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Old gages drcam'd, In lone retreat, 
Of visionary Rrucc, i . 5 

That bud no tangible concrete 
For seculur embrace; 

Plfttoulc love and abstract bliss 
(Uusaited to a world like thin), 

< That waste the rapture of a kirf.s 
III empty spnee! 

The psychological Idea 
Is like the el.lier, fine; 

But I prefer while I nm here 
An image less divine. 

Anodic soul in mortal mould, 
Whose love should {trow as we grew old, 
Till death round both his wings enfold, 

Such dream be mine! 

Say, shall we seek, my psychic friend 
(Conjoin'd in sense and soul), 

Those incongruities to blend 
In one cosmic whole? 

So may the philosophic mind, 
With nature's ordinance combined, 
Co-ordiuute us till we find 

The aesthetic goal. 
—London Truth. 
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after inhaling more than usual of 
noxious gases, ho fell in a faint at 
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DENSLOW'S CURE. 

"Ef I'd a knowed that lion war blind 
[ wouldn't ha' brung it to ye," 

The speaker was a tall, gaunt Ar
kansas "boy," and the lady he address
ed was Madoline Field, a smart, girlish 
woman, standing bareheaded under the 
bright, cloudless sky of an Arkansas 
summer. 

A soft, dimpled hand shaded her 
eyes, and the iloating white of her 
morning dress enveloped ber like a 
summer cloud; altogether it was a 
striking picture. 

The big, rough-bearded fellow stand
ing in his ungainly market wagon, the 
tired mules with heads down-hanging, 
and their ragged-looking ears pathetic
ally llapping at the persistent Hies, the 
rustic basket up-piled with luscious, 
satin-cheeked peaches, and the latticed 
box of fowl in the rear. 

'•Not at all an unpleasant picture," 
thought the weary invalid, Burt Dens-
low, as he sat down opposite them and 
noted the homely events. 

He had the eye of an artist, and al
ways found the picturesque especially 
in this wildly romantic village in the 
Ozarks. 

So he watched the small figure of 
this pretty blonde as she stood there 
negotiating with the native for an ex
change of fowls, as she said one of the 
hens she had bought, at his previous 
visit, was blind; another, she said, had 
fits and she was obliged to have its head 
out off. while the third "laying hen" 
persistently crowed every morning, to 
her distress and that of the invalid 
mother, on account of whose health the 
two had come there from a Northern 
town. 

Matters being satisfactorily adjusted, 
the man drove on with a loud crack of 
his lashed whip, and she went into her 
oottage bearing a basket of those 
tempting peaches. 

Twenty-three years before her moth
er had married Dr. Field, who was an 
army surgeon, and she a hospital 
nurse, self elected, coming South from 
her quiet New England home to do her 
share in the great struggle between 
North and South. Her lover had been 
killed in the first of the war, and she 
took her aching heart down into the 
blood-sprinkled Southern hospitals, 
tnd Dr. Field had wooed and won it in 
this unromantic life, and Madoline, 
their only child, was a natural physi
cian. 

She could never see pain or illness of 
Any sort that she did not seek to re
lieve it. It was a perfect passion with 
her. 

She had eagerly read all of her fath
er' s books, and only the strongest op
position from both parents prevented 
ber from rqgularly studying for the 
profession. Like all liobyists she had 
a great many theories. 

She practiced on her young friends 
when at school; all the servants, since 
she wai a child, had come in for a share 
of 'jJiias Maddie's doctoring," and 
evQif her parents were obliged to sub-
mft to her tyrannous rule in that par-
ticul..-

Bringing her mother to Wanako 
Springs had been her idea entirely. 

She had learned that the water there 
was absolutely pure, hence, she said, 
having very little of the solids, it must 
eliminate ill, which in her mamma 
took the form of rheumatism, but as 
she to this day suffers still from the 
dread companion of damp atmosphere 
and north lake winds, it is safe to as
sume that Madoline's theory failed in 
this instance at least. Another of her 
theories was that starvation would take 
any poison from the system, and once, 
when only thirteen, she had starved 
herself for several days in order to re
lieve herself from the poison of ivy. 

Her cure (whether it were "faith" 
or "mind over matter," is not known 
to this day) was certainly effected, and 
she always held that up as a living ex
ample. 

At the time of which I write Wanako 
Springs was not the thriving metropo
litan town it now is, with its huge cut 
stone hotel, its railroad, and its omni
bus lines. 

It was twenty miles from the railway 
and essentially backwoods}', with its 
shaky little cottages set up on pegs, 
and its unliglited streets, and mixed 
society. 

At that time they bad regularly ex
perience meetings where the invalids 
stood up and told what the waters of 
the springs had done for the good of 
their afflicted bodies. At one of these 
meetings Madoline met Burt Denslow, 
and he frankly said he was not fast im
proving. 

Here, then, was a chance for her to 
experiment. Some one of her hobbies 
might here be safely ridden. 

She looked at him earnestly. He 
was not an uninteresting subject—tall, 
well-built, and dark, with the black
ness almost of an Italian in his hair, 
though his beard seemed to have taken 
somiTof the blonclness of his far-back 
Danish ancestry, and his complexion 
was pale and colorless as marble al
most They became good friends. 
Electricity and starvation were plainly 
invented to cure this case. 

