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The latest estimates of the grain crops 
of Minnesota are very encouraging. It 
is estimated that the wheat yield in that 
State for this year -will exceed that of 
last year by 4,110,000 bushels, an in
crease of 10 per cent.; the corn crop will 
yield from 20,000,000to 25,000,000 bush
els; the barley crop will produce 7,000,-
000 bushels, the largest ever known in 
the State, and the oats crop will be 
about 35,600,000 bushels, 10 per cent, 
more than the crop of 1883. There is 
probably some exaggeration especially 
in regard to barley, and no allowance is 
made for the perils proceeding and in
cident to the harvesting season, but on 
th whole the prospect is good. 

President Hill of the Manitoba rail
road, has expended $50,000 in placing 
one or two thoroughbred bulls in each 
county through which his road passes, 
and advocates stock-raising by farmers 
in connection with wheat and other 
crops, as vastly more beneficial and 
profitable than exclusive wheat raising. 
He thinks the big farms, or big wheat 
fields, would be more profitable, if cut 
up into farms of 160 or 320 acres each— 
that it would be better for the rail
roads—and in this view he is sustained 
by the concurrent testimony of nearly 
all wliu h»Y© investigated the subject. 
It is probable that the change will be 
made ere long, as some of the holders 
of the big wheat fields are of the same 
opinion. 

Florence Nightingale contributes to 
the New York Herald a letter about 
cholera. She believes that the disease 
is not communicable from person to 
person; that the sick do not manufac
ture a special poison which causes the 
disease; that it is a local disease, an ep
idemic affecting localities, and there de
pending on pollution of earth, air, and 
water and buildings; that the isolation 
of the sick cannot stop the disease, nor 
quarintine, nor cordons, nor the like— 
those, indeed, may tend fatally to ag
gravate the disease, directly and indi-
directly, by turning away our attention 
from the only measures which can stop 
it; and that the only preventive is to 
put the earth, air and water and build
ings into a healthy state of scavenging, 
lime-washing and every kind of sani
tary work, and, if cholera does come, to 
move the people from the places where-
the disease has broken out and then to 
cleanse. 

A negro was hanged in New York 
last week for the murder of two per: 
sons committed more than a year and 
a half ago. His life had been pro
longed by the ingenious devices oi 
lawyers, though no doubt was enter
tained of his guilt. Whatever good in
fluence the hanging of a murderer, pro
perly consequent upon his crime, 
might have exerted in this case, waa 
thrown away in the long interval thai 
was allowed to elapse since the murdei 
was committed, for the papers say that 
the hateful ruffian was lost sight of, or 
became quite an interesting citizen, to 
save whose soul pious friends entered 
into competition, and to nurture whose 
physical body the ingenuity of wom
ankind was set in motion. For months 
the wretchecL.nfcgro had been one oi 
the lions of the community, and seem
ed to enjoy his notority. 

The people of the Manitoba country 
are demanding of the Canadian Govern
ment the construction of a railroad to 
Hudson Bay. They demand this rail
road as a competing route for their 
commerce, which is now monopolized 
by the Canadian Pacific, with its ter
minus on Lake Surperior, and the St. 
Paul and Manitoba line, which brings 
their products to St. Paul, where they 
are shipped by the. various Eastern 
lines through Chicago to the seaboard. 
The clamor from Manitoba has been so 
vigorous that the Canadian Govern
ment has appropriated money for a 
preliminary inspection of the route, 
and an official expedition for the pur
pose will visit Hudson Bay the present 
Beason. It is said the route from 
Winnipeg to Liverpool by Hudson Bay 
is 2,000 miles nearer than by New 
York or by the St. Lawrence river, but 
is nevertheless inpracticable because 
Hudson Bay, eight hundred miles dis
tant from Winnipeg, is navigable but 
a few months in the year on account of 
ice. 

In urging the importance of diversi
fied farming, the raising of hogs, eat-
tle, horses and many other things now 
somewhat neglected in the wheat re
gions, an eastern paper says there are 
those in active life who can remember 
when Genessee county, New York, 
furnished the popular brands of flour, 
Minneapolis does to-day. The "Gene
see country" was the synonym for 
wheat culture. Boohester was the 
great milling centre. Now the State 
of New York, agriculturally speaking, 
is given up to dairy farming and inten
sive culture. The same may be said 
substantially of Ohio. Everywhere it 
is*, found that reliance upon a given 
crop is, in the long run, unsatisfactory. 
If the wheat crop fails, or the price is 
low, the farmer would like to fall back 
upon some other product, there always 
being a demand for some product or 
products at remunerative rates. 

