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The Old Miracle.FLOUR ! FLOUR !HARDWARE, " when he gets old." And now we:;

feel sure that no Journal reader will
think there is need of resorting to
fiction for a story when facts like the
above are so much more , romantic ?

F. F. in Boston Journal. - .

I have not lied to you I never pre-
tended that I was a good man ; but
yon might make me what you please."

"0, Charlie, Charlie 1" the utter-
ance of the old familiar name was like
a sob "if you cannot be all that you
ought from a higher reason, no efforts
of mine would avail."

"They would they would I"

She shook her head sadly, retain-
ing all the while her forced compo-

sure, though inwardly she trembled so
that she could hardly Btand.

"They have made you hate me," he
exclaimed. "You look upon me a3 a
monster. After all, how am I so much
worse than other men ? If the truth
were known, half these sanctimonious
people who abuse me have done worse
things than "

She put up her hand pleadingly,
and he stopped. She could not bear
to hear him attempt such

With her religious feelings, the
excesses of which he had been guilty,
appeared much more terrible than
they would have done to a woman of
the world. But she loved him in
spite of everything, for when did such
doubts ever change affection ?

"0, Charles!" she said suddenly,
"for your own sake, for your mother's,
be true to yourself make your life
all that it ought to be."

"What do I care for myself? As
for my mother, she ha3 a son to de-

pend upon I am of no consequence
no one will care how 1 end."

w
.

A Eomantic Story.

One of the happiest Thanksgiving
dinners in Xew Hampshire yesterday
was in one of our loveliest rural vil-

lages not thirty miles from Concord.
It was the first reunion for many years
of several generations of a certain fam-

ily. At the head of the table sat the
venerable grandfather, now eighty-on- e

years of age, who is yet a charming
picture of health and strength preserv-
ed iu a wonderful degree. He had
come alone thousands of miles, from
the distant West, to meet his descend-
ants around the festal board of a mar-
ried daughter. After the dinner,
what could be more appropriately in
order than the narration by the grand-sir- e

of some of the interesting events
in what had proved to him a very ro-

mantic life ? His story was long and
fascinating, and some of its main fea-

tures we have gathered for this letter.
We suppress names, but the facts are
already known to not a few of the
many constant readers of the Journal.

The hero of the story was born ia
the State of New York, and passed
his youth on a fertile farm in the val-
ley of the Mohawk river. In the
course of time he was engaged to be
married. Before the nuptials were
celebrated he became interested in
another young lady who also proved to
be engaged, but between them there
soon sprung up a strong intimacy,
which on the part of both was careful-
ly concealed from the other parties
concerned. They both were convin-
ced that their existing engagements
were not the results of any deep-seate- d

love, but that a union between
themselves would be productive of
the highest earthly happiness. The
most solemn pledges, however, had
been made by them, and like honor-
able persons they shrunk from the
idea of breaking their plighted vows.
In vain they waited.hoping that some-
thing might occur which would cause
the other parties to give them release
from matrimonial obligations. At
length they met, as they supposed,
quite probably for the last time, and
parted only after pledging each other
a love which death only could destroy.
The man married and emigrated to

It was a beautiful spot sn summer
timo, when the water was low, shel-

tered between the high green banks
of the shore and the tall tree3 of the
island ; but at that season of the year
the current was so swollen by the
spring rains, that the island was half
overflowed, and the pretty cdve a deep,
black eddy, where the waters seethed
and foamed in their insane rhirl.

Annie Linn stood motionss in the
doorway. From the first instant she
saw the wild race of the children, she
understood what had lappened.
They had found the body ; he had been
drowned in the cove.

Then the dreadful doubt, whether it
had been accidental or tie work of
self destruction. She remeubered his
last words ; but even in that hour of
supreme agony, she could wt see her
way to have acted differenlly.

She still stood there, yhile more
people went hurrying dovia through
the fields, and the excitemmt became
general through the villago

She heard some one paashg thro'
the next room. She must he abne, or
her very reason would go. She
reached the stairs fairly creptupon
her hands and knees, to the soljude
of her own room.

Perhaps an hour after, some impUse
forced her to the window. She look-

ed out. Up the path came a train of
men carrying something over whfch
wa3 spread a white sheet, that fluttir-e- d

a little in the wind. ',

Only a glance ! then she fell to the
floor, and lost everything fcr a time
in that blessed insensibility.

The body was carried to the old
brown farmhouse. The face Mas swol-
len and unrecognizable, but the wid-

ow remembered the clothes. It was
the body of her son.

The evening before the fuaeral of
poor Charles Manson, Aniie Linn
wandered out of the house iii o fields

not towards the path wlich had
formerly been her favorite haoit ; she
could not even look towards i.hat.

She saw the old brown hous) on the
hill, but did not venture to aiproach
more near. Some one camd out of
the door and walked down t!u hill.
Annie knew her in an instant; it was
his mother.

She did not attempt to avoid the
meeting. She stood there, passivelv

of disposition were sufficiently well
known to explain Annie's declination
to make his house her home.

It was the first spring since the fu-

neral took place from the farm house.
Annie was twenty four years old.

She had been out for a long walk,
and it was already twilight when she
ascended the hill. She passed thro'
the yard, and as she reached the out-
er door Mrs. Manson's voice reached
her ear. She wa3 startled it sound-
ed as if the widow was giving way to
hysterical emotion.

" Mother 1" she called out. " Moth-

er !"
" There she is !" the old lady ex-

claimed. " Richard, go and tell her
don't let her in without she'll die.

