
<001 NIGHT. 

Hi* tales are told the aonga are sung, 
The evening romp ia over, 

And up the nursery ataira they climb, 
With little buzzing tonguea that chime 

: Like been among the clover! 

Their busy bralna and happy hearts 
Are full o! crowding fancies, 

From eons and tale and make believe 
JL wondrous web of dreams they weave 

And airy child romances. 

Vht starry night ia fair without, 
The new moon rise* slowly, 

The nuroery lamp is burning taint, 
JCach white robed, like a little aaint, 

Their prayera they murmer lowly. 

4)ood night! The tired heads are still. 
On pillows soft reposing, 

•The dim and dizzy mists of sleep 
About their thoughts begin to creep, 

Their droway eyea are closing. 

"Good night! The tired heada are still. 
On pillows aott reposing, 

Good Night! While through the silent air 
"The moonbeams pale are streaming, 

They drift from daylight's noisy shore. 
Blow out the light and shut the door, 

v.; And leave them to their dreaming." 
Philadelphia Times. 

' STEPHEN'S* KEVENGE. 
One ago News. 

Anywhere else she would have been 
called Maud, but Smoketon people 
"were too bu3y making money to pay 
proper attention to diphthongs, so by 
them she was simply called "Mod." 

Mod's surname was Bangs, the vow
el of which was unduly prolonged by 
the Smoketonians. as her diphthong 
was unjustly shortened. There was 
nothing visibly heroic about Mod. 
She was the eldest daughter of a 
Smoketon operative, teaching in one 
of the Smoketon public schools. She 
was small and slender, awkward in 
person and movements, with a pro
truding forehead, lifeless looking,sandy 
liair,. and small, dull, unexpressive 
•eyes. 

8tephen Dare was not a bad fellow 
-especially in his own opinion. He was 
A handsome young giant, with a frank, 
merry face, usually obscured by a 
cloud of soot; for Stephen, though 
•only twenty-five years old, was a 
4'boss'" at Brown's mill, the largest 
nail mill in Smoketon. He was well 
««, too—very wealthy for a place 
whose richest men only counted by 
"tens of thousands; so it was not won
derful, perhaps, that he was much 
petted and spoiled by the Smoketon 
lasses. 

The Eleventh Ward School House 
•was on Stephen's direct way home 
from work, and, as Mod always re
mained there until 6 o'clock to study, 
Stephen had got in the habit of calling 
for ner; and thence, one September 
afternoon, they were walking home to
gether, when they first met Myra 
Tracy. 

"By jinks! ain't she a daisy?" ex
claimed Stephen, recovering his breath 
«nd his Smoketon vernacular when 
the vision was gone. "She's awfully 
swell; but I bet you've got as much 
money, every time. Look here Mod, 
don't tell anybody, but I wouldn't 
mind marrying that girl!" 

"Whether she'd have you or not, I 
suppose?" 

"Have me! She'd be lucky to get 
me—poor as a church mouse. She'd 
jump at me, I know!" 

Stephen was more in earnest than 
Mod supposed. 

It was a difficult matter to obtain 
an introduction to Miss Tracy, and 
When he asked permission to call the 
girl had not, as she said afterward, su f
ficient presence of mind to refuse. 
Myra, indeed, was profoundly amused 
At herself and scarcely less so at Ste
phen. The handsome, illiterate young 
giant was a new type to the highbred, 
"cultured" Philadelphian; and, though 
•he considered flirting a very unlady
like proceeding, her esthetic interest 
was sufficiently visible to afford 
Stephen all the encouragement he 
needed. When Stephen, at last, ask
ed Myra to be his wife, and was re
jected with a haughty surprise which 
•he could not quite conceal, it was 
Mod who was the least astonished. 
Stephen believed he understood the 
whole matter perfectly, for it was, in 
fact, the presence of Champ Preston 
in Smoketon which had hurried him 
-on to a declaration. 

"Along, lazy, tow-headed fool," was 
liis terse description of the all-con
quering Champ, whose soft voice, 
handsome face, languid elegance of 
manner, not to speak of his attrac
tions i!) the way of stocks, bonds and 
landed property, had for several sea-
cons made him the lion of Eastern so
ciety. He had been abroad at the 
time of Mr. Tracy's death. 

Immediately upon his return he fol
lowed Myra to Smoketon, where, lie 
coolly informed her, it was his inten
tion to bivouac with the aborigines 
until she was ready to be married and 
return with him to civilization. 

Myra readily allowed herself to be 
persuaded. Smoketon was more dis
tasteful to her than ever since Stephen 
liad taken his dismissal in such vehe
mently bad part. 

The wedding day arrived at last—a 
warm February morning, pouring 
with rain. Indeed, it had rained for 
two days over all the surrounding 
country. The river was unusually 
high, and the Smoketon Trumpet had 
already warned its readers to expect 
a flood. 

Mod had reason to fear that Ste
phen intended to do some injury to 
his successful rival. She knew he had 
bocght a i evolver, and she saw him 
going to the railway station on the 
morning of the wedding as if to lie in 
wait for the bridal party. She fol
lowed him and found him there. 