Denslow was not so ill that he could 
not see how charming a little girl this 
was. 

I In fact, he fell in love with her, but 
she did not reciprocate, as he was to 
her only a patient, nothing but a 
suffering human being. 

Nothing so trivial as a love aflair had 
ever entered into her researches. 

The physical well-being of the 
patient was all that interested her, al
though she was aware that it was a fine 
subject, really a very handsome patient 
, He was a wealthy man. In fact, he 
ihad lost his health in a mine where ho 
|had dng gold, and not being content 
iwith what he had and could make in a 
'slower way, he determinedly followed 
;a lead far under ground, hoping to 
make a grand thing out of it, though he 
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head of the vein, and had never since 
been well. 

It would seem that all the water in 
Wanako Springs was not sufficient to 
eliminate the poison. There had been 
no words of love between him and Miss 
Field. 

She had been so matter-of-fact that 
it seemed impossible for him to talk 
sentiment any way. 

Beside, as he bitterly said to himself: 
"It would never do for a man with 

one foot in the grave to think of matri
mony." 

One evening he escorted Madoline 
home from the invalid's experience 
meeting. 

All the way up the long bluffy hills, 
the good people of the town have placed 
rude benches, that the invalids may 
not weary themselves too much with 
climbing. 

These two were sitting awhile be
neath the sftirlit skies upon one of 
these rustic seats, when Madoline Field 
did a most astounding thing. She 
made a proposal to this black-haired, 
blonde-bearded man, with the colorless 
face. She declared that she knew she 
could cure him if she but had him en
tirely under her supervision, so that she 
could diet him and starve him to her 
heart's content. So she offered to 
marry him. This was merely for the 
sake of convenience. 

There was no romance in the matter, 
a purely practical business transaction. 
She wasn't at all in love with him, and 
he was not such a man, perhaps, as she 
should choose for a husband, but she 
wanted him for a subject, she wished to 
experiment on him. 

She would marry him and cure him, 
and then she or he would go away and 
the other would get a divorce on the 
ground of desertion. 

No one in his home or hers, remote 
from this little pioneer town in Arkan
sas, would ever know anything of it. 

The marriage should be simply a 
legal contract, and broken when they 
were ready to dissolve it. 

He entered iuto the spirit of it. At 
the rate he then was going, he reason
ed, he could not live long, anyway, and 
he was stagnating there for want of a 
sensation of some kind, all had been so 
humdrum and monotonous for him 
since he had been obliged to leave the 
bustle and war of active life. Beside, 
he was very much in love with this 
erratic little person, and when he died 
ho would leave her the whole of his 
large fortune, which should make her 
comfortable for the rest of her life, 
whether she married again or not. 

Added to this, he knew she was not 
cognizant of the fortune he was pos
sessed of, and that her interest in him 
was born entirely of her disinterested 
love for all of the human race, her won
derful sympathy with suffering and a 
noble self-abnegation. He admired and 
respected her above all women, and 
would have done so, had she been old 
and ugly; but when a large-hearted 
young man admires and respects a wo
man who is young, sympathetic, and 
good-looking, with a thousand little 
tricks of manner that are absolutely 
charming, it generally happens that the 
admiration deepens into affection, and 
the respect into the warmest love. So 
they were married very quietly. No 
one thought it odd iu any way or differ
ent from other marriages. Every one 
in Eureka Springs was a stranger to ev
ery one else; no one knew anything of 
his neighbor's home-life, or antecedents, 
or cared to inquire. She took him un
der her especial charge, and a strange 
honeymoon it was, w; til never a kiss or 
caress, and never a word of love, for 
that was part of the business arrange
ment. She had said: 

"Of course you don't care anything 
for me, nor I for you, except as the phy
sician cares for h'S patient, and there 
is no use in pretending we do, so there 
will be no making believe the love we 
have not, and do not care to have. We 
shall treat each other in every way ex
actly as we have done before, except as 
you give up all these poisonous medi
cines you are taking, and leave your 
cure in my hands. 

She was verv much surprised when 
she found the lavish way in which he 
spent money. She suggested a russian 
bathroom, and soon he had it con
structed. She wished for this or that 
appliance to ass st in his care; they 
were each forthcoming. 

She was in her element. There was 
her mother for propriety, and it seem
ed as if she were at home, and here was 
this gentleman, pleasaut and intelli
gent, only an ordinary guest and a 
docile patient. 

She got all the books she could find 
on gas poisons of all sorts, and entered 
enthusiastically upon her life of experi
ment. 

"One great thing." she said, "is to 
keep the mind in a cheerful condition, 
and think as little as possible of your 
malady." So she sang for him, read 
to him, entertained, starved, and ex
perimented upon him with untiring 
energy and persistent good nature. 

Denslow had a body servant, who 
was her strong ally. He followed her 
orders implicitly, not allowing his mas
ter to have one" thing which she pro
hibited. 

Cigars were banished; wine, with the 
exception of a spoonful of port every 
morning, was thrown out of the menu, 
and everything went on with the most 
exact regularity. 