0 Annie, Annie !"

She rushed into the hall before the
frightened girl could stir ; she caught
her in her arms, weeping, and trying
to speak, while Richard followed, lit-

tle less agitated.
" A letter, Annie," he said, trying

to control himself. ' We're all mis-

taken. Charley "
" Is alive !"

The words died on her lips power
and sense forsook her in the agoniz-
ing joy of that moment.

When she came to herself, Charley
Manson was supporting her ; was call-
ing her name wildly. It was no dream.
He was there alive as she had
sometimes dreamed might be the case,
only to throw aside the thought as im-

possible in her quieter moments.
It was very natural, improbable as

it seems. After writing that letter to
his mother, he had hurried to Liver-
pool and shipped to California with-
out seeing one of his old friends.
The body which had beeu found was
indeed dressed ia his clothes things
Charley had given on his arrival to a
poor tramp. He was some stranger,
a drunken wanderer whose name nev-

er transpired.
Charley had not for a long time

written back, and when he did, the
letters never reached their destina-
tion ; so that he arrived that day in
the village to find himself comforta-
bly disposed of for five years past.

There is nothing more to tell.
Business had prospered with him ;

his early habits had been flung aside,
and the true nobleness of his charac-
ter shone out without a stain. So the
old miracle had done its work.

idea of solacing his grief. But where
such feelings are concerned, the wi-

sest men are perverse ; so no one but
Annie could fill the void in his heart.
He became a frequent visitor at the
house, but as he had usually some os-

tensible business with her father, it
never occurred to Annie that his vis-

its had any connection with herself.
I fancy he gave Mr. Linn a hint from
the first ; but the old gentleman wise-
ly held his peace, and suffered events
to take their course, never dreaming
that any daughter of his could be in-

sane enough to refuse one of the rich-
est men in the county, and in every
respect all that any reasonable woman
could desire.

When the truth first dawned upon
Annie's mind, she was sorely troubled,
but it was difficult to know what
course to pursue.

Martiu began to ask her to drive
out with him, and as all the invitations
were given in her father's presence,
he accepted them foj her without the
slightest hesitation.

At last people began to gossip and
to make remarks. It was currently
reported that the pair were engaged,
long before Martin had found the cou-

rage to show her more than common
civility.

At length Martin made her an offer
of his heart and hand, with the air of
a man who did not dream of a refu-
sal, as was natural after her father's
encouragement.

" I am sorry" (she was obliged to
interrupt him in order to speak ;) " I
was not expecting this. I cannot be
your wife, Mr. Martin."

He stared at her in astonishment
for an instant, but could not believe
her in earnest.

' You think I ought not to have
spoken so abruptly, and want to pun-
ish me for it," he said.

"No, indeed, I cannot marry you.
I do not want to give you pain, but
please don't talk of this any more,
Mr. Martin. I shall always be your
friend, but I can be nothing more."

" But your father always gave me
reason to hope," he said, turning red
with mingled pain and mortification.

" I never gave him any cause to do
so, believe me. It was not until very
ately that I ever dreamed your visits
were intended for me."

" But you will think differently I
will not take your answer now."

' You must, Mr. Martin indeed
you must. 1 shall never change."

" You don't think me worthy of
you ?" he demanded, angrily.

' It is not that," she answered, sad-lv- .

" I have no heart to rive any

The children went laughing and
singing down the village, the clouds
began to pile up in the west for the
coming sunset, and the first flush of
spring beauty tinted the hills and the
woods with a peculiar radiance.

As they stood in the grove Annie
Linn and Charles Manson the rush
of the river below, and the voices ot
the children from the road, mingled
together like the bass and soprano of

some exquisite melody ; but if they
heard it all, it was with that impa-

tience which comes over one when
happy sounds break in upon restless-
ness and trouble.

She had come down there to bid
hiin farewell not from any girlish
desire for a quarrel which should end
in a pleasant reconciliation, but from
a settled conviction of the necessity of
the step, which, ouce taken, must bo
irrevocable.

They were both young. A year be-

fore they had boon, for a short time,
encaged ; but all that had long since
been broken off, and this last inter-
view was a great deal worse than use-

less, though perhaps, without it nei-

ther could have brought their minds
to regard that book iu their lives as
forever closed.

Charles Manson was the eldest son
of a widow. He had been a spoiled,
handsome boy I am afraid he was a
wayward, reckless young man just
one of those young lellows whom ev-

erybody likes, and whose agreeable
qualities and faculty of making friends
prove their own greatest snare and
temptation.

1 should have made one exception
when I said everybody liked Charlie,
for old Mr. Linn had detested him
from his boyhood, lie was a close-fiste-

grim old chap, who always
prayed as if he meant to frighten the
angels into doing their duty, who had
toiled incessantly all his life, and
could not understand why anybody
should expect an existence at all dif-
ferent.

Now, as a boy, Charlie would not
work, except to gain some special ob-

ject. iJe hated a farmer's life, and
was determined to go to college. lie
had accomplished that, by dint of sac-

rifices on his mother's part those
few words tell the story of her life
and considerable labor on hi3 own.
lie played tutor during the vacations ;

a distant relative helped him, and so
he had gone on.

Hut, alas ! During the last year
of his course everything changed.
Charlie made the acquaintance of an
entirely different set young men of
fortune and expensive habits, whom he
ought to have avoided and his natu-
ral disposition did the rest. lie left
college very suddenly good natured
people said he was expelled and the
next the village heard of him he was
in London, but whether in business or
not, no one knew.