"Stephen," she said, holding his 
«jes with hers, "they will not leave to
day. The river is rising; all Smoke
ton is under water and the people are 
drowning. Come with me and save 
them. Come, 8tephen," she added, 
solemnly, as he hesitated, gazing in 
surprise at her transformed counte
nance, "prove youreelf a man worth 
loving- "Let that be your revenge." 

"Blamed if I don't!" said Stephen 
Hare. 

He walked forward a step, drew his 
liand from his breast, and with a whirl 
of his wrist sent something bright, 

and sparkling into the Fast 
Approaching water. Then taking Mod 
fcy the arm, be hurried her away to 
twr home, where he put her within the 
door, saying briefly: 

"How, you're safe, Mod; stay there," 
sod then he hastened on. 

Stephen Dare was the best oarsman 
It flmoketon, bat he found himself 
nrpawed that day, not only in skill 
but in cool, ready during, for Champ 
Preston had been the crack oar of his 
college, and had pulled stroke in many 

boat race, and now, with bis bride's 
ftiMes warm on his lips, he felt strong 
with the strength of ten. -

Aaart at times, at other times to-
toilfd,briinfanni«nT 

a boat load of half drowned wretches 
to safety and such comfort as was ob
tainable. while the rain still fell and 
the water rose steadily higher. As the 
darkness increased it grew more diffi
cult to avoid the logs, beams and 
wrecks of all descriptions which the 
terrible river swept downward with 
resistless force. 

One of these crushed at last into 
Champ Preston's boat and crushed in 
its side as though it had been an egg
shell. In half a moment it had filled 
and sunk, and the rowers were strug
gling in the black, raging current. 
Stephen's boat was close at hand and 
rushed at once to the rescue. 

Myra and Mod in the meantime had 
not been idle. There was much to be 
done ior those taken out of the water, 
and as the two worked together they 
learned, ii not to like, at least to re
spect each other. Every room in Mrs. 
Tracy's house had been thrown open 
to the sufferers; mattresses, beds, 
hastily improvised couches of all de
scriptions, covered the floors, and 
there did not seem to be room ior 
even one more, when suddenly Stephen 
stood before them, saying anxiously: 

"Now, girls, don't "either of you fly 
off the handle. There's no charming 
young widow in this party, for he's 
alive and here." 

Myra Preston saw the white, un
conscious face of the form which four 
men were bringing carefully in, and 
sprang toward it with a low cry. 

"Did you save him, Steve? Oh, 
Steve, did you, really?" cried Mod. 

Stephen turned and looked for a 
moment into Mod's face, then, opening 
his arms, drew her to his breast, where, 
dripping wee as he was, she laid her 
cheek in rapturous content. 

"I won't be left by every girl in 
town," said Stephen. "I'll marry 
you, Mod. You kept me from making 
a fool of myself this morning, and I'll 
make you a good husband." 

The Convict's Ghost. 

Louisville Times. 
Nearly every large institution has 

its ghost story, and the southern 
Indiana prison is not an exception. 
Many of the tales of ghostly visita
tions told by highly imaginative con
victs, and listened to by superstitious 
companions, are gotten up for the oc
casion. But they, of course, find 
many believers, and are told and re
told until they become part of the his
tory of the institution. During idle 
moments, when the privileged few who 
are permitted to converse with 
one another are seated about 
in the yard resting from their labors, 
the man who can tell a ghost story al
ways finds any number of interested 
listeners. Convicts are, for the great
er part, very superstitious, and be
lieve in omens, luck, etc. The story 
which has gained the greatest popu
larity, and which the men never seem 
tired of telling, isa ratherromaticone. 

Many years ago Henry Orchard, aged 
about 16 years, was sent to the prison 
to serve a life sentence for the killing 
of his aged grandfather. The latter, 
during a fit of passion, beat young 
Orchard's mother. The boy seized a 
club and with one blow felled the aged 
man to the ground a corpse. He was 
tried and convicted. 

The scene as he entered the prison 
and donned the stripes will ever be 
a memorable one in the minds of 
those who witnessed it. Orchard 
was a pale, slender youth, with hand
some, clear-cut features. His mother 
clung to him, and it seemed as if the 
parting would break her heart. When 
the door clanged behind her only son 
the mother swooned away. Every 
month she would visit her son and 
endeavor to cheer him with hopes ot 
a pardon. The boy was of a highly 
sensitive nature, and all the other 
convicts pitied and liked him. One 
morning he had despaired of ever get
ting a pardon, and was in very low 
spirits. Turning to Jack Burke, a fel
low convict and a man who is noted 
for his many daring attempts to es
cape, he said: 

"Jack, if my pardon does not come 
to-day I will kill myself. This life is 
gradually killing me, and I would 
rather die all at once than endure 
this torture. If such a thing is possi
ble I will come back after death and 
make myself known to you." 

The next morning when the guard 
came around to unlock the cell he was 
horrified at beholding Orchard's inan
imate form hanging suspended from 
the grating above the door. 