At the end of five months he was very 
much better, almost a well man, and 
walking steadily on to a complete cure, 
and in all that time he had never brok
en his part of the contract, lie had 
never kissed the bright little girl, who 
was his self-appointed nurse, physician 
and wife. "She is my wife really and 
actually according to the laws of the 
Commonwealth of Arkansas," he would 
sometimes say to himself, consoling 
himself with that fact. 

He had often been sorely tempted, in 
these sweet months of what was really 
his courtship, to take her in his arms 
and sue for the love he cravcd so 
strongly. It was bad enough when he 
expected to die and leave her, but now 
when he knew he should live, perhaps 
as long as other men, and never be 
able to win her love; it was terrible. 
And, then, when he contemplated the 
parting which must come soon, he felt 
that he would rather be an invalid al
ways, and have her daily companionship 
if nothing more. 

Si ill it was something to be well again, 
and when he thought of all her patience 
and unwearied kindness, her noble self-
sacrifice, he said to himself: "I will be 
a man. I should be but a poor coward 
did I say or do anything to offend that 
pure spirit. I will go away and make 
no sign. Let her get her divorce. I 
will see she has a sufficient allowance." 
But it was very hard for him. 

In all this time she had been a skilful 
physician, an intelligent studefit of his 
case, a considerate, though despotio 
nurse, and an agreeable companion, 
nothing more; ana when she found that 

n^' ^ faWritis^'^SntoTfad bee'ii 
the cool, careful, pissionless \ practi
tioner, now she was the triumphant 
victor. She had overcome disease in 
one of its most treacherous and insidi
ous shapes. She had conquered Death 
and was l'adiant with professional self-
congratnlation, * as the moSt learned 
savant might be. But apparently the 
weakness of a tender love had not come 
with gentle insistence into her cold 
heart. 

It was the morning before Denslow's 
departure. Black Care pressed down 
his brows, and Gloom had laid its dark 
mantle about his shoulders. He saun
tered to the window and looked out. 
Bright March sunlight lay on the moun
tain, on the white dusty road, and on 
the figure of Madoline, as she stood 
there in her white flannel dress, peering 
into the cavernous depths of a market 
wagon, while the same lank Arkansan 
flourished his whip over the straight 
backs of the patient, unoffending 
mules. 

So had she stood on that summer 
morning months before when Denslow 
had seen her for the iirst time, and he 
turned away sick at heart, thinking how 
she was just as far away from him now 
as then, even though the law had made 
her his property, His property, in
deed! And he smiled grimly as he 
thought of any man being able to con
trol that high-spirited, strong-willed, 
imperious girl. 

••She has not the slightest idea of 
what love is," he sigheu. "She is ut
terly cold and emotionless, save where 
her "sympathy is temporarily awakened. 
Even 1 tire her now that I can no lon
ger bo deemed an invalid." 

"Tliar's two as good cookin' hens as 
ye ever seed in yer life, and haint nary 
(me on um blind. I 'lowed ye wouldn't 
ivantum ef they wuz, and ef they hed a 
ben I wouldn't a brung um." 

There was a rattle of silver coins, a 
•flrack of the long-lashed whip, and a 
creak of the mountain-break, and the 
market wagon started on, and Madoline 
:urncd back into the porch and vanish-
'd from her husband's sight. 

He sat down, thinking of the changes 
that had been wrought since that first 
morning so long ago. Then he had 
been an invalid waiting for his coffin, a 
dying man eking out a few more days, 
now he was strong and comparatively 
well. He looked at the dumbbells (his 
little physician's prescription) and he 
felt his well-muscled arms, and threw 
back his shoulders and let the bracing 
March air into his lungs, and was glau 
that he lived. 

"Ah, well," he sighed, "a man can't 
have everything in this world. Let me 
be thankful for what I have." 

He went away with a heavy heart. 
Madoline smilingly gave him her hand 
at the parting, and it was all over. 

He had come out of the sweetest 
dream of his life with seemingly every
thing to make him happy, health in a 
fair degree, money, a good appetite, 
and plenty of friends in his old home 
glad to welcome him home from the 
border land of Death, but man will be 
an ungrateful creature to tho end of the 
world, and ho cursed his fate and sigh-
lid for the graceful figure and the bright 
sunny face of the woman, when the 
world was full of women, each ready 
to be taken from the home-hearth, as a 
flower is willing to be pluckedfrom the 
multitude of the unchoscn. 

But in modern parlance "he wanted 
the earth," and it was a very small 
part of its dust embodied in the sweet
ness and charm of little Madoline, that 
seemed so desirable to him. 

Months passed slowly enough. He 
had expected to be notified in due, legal 
form that his wife wished to be separat
ed from him, and was puzzled to know 
why such notification did not make its 
appearance. 

He determined to make her a hand
some pi'ovision when the time came, 
and all the old interest in business hav
ing returned with his health, he be
came a most assiduous man of business, 
forming stock companies, working 
mines, miying and selling, and nego
tiating ana trying in all this to lose 
sense of the small pain tugging away 
at bis big unsophisticated heart. • 

He traveled about a good deal at that 
time, and at last business brought him 
to Chicago, and his arrival was duly 
chronicled. 