People interested in fast trotters have 
been excited by the recent exploits of 
Jay-Eye-See and Maud S., owned by 
William A. Yanderbilt. At Narragan-
set Park, near Providence, Jay-Eye-See 
trotted a mile in the marvelous time of 
2:10 reducing the record one quarter of 
a second from the best previous time of 
2:10£ made by Maud S. This was a 
triumph indeed, but Maud S still heads 
the list of trotters, her laurels as the 
fastest trotter on earth having been worn 
but 24 hours by her most dangerous 
competitor, Jay-Eye-See. The next 
day at Cleveland in the presence of at 
least 5,000 people Maud S. managed 
not only to lower ner own record oi 
2:10±, but to wipe out as "the 
best record," that of Jay-Eye-See made 
at Providence yesterday, by trotting a 
mile in 2;09f. There isno disputing 
the record of a performance as unex
pected as it was unprecedented. To add 
to- the credit of the performance is the 
fact that the mile was trotted without 
a Bkip or break, and the mare had no 
companion in the way of a runner to 
nxge her. on, an assistance whioh Jay-

. Eye-See enjoyed at Providence. In 
view of the gradual shortening of time* 
since FloraTemple astonished the 

,̂V s warldr by making a mile in 2 :19, it 
.v? is not hazardous to predict 
? that within ten yean a trotter will be 

, produced which will make a mile in 
#;vi ' 

: i:<: 
' 

William Bates, a fanner erased by Oerebxal 
sarafan, cuts his throat with a pocket knife, 
at Wnnetonka Mills, Hennepin county. Mr. 
Bates was a member of company H of Second 
Minnesota infantry* He leaves a wife, six 
daughters, and two sons. The oldest child is 
seventeen years old, and the youngest twelve 
mothes. 

The article* of incorporation and amend
ments thereto filed in the office of the secretary 
of state, for the fiscal year ending July 31, 
amount to 388, or more than one a day. The 
affidavits of publication, etc., ntuuber 165. 

In September, 1883, B. W. Jacklin, of Water-
ville, was elected to and accopted the office of 
member of the board of education of th« 
Independant School district for three years; 
in November, 1883, he was elected to the legia-

. latnre of Minnesota, and acting as such, ac-
' cording to law and the decision of the attorney 
general, he has been for the past two years 
illegally acting as a member of the board of 
education. 

An old landmark near the foot of Lake 
Amelia was removed the other day. It was a 
government mile pole on the old Bed Biver 
mil, set by the soldiers nearly twenty years 
ago. 

Married at the St. Peter's Episcopal church, 
Shakopee, by the Bev. Mr. Osborn, rector, the 
Bev. George H. Mueller of Denver, CoL, to 
Ida, daughter of Capt J. W. Sencerbox, ofthie 
city. The reverend bridegroom was formerly 
rector of this church and the predecessor ol 
Bev. Osborn. 

A young Englishman came out from 
England with a colony of young men to lean: 
farming in the west, and who has been at work 
near Dakota in Winona county, recently left 
for England in obedience to a dispatch stating 
that he nad fallen heir to #18,000 in the conn 
of chancery. 

Charles Sinclair and Mrs. Alice Walkei 
charged with setting fire to Ira Judd's house at 
Marine Mills on the 35th inst, were arranged 
in the municipal court at Stillwater. Both 
waived examination and in default of baiL 
which was fixed at #2,000 each, were committed 
to jail to await the action of the grand jury. 

Perham Bulletin: Some time ago there was 
a dissension in the Catholia church in Mercer 
county, Ohio, caused by the father of the 
church being unwilling to submit to the rulings 
of the bishop, and one Father Joseph was ex
pelled from the church, and at his expulsion 
several of his followers alBO left and formed a 
colony and came to Bush Lake, in this county, 
and settled there, building a church and a con
vent As farmers they were prosperous and 
generous, it being one of their creeds to always 
lend a helping hand to the poor, and for all 
their aid fnfnished they never took interest, 
notes or usury. Everything went on harmoni
ously until about three months ago, when their 
leader, Father Joseph, died. After his demise 
they were unable to procure a father, in conse
quence of whioh they made arrangements to 
leave their beautiful farms, cropB and every
thing, and seek some far-off western homa 
In accordance with these arrangmenta, they 
chartered as emigrant sleeper of the Northern 
Pacific road and started on their journey last 
Saturday morning. The car was left here Fri
day night, in order to give them ample time to 
arrange tneir baggage and lunoh for the trip 
to Portland, Or. The sleeper was a new one 
and would accommodate about fifty persons. 
After their departure it was discovered that 
they had taken the body of Father Joseph with 
them. 

From the St. Paul office of the Bradstreet 
company it is learned that the total number of 
business firms of St Paul, according to the 
most recent summary, is 2,029. The new 
names added numbered 136 and the namee 
erased 55. In the state, exclusive of St Paul 
and Minneapolis, 11,534 names are reported 
and 1,203 towns. The names added numbered 
834, and 513 are erased. There were 18 addi
tional towgs and six were erased. 