Jack Burke was always noted for 
his reckless daring, but from that day 
he became a coward at night. He told 
the other convicts of the dead boy's 
promise, and nearly all of them really 
expected it to be fulfilled. The time 
passed on and Burke had thought 
over the matter so much that he de
termined to get away if possible. He 
sawed the bars out of his cell door, and 
everything seemed to favor him. 
Trembling with apprehension he pick
ed up his tools and started to leave. 
He turned to take a last look at the 
cell which had held him for so many 
months, and a sight met his excited 
gaze which almost chilled the blood in 
his veins. With a loud cry he started 
down the corridor at full speed, and 
ran right into the arms of the guard. 

There was great alarm among the 
other prisoners when the story be
came known, and every succeeding 
time it was told it was greatly magni
fied. Since that time quite a number 
claim to have seen it, and one room 
just over the office which it had been 
part of Orchard's daily task to clean, 
became known as the "haunted cham
ber." Mysterious rappings are said 
to be heard nightly in it, and bad luck 
is said to come to any one who occu
pies it. At night many claim to hear 
a ghostly file of prisoners marching 
through the corridors with the pecu
liar "lock-step" known to prisoners, 
and stories of clanking chains and un
earthly moans are not uncommon. 

The Sword Test. 
The swords for the English army 

which are manufactured at Solingen, 
Germany, are subjected to the follow
ing tests: The blade has first of all to 
support a weight of sixteen kilo
grammes placed upon its point, with
out showing the leasts deflection. This 
pressure is then increased to such an 
extent as to cause the bending blade 
to shorten by sixteen centimetres, and 
on its removal, to snap back perfect
ly straight. A hard blow is then giv
en, first with the edge and next with 
the back of the blade, or an iron 
block, the prescribed curvature being 
carefully measured. Then comes the 
bending test, in which the blade is 
subjected to a bend of ninety degrees, 
from which it has to spring back into 
the straight line. Finally it is weighed, 
and not until the centre of gravity is 
carefully adjusted does tbe receiving 
officer pal his stamp on the blade. 

A DOOR AJAR 
BY MARY C. FRESTON. 

New York Mercury. 
It was all over; past and done with 

forever; not a hope remained. Inez 
Cameron had plucked them one by 
one from his heart in her cool, stately, 
graceful way, half au hour before, 
when she declined his hand and of
fered him her friendship, in the dim, 
sweet-scented glen, which he could see 
from the window at which he sat. 

"Friendship from her!"hemuttered, 
savagely, while a burning wrath 
flamed in his dark eyes. "Did she 
think I had been her slave for 
Almost a year to be content with 
that at last? As true as there is a 
heaven above me she allowed me 
to think she cared. I was no fool 
to say such words as I said to-day to 
her, unless I had been encouraged! 
You have taught me a lesson, my fair-
faced Inez. I stake my hopes ot an 
earthly heaven on no woman's smile 
hereafter; and I dangle no longer in 

irour train, lovely as you undoubted-
y are and dainty and dazzling. I 

doubt if I ever take any fair lady to 
i-eign here. When sister Nettie and 
her host of-friends depart in a month's 
time I will go roaming once more. No 
man cares for his home when his heart 
is as heavy as mine is." 

The shadows gathered and length
ened, but Guy Handel sat silent and 
miserable, trying to crush down the 
regrets—trying to bury the corpse of 
his love dream. 

It was bitter to him, this rejection 
by the girl he had wooed in such a 
princely fashion, whom he, perhaps, 
had reason to think he could win. 
Life seemed a very poor and barren 
possession to the stalwart young 
owner of that fine old homestead on 
the Chesapeake, while a Summer twi
light gathered its soft draperies about 
him, and still he forgot that it was 
time to dress for dinner and his sister 
and her friends would wonder where 
he lingered when they came down 
presently. 

Suddenly a low, sweet, soothing 
melody, stole to him there—the air of 
a tender old ballad, played lowly, 
slowly, by some dainty fingers. 

Somehow the music soothed the 
pain in his heart, comforted him in a 
strange manner, as though the white 
hands that toyed with the keys had 
left a tender touch on his forehead. 

"I wonder who is playing?" he 
thought. "Whoever it is, 1 hope she 
will continue. I wish she would sing." 

As if his wish had been heard the 
voice took up the words of the old 
song and sent them sweetly to where 
he sat—sad, tender, yearning words 
which made his eyes grow dim as he 
listened. 

"I wonder who she is. I do not rec
ognize the voice," he said to himself, 
and then, rising, he quietly crossed to 
the door, which was ajar, and looked 
into the drawing-room. 

In the twilight he saw a slight girl
ish figure at the piano, clad in pale 
amber; the face was turned from him, 
but he knew who had sung the sweet 
old ballad; knew by the slim, willowy 
figure, the masses of rich auburn hair, 
the crutch lying against a chair, that 
it was Inez Cameron's lame cousin, 
Hilda Dallas. 

"How sad the girl's voice is," he 
thought. "Why, how intensely sad! 
Yet she has always seemed bright and 
cheerful when I noticed. I fear I rare
ly did notice her, poor afflicted child." 

Just then the drawing-room door 
opened and Inez Cameron entered. 
Guy watched her with passionate ad
oration and bitter regret in his eye3 
as she went and stood near her cousin. 