He knew this had been Madoline's 
home at one time, but he had heard no 
word from her all this while, and he 
wondered if she were still at those 
blessed springs, or whether she were 
well and happy, and, indeed, he won
dered all things abbut her. for she was 
continually in his thoughts. 

As he came into the hotel one after
noon and was about to step into the 
elevator, a lady, who had been for 
some time waiting and watching from 
the reception-room, stepped forward 
and laid a little hand on his arm. He 
looked down, and there smiling up at 
him, half afraid of the reception slio 
might get, stood the wife he had left 
down in Arkansas. 

You know how dim it is in that little 
corner by the elevator, and no one was 
passing down the stair just at that time 
to see the tall man stoop down and 
gather the little woman in his arms and 
kiss the pretty little month, and then 
there was the deserted reception-room 
and he drew her in there, and together 
they sat down on the sofa and looked 
at each other. 

"You do lovo me yet, don't you?" 
she asked, her eyes full of tears. I 
don't want any divorce. I want to live 
with you always, may I?" 

And she looked so pitiful and so lov
able and so altogether womanly that 
lie was on the point of repeating the 
idiocy of which he hail been guilty in 
the hall, when he was prevented by the 
entrance of the liveried watchman. 

"Will you come home with me?" 
asked Madoline. "My carriage is at 
the door." And before they reached 
her father's home on Michigan Avenue 
they were both in the most utter 
state of content. 

"There is one disease that starving 
trill not cure," said Denslow, to his 
father-in-law that evening, "and it seems 
that Madoline agrees with me. It is a 
disease of the heart called love.' 

After that they had their wedding 
tour anil the wedding reception, and 
were quite "old married folks" before 
lie could get accustomed to the idea of 
this shy, clinging, April-smiles-and-
tears, little woman being the same in-
didual as that cool, decisive, tyranni-
?al, self-assertive physician who had 
saved his life and bidden him so indif
ferent a farewell. 

After he left she had been restless 
and moody and missed him much; and 
still she did not properly diagnose her 
own case. 

She and her mother went home, and 
this restlessness still held possession of 
her, this nameless longing still kept her 
company in its silent, insistent way. 

"Nothing amuses me any more,' she 
had said to her mother. "I wish Ihad 
another patient to cure," and whenever 
her mamma suggested the propriety of 
proceeding toward a divorce (not that 
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and during that! time: 
I'm afraid she developed a hitherto 
dormant taste for flirtation, and there 
is many a young man to-day in Chica
go who carries a little sear on his heart 
from Mandoline's stabbing. And then, 
one morning, in looking over tho Times, 
she saw among the arrivals the mime 
of her husband, and she knew by the 
way the blood seemed to seek her heart, 
and then leave it for the smoothness of 
her cheek, and by the trembling of her 
little hands as they held the precious 
newspaper, and by the unutterable long
ing once more to see the tall figure and 
bearded face of one man greater and 
more splendid in her eyes than all the 
rest of the men in the world—by all 
those signs and symptoms she knew 
that this meant love, and that her 
obdurate heart had fallen a victim to a 
disease that all her science could not 
cure.—Medora Clark, in the Current. 

Edward Atkinson on the Food Question. 
Edward Atkinson has an article in 

the December Century on "The Food 
Question in America and Europe," in 
which ho gives some remarkable facts 
and figures. We quote as follows: 
"The food question in Europe may bo 
one of possible revolution and repudi-
tion of national debts, and of the dis
ruption of nations as they now exist; to 
this branch of the victualing depart
ment attention may well be called, be
cause its conditions are so greatly in 
contrast to those of the United States; 
but this phase of the question will be 
treated separately in a subsequent 
article. May wo not find in these 
costly armies, excessive debts, and ex
cessive taxes not only the cause of pau
per wages, but also the cause of the in
effectual and costly quality of so-called 
•pauper labor?' May there not also be 
found in these figures the incentives to so 
cialism, to communism, and to anarchy? 
What hope for men and women, the 
whole of whose product would barely 
suffice for substance, when ten, twenty 
and perhaps even thirty per cent, is 
diverted from their own use, and even 
food is denied them sufficient to main
tain health and strength, in order that 
these great armies may be sustained? 

The victualing department is there
fore presented in these three phases: 

"First. In our own country the only 
question is how to save the waste of 
our abundance, and how to teach not 
only the working people, but even the 
prosperous, the ri^rht methods of ob
taining a good and wholesome subsis
tence at less cost in money than they 
now spend for a poor and dyspeptic 
one. 

"Second. In Great Britian and Ire
land the victualing department under
lies a system of land tenure which is 
now on its trial, and which has led to 
such artificial conditions that ereat 
acres of good land have been thrown 
entirely out of cultivation, while half 
of the people are being fed from fields 
from five thousand to fifteen thousand 
miles distant. 

"Third. Upon the continent of Eu
rope the victualing department stands 
face to face with a forced method of 
distributing and wasting a food-product 
which, as a whole, is insufficient to 
maintain the whole population in vigor 
and health even if it were evenly dis
tributed, as food must be equally dis
tributed by weight if not by quality, in 
order that men and women may be 
equally well nourished. 