Frank Kellan, arriving at St. Paul from Port
land, Or., on the Northern Pacific noon train, 
was confidenced out of #80 by a stranger who 
ingratiated himself into Kellan's favor between 
Minneapolis and St Paul, and snceeeded 
in playing the old "paying debt" trick. 
Kellan was left moneyless with the exception of 
a solitary V. 

Mr. F. D. Beecher, formerly of Austin, ha 
been appointed agent of the Chicago, Milwau
kee & St Paul Bailroad company in Faribault, 
to fill the vacancy caused by the resignation of 
J. F. Whallon. 

W. J. Wilson, of Faribault, who was arrested 
for refusing to pay his dog licenso, was fined 
93 and costs, amounting in all to #16. He re
fused to pay the fine and was committed to the 
county jail for five days. On Tuesday, G. N. 
Baxter, attorney for Wilson, applied for a 
writ of habeas corpus and the question of the 
right of the city to collect dog license was ar
gued before Judge Buckham, A. D. Eeves ap
pearing for the city. Judge Buckham has the 
matter under consideration. Mr. Wilson is 
determined to make it a test case and if 
necessary carry it to higher courts. 

Brown county has 6,655 apple trees, of which 
1,840 bore 636 bushels last year. Four hun
dred grape vineB produced 337 pounds of fruit 
The tobacco crop was but 80 pounds last year 
to 1,141, in 187a 

The shaft in the Duluth silver mine, on West 
Superior street, is down nineteen feet at the 
end of the 300-foot drift Ore now taken out 
assayB #50 per ton in silyer. 

M. A. Schnltz & Co., of St Paul, whole
sale fancy grocers, made a general assignment 
for the benefit of creditors to J. W. Bishop, 
president of the St Paul Trust company. No 
correct statement of assets and liabilities can 
be made at present, but the nominal assets are 
estimated at about #13,000, and the liabilities at 
about #8,000. 

E. W. Haskett United States district attorney 
for Alaska Territory, and Andrew T. Lewis, 
secretary and treasurer of Alaska Territory, 
were in 81 ~ 
to Alaska to assume tne duties of their posi-

>t Paul a few days ago on their way 
to assume the duties of their posi-

Both have been recently appointed, and 
the first territorial govern-
They left via the Northern 

tions. 
form a portion of the first territorial govern 
m e n t  o i  A l a s k a .  . . . .  . .  —  
Pacific. 

Articles of incorporation of the Bank of Will-
mar have been filed yesterday in the office of 
the secretary of state. The place of carrying 
on business is Willmar, Minn. The amount of 
capital stock is to be #40.000, divided into 400 
shares of #100 each. Tne incorporators are 
Andrew B. Bobbins, Minneapolis; Thomas H. 
Western. Portland, Me.; A. E. Bice. John H. 
Brown, J. S. Bobbins, B. H. Jones, M. Jorgen-
son, George W. Tyler, F. G. Handy, H. J. Dale, 
C. E* Lien and J. T. Berg, of Willmar. 

Mary J. Yonmans, a young lady of Winona, 
who enlisted'aB a North American teacher in 
the normal school of Bosario, South America, 
died of typhoid fever May 19. 

During the heavy thunder shower early Sat
urday morning, the barley stacks of L. B. Bice, 
three miles east of Austin, were set on fire by 
the lightning. Loss one hundred bushels or 
more. Insured. 
.Jay Henry Loring is now editor of the Fergus 

Falls Telegram. 
Bailroad Commissioner Baker, reports thq 

gross earning of the Duluth for the six months 
ending June 30,1884, as #491,246.51, with the 
taxes at #14,495.81. As compared with the 
corresponding period last year, the gross earn
ings were #511,883.53, with the taxes #15,144.-
85; a decrease of #30,636.03 in gross earnings 
and #619.04 in taxes. 

FredFoulk, of London, Minn., had his leg 
cut off by a reaper, and nearly bled to death 
before medical aid was secured. 

Mrs. Wilbur Gaslea, of London, Minn., was 
terribly burned by lighting a fire with kero
sene, but will recover. 

At Wilkesbarre, Pa., twenty-two young ladies 
four of whom were from Minnesota, took the 
white veil and eighteen others the black veil, 
the ceremony being conducted by Bishop 
O'Hara. 

George Both's saloon at Brownsdale, Mower 
Co., was discovered on fire Sunday morning 
and completely burned. S. A. Brown's brick 
building uljoining, used as a store house, and 
Hennecke's saloon were slso burned. Kramer's 
furniture store and Both'B store, and Masonic 
hall were several times on fire, and nothing 
but the very heavy shower which prevailed at 
the time saved the whole business block from 
destruction. Loss, #6,000; insurance, #3,800. 