"Don't sing that doleful thing, Hil
da," she said in her slow tones of sil
ver. "Even though you may be fool 
enough to love a man who doesn't 
care at all for you, there is no need at 
all for you to sing that forlorn ballad 
with your heart in your voice." 

The music had crashed into a dis
cord, then stopped. The girl on the 

Eiano wheeled about so that Guy saw 
er face—and from his heart he pitied 

Hilda Dallas when he saw her pained 
eyes and colorless face. Aye, and 
something which was not love stirred 
his heart for the fair, blue-eyed beau
ty who stood serenely there, her lips 
curling just a little, her blue and gold
en draperies falling about her in such 
graceful folds. 

"What do you mean?" questioned 
the lame girl, in a quick voice of pain. 
"I don't love anybody; I—" 

"Bah!" cut in the blonde's silvery 
tones; "you love Mr. Guy Handel and 
I have known it for a long time. He 
cares nothingat all for you—he scarce
ly sees you; to-day he asked me to be
come his wife. Now perhaps you real
ize what a iittle simpleton you are." 

The auburn head was lowered sud
denly and two white little hands were 
flung over Hilda's colerless face; a mo
ment after and Guy caught the sound 
of quick sobbing, mingled with a low 
ripple of laughter from Inez. 

"Oh, I didn't accept him," pursued 
the flute-like tones of the woman he 
had thought almost an angel; "I don't 
care to bury myself in this dull old 
place; and besides, I know Mr Jarvis 
was very much pleased with me and 
he is worth half a million." 

It all passed through to where Guy 
had stood so long, spell-bound, thun
derstruck, unconscious that he should 
not stand there, touched to the soul 
by the passionate weeping of Hilda, 
love dying in his heart for Inez—it all 
came to him, through the distance be
tween, because fate had ordained that 
that door should be for half an hour 
ajar. 

The lame girl had subdued her emo
tion, picked up her crutch and left the 
drawing-room before the young man 
recovered presence of mind enough to 

flide quietly away and gain the hall 
iy another door. 
That night his guests were rather 

surprised to find that their handsome 
host scarcely left Hilda Dallas for a 
moment; and perhaps some of them 
noticed also how sweet her face was, 
with its changing color and great shy 
eyes of purple with a touch oi pathos 
in their velvet depths; that nignt, for 
the first time, Guy saw beauty in an
other face than that of Inez Cameron 
—and for the first time a dull, jealous 
pain made the beautiful blonde realize 
that she would purchase halfamillion 
at too great a cost did she give in ex
change for it the love of Guy Handel. 

# • • « » • 
It was a month later; Mrs. Nettie 

Lennox and the gay party she had 
brought with her for the summer to 
her old home were about to scatter 
themselves in different directions. 
Many an idyl had had its beginning 
in tboae glad days of heat and sun
shine  ̂and a few pleasant love-dreams 
bad died—ibat whi a less fanwoB 

had to carelessly laughed down a 
month beiore was in its shroud and 
coflin, and a warm, living love was 
stirring in every pulse of Guy, as, in 
the hush of a still evening, he and Inez 
came face to face in the very spot which 
once saw him plead eloquently with her 
for her love. 

She was rarely, dangerously lovely 
as she smiled up at him, but no pulse 
in his heart stirred never so faintly 
while he turned to walk with her. 

"No," she said softly, "let us remain 
here, Guy—right here where I was so 
unkind to you some weeks ago. You 
will forgive it all, will you not? I 
read my own heart more clearly now, 
and I know I made a sad mistake." 
Her fair face was full of a warm color 
as she laid her hand on his arm and 
whispered: "You understand me, do 
you not, Guy?" 

He looked just a little bit confused 
under the beautiful, tender eyes. 

"I have nothing to forgive," he an
swered. "You were not more unkind 
to me than most women are under 
like circumstances." 

"But—but 1 was unkind to myself," 
she faltered. "I made a sad mistake, 
Guy; it is not too late—if you love me 
still—" 

Generously he interrupted her there. 
"I am to be your cousin someday," 

he said softly, feeling as though ho 
was dealing a blow on the flushed 
beauty ot her dainty face. "Hilda 
has promised to be mv wife." 

"Hilda Dallas?" 
There was passionate pain, incredu

lity, wonder in the silvery tone3; "You 
will marry Hilda? But you do not 
love her—you who loved me a month 
ago! Tell her the truth and she will 
release you; she is generous." 

"She is the girl I love!" he uttered 
sternly. "She is true and tender and 
more to me than any being on earth. 
Make no mistake, Miss Cameron, I 
iar<id for you when last we met here, 
but an hour after we had parted— 
while yet the wound was fresh and 
smarting—I knew what folly such af
fection was for me to cherish. From 
wo^ds which I overheard you say, I 
was convinced that you had made no 
mistake in rejecting me, but did it be
cause Mr. Jarvis was pleased with you 
and had half a million. An hour aft
er you had spurned my love, it was 
dead in my life—another pure, and 
sweet, and tender stole to me through 
a door ajar, and I thank Heaven for 
the gift. Miss Cameron, I think some
body is coming; compose yourself." 