Before he came home, old Mr. Linn
! discovered the engagement existingbc-- j

tween him and Annie, and, with his
usual percmptoriucss. broke it off at
once.

Charlie wrote her scores of re-

proachful letters, which her father
coolly buiT.ei before her eyes. Then
a long silence then terrible stories
of his bad habits and dissipation.

Nobody ventured to question the
widow, for she was one of those wo-

men whom even village gossip did not
care to approach with their affected
sympathy and curiosity.
As she sat in :icr place at church, peo
ple noticed how, week after week, the
smooth hair gained an added tinge of
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Fbightful Death op an Italian
Bandit. The Italia of Naples gives
account of the brigand chief De Mar-tin- o.

This man was one of the most
ferocious bandits that ever infested i

the Abruzzi. and was always accom-

panied iu his incursions by a woman
even more inhuman than himself.
For some time past the royal troops
had been following his traces, and had
at last learned that he frequently
quitted the band to indulge in wild
orgies in a small valley completely
locked in by mountains, on the terri-
tory of Paglietta. Some days back a
detachment, while searching that dis-

trict, discovered in a thicket a sort of
hut made of branches. One of the
men approached silently on his hands '
and knees, and believing he heard a
noise inside, returned and informed
his companions, who then surrounded
the spot and called on the persona
concealed to surrender. The reply
was a gunshot which struck a carbi-
neer named Caruso in the leg, but the
flash had set fire to the dry bushes, .

and the flames spread with such rap-
idity that it was impossible to enter
or leave the hut.

A few minutes later a woman rush-

ed out through the burning branches '

and fell almost inanimate before the
troops, who recognised her as the
mistress of De Martino. She made
signs that there was another person
in the flames, but the soldiers could .

not approach until the fire had burned
itself out, when the charred remains
of the bandit were found with the
barrel of his gun and the blade of
his poniard by the side of him, the
rest of those arms having been con-- :

sumed. During the conflagration fre-
quent detonations were heard as the ,.
cartridges of the brigand exploded.
The woman died half an hour later, ' '

and the two bodies were buried on the
spot where this horrible tragedy had '

taken place. The wounded soldier is
in a critical state, and little hopes are
entertained of saving his life.

Inhuman. English papers give an. .

account of the discovery of a man
who had been kept in chains for sixty
years. His custodian had kept him
clean and well fed, and when released
he showed no signs of joy. The fol-

lowing narrative seems almost incred-
ible: On entering the living room,
they found a poor idiotic man, seven-
ty four years old. seated on and chain-

ed to a chair by his wrists. His legs
were also secured by manacles and
the chair was in turn chained to the
wall. This position he occupied all
day, even when partaking of his meals.
Visiting his bed room, the gentleman
found that at night he was subject to
similar cruelty. There were leg irons
at the foot of the bed, and it seemed
that at night iron also encircled his
legs and wrists. The wretched man,
however, is said to have been kindly
treated in other respects, and his well
nourished and perfectly clean form
showed that he had been well attend-
ed to. In answer to inquiries Black
stated that the man had been insane
since he was fourteen years of age ;

that he had been in his custody for
the past thirty years, and for thirty
years previously he had been in
charge of another custodian and by
him chained in the same way.

An Irishman dropped a letter in the
post office the other day, with the fol-

lowing memorandum on the corner,
for the benefit of all indolent post-
masters into whose hands it might
fall : " please hasten tho delay of
this."

Josh Billings says : " I don't beleaf ,

in bad luck being sot for a man like
a trap: but I know of lots of folks,
who, if there was any first rate bad '

luck lying around loose, would be
sure tew git one foot into it enny- -

how. ...
A gentleman seeing an Irishman

fencing in a very barren and desolate
piece of land, said : " what are you .

fencing in that lot for, Pat ? A flock
of sheep would starve in it." " And
shure, your honor, wasn't I fencing it
to kape the poor bastes out of it?"
replied Pat.

The pastor of a popular church at
the Sunday school concert, said:
" Boys, when I heard your beautiful .

songs to night, I had to work hard to
keep my feet still ; what do you sup-
pose is the trouble with them?"
" Chilblains, sir," shouted a little six
year old.

An Irish juror having applied to
the judge to be excused from serving
on account of deafness, the judge said,
"Could you hear my charge to the
jury, sir ?" " Yes, I heard your hon-
or's charge," said Paddy, u but I could
make no sense out of itJ' ne was ,

let off.

Nathan Rothschild lately gambled
away $40,000 at Baden Baden. - .

The wives of Brigham Young, con
solidated, weigh 5,000 pounds.

ii.-i-

The marriage rate in New York is '

'12 in 1,000. Brooklyn pairs off at ''
14 in 1,000. .

FKAXK I?. DAVIS Ac CO.,

Successors to Shepherd son $ Paris

P.UA DFOK I), VKKMONT,

OKNKHAL nHALBKS IK

IRON,
STKKL,

COAL,

SEEDS,

GLASS,'
BELTING,

HARDWARE.

AGRICULTURAL IMPLEMENTS

Ac, Ac, Ac.

20,000 niiutuls Nova Scotia Orind Stones, jtut
rcrrird'lr F. B. DAVIS A CO.

rilHE CELEBRATED Prize Churn, can be
1 lou Till lit F B. DAVIS & CO.

Send fur Circular.