Millette was drowned while fiBhing in the 
Bed Lake river in Crookston. The body was 
recovered. The deceased was a single man, a 
native of Canada. 

At Albert Lea, on Monday, Partridge, an old 
citizen, committed suicide by shooting. He 
and Charles Husing were at the barn of the 
former in the south part of the city shooting 
at a mark, when Partridge went into the barn. 
A shot was heard and Husing, on going there, 
found Partridge lying in a pool of blood, death 
having been almost instantaneous. The re
volver used was a 44-calibef-, the ball entering 
the left temple and passing out on the oppo
site side. Partridge left a letter to his wife 

ihathe was tired of living. The de-
was about fifty-five years of age, and 

was one of the oldest and best known citizens 
of the county.^ He leaves a wife and three 
or four childrea His life was insured in the 
Masonic Insurance company for #2,000. 

Joseph Poncin died at the Northwestern ho
tel, St Peter, front lockjaw, the result of step
ping Qn.a naiL r 

Vandals have broken down a number ol 
tombstones, including several costly monu
ments, in the Lake City cemetery. A reward 
will be paid for the discovery or the perpetra
tors of this vandalism. 

Twenty-f oar. monuments and gravestones in 
the Lake City cemetery havebeen defaced by 
unknown jjartiee, some of them being utterly 
ruined. The city, council has offered a reward 
of #256'f6r the detection<of the vandals. 

Bev. Osmnn Hntchins, now of Sanborn, Dak., 
htf just sold hia farm;. containing 830 acres, 
and situated test of Tao pi village, Mawer county, 
to Mr. QeOrge Begd of Hampton, Iowa; oaittiJ-
eration #7,500. . There has noi been a time foe 

whoa there: was so much inquiry for 

; Senator Sabin isj* Stillwater, and being quea-
ttaned with reference to the affairs of the oar 
company Mr. Sabin said that he was not at lib
erty to talk at present but that in due time he 
would submit a carex*ully prepared statement 
on the subject, one that would dear up the 
matter and place the company in its proper 
position before the public. At present work 
is progressing as usual, the shops turning ont 
machines ana filling orders without any embar
rassment 

Two barns with sheep, eighty tons of hay, 
com crib and 500 bushels of corn, the property 
of S. T. Gjerns, a fanner living a mile west of 
Bushford. were destroyed by fire yesterday. 
Loss. #3,000; insuranse, #1,100. The origin of 
the fire is unknown. 

A convention of tanners of the Forty-second 
senatorial district was held yesterday at Her-, 
man. Nominations were made for senator and 
representative, 8. M. Harris of Grant'county 
securing the former and A. P. Jackson of Big 
Stone county the latter. 

Articles of incorporation of the Winona Au
tomatic Windmill company, with a capital stock 
of #25,000, have been filed in the office of th< 
secretary of state. The incorporators are L 
J. Woods, W. F. Phelps, Samson Fleishman, 
D. E. Vance, John Kunan, Harmon Waldron 
and J. H. Nagler. 

At Minneapolis, the Forest Portable Hons* 
company sued T. Ml Joy for a small amount) 
and yesterday T. M. Joy assigned all his prop
erty to Isaac McNair for the benefit of his cred
itors. This failure also involves in it the Min
neapolis Warehouse and Seed company, of 
which Mr. Joy is president 

At Minneapolis, Lydia M. Ingram has begun 
suit against her husband, ManvOle A. Ingram, 
of Ingram, Olson & Co., for divorce, alleging 
that the defendant on Aug. 4 did commit 
adultery with an unknown woman in Minne-i 
apolis. The plaintiff prays for divorce and 
the custody of the child, the one issue of thi 
marriage. 

Frank Trushel, Jr., cashier, in Pillsbury 4 
Co.'s office, Minneapolis, for five years, wa# 
married about three months ago. Two week# 
ago, without explaining to his wife, he left 
Minneapolis, taking #200 with him. His wife 
telegraphed to his fa+her in Pemis; 
he came on. The two went tc 
find young Trushel had gone 

; They followed him there also, but learned that 
he had gone to Bed Bock, and subsequently to 
Duluth. They took the boat for Duluth, ar. 
riving there Monday night To their joy they 
found the truant stopping at the St Louis hoteL 
Next morning, however, after an interview 
with his father, he again disappeared and has 
not been seen since 

Arrangements have been completed for the 
state tournament of the Minnesota fire depart
ments, to take place in Faribault Aug. 30 and 
21, and #930 is offered in prizes. 