She forced the color back into her 
face and stilled the trembling of her 
figure as a slight, halting form appear
ed down the isle of shade. 

Guy hastened forward, met Hilda 
and drew her hand through his arm. 

"My darling," he said to her, "I 
have seen Dr. Blank about your an
kle and he says there is a surety of 
cure, if you will place yourself under 
his care for half a year. What will 
you do my little sweetheart?" 

"I will do whatever you desire, dear 
Guy," she answered softly, and in the 
dimness of the little glen he bent and 
kissed her, unmindful of the blue, 
burning eyes upon him, which belong
ed to the woman who but loved when 
she had lost him. 

Six months later Hilda flung aside 
her crutch and married Guy. Inez 
married Mr. Jarvis. 

The Pcrfect Woman. 
Philadelphia Record. 

It is a foregone conclusion that the 
chief end woman is to marry. 
And it is no less true that the question 
of marriage is one in which the women 
of the world are more nearly interest
ed than in any other. This being the 
case, the wonder grows that there are 
so many ill-assorted marriages and 
unhappy homes. A little common 
sense in matrimonial affiairs, although 
it may despoil the courting days of 
something of their romance, is a very 
good thing. 

Man, of all animals, is the most sus
ceptible to creature comfort. A lovin* 
heart and a caressing hand are very 
alluring, but they lose some of their 
enchantment if they forget to season 
the soup and show an utter disregard 
forshiit buttons and sock heels. 

A man has an eye for beauty in his 
wife. He notices the soft wave of 
her hair and the fit of her gown with 
a sort of pleasurable pride, even after 
time and trials have dimmed the glam
our of first love. The successful wife 
must represent to her husband all the 
virtues; must be sympathetic and at 
the same time sensible. She must be 
bright, entertaining and agreeable at 
home as well as abroad, and shenmst 
know how to preserve silence when it 
is desirable to hold her tongue, even 
though she is ready to burst with in
dignation. If she does not bossess 
these qualities, let her cultivate them 
most assiduously. 

A woman's natural impulses lead 
her to choose a ruler and guide in her 
husband. Very few women desire to 
rule the man to whom they link their 
destiny. The true wife gives to her 
husband her heart's best gift; she re
joices in him, is proud of him and wish
es the whole world to be in sympathy 
with him. But let her not err in think
ing that her love can hold his. The 
love which prompts unselfishness, 
thoughtfulness and consideration is 
very good, so far as it goes; but it 
must be tempered with common sense 
so that in its absorption it does not 
neglect the comfort of the house and 
forget to be agreeable and dainty. 

A Quaint Story. 
Odd Fellows' Talisman. 

It is a beautiful story that in one 
of the cities of Italy the King caused 
a bell to be hung in a tower of one of 
the public squares, and called it the 
"bell of justice," and commanded 
that any one who had been wronged 
should go and ring the bell, and so 
call the magistrate of the city, and 
ask and receive justice. And when, 
in the course of time, the lower end 
of the bell rope rotted away, a wild 
vine was tied to it to lengthen it; and 
one day an old and starving horse 
that bad been abandoned by its owner 
and turned out to die, wandered into 
the tower and in trying to eat the 
vine rang the bell. And the magistrate 
of the city coming to see who had 
rang the bell, found this old and 
starving horse, and caused the owner 
of the horse, in whose service he had 
toiled and had been worn out, to be 
summoned before him, and decreed 
that as this poor horse had rung the 
bell of justice, he should have justice, 
and that during the remainder of the 
horse's life his owner should provide 
for him proper food and drink an<? 
stable. 

Stranger Than Fiction. 
From the Seattle (W. T.) Post-Intelli-

geuccr. 

Captain J. N. Armstrong, now in 
command of the bark Kalakaua, load
ing lumber at Port Blakely for the 
west coast of South America, was in 
Seattle a few days ago. Captain Arm
strong will be remembered as the com
mander who brought the ship, Tem
plar, from New York to San Francis
co a few years ago on one of the most 
remarkable passages on record. After 
being out for some time the captain 
went into a foreign, port, and for some 
reason his crew, excepting the of
ficers left. Finally two English 
ships came in, and from them Cap
tain Armstrong made up a new 
crew, and after being out four days 
the entire crew, including the captain 
and his daughter, were taken down 
with yellow fever. The first mate 
died, and several of the sailors. Those 
who had the disease less violent threw 
the dead overboard one by one. The 
ship drifted about without pilot or 
navigator for more than a year. The 
captain for two years was so violent 
from the ravages of the fever that he 
had to be chained to the deck to keep 
him from jumping overboard. He 
wears the scars from the chains and 
lashings to this day. During the year 
that the ship drifted about the second 
mate and three or four of the sailors 
recovered, but being out of sight of 
land and not understanding naviga
tion, they were powerless to do any
thing with the ship. Finally the daugh
ter regained her reason, but not her 
strength. One day she sent for the 
second mate and asked him to carry 
her on deck, which he did. She then 
sent for her father's instruments, and 
by the aid of these and her knowledge 
of navigation she figured out the loca
tion of the vessel. She then took the 
charts from the cabin and traced out 
a route to San Francisco. She then 
practically took command of the ves
sel and ordered the second mate and 
surviving members of the crew to 
make sail, and gave them the direc
tion in which to sail. Every day for 
months she would be carried on deck 
to take the sun and give orders. 