••When a famished democracy be-
cemes conscious of its power, what will 
become of the privileges which are not 
founded on rights, ana of national debts 
which have been incurred by dynasities 
without the consent of the people who 
are now oppressed by them? How will 
standing armies be disbanded, which 
now seem to be incapable of being sus
tained as they are impossible of be
ing disarmed? 

"Such are some of the appalling 
questions to which we are led when wa 
attempt to analyze the way in which 
men, women and children now obtain 
the modicum of meat and bread which 
they must have every day in order to 
exist, and that daily ration of dairy 
products, of fruit, of sugar, and of 
spice which is needed for common com
fort." _ 

Winter Plowing. 
The "January thaw" does not make 

its appearance every year, yet there 
are few winters during which plowing 
cannot be done, for several days at 
least, along the fortieth parallel and 
south of it. The advantages of winter 
plowing are the gaining of time and 
the benefit to the ground. If only ten 
acres are plowed during the winter, 
there are just that many acres less to 
plow in the spring, and the gain is con
siderable. Winter plowing is always 
beneficial to stiff, heavy soils. Fre
quently when light soils are plowed in 
the fall or winter, the ground is packed 
down by snow and rain until it is as 
solid in the spring as it was before it 
was plowed. But there is little danger 
of stiff'soils being reduced to this con
dition. On the contrary, the disin
tegrating action of the frost and snow 
is needed to mellow down the ground. 
This greatly lessens the work of putting 
the ground in order in the spring, and 
really puts it in better mechanical con
dition than the harrow alone will, no 
matter how much used. Sod ground is 
benefitted by winter plowing, for the 
sod will partially rot, and the frost will 
crumble tho stiff turf, llather light 
soils, if sodded, may well be plowed in 
the winter. This is a good season for 
plowing corn-stalk ground. If the 
fodder has been cut oft. break off the 
stubs by hitching a horse to each end 
of a long pole aud dragging it against 
the stubs of a frosty morning, if the 
stalks have not been cut ofli pasture 
thcra well first aud then break them 
down in the same way. If turned un
der during the winter, tliey will rot 
more rapidly, and by spr.ng will be in 
such condition that the harrow will tear 
them to pieccs. For winter plowing, 
a plow sharply convex is the best, as it 
will throw the" furrows more on edge 
and bfeak them up. This exposes more 
surface to the action of the frost, and 
it will mellow down tho lumps till 
spring. Do not harrow the ground— 
reserve that till spring.—American Ag
riculturist. 

Enough of a Good Thing. 
"Papa, just see my new dress," said 

a young society girl, as she presented 
herself attired for her first ball. 
"Isn't it too sweet for anything?" 

"Does it suit you, my dear?' 
"I just dote on it." 
"If that is so, I should think that 

you would have had more of it." said 
pater familias, after taking a sharp 
glance at the decollete costume.—Chi
cago Ledger. 

or It Stat® Penlto 
c Fearful Story of an 

livfct—Brutal Keepers. 
Av ybath with clear blue eyes and a 

frank aiMi open countenance, which at 
once conveyed a fangHB|M^:ession, 
recently paid a visitfl^HMgH of The 
New w0l'° 
an expensive and ' business 
suit, and bis Unen^ .as white and 
neat as laundress could make it. On 
the preceding day he Hid, aside a suit of 
striped clothes Which he h»d been wear
ing at Sing; $in£prison isince Feb. 27, 
1884. He '.Win sent there/on a convic
tion of grand ;lar<ieny, off.-which he 
claims to have been innofcnt, for a 
term of three and a. half yeal'B, and the 
full commutation often months was al
lowed him for good conduct, v. 

"I have called here," he /Said, "not 
tn my own behalf but in the interest of 
the prisoners who are being treated with 
barbarous inhumanity in Sing-Sing. 
They are not permitted to make known 
to tho world the cruelties inflicted on 
them. I have never before been a pris
oner, and I hope never shall be again, 
so I have nothing to fear from telling 
the truth, and I think it is my duty to 
do so." 

The young man wa3 sentenced under 
the name of Charles Wilson, which is 
his real name. He is now 21 years of 
age, and is living with his relatives in 
this city. He submitted a lengthy affi
davit, now in the possession of The 
Journal, in which many of the alleged 
outrages perpetrated on him during his 
prison term are described in graphic 
language. 

"In what condition were you when 
you entered the prison?" 

"I was suffering from an affection of 
the left lung, which gave me great 
pain, made me weak, and prevented me 
from sleeping. I told Dr. Barber of 
this when he made an alleged examina
tion of my condition the day I entered, 
but he took no notice of what I said. I 
did my best to perform the duties re
quired of me, and succeed pretty fairly 
for two weeks, when my health broke 
down altogether. I was then per
mitted to see the doctor again." 

"How did the doctor receive you?" 
"I explained my symptoms and con

dition as well as I could, and his reply 
was: 'That be ' " 

"Did you see him again?" 
"I could eat nothing, aud was 

scarcely able to stand, and he gave me 
a dose of medicine, which I swallowed, 
but which my stomach rejected im
mediately. 

"This so maddened Dr. Barber that 
he jumped from his chair, and, while 
abusing me in the most violent manner, 
threw mo out of the hospital and into 
the principal keeper's office, which is 
next door. He charged me in the 
presence of the chief keeper, whose 
name is James Connaughton, with re
fusing to take his prescription, and 
Mr. Connaughton flew into a rage." 