The mineral development of the north shore 
of Lake Superior begins to show up welL Sev
eral new mines have been located this year and 
several companies formed. News now comes 
that one of them has made a rich strike. There 
is little doubt that all reports are true. 

Judge Wilson says he would not be a candi
date against Milo White. 

Scottville, Polk county, 
Minnesota postoffice. 

is the youngest 

George Dinkle committed suicide Saturday 
morning at his home in Long Praire township, 
Todd county. He went home drunk, Thurs
day night, and attacked his wife, breaking her 
nose and knocking her teeth out A hired 
man rescued the woman, who went to his son-
in-law's house and remained Dinkle's son 
had his father arrested on Friday, but the 
trial not being concluded that night the justice 
allowed him to go home. The next morning 
he dressed himself in his best clothes, took a 
dose of poison and died in the house alone. 
He was soon after discovered by his sons. 
Dinkle was a dissolute character, and had fre
quently threatened to kill his wife and boys. 

E. C. Hennex, of Superior, Wis., was arrest, 
ed at St Paul Monday evening by Detective 
John O'Connor for forging two drafts—one foe 
#15 and the other for #35—on the First Nation* 
al bank of Superior. He has been in St Paul 
about two weeks stopping at the International 
hotel and had paid his board with the #15 
check. The check was deposited by the hptel 
at the bank of Minnesota, and was by 
bank sent to the bank at Superior, which re
sulted in the detection of the forgery. 

The Chicago Stationer and Printer offered * 
#10 prize some time ago for the best specimen 
of job printing. The prize was awarded to Mr. 
Adams of Spring Valley, Minn. 

Frank Carswikkes died in the Vermillion 
woods, north of Duluth, recently of scurvy. 
He was a native of Russia. 

A. F. Ingalls has bought into the Fulda Re
publican. 

Mrs. Booth of ChatfieldMinn., took corrosivd 
sublimate to kill herself, but the dose was too 
large and the attempt failed. 

The name of the new town at Silliards, neat 
Granite Falls, which was first called Cable has 
been changed to Cleveland. 

Mr. McLeod has withdrawn from the Hender
son Independent William Dodge continues 
alone. 

Mrs. Susan Berge, who was teaching school in 
Eastern Bound Prairie, was bitten or. stung on 
the leg by Bome poisonous insect or reptile on 
June 30, while picking strawberries. She paid 
little attention to the pain or the sting until 
next morning, when she noticed a large purple 
spot where she was stung, and her leg Degan 
swelling badly. The poison seemed to pene
trate her entire system, and showed itself all 
over her person in large purple spots. She 

life is herl de-has grown steadily worse un 
spaired of. 

A swarm of bees belonging to J. M. Doudna, 
of Alexandria, made seventy-three pounds of 
honey in nine days, a fraction over eight 
pounds per day. 

Otter Tail county has 10,536 growing apple 
trees, of which last year 1,254 bore twenty-four 
bushels of fruit The county has twenty-
seven , grape vines. Twenty towns report 
maple groves, but there were only 500 gallons 
of syrup made and but 1,495 pounds of sugar. 

Bishop Ireland addressed the Catholic tem
perance convention at Chicago. 

Ex- President Billings of the Northern Pa
cific, is in St PauL 

C. N. West, a young man working on George 
Scribner's farm at Doty station, near Rochester, 
was killed by lightning. The remains were 
taken to Winona for bunaL 

Thomas 8. McManus, wholesale confectionei 
at 31 East Third street, St Paul, was found 
dead in his store by the bookkeeper, Arthur 
Lufsky, who opened the place of business. 
The body was in arevolving chair at the desk, 
with both feet in a chair 4n front, the head 
thrown back, the month open, the left hand 
pressed againBt the heart, the right clutching a 
handkerchief and raised part way to the mouth, 
as if about to wipe the lips. Mr. McManus had 
suffered great mental depression from 
sia, and his death was caused by prussie acii 
He was 54 yeara of age and 
land. 

a native of Eng-

Mrs. Sletten, sister of the late P. C. Sletten 
receiver of the United States land office, died of 
consumption, at the residence of John Cromb, 
in Crookston. 

W. H. Sargent, veterinary surgeon, examined 
the horses in Marshall county for glanders, and 
five horses were condemned and killed. 

On July 2 the postoffice at Prince town was 
broken into and robbed of a small amount of 
money. On the same night the billiard hall 
owned by Reynolds tc Howe was also robbed. 
The postmaster, after notifying the United 
States authorities, deemed it necessary to keep 
the matter quiet and await developments. 
About a week ago the drug store of D. A. 
Colby was broken open ana two gold rings 
and some money were taken. A young barber 
named Irwin Bleakney was suspected, arrest
ed, and confessed that he robbed Colby. He 
was at once interviewed bv Postmaster Boss 
and confessed that he robbed the postoffice, 
giving the full particulars. He is in jail un
der the charge of robbing Colby's store, and it 
is not known what action the United States 
authorities will take. 