Days and weeks passed and the ship 
continued on her journey. Being so 
light-handed vessel could not be prop
erly handled and could carry but little 
sail, consequently her progress was 
slow. After many weary, dreary 
months the Captain regained his rea
son, and when he learned of what his 
daughter had done, he was greatly 
surprised and declared that had he 
been placed in the same position he 
could not have done better. The 
ship was loaded with general mer
chandise, the cargo being insured for 
over $200,000. The long absence of 
the ship, and no tidings from her, led 
the owners and all interested parties 
to believe that she, with all hands on 
board, had been lost. Imagine their 
surprise, after the supposed fate of the 
ship had almost passed from their 
minds, when one bright day in sum
mer the ship Templar, with her cargo 
all intact, came sailing into San Fran
cisco bay. 

Courtship in Southern Italy. 
Sudden passions like those of Romeo 

and Juliet are the rub rather than the 
exception in the south, though they 
rarely have so tragical an ending. A 
young man catches a glimpse of a girl, 
and at once resolves to make her his 
wife; if it is at church, he follows her 
home; if on a balcony, he notes the 
house and begins to haunt the street. If 
he is acceptable, perhaps one day a 
flower will fall at his feet, though the girl 
knows that such encouragement is un-
maidenly. A lover with a good voice 
and ear has an immense advantage. 
He sings snatches of love songs as he 
walks below, and if a voice above 
takes up the last note and 
gradually passes to another soug, 
he may take heart. Whatever 
difficulties he may still have to en
counter, an aversion on the part of 
the object of his affections will not be 
one of them. Very pretty flirtations 
are carried on in this way, the young 
lady at times mocking and teasing her 
admirer with fragments of satirical 
verse, and at times falling into some
thing very like sentiment, but they 
are more frequent after than before 
the betrothal. Even the most favor
ed lover has in the meantime been seek
ing for some means of establishing a 
more direct intercourse with the ob
ject of his choice. He has made in
quiries of the neighbors as to the char
acter of the family and its intimates, 
and endeavors to obtain an 
introduction to one of the 
elderly ladies who frequent the 
house. To her he explains his 
wishes and his position in life, and he 
then begs her to plead his cause. If he 
i3 an eligible suitor, she is almost cer
tain to consent, as the mission is an 
interesting one, and the position is 
considered highly honorable. She 
knows nothing of any little signs of 
favor the lover may have received, so 
her first visit is to the young lady, 
who feigns shyness and a reluctance 
which it sometimes takes weeks to 
ove rcome. At least the envoy is sup
posed to act thus; in fact, there is 
generally a perfect understanding be
tween her parents, though they pre
tend to know nothing of what is going 
on. After the maiden has given what 
she considers a sufficient proof of her 
modesty, she yields. The father is 
then consulted, the principal condi
tions of the marriage contract dis
cussed, and the betrothal takes place. 
—London Saturday Review. 

One of the Strange Features of 
the Higher Alps. 

Professor Brun has published in the 
Archives de Geneve an interesting 
study on the so-called lightning holes 
to be found in the High Alps. He and 
other investigators have found them 
at hights of from 3,348 to 4,000 met
res, or between 11,000and 13,000 foet 
above the sea level. Usually they are 
found on summits. Sometimes the 
rocky mass, which bad been vitrified 
in the passage of the electric fluid, pre
sents the appearance of small scatter
ed pearls, sometimes of a seties of 
semispherical cavities only a few mill
imetres in diameter. Sometimes there 
are vitrified rays going out from a 
central point to a distance ot 
four or five inches. Sometimes a 
block detatched from the mass ap
pears as if bored through by a cannon-
ball. the hollowed passage being quite 
vitrified. The thickness of this vitri
fied coating or stratum never exceeds 
a millimetre, and is sometimes not 
more than the quarter of that depth. 
The varying colors which it presents 

depend on the quality and compost* 
tion of the rock. The same may be 
said as to its transparency. On the 
Rungfischorn the glass thus formed 
by the lightning is black, owing to the 
quantity of actinolith which the rock 
contains. It is brown on La Ruin-
ette, the rock consisting of feldspar 
mixed with gneiss containing chloride 
of iron. Under the microscope these 
lightning holes display many_ interior 
cavities, which must bftt attributed to 
the presence of water in the rock at 
the moment of melting by the electric 
discharge. This vitrified material 
has no influence on polarized light. 

Outdoors on an Earthquake 
Night. 

Lying awake under the broad cano
py of heaven, watching through the 
endless hours of night, while helpless 
women and children are sleeping 
around, what horrors present them
selves to the imagination. The rever
berating earthquake, whose mysteri
ous and resistless force you feel pass
ing beneath you like a mighty wave of 
the ocean, is felt a thousand times in 
imagination to once in reality. To it 
are added the horrors of yawning 
chasm and engulfing wave, with the 
wild efforts to escape for yourself and 
loved ones, whom you see holding for 
dear life to tree or twig, or fleeing to 
some strong building that the waters 
cannot overcome. The sky seems of 
a pinkish tinge and the stars bedim-
med by a nebulous haze. The air is 
hot and stiflling. What mean these 
portents? Shall the city be buried be
neath showers of gravel like those that 
have fallen? Will a part of the main
land be broken off and slip into the 
sea? 