(1AIU KNTERS you can find tools of ercrj
at the lowest market prices, fron

the ben iiiiinufuetiirers, both Koreitrn and Amer
icun, at F. B. DAVIS & CO.

IT rMjiniifHcmwr'" " ftirJuhnH. KJnli- -
nnls bucking.

U T Aaihorir.ed Agents for the Sampson Scale
Company.

(CONSTANTLY on hand, llhoksniith's
description, Horse Shoos, Toe

Corks, Horse Nuils, Mululilc's, Nutts. Washers,
liolis, Ac. We innke a speciality of German
(ila-'sun- d lluilder's Materials ot every descrip-
tion. Orders solicited, which will receive our
special intention.

1)ALMKR'S Springs and Fisherville Axles, a
F. H. DAVIS A CO.

A Good Dairy Farm ior Sale.
I will sell at private sale, my FARM pleasant-

ly located on the Creek road "near East Albany,
containing UK) acres of excellent land, well fenc-

ed ; ore of the liest springs in Orleans county
riiiininir to house, Imrn ; good neighbors; a (rood
Imp yard on the premises, buildings good, a nice
house mid splendid horse burn, a good school
ric;ir iy ; also, a larcc sugar crchurd with 600
but kefs and sugar house, pans and holders, all
in good order. Said farm will keep 10 cows and
team the year round ; aNo, a goodly quantity of
fruit trees. This farm U known as the Fairnian
Fnrtn, Also, hay, grain, farming tools, sugar
tools and stork with the farm.

3'Jtf NATHANIEL CHAFFEE.

V ) ( ) rj C A 11 1) ING.
AH those having wool which they wish to have

manufactured into rolls, can have it doneso at
hast Hardwiek, y t., on tliort notice, and In a
workmanlike manner.

J.T.WILLIAMS.
Ea. Hardwiek, May 23. 22

LATEST WINTER NOVELTIES.
M A It V I. noOD.MAN, - Itnrton, Vt,
Has just opened an unusually brilliant stock of

Dksiuaiu.k Millinery Goods,
Complete in every particular. Bonnets, Hats,

Rilibons, Laces, Velvets, Silks, Flowers, ev-

ery stylcand quality. togrtherwith Trim-
mings, Fancy Goods, Toys, Ac., Ac,

and takes pleasure in present-
ing to the Ladies of Barton

and Vicinity, precisely the same
kind of Stock to select from that

would be ottered them in the most fash-
ionable. Milliii"ry Establishment in Boston,

nil at lowest possible prices.

ALEXANDER & MASON,
(C. M. Alexander, Intel C J.M. Mason,)
I Col. of 'id D. ('. Vols. ( i late Capt in
i and Master of ( C2d D. C. Vols. )
( Washington, D. C. )

solicitors or
A M F.KH'AN e F.UUOFF.AX PATENTS

AMI
COUNSELORS AT PATENT LAW,

('!rirt tiperimct as Solicituri of Patentt,)
l!)0 Seventh Street, Opposite the Tatent Office.

Papers carefully prepared, and Patents secur-
ed without delay.

Examination in the PatentOfflccfreeofcharge
Rim iti. iiKUnimni me nsXcil In any case, unless
a Patent is allowed.

Send for Circular of terms, instructionsand
references. 30

IVM JOSLYN A SONS Apothecaries and
v Wholesale Druggists, Iiarton, Vt.

LOOK! LOOK! !

JUST OPENED THIS DAY

AT

II A I; L, ' S

a new invoice of

Poplin Alpacas

For ) cents per yard. Delaines at 18cents and Standard PRINTS, war
ranted fast colors, for the old price of 12 1 2

cents per yard. Also a

;fi;i,l line ofj

AM EiIK'AX,

ENCLISH,

HLACK and

GOLD MIXED

ItEPELLANTS,

purchased since the recent

GREAT DECLINE

in price in'rnarket.

November, IS, 1869.

MILLINERY! MILLINERY!!
Just received from Boston a large Stock of

Millinery Goods, consisting of
Hats, Frames,

IliubonH, Flowers,
Feathers, Velvets,

Lace, Velvet Ribbon,
and small wares; all of the Latest Styles.

Press & Cloak Making in the beat Style,
Also a new

SINGER SEWING MACHINE
for fjio, such as the agent asks $50 for. I will
sell cheaper than any one else ever did in this
place, and am bound not to be undersold.

8A. A. STEARNS.
7tf Brownington, Vt.

TAKE HEED.
All accounts due the Subscriber for black

smith work that are not settled in the month ofDecember will 1 left n other hands forcoliec- -

"North Crafwbury, Nor. 16, 1MB.DUI

A. & J. L. TWOMBLY
Have just received a large assortmentof the best
Family Floor, which can be had at a small ad-

vance from cost

FOR CASH
They hare also a good stock of

FISH, LAUD,

BUTTER and FORK.

o TJ JZ

Also a (food stock of

CORX, SPICES,

RAISINS, GROCERIES,

Ac, Ac.

O IT

A splendid lot of

TEAS
the very best the market affords. In this branch
we dfy competition. Call and buy a sample
and see if we do not tell the truth.

T.'e have also a large assortment of

HARDWARE,
which weare lure will please. Also, Carpenter's
and Joiner's Tools of every description always

on band.

TP O XJ

House Trimmings, Paints and Oils. A large
lot of Sugar, Maple, Whits, Loaf and Crushed.

I" O X.J

A small lot of Domestic Dry Goods on hand,
and a splendid stock of Gloves and Mittens.

