of wire 
i ope to Rome last week, and in the even
ing he went around to a house where a 
girl lives, and whistled softly until one of 
the upper windows was opened, as he ex
pected i t would be. Then he threw one 
of the telephones up in the window and 
whispered into the other instrument, ' Are 
you there, darling?" Sharp and clear came-
the answer, "Yes, I 'm here, and if you'll 
wait till I get my boots on you'll th ink 
ysu're elected for the next world by fifty 
thousand majority." He had hit the 
wrong window.--Rome {N. Y.) HentineL 