Mrs. George H Phillips, who is visiting in 
Litchfield, was a member of the Jones family 
that lived in the town of Acton, and was mas-< 
sacred in 1863. She was away at school, and 
so escaped This is her first visit to the scenes 
of her childhood. 

Mr. Daniel Bobbins of Anoka, who was 
stricken with paralysis on Sunday, the 27th ult, 
and subsequently reported dead, survived un
til last Sunday morning, having remained ap
parently unconscious up to his death. Mr. 
Bobbins was a native of Phillips, Maine, but 
removed to Anoka in 1855, or twenty-nine years 
ago, and was seventy-seven years of age at the 
time of his death. 

years when there: was so much inquiry, for  ̂
lands, principally by Iowa and Wisoonsin man. fcer will every 

MR 

The London Times drains a dark 
picture of English production and trade 
for the last half-year. During the last 
six months British trade has suffered to 
an extent almost appaling. The result 
has been stagnation and business fail
ures. . According to the Times "many 
houses, , around which antiquity 
gathered, and which enjoyed an unre
stricted credit, have come to grief," and 
others are tottering to their fait The 
Times entertains the belief that the de
pression and stagnation will continue 
until matters begin to mend in this 
country. It says: "When the recov
ery comes, it will—like nuuiy other 
things--come from the United States. 
At the moment the states are in a con
dition of what is called eoonomio lan-
guor, but they have a wonderful fac
ulty for rapid recovery, and wheti recov
ery does begin it will not fail to produce 
at once a similar mevemeftt in this 
country. The sooner it begins the bet-

be pleased." 

At sunset on the beach I watch 
The children in their glee, s 

One picks a pebble from the sand 
And throws it in the sea. 

A tiny thing to agitate 
That vast immensity! 

Its circles widen, widen out; 
Then, faintly closing.o'er, 

Are lost in waves most turbulent, 
Or swept upon the shore. 

My life is like-the pebble tossed 
On times refluent sea; 

A sudden ripple stirs its face. 
Then glides out silently 

In ever wid'ning circles, till 
Its last faint breath is still. 

As, weary with the strife to flight. 
Where strength must measured be. 

It rests its aching head within 
8weetsleen—>eternity. 

—New York Star. 

MDOrFARM. 

Mary Miller came home from the 
factory upon that April evening, with 
a light, quick step. 

The sky was all a jonquil glow; the 
frogs were croaking in the stumps; the 
maples were crimsoned with their 
earliest banners of blossoms; and* as 
she tripped along, Mary found a tuft 
of violets, half hidden under a drift of 
dead leaves—pale, purple, scentless 
blooms! ' 

"The first violets always bring good 
luck with them," she whispered to her
self as she pinned them into the bosom 
of her blue flannel dress. 

"Home" was scarcely the ideal realiza
tion. of that peotic word to our factory 
girl. She and. her mother lived in the 
upper half of a shabby, unpainted 
wooden house, with the blaoksmith's 
scol ding wife and seven riotous chil
dren down stairs, and one-half of a tram
pled back yard by way of a garden, 
where nothing ever grew but burdocks, 
nettles and Mrs. Mugg^ long-legged 
fowls. 

But Mrs. Miller, who had been a 
school-teacher once, and still retained 
some of the refinement of her early 
education, had the tea ready, with a 
shaded lamp and a bunch of maple 
blossoms on the table ready for Mary 
to come home. 

"Good news, mother!" the girl cried 
lightly. "The meadow farm is to be let! 
Mother, we must take it." 

Mrs. Miller looked dubiously at the 
eager, bright face, with its blue-gray 
eyes and fringes of yellow hair. 

"Can we afford it daughter?" she 
said slowly. "A whole house and farm 
of forty-three acres ?" 

"It isn't such a very large house, 
mother!" pleaded Mary as she laid the 
bunch of violets in her mother's lap, 
nor so many more rooms than we have 
here. And we could keep two cows, 
and I could sell milk and butter, and 
spring chickens and eggs; and I am id-
most sure that Will Davidge would work 
the farm on shares. And only think, 
mother, how delightful it would be to 
have a home all to ourselves, where we 
couldn't hear Mrs. Muggs boxing Bob
by's ears, or Helen shrieking with the 
toothache! And a little garden, mother, 
where we could have peonies and holly
hocks, and all those lovely, old fashioned 
flowers that your soul delights in." 