Wearied by wild imaginations such 
as these, exhausted nature is about 
to surrender to conqueiingsleep, when 
suddenly you are conscious of an ap
proaching shock, the buildings of the 
city quiver like the leaves of the forest, 
the great wave of mysterious force 
passes under you with more or less 
]ar, according to the severity of the 
shock, and recedes in the distance, 
leaving you again a prey to the horrors 
of imagination. 

If the shock is ot the second or third 
rate of force as compared with the great 
shock, women and children jump from 
their extemporized beds on the green
sward and gather around with pale 
faces and trembling limbs, while tneir 
beseeching looks stir your deepest sym
pathies—words of soothing and en
couragement are all you have to give. 
You are as helpless as they, but their 
trusting you makes your words of 
value. While you soothe and cheer 
them as best you may, you are in
wardly cursing the coward men, who 
have also jumped from their places of 
repose, and are hurriedly putting on 
their coats e nd shoes aa if they would 
flee they knew not whither. In five or 
ten minutes their excitement is over, 
first one and then another returns to 
his or her couch, and finally silence 
settles on the scene, save when the 
shout of some negro exhorter on the 
next square is raised to an unusual 
pitch and breaks the stillness of the 
night. 

So wears on the weary night till the 
dawn begins to illumine the east, and 
the cheerful crow of the cock is heard, 
re-echoed from roost to roost. Slowly 
appears the welcome sun, and then 
the camp is broken, people thank God 
that their lives are still spared, and 
wend their way to their respective 
homes to take up the thread of daily 
cares and troubles,but ready at a mo
ment's notice to flee to the open 
ground.—Charleston News and Cour
ier. 

A Wonderful Monkey. 
From the New York Mining Journal. 

The most remarkably trained mon
key in the world may be seen in 
Roosevelt street, near the East Riv
er. He is nearly as large as a New
foundland dog and has the strength 
of a gorilla. He came from Southern 
Africa, where he was owned by an inn
keeper at a seaside watering-place. 
The inn failed and the unlucky land
lord sent the monkey as part of his 
assets to the United States, to be sold 
for the benefit of his creditors. Mr. 
Donald Burns, the animal dealer in 
Roosevelt street, bought him. 

The monkey was confined in a 
large cage big enough to hold a 
rhinoceros. When Mr. Burns ap
proached the cage and said "good aft
ernoon, give me a shake of your hon
est hand," the monkey put out its 
forepaw and shook hands with him 
like a trained dog. 

"Here is a reporter," continued Mr. 
Burns; "won't you show him how well 
you can dance?" 

The intelligent monkey stood 
straight up in the air on his hind legs 
and danced a waltz to perfect time. 

"Now," said Mr. Burns, "show the 
gentleman how you can turn a back 
somersault." 

The monkey stood erect, threw 
back his head, and, with an elastic 
jump, turned a complete back somer
sault. He came down squarely on his 
feet, and looked about as if nothing 
had happened. Then he turned three 
or lour back somersaults in succes
sion,to show how easy it was done. 
As a reward for his acrobatic feats, 
Mr. Burns threw the monkey an apple. 
The monkey put up his hands and 
caught the apple as Ewing or Ward 
would catch a "fly." 

Mr. Burns talked with the monkey, 
asking him if he felt in good trim to 
join a circus. The monkey uttered 
several sounds like the barking of a 
dog, which Mr. Burns said were that 
the monkey would like to join a circus 
at any moment. The animal dealer 
carried on quite a long conversation 
with the monkey, which replied 

romptly to every question put to 
im, and was veiy happy and interest

ing in some of his remarks. 
Mr. Burns said that though mon

keys were almost a drug in the market 
at $15 apiece, he valued this trained 
monkey at $2,000. He has not yet 
finished training him and intends to 
teach him to ride on a bareback horse 
and turn summersaults in a circus. 
He intends to have the monkey come 
into the circus through the front door, 
wearing a plug hat and a high shirt 
collar and a rusty coat. The monkey 
will stagger into the ring and want to 
ride a tiareback horse. The clown 
will help him on the horse and after 
the monkey has ridden around a few 
times, staggering from side to side 
and apparently hopelessly drunk, he 
will throw off his plug hat, fling his 
high collar to the winds, toa^his coat 
into the sawdust ring and ride around, 
standing on one foot and barking. 

Saved By a Bullet 
The first call for 75,000 troops to 

serve for three months' time was made 
by the president on the 15th of April 
and was quickly filled. Among the 
first to answer the call was Connor, 
enlisting in the Twelfth Ohio infantry, 
colonel commanding. He served tbe 
most of his time in Western Virginia, 
and was chiefly engaged in scouting 
the enemy's position. Disguising him
self, Connor would fearlessly enter the 
enemy's camp, mingle with tbe soldiers, 
listen to their conversation, and adroit
ly draw from them all the information 
concerning their movements, number 
of their troops, etc., carefully noting 
the number and situation of their guns 
and the approaches to their camp. 