Call and get a barrel of

FLO TJ Tt
Barton, Aug. 28. 1869. 35

T T T T T

CHOICE TEA AND COFFEE AT

HALL & CARPENTER'S
DRUG STORE

IN

IRASBURGII,
Also the largest and best assortment

DKUGS and MEDICINES,
BOOKS,

STATIONERY,

and FANCY GOODS,

to be found In Orleans County.

Qua Stooi or

TOYS,

YANKEE NOTIONS,
BLANK,

SCHOOL and

MISCELLANEOUS

BOOKS,

BRUSHES,

COMBS,

TERFUMEEY,
SOAPS, Ac,

is complete. AH the

PATENT MEDICINES
of the duy constantly on hand ; also, a full line

OF
DYE STUFF, PAINTS,

OILS,

VARNISHES, &C,
which we can sell at fair prices. Call and see
our Goods before going out of town to buy.

Orders by mail promptly filled.
Prescription! carefully compounded.

HALL h CARPENTER.
Irashnrgh, Sept. SO. 40m3

DO YOU WANT
The best CORN 8HELLER turned by hand,
shells a BUSHEL in from 3 to 5 minutes $12
or a HAND CIDER MILL, man and boy can
make a BARREL of CIDER in an evening, !$26,
or the best SELF FEEDING HAY, STRAW
or STALK CUTTER. One person can cut from
1 to 3 bushels a minute, $11 to $18. Or the best
Turnip, Carrot and Potato Sliccr, cuts a bushel,
nice and fine, in less than two minutes, turned

by a boy, 13.

Splendid Iron Handle Lever
HAY or STALK CUTTER, $7.

All to be Satisfactory in Use, or no Sale.
G RANDY, SKINNER & PARKED,

45ml Barton Landing, Vt.

HUBBARD & SON House, Sign and
Painters. Barton, Vt. Imitators

of Wood and Marble, Paper Hangers, Glazier
Ac, Ac.
H. BDBBtlD. HUBBARD

DRESS MAKING AND MILLINERY.
MISS L. A. PEARSON.

Would inform the people of Irasburjrb. and vi-
cinity that she is ready to meet the wants of the

people with a new lot of

MILLINERY GOODS,
Hats, Feathers, Velvets, Ribbons, Flowers,

Ladies' Gloyes, Corsets, Ac. She may be found
.North of Dr. Parknrst's Residence,

with the latest styles of Dress and Cloak Patterns,
where she will be ready to wait on all who may
favor her with a call, either in Mdlinery or Dress
Making.

Irasbnrgh, Nov. 23, 1969. 48w4

FOR SALE.
The Subscriber offers for sale

TWENTY SLEIGHS of the best Style and
HIGHLY ORNAMENTED. AM in want
of a pood 81eigh will do well to call before pur
chasing elsewhere. J. B. LIVINGSTON.

49W0 East Hardwiek, Vt.

gray, and the patient lino3 aroin.d her vor of passion not to leave him : but.
mouth deepened with hidden anxiety though she wept in agony, her firm-an- d

trouble. ness was unshaken. She could die,
Annie met her but seldom, and j but she could not take a step which

then there was but little conversation j she felt to be wicked,
between them, never a word concern- - j "Then go !" he exclaimed. "I shall
ing the subject which filled both their never trouble you again. I swear you
hearts. Mr. Linn had forbidden any j shall repent this to the last day of
intercourse between the families ; but your life. You have made me utter-th- c

widow had known him too long ly desperate I have nothing to live

"You are breaking my heart, Do
not make us all so miserable."

She wrung her hands with a sud-Sh- e

den passion which startled him.
ras usually so quiet that, with his im-

petuous nature, accustomed to give
vent to every feeling, he had at times
accused her of a want of feeling.

"It is my heart which is breaking,"
he answered. "Annie, don't throw
me off don't send me away utterly
desperate."

"If you had lost every hope in the
world you ought not to be that. I
can never be anything to you my
father will never permit it."

"And can you hesitate between U3 ?

Is that your love ?"
"My duty is stronger than my love,"

she said, "and I shall obey. Were I
alone in the world, I might well hesi-

tate before I committed my happiness
to your keeping; but I would do it
I would trust to your affection to me
to lead you aright ; but now "

"Now you may do it. There is no
one loves you as I do; you fear your
father more than you love him; your
brothers tyrannize over you. Only
come with me be my wife, and let us
be happy in spite of the world."

"Do you think I could be happy
with my father's anger hanging over
me ?"

"He would forgive vou in the end."
"You know him better than to be

lieve that. No, Charles ; rather have
patience and wait. Who can tell, if
you did as you ought, worked hard
and made yourself a good name, that
he would not in the end yield ?"

'lie hate3 me too much for that.
There is no hope."

The sunset was beginning to fade.
Annie dared not remain, and she was
growing so faint and weary that she
longed to end the pain of parting.

'You are anxious to go," he said
bitterly. "You grudge nie even this
last half hour. Do not fear, I shall
never ask another."

You will be sorry for such cruel
words when you are gone," she re-

turned. "Don't make these last mem-
ories so bitter."

Then his wild love came up again,
and he implored her with all the fer- -

for now."
"Your mother remember your

mother.'
"I shall be better out of her way

I have been a curse to her all my life."
Then his mood changed. He clasp-

ed Annie for an instant in his arms,
and before she could speak he was
gone. The last look of his white face,
convulsed with mingled emotions, ter-
rified her so unutterably that she had
no strength even to pronounce his
name.