Mrs. Miller*s face softened. 
"It would be a great temptation, Mol

ly," she said. 
"Its a month since old Mrs. Dabney 

died," said Mary. "And they say that 
her daughter in the city and her son in 
California despise the old farm, with its 
one-story house and its old red barn. 
So it is to be let. And so cheap, too! 
Only a hundred and fifth dollar's a year. 
Mother, we must take it! I'll leave the 
factory and turn dairy maid. I've saved 
enough, you know, to buy the tvocows 
and some real Plymouth Bock fowls to 
begin with, and oh, it will be such hap
piness ! Say yes, mother—do say yes!" 

When Mary Miller pleaded like this 
the gentle widow never knew how to 
refuse; and the upshot of it was that 
they leased the Dabney house, and be
came co-sovereigns of the realms of 
Meadow farm. 

It was their first night there. Over
head the young May moon shone 
through a veil of purple mist. A soli
tary owl hooted in the chestnut wood 
back of the house, for Meadow farm was 
situated on a lonely mountain side, 
where no one ever eame except on spe
cial business. 

The Plymouth Eock chickens were 
safely shut up where foxes could not 
reach them nor minks steal in to bleed 
their young lives away; the cows—two 
fine young Alderneys—were chewing 
their cuds back of the old red barn, and 
Mary Miller had flung a handful of ce
dar sticks on the hearth, where their 
scented blaze illuminated the old 
kitchen with a leaping brightness beau
tiful to see. 

"Because it's just possible that the 
house may be damp," she said, "after 
being uninhabited so long. There, 
mother, isn't that cheerful ? And isn't 
it nice our old rag carpet should fit this 
floor so exactly ?" with a satisfied down
ward glance. "And do you see those, 
tiger lillies ? I found them down by the 
garden wall—oh, such a red. wilderness 
of them! Old Mrs. Dabney set them 
out herself, they say. It seems only yes
terday," she added thoughtfully, "that I 
came past here and saw old Mrs. Dab
ney sitting in the big chair by the fire, 
just where—" 

Mrs. Miller uttered a little shriek and 
grasped her daughter's arm at this mo
ment, Mary stopped short, with an 
ashy pallor overspreading her cheek. 

For as she spoke the door opposite 
had opened, and a very little old wom
an, silver-haired and shriveled like a 
mummy, came in, and walking across 
the floor, seated herself in Mrs. Dab-
ney's very corner. An old woman 
dressed in the snuff-colored gown that 
Mrs. Dabney had always worn and wear
ing a snuff-silk cap, while a bag depend
ed from her arm. 

"It cold, ladies," she said, looking 
around with a deprecating air. "Cold 
for the season of the year. And they 
don't keep fires at Tewkstown." 

"Mother," said Mary, recovering her
self with a hysterical gasp of relief. "It 
isn't old Mrs. Dabney's ghost at all. 
It's old Miss Abby come back from the 
Tewkstown poorhouse." 

"You don't mean—"began the tnild 
widow. 

"That Mrs. Daniel Dabney and Mrs. 
Everard Elberson let th«nr old aunt go 
to the poorhouse?" said Mary Miller. 
"Yes, it is quite true. Mrs. Daniel 
leads society in San Francisco, I am 
told, and Mrs. Elberson is a grand lady 
in Bridgeport, with a reception day,and 
servants in livery. What could they 
do with a half crazy aunt,who takes snuff 
and talks uncertain grammar? Poor 
Miss Abby! She has wandered back to 
her old home. She was eighty her last 
birthday, and things are all misty and 
vague to her." • 

"What shall we do?" said Mrs. Mil
ler in accents of perplexity. "A crazy 
woman here—it don't seem just right, 
Molly, does it?" 

"Ill take her back after she has rest
ed a little and had a cup of tea," said 
Mary cheerfully. 

"But prehaps she won't go." 
"Oh yes, she will," said Marv. "Poor 

Miss Abby! She is as gentle as a 
child." 

Her words proved to be correct. 
Miss Abby Dabney suffered herself to be 
led unremonstratingly back to Tewks
town poorhouse, where the matron read 
her a shrilltoned lecture, and declared 
she should not be allowed another grain 
of snuff if she didn't behave better. 
Old Miss Abby smiled deprecatingly. 

"They are peenlar people here, she 
said to Mary Miller. "I think, my dear, 
they forget sometimes that I am a lady. 
But it takes all sorts of people, don't 
you see, to make a world." 

The next night, however, just as 
Mary and her mother were sitting down 
to tea, Miss Abby once more appeared, 
in the midst of a gentle shower of rain. 

"I hope I don't inoonvenience any
body," die said, meekly. "But that 
women at Tewkstown has cut off my al
lowance of snuff> -and after all, there's 
no place like home." 

Andonoemore 
walked home with the'poor 
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the poor house. The 
foriated this time. 