"Did you refuse to take the medi
cine?" 

"My stomach was too weak to retain 
it. That was my only offense, and that 
I could not prevent." 

"What did Keeper Connaughton do?" 
"He took me into his back room and 

put a heavy pair of handcuffs on me 
and triced me up on the weighing-ma-
chine. My toes were several inches 
from the floor, and the agony I endured 
in connection with my illness caused 
the prespiration to roll in streams from 
my body. I had barely time to retain 
mv senses, and fell prostrate on the 
floor when let down after two minutes. 

"When taken down a dose of medi
cine was forced into my stomach and I 
was returned to the workshop. The 
keeper then saw that I was too weak to 
stand up, and obtained a permit for me 
to go to my cell. I would have given 
the world for permission to lie down, 
but the cells were being whitewashed 
that day. so I had to support myself bv 
holding on to an iron rail in the gal
lery. 

On the following morning I was told 
that I must go to work or be punished 
again. I went to the shop and did the 
best I could. The shopkeeper seemed 
at first inclined to treat me as a human 
being, but soon afterward I was report
ed for short work. I was required to 
'fit' five large stoves daily, although no 
mechanic in the business could be ex
pected to fit more than three of the 
same size and style. The contractors 
insisted on this work, and the keepers 
were always on their side." 

When reported for "short work" the 
unfortunate young prisoner was again 
turned over to the tender mercies of 
Chief Keeper Connaughton, who again 
gave him a dose of the "weighing-ma
chine." It was a repetition of the first 
dose and the gashed wrists and the 
skinned and blackened knuckles were 
mementoes of the occasion. Two 
months afterward he was "weighed" 
once more because of an iron casting 
which he was fitting into a stove was 
broken by accident 

On June 22, of this year, after serv
ing two years and five months on con
tract work, both the doctors and keep
ers admitted that his health was utterly 
broken down, and he was placed on 
lighter duty as messenger and worker 
in the hall. Up to that time he had 
been "weighed" seventeen times, in 
some instances as long as fifteen min
utes, and the marks now on his wrists, 
and which will always remain there, 
bear testimony to the barbarities to 
which he was subjected. 

He said he dared not complain to 
Warden Brush because he had learned 
that some prisoners who had done so 
were tied up daily at the weighing-
machine and afterward thrown into a 
dark cell, in which they received only 
two ounces of dry bread each day for 
their sustenance. A prisoner confined 
in a dark cell is given neither a cot nor 
board to lie on, anil must make his bed 
on the stone pavement. He is allowed 
no bed-clothing, and none of his own 
cl&thing except his trousers and shirt. 
His treatment was not exceptional, he 
said. Many men had died from 
the tortures inflicted on them, and 
others were made victims of incurable 
disorders, phthisis, rheumatism, and 
hemorrhages, were transferred to Au
burn prison, where death was sure to 
visit them in a short time. 

On one occasion Chief Keeper Con
naughton spoke kindly to \\ ilson. This 
was while he was at light work in the 
hall, and on the day that a committee 
called to inspect the prison. Precisely 
what the authority or character of 
this committee was Wilson could not 
say. but among its members was a Mr. 
Blair and a Mr. Bookstaver. Connaugh
ton asked Wilson, on the morning of 
their visit, if he had ever been pun
ished, anil if he had any complaints to 
make to the committee. 

"I told him I had been punished," 
said Wilson, "but that I had no com
plaints to make, as I was getting along 
then pretty well. If 1 made a com
plaint they would have returned me to 
the contract work and probably killed 
me. Before Connaughton came to see 

. 
ite now, and lie wants ydq' 

a good cap (character)  ̂  ̂ , 
before Blair and Bookst^r^# yotf 
don't do what I tell you voiTH, be • 
fool. Ramember what I say' 

"I went before the compiitte, bat 
told them only about the ptipr food^nd 
clothes. I was afraid to tell them any-' 
thing more. Mr. Connoughton/'<wifir 
much pleased, and afterward ^ffwed 
me two cigars, which I refused to take, 
as I did not smoke. * 

"The prison books do not contain a 
coriect rjcord gi the punishments, as 
the law provides. Men are often 
•weighed' for ten or fifteen minutes, 
and half a minute or a minute is put on 
the books. I can make affidavit to 
this, because I had a chance to see the 
books when I was messenger. I have 
heard keepers tell visitors that no man 
is ever kept in the dark cell over 
twenty-four hours, but in the affidavit 
which I now leave in your hands I have 
sworn that I have known five men to be 
kept over 120 hours in the dark cells, 
and some of them with handcuffs on 
nearly all the time. I am prepared to 
make oath whenever called on, from 
personal knowledge." 

"Have any other persons than Head 
Keeper Connaughton inflicted punish
ment of unusual severity?" 

"Keepers Caples and Travis are as 
brutal as he. I have seen them beat 
men over the heads with heavy sticks 
while they lay writhing in fits on the 
floor. Keepers Hornbeck and McCor-
mick can corroborate what I say if 
they choose to do so." 