After a time she rose from the
ground, where she had fallen rather
than sank from any will of her own,
and went slowly home through the
chill twilight.

For two days longer Charlie Man-so- n

lingered about the village, then
disappeared. It was supposed at
first that he had returned to London,
but two days after his mother found
a letter in the room which he usually
occupied.

It only said that he should never
trouble her again neither her nor
any one. It was better that every-
thing should end.

At first she could not understand
the signature of,. the half-illegib-

scrawl. Gradually it broke upon her
mind that the leave-takin- g meant sui-

cide. She grew almost mad with the
horror of the thought.

The report went abroad, and eve-

rybody formed a separate opinion.
But when the tidings reached Annie
Linn, she could not doubt, even for an
instant, that he was dead.

Mrs. Manson wrote to his city
friends. He had not been seenj no-

where any tidings. She could do
nothing. "

More than a week passed. It was
a bright, delicious spring. The trees
were all green; the crocuses and
snowdrops were blossoming in the lit-
tle garden ;', a colony of robbins haunt-
ed the old appletrees, and flew ,ia at
the open windows, telling beautiful
tales of their southern flight. But
there was no peace in all its growing
richness of beauty and life.

It was the middle of the afternoon.
Her father and brother were out, and
Annie Linn stood in the side door,
looking across the field toward the
river. ';

'
. '.

She saw a group .of children rush
wildly up the path Bhe had last trod-
den with Charles. Manson. . Out from
the nearest house ran several men,
taking the path the children had come
up, which led to jLhe cove.

the West and the woman was united
in hymenial bonds and settled on the
shores of Oneida Lake. These occur-

rences happened nearly fifty years ago.
The western adventurer proved a
good husband and a kind father and
grew into middle age a widely known
and influential citizen. Prosperity
attended him and wealth and many
friends came to him. After twenty
years of married life his wife was
taken from him, but children remain-
ed to gladden his heart and home.
Sometimes in the twilight hours as
he gazed over his broad acre3 and
looked upon his over-flowin- g gran-
aries he would think of his only love,
and that if she were living there was
never a leanness in her basket or store.
By and by several of his children
married ; one of them came to New
Hampshire. Years passed on and
his hair became silvery white, but he
had never again visited the East.
When a certain sweet image floated
in his mind he would endeavor to for-

get it and to convince himself that
quite likely she had long ago passed
away from earth. This conclusion
was strengthened from the fact
that he had never received in any
way a single scrap of intelligence con-

cerning her. After repeated invita-
tions from his relatives he concluded
a few months ago to spend with them
in New Hampshire the then approach-
ing festival of Thanksgiving. He
reached Albany at the time of the
height of the late great flood, and
travel being much intrrupted he stay-
ed over a few days and accidentally
met some old acquaintances of his
youth. During one conversation
there was casually mentioned the
name of her from whom he had many
years ago so sorrowfully parted. Ea-

gerly he asked if she was yet alive,
and when answered in the affirmative
tears came to his eyes, and he told
his friends that he must at once set
out in search for her.

He was told where she was living
only six months previous, and thither
he went with all possible haste, but
she was not there. Only a month be-

fore she had gone away. He learned
the direction it was supposed she had
taken, and again with all possible
speed he pushed forward. But fate
seemed against him, for farther and
farther away seemed to him the object
of his search. At last, after he had
traveled hundreds of miles, going of-
ten by night as well as by day, he
found the lost angel of his youth.
Words cannot picture the scene of the
meeting, and over it we kindly draw
the veil. In a moment, as it were,
the history of their lives went in re-

view before them, and the sad part-
ing of forty-fiv- e years ago was again
a living reality in their sight. The
many years of their separation had
not even dimmed their affection for
each other, and a bright and happy
future seemed dawning upon them.
The story of the woman was one of
long toil and suffering. After ten
years of wedded life her husband had
died of lingering disease, leaving her
with three children. One after anoth-
er of these treasures were claimed
by death until alone and friendless
she was left to battle with the world.
For a time the thought of one whose
picture was ever in her heart gave her
some encouragement and strength,
but at length she experienced bitter
despair and to death alone she looked
for relief. In such circumstances was
she found by one who renewed the
pledge of his youthful affection and
asked that to her happiness he might
devote tho remainder of his life.
Such was the grandfather's story at
the happy Thanksgiving dinner, and
he closed by sayHng that one week
from that day he was to be . married
to her who had been so long lost but
who was at length restored to him.
The preparations for the marriage
are now in progress and nothing will
be spared to make the occasion one of
the happiest possible. Relatives and
friends ia large numbers are to be
present, many of them to come a long
distance, and bright and numerous
are the anticipations of pleasure.
Thegrandsire feels himself very young
and often amuses hi3 children by tell-

ing them what ho proposes to do

awaiting whatever might ensue, not
even looking up as she heard tie foot- - j

steps come nearer.
" Annie 1 Annie !" called the famil-- 1

iar voice, which had an undertone so
like his. There stood the widow with
her arms extended. Annie fell into
them with one cry, upon which the
smothered grief of the past dayi went
out.

It was a long time before there was
a word spoken ; then tears cane, and
broken whispers which made each
heart dear to the other.

" They say you blame me,7 Annie
cried.

" Child, mv bov loved voi ; that
was enough. I never blami?ted'i ; I
never shall. We dout cat "for' 'peo-
ple say; we understand ouc2nher
now."

" I wanted to see you ; to come to
you."