"It ain't human natu* to stand this," 
she declared. "IH put her inthe jug." 

"The jug?" repeatedMary.' 
, "Ifs a room down cellar,- where- we 
shift up the troublesome cases, ""said 
the matron. "I can't stand thia run
ning away business, and I won't! 

The jug,perhaps, proved efficacious, 
for old Miss Abby did not-appear again 
for a week. At the expiration of that 
time, however, she crept noiselessly in 
juBt at dusk and seated herself like a 
silent shadow in the chimney corner. 

"It's so good to be at home again," 
she said, rubbing her wrinkled hands, 
"I some how seem to get lost of late. 
Elnathan is gone, and Betty's gone, and 
I am left here all alone. Yes, a cup of 
tea, please—sugar and milk. They 
never remember how I like my tea at 
Tewkstown. This ia good; and butter 
on my bread, too! We don't get but
ter at Tewkstown." 

Mary burst into tears. 
"Mother," said she, "Miss Abby shall 

not go back to Tewkstown—she shall 
stay here! Mother, how should I feel 
if you were wandering friendless and 
alone through the world ?" 
' 'But my dear—" 
"She shall sleep in her own old 

room, out of the kitchen," persisted 
Mary. "She will be no more care than 
a canary bird. Oh, mother, do consent! 
She will think then that she is in her 
own old home. Oh, if you knew how 
dreary it is at that poor house, with 
the grass all trampled out, and piles of 
clam shells lying round the door, and 
not so much as a dandelion or daisy to 
be seen." 

And Mrs. Miller yielded to Mary's 
tearful solicitations. 

"Do as you please, my child," said 
she. The Tewkstown authorities were 
but too glid. to be rid of the poor incu-

in her of[i home, aif contentedly and un
questionably as if she had never left it. 
She ate and drank but little; she talked 
still less, and seemed to regard Mrs. 
Miller and Mary as guests, who had 
come to visit the old farm. 

"The widow Miller and her darter 
must be rich folks, to undertake to sup
port old Miss Abby," sneered one neigh
bor 

"She was well provided for at the 
poorhouse," said another. 

"I never yet saw a farm succeed that 
was managed by women-folks," jeered 
the third. 

"There'll be the biggest kind of a 
smash-up presently," observed number 
four, "and an auction sale of everything; 
and I'll be on hand—for I don't deny 
that them little Alderney cows is the 
cunningest creatures I ever set my eyes 
on, and good milkers into the bargain." 

But time wore on, and there was no 
flutter ot a red flag over the porch. 
On the contrary matters throve, and 
Mary declared joyously that 'forming 
was a great deal more profitable busi
ness than working in a factory, and she 
only wished that she had found it out 
before.' 

Until one gray autumnal evening 
Mary and her mother came back from a 
brisk walk to the village, and found a 
stalwart, sun-browned man sitting op
posite to Miss Abby, by the red glow 
of the fire. 

The old lady rose up in an odd, un
certain way. 

"Ladies'" she said, fumbling in her 
snuff-box, "this is my dephew, Cyrus 
Dubrey, he as ran away from home 
twenty-nine years ago come Michaelmas 
Day, and we all supposed was dead. 
Cyrus, these are the ladies who are so 
good as to visit me here. I don't quite 
recollect their namqs; but then it don't 
matter much, and after all my memory 
ain't as good as it used to be. Nothing 
matters much now-a-days!" 

And Miss Abby sat down and fell in
to a "daze" again, as if all necessity for 
conversational effort were over. 

Cyrus Dubrey stood up—a bronzed, 
bearded giant, with dark eyes and a su
perb stature. 

"Ladies, I beg your pardon," he said. 
"But s'pposed when I came here I was 
coming-home! I knew nothing of all 
these changes. I never could have 
dreamed my cousins would let this crea
ture go to the poor house. I don't know 
who you are, ladies," with a husky rat
tle in his throat, "but I thank you from 
the bottom of my heart for giving her a 
shelter in her old age. And if money 
will pay you for it—" 

"It will not!" said Mary, sharply, as 
if the words conveyed a slur. 

"No, I suppose not," said Cyrus with 
a sigh. "But I've plenty of money now. 
The dear old aunty shall live like a 
queen the rest of her days, for she was 
good to me when all the rest set me 
down as a black sheep. I've made my 
fortune out in Panama, and have come 
home to redeem myself." 

"I have heard of Cyrus Dubrey," said 
Mrs. Miller, gently. 

"And 111 venture, ma'm, you heard 
no good of me," said the young giant, 
with a short laugh. "I'll not deny that 
I was a wild boy enough, but there 
wasn't any actual evil in me, let folks 
say what they would. And now I've 
come back a rich man, and there's 
nobody to bid me welcome home