The food and clothing furnished the 
prisoners were, according to Wilson, 
on a par with the treatment they re
ceived: No underclothing was supplied" 
at any time, although in the winter 
time steam was usually shut off' in the 
hall, and for days in succession the 
thermometer was below zero. A 
change of stockings was allowed only 
once in four months. He told the com
mittee this, but he seemed disinclined 
to believe him. He asserted most pos
itively however, that it was a fact sus
ceptible of proof. 

Representatives of the press called 
at the prison occasionally, he said, but 
their news was obtained from the 
warden's office, and not from the pris
oners, who under no circumstances 
would be permitted to see them. Wil
son asked some of his fellow-prisoners 
why they had spoken favorably of Con
naughton before the committee, and 
this was their reply: 

"If we refused to do so they would 
make this place worse than a hell foi 
us." 

Chaplain Edgerton attends to the 
spiritual welfare of the convicts, and 
has supervision of their correspondence. 
The latter duty, according to Wilson, 
is performed by a convict who is dep
uted by the chaplain for tho purpose. 
The question as to whether letters 
shall be forwarded from the prison or 
destroyed, or as to whether those re
ceived shall be delivered rests with this 
convict. When a prisoner dies he is 
buried in the cemetery on the hill over
looking the prison. Wilson says the 
chaplain never climbs the steep ascent, 
but reads the service in a house near 
the railroad track, where straw is 
stored. 

A few days before Wilson was re
leased from Sing Sing ex-Aid. Hen
ry W. Jaehne was promoted from 
the laundry to an easy position. He 
is now in the tobacco factory, and, in 
conjunction with Thomas Porter, has 
charge of the weekly distribution of to
bacco to the prisoners. Porter is under 
sentence of twenty years for homicide. 
Jaehne is a favorite with his fellow-
convicts, because, as Wilson says, he 
accepts the situation and puts on no 
airs.—New York Morning Journal. 

A Perverse Man. 
"Now, John, you're very sick!" 
"I don't believe it." 
"And yoti've got to have a doctor.' 
"Well, I won't!" 
"You must Now, there's Doctor 

Smitn, the homeopath •" 
"Don't want him!" 
"And Doctor Jones, the hydro-

path " 
"He's still worse." 
"Doctor Brown, the allopath " 
"No, I say!" 
"Then you'll die." 
"I'll die anyway, if I have those fel

lows." 
"Why so?" 
"Because the poet says, 'All paths 

lead but to the grave,'I'll have none 
of the homeopaths, allopaths, hydro-
paths, or all the other paths."— 
Chicago Ledger. 

She Wasn't Over Cautions. 
"Does it show, Mary?" 
"What show?" 
"Why that steel plate I have under 

my hair." 
"Good gracious, girl!" Why are 

you wearing a steel plate there?" 
"Don't you know that I have a 

beau?" 
"Yes, but what of that?" 
"Well, I believe from what he said 

the other night that he is going to pop 
the question this evening. I shall 
refuse him, and he'll probably shoot I 
see from the papers now that it is the 
fashion for a man to shoot the lady 
who rejects him. Well, 1 also notice 
that most of the victims are shot from 
the back. With the steel plate under 
my switch and ma's waffle-iron under 
the back of nij* corset I feel pretty safe. 
Southern Rccord. 

He Was Not Joking. 
"Are you married or single?" asked 

a New York judge of a witness in a di
vorce suit. 

"I'm not married, but my wife is." 
"Now, if you get ofi" any more jokes 

in this court room I'll lock \ ou up for 
contempt of court." 

"Why, JiHlsre. I ain't joking. I was 
married and I got a divorce. My wife 
married again but I didn't. I know 
when I've got enough, so you see I'm 
not married, but 1113' wife is. You 
don't catch me joking on any such se
rious subject a< matrimony.'" — Texas 
Siftings. 

A Natural Mistake. 

"Captain, what does this gathering 
of military men mean?" asked Fred of 
a veteran friend, noticing a number of 
attendants at a Grand Army reunion 
around the hotel. "Is the militia call
ed out, or is it a corn shelling bee?" 

"Those are the defenders of the Union, 
sir. The encampment of the G. A. li. 
meets hei*e to-day. What do you mean 
by a corn-shelling bee?" 
" "Beg pardon. Captain I didn't 

know what was up when I saw so many 
eorried Colonels lying around loose."— 

.za.. ' 

»"A'&oda.-, , v-, 
psity and anger will be iiuraew 
flays in Paris, entitled "MppiWH f ^ 
(e Second Empire/* B id i» 
history of the 2d of December, 1861, i 
jjatcd by M. da Maupaa, Prefect of pppj 
lice at that time, one of the first 
gators of the coup d' otat, and 
its warmest and boldest actors. ^ 

"The arrests were all to be made by 
police commissaries. For a month I 
had sent for each of these officials to my ( ||| 
office, and had selected for the most im-, 
portant commissions those whom I . . 
deemed the most resolute. With a M-. H-
gle exception I found the utmost dero» ,s 
tion. All who were to act on the 2d j-f 

been warned not to leave home,anA 
received orders at 2 a.m . to be atUui 
Prefecture of Police at a specified time, 
between 3 and half-past L Five mm? 
utes were allowed each officer. On ,' j 
riving they were kept apart and intro-
duced singly into my office to receive 
my instructions. It is always a blunder^ t 
at such a moment to say more than if 
necessary, and I told each commissary 
what arrest he was to make, not letting 
him know that ho was sharing in a gen- ;• 
eral measure. 