"I know, I know. You &n do so
now, Annie; your father wl never
object any more."

They clung tc one anothcj a little
closer after these words. ,

" You mustn't come to the iousc to-

morrow," the widow said. ) Come to
me when it is all over and they are
gone."

'" I have been wishing I want to
''see j

"No, no. O, it's dreadful.' I could
only look once. Don't, AnuL, don't."

She hid her face for a noment to
shut out the painful image her own
words had called up that pale, worn
face, with so much of the tender beau-

ty of age in it already.
They had no words of cf mfort to

speak to each other. It was very dif-

ficult to talk at all. But it eased
their grief to stand together, leeling
that each understood the other's
heart.

Annie clung to her with sudden en-

ergy.
" Don't let them 'talk to you, I did

love him ; indeed I did."
" I know it. You did what was

right; no one shall blame you in my
hearing. I hope they'll let my boy
alone now O, my Charley ! m ;

Charley 1"

She checked the spasm of grief
quickly.

" I don't believe he did it on pur-
pose. He wrote me a letter. I think
he meant to go away. I g appose he
wandered off towards the river that
night"

A shudder completed the sentence.
It was fuller of agony than any words
or tears.

They parted almost in silence, and
each stole home, shivering with a chill
that struck deeper than the pleasant
coolness of the spring evening, and
would not wear away for months and
years.

Charles Monson had been buried a
year. Then came the second great
trial of Annie Linn's life.

The spring warmed into summer,
but the mourning in which Annie
Linn's heart was shrouded did not
grow more light.

She visited the widow very fre-

quently. Her father never made any
opposition, although he rather kept
out of her way himself. However
much he might believe himself in the
right, it was not pleasant now to meet
the poor mother, and remember all
the harsh words he had spoken con-

cerning the young man over whose
grave the flowers he loved had al-

ready begun to spring.
Of course, after the first few weeks

of wonderings, Annie was left in peace
by her neighbors. They had begun
to forget the sudden death and proba-
bly supposed she wa3 doing the same.
But the mother knew the truth, and
each day knit her heart more closely
to that of the uncomplaining girl.

James Martin, navicg been left a
widower a couple of years before, and
finding himself alone in the midst of
the comforts his money brought about
him, cast about in the county for an-

other wife, and, as fate would have
it, he fixed his choice upon Annie. It
was very foolish of him, when there
were scores of girls who would have
been in the seventh, heaven at the bare

End of a Woman of Fashion.

A moving spectacle was witnessed
yesterday morning in the Court of
General Sessions. Maria Smith, a
middle aged woman, was arraigned on
a charge of larceny from the person.
The prisoner was neatly attired, and
although suffering under paralysis,
still retained marked traces of former
beauty. From the testimony of the
complainant, also a woman, it seems
that while riding in a Third avenue
car on the 25th of October last, the
prisoner was detected in the act of
taking her wallet, containing forty
cents.

Mr. Charles S. Spencer eloquently
appealed to the jury, but the address
of the District Attorney and the Judg-
es charge did the business, and the
prisoner was found guilty.

The poor woman, when told her
sentence, which was three years in
State Prison, wept bitterly. With a
slow step and a broken heart, she was
conducted from the prisoners' dock.

But before leaving this poor woman
to her fate, and while she yet lingers
on the threshhold of her living tomb,
we will take a view of her past ca-

reer. Dalla Leese, (that is her name)
was born in Birmingham, England,
and is about thirty five years of age.
She came to this city with her parents
while very young. Being an only
child.no money nor pains were spared
in her education. She lost both her
parents just when she was budding in-

to womanhood. Thrown upon her
own resources for awhile, she accept-
ed the hospitality of some friends, and
in the course of a year or two mar-
ried George Leese, who afterwards
became a notorious thief, and finally
abandoned her altogether.

Being an energetic woman, in the
prime of life and possessing rare
charms, she experienced no difficulty
in obtaining sufficient funds to estab-
lish a hotel, ia which business she wa3
highly successful, amassing a large
fortune, estimated at over $100,000.
But her star at length began to wane.
Surrounded by a number of admirers,
all eager to supplant each other in
her good graces, she forgot herself
and became the paramour of a man
who is conspicuous in the politics of
this city.

Deeper and deeper she sank into
the abyss of dissipation, and at last
all her hard-earne- d money had been
squandered, and her beauty faded, and
she found herself a forsaken woman.
The rest is briefly told. Want, ex-

posure, and much suffering invited the
malady with which she is afflicted, and
to buy bread she made an attempt to
steal forty cents, was detected, receiv-
ed a severe sentence, and now goes to
the State Prison to expiate her offence.
The friends of her better days assert
that she was exceedingly liberal to
charitable objects, sometimes giving a
thousand dollars to a church or elee-
mosynary institution. A. Y. Sun.

A short time ago a close fisted far-
mer on the Sandy river, in Maine,
died, after devising $1 to his only son.
The old gentleman was duly buried in
the venerable churchyard, which suf-
fered a terrible washing away by the
late flood, and a short time ago his
body was found opposite the son's
place, having been brought down the
river a long distance. When the ten-

der hearted son was informed of the
fact, he made the touching remark :

" Probably come back after that dol-

lar 1"

A suit for divorce has been lately
successful in the Bath court3, in which
the parties separated are seventy
years old, have lived together forty
seven years, and are the parents of
twenty four children.

There are 3,377 pensioners on the
rolls of the Navy Department.