Under the covei of the darkness he 
would quietly slip from the camp, and, 
passing quietly between the pickets, 
would, by the time the morning reveille 
awakened the slumbering soldiers, be 
well on his way to the federal camp, 
oftentimes with such information as 
would enable tbe federal commander 
to make a successful attack against his 
adversary, or check some contemplated 
movement against his own lines. On 
the return of the three months troops 
to their homes they were disbanded, 
while the call for the quota of threo 
years' troops was being rapidly filled. 
Again Connor's love for adventure led 
him forth and he enlisted in the com
mand raised by Captain William D. 
Free, which afterwards became Com
pany D., of the Thirty-first regiment, 
Ohio Volunteer infantry, commanded 
by Colonel Moses B. Walker. 

After the evacuation of Corinth and 
the return of the army to Tennessee 
and Kentucky, Connor became one of 
Colonel Truesdale's spies. Taking a 
package of small articles that were 
scarce within the Southern lines, he 
would assume the role of a peddler, 
and claiming to be for the South, he 
would travel to Franklin, Springhill, 
Columbia. Shelby ville and Murfreesboro, 
disposing of his stock, gaining all the 
information possible, and returning to 
Nashville. During one of his idle times 
Connor had taken a musket ball, and 
separating it in the middle, hollowed it 
out, forming a box. tie had written a 
certificate that he. the bearer, Henry 
Raybold, was a Southerner, true to 
the cause, and employed on secret ser
vice, and signed by General H. Mor
gan. This paper he deposited in the 
bullet. 

It was on the last trip he made just 
before the battle of Stone river that 
Connor, or Raybold, as lie was called, 
had been to Murfreesboro and Sliolby-
ville. As he was returning between 
Nolensvillc and the Franklin pike he 
was captured by a company of guerril
las, who took him with them to Frank
lin, where he was denounced as a spy 
by a person he had often seen at Nash
ville and at Col. Truesdale's headquar
ters. The guerrilla chief concluded to 
take him to General Hardie, at Triune. 
Going but a few miles they eame to the 
conclusion that it was useless to take 
him any further, as he was only a 
Yankee spy, anyhow, and that they 
could hang him as well as old Hardie. 
The leader of the troop, with an oath, 
ordered that he should be hanged "then 
and thar." 

Connor protested his innocence in 
such strong terms that the confederate 
leader hesitated and then moved on. At 
last the command was again halted and 
Connor was told to prepare for death, 
lie only had a few minutes more to live. 
He now remembered having the bullet 
in his pocket, and putting on a boldface 
lie told the guerrilla leader of his inno
cence; how he had served the confeder
acy, and bow he was on a mission to 
Nashville in the service of one of the 
confederate leaders; that before being 
hanged he had one request to make, and 
he called upon the company to see that 
the request was fulfilled. Taking the 
bullet from his pocket in a solemn man
ner, he handed it to the confederate 
chief with the request that immediately 
after the hanging he would take the 
bullet with all possible dispatch to the 
headquarters of General John H. Mor
gan and tell him that they had captured 
and hanged the owner without trial. 

"Now," said Connor, "lam ready to 
be hanged." For a moment the confed
erate leader seemed nonplussed. Care
fully examining the bullet, he found the 
device. Taking the piece of lead apart 
he read the certificate, and was horrified 
to find how near he had come to hang
ing one of Morgan's most trusted men. 
All the valuables taken from Connor 
were hastily returned to him, and his 
forgiveness was eagerly asked for all 
the rudeness and suspicion with which 
he had been treated. And then he was 
set free. Connor, on his arrival at Nash
ville, came to the conclusion that he was 
becoming too well known in the confed
erate lines for the safety of his neck; 
and that his usefulness as a spy and 
scout had about come to an end. He 
wisely accepted his discharge, and re
turned to his Ohio home, where, at last 
accounts, he was still living —Philadel
phia Times. # 

The Sweetest Time. 
'Tis pleasant to sit by the parlor store 

When tbe coal is brightly glowing, 
On a winter night with your own true love, 

While the fierce northeaster'* blowing, 
But pleasanter far is tbe summer night, 

When the dew ia on the roses, 
And fair Diana's silvery light 

A beauteous scene discloses. 
Oh, then, to wander through the grove, 

Where the breeze with balm is laden, 
And softly tell the tale of love 

To a fair and gentle maiden! 
On, the soft, the balmy summer night, 

When katydids are sporting, 
And we see the fire-flies flashing bright, 

Is the sweetest time for courting. 
—Boaton Courier. 

A man who was thought to be a sa-
loon-spotter asked for whisky in an 
Olneyville, R. L, saloon the other day. 
"Oh, yes; Til give you some fine 

, whisky," said the bartender, as he hit 
the man between the eyes, laying him 
on the floor. The man never said a 
word, but the fact that he has made no 
complaint makes the bartender certain 
that h« was right in hie diagnosis of 
theaaifc 