"About eight o'clock I had all th* 
minutes of arrests, and most of the com
missaries, on coming back from Mazaw,, 
had seen me. 

"As to M. Thiere, his arrest was a 
strange scene. Awakened out of his 
sleep by the entry of the police commis
sary. he was seized with positive terror 
on hearing that he was being arrested. 
Hfs words were incoherent: "He did . 
not want to be arrested; he was not • 
criminal; he was not conspiring; he 
would henceforth remain a stranger to 
politics; he was going abroad." All 
this was said with great volubility, 
without Mr. Hubault. the commissary. 
being able to put in a word. But when 
his first agitation was over, and the 
commissary had persuaded him 
that hia life was in no danger, 
he recovered himself, and the illustri
ous orator, Bititng in his bed, com
menced to hold forth as if he had been a 
simple spectator of what was passing. 
To the request to rise and dress him
self he replied by a singular proceeding, 
from which it should have been more 
dignified to abstain. Then, still un
clad, he approached a piece of furm-; 
ture in order, he said, to take a pair ot 
pistols. 'If I blew your brains out,' 
said he, and added, 'Do you know that 
I am armed, and that it would be veiy 
excusable if I treated you like a male
factor !' M. Hubault Boon calmed hil 
bellicose humor by showing him that ht 
himself was armed; but M. Theirs had 
regained confidence, and he began jest
ing in a way altogether out of harmony 
with the situation, betraying an 
effort to conceal his real stats 
of mind. This painful scens 
lasted upward of a quarter of an hour. 
M. Theirs was evidently anxious to gals 
time. What hope had he? M. Hti* 
bault at length insisted on his dressing, 
and in a few moments he was beside tht 
commissary in the carriage awaiting 
Viiiri outside. The attitude of M. Thiers 
then suddenly changed. His first ter
ror revived. "You are going to shoot 
me,' he said; 1 see you are leading mi 
to death.' Then, once more reassured 
a# to his life, he tried to ascertain 
whether he alone had been arrested. 
He tried, by promising considerable 
sums, to obtain permission to escape 
from Mazas. At Mazas he fell into • 
state of complete prostration, and wu 
treated with the greatest care." 

The most extraordinary thing is that 
so many persons were aware of the in
tended coup d' elat, and that nobtyfy 
betrayed the secret. This is lUijirtKjif * 
dented. : 

An Affectionate Squirrel. 
We frequently hear of a pet doe, or 

even horse or bird, mourning for • 
lost master or mistress till it pines 
away. The Atlanta Constitution tells 
the same story of a pet squirrel. 

The intensity of animal affection 
has just been pathetically illustrated 
in this city. Three years ago Mr. 
Jacob Gardner, of Bull Street, sold a 
large bla^k squirrel, which had attract
ed considerable attention while at the 
store on account of it-s unusual size 
and the beauty of its coat. 

The animal became the favorite pet 
of its purchaser, and was often given 
the freedom of the house, and other 
liberties not often enjoyed by its kind 
when in captivity were extended to 
it. Occasionally the chatterer left the 
premises, but never failed to return 
when night approached. It was the 
object of almost constant petting and 
caressing, and nearly always slept 
snuggled up in the arms of its mistress. 
A few days ago the owner left the city 
for a few days, leaving the squirrel at 
home. The little animal soon missed 
her and ran from room to room, all 
over the nouse and grounds, in search 
of her, giving unmistakable evidence ol 
grief. All efforts at consolation on the 
part of others were unavailing, and 
the squirrel refused either to be com
forted or to partake of its usual food, 
from time to time giving vent to pit
iful littie cries indicative of griei. 

After nearly a week had elapsed and 
it became evident that the little sor
rower's death was a matter of only a 
few days, the owner was notified and 
returned home. Her arrival was greet
ed with evidences of wild joy by the 
squirrel, which jumped into her arms 
with all the signs of happiness that 
its weakened condition would permit. 
It made every effort to partake of the 
tempting food placed before it, but 
was unable to swallow, and the fol
lowing day, with its eyes turned al
most pitifully into those of its mistress, 
it i-azed out its life while lying in her 
arms. 

— • ^ 
Boring f-r Water 

From Chambers' Journal. 
Boring in the earth for water is an 

operation often attended by great un
certainty. Some few years ago in the 
heart of London a firm of brewers 
bored to a depth of several hundred 
yards wiohout tapping the precious flu
id, and the expensive well had to be 
abandoned. Quite recently, at Burton-
on-Trent, a similar failure occurred up
on a far smaller scale. When the oper
ators had pierced to a depth of 176 feet 
•without finding water, they called in 
the advice of some experienced artesin-
well engineers, who recommended tha 
abandonment of the works, and the 
commencement of a fresh bore upon a 
site which they selected 200 yards away. 
At a depth of only 114 feet a copious 
supply of water was found, yielding, in 
fact, between 5,000 and 6,0(H) gallons per 
hour. It is remarkable that the site* 
of both bores were at the same level. 
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