It costs about four hundred dollars
to winter an elephant.

man."
She grew so white that, for the first

time, he remembered the talk there
had been concerning her and Charley
Manson. That thought helped to
check his rising anger; but he began
to plead his cause again.

She was very kind, but perfectly
firm, and he was at length obliged to
acknowledge, ia his own mind, that
she was perfectly serious, and that no
persuasion could iuduce her to take
her station iu the world as his wife.

He sought Mr. Linn and informed
him of his ill success.

" She can't mean it !" exclaimed the
old gentleman, all the advantages of
the match rushing more strongly than
ever upon him. " These girls never
know what they want."

"Miss Annie seems to,at all events."
" Nonsense ! She wanted to tease

you."
" I never saw a girl show less in

clination.
" I will talk to her," returned the

old man in an imperative way. " I
shall see vou to morrow it will be
all right.""

Mr. Martin went his way, divided
in his opinions, and greatly chagrined
at the probable overthrow of all the
pretty castles in the air he had been
industriously rearing during the past
weeks of blind obscurity.

" What's this Martin tells me ?" de-

manded Mr. Linn, abruptly entering
the room where Annie still sat, her
thoughts going back to the previous
year whose narrow round had swal-

lowed up the brief summer of her life.
" He says you refused him."

" I did, father," she answered, trem-
bling a little before his power, but re-

taining the composure and courage
which she had gained from sorrow.

" I should like to know why."
She took his arm and drew him to

the window, pointing toward the dis-

tant graveyard, bathed in the soft
light of evening.

" Because, when you laid him down
there to rest, vou buried my heart
there, also."

The old man's arm fell to his side.
She went out of the room in silence,
leaving him, for the time, so much sha-

ken that he could not pursue the sub-

ject either by argument or threat.

Three years more had gone by.
Mr. Liun was grown an old man, and
as he neared the grave, his rugged
nature began to soften. He turned
from his son's coarseness, and sought
comfort in Annie's affection and gen-
tle ministering care, which did not
fail him ; and, cheered by her pres-
ence, he went on toward the moment
when he put off humanity and its tri-
als, like a worn out garment that the
eager soul despised.

The brothers were greatly dissatis-
fied with . the will Annie shared
with them. It would have been quite
enough for her to have been left in
their care. What did she know about
the use of money ?

It was of no avail to grumble, how-

ever; the matter was settled. Her
elder brother was ccming to take pos-
session of the homestead, and as An-

nie could in nowise regard it her duty
to live with his wife, Bhe made prep-
arations to depart. While she was
meditating upon her plans, old Mr3.
Manson came to her.

" I thought you considered yourself
my daughter," she said.

" I do. I have no one left but you."
Then come home, my daughter ;

my house is your rightful home now."
So the matter was arranged. An-

nie settled quietly down in the dear
old brown house dearer even than
her childhood's home, from its associ-
ations with Charley's memory as if
she had been indeed the widow's child.

Of course people wondered a little,
but after all it was natural enough,
and her brother s wife s peculiarities

not to understand the truth, and ex-th- e

onerate Annie from all blame iu
matter.

Old Linn loved money. If Char-
ley had been as steady as a young So-

lon, he would not have iven him his
daughter. It, was convenient that the
young man offered him a reasonable
excuse for the course he pursued.

Annie held her father in great awe.
She had inherited the leeliug from her
mother, who, ten years before, had fa-

ded into her grave, perhaps glad that,
for once, she could do something in
peace and quiet. The neighbors talk-
ed still about her resignation ; the old
minister often alluded to her death-
bed as the most edifying scene he had
ever witnessed.

I suppose Mr. Linn was sorry. LTer
health had beeu failing for a long
time, and she had been obliged to
neglect her duty, and that fact helped
to support him in his bereavement.

He never married again, and Annie
grew up under the shadow of her fath-
er's presence, and the tyranny of two
elder brothers, who. were really pro-
totypes of her parent. One of them
was married now, and his bustling,
active wife gave Annie a word of good
advice, and set her face against
Charles Manson, and all belonging to
him, with a praiseworthy pertinacity.

There they stood in the maple grove,
with the sunset streaming about them,
and the black sorrow swooping down
over their souls like the heavy clouds
that hovered above the radiance of
the West.

lie had been pleading so earnestly.
But though her heart trembled be-
neath his words, and swayed towards
him with old affection, his passionate
language beat vainly against the forti-
tude with which her ideas of duty and
right had armed her.

"You never loved me," he exclaim-
ed, with all a man's selfishness and
cruelty. "You are cold and hard
you can't feel !"

She only shivered a little her
tears had crowded back upon her
heart, and refused to flow. It seem-
ed to her that they were slowly freez-
ing there, and would press life out be-
neath their ice.

"Why don't you speak?" he said.
"You see mo going crazy before your
face, and will not speak a word to me."

"I can't say anything more "; she
slowly answered. -

"Then you give me up ? You cast
me off, as everybody else baa done ?

i

The Universalist schools had last r ,,

year 1,400 pupils, of whom thirty-tw- o , i

were theological students. , .., . ,.

"How came such a greasy mess iin
the oven ?" said a fidgety old spinster
to her, "Why," re--
plied the girl, "the candles fell into
the water, and I put them in the oven
to dry." - - .jy.--- -

When an fellow was '
trying to pick a quarrel with a peac-- '. ' ' 1

eable man, the latter said: "I never
had a fuss except with one man he '(

'"'

was buried at four o'clock; it is now

Sorrow's best antidote is employ T

ment. ( '
, .....,-(-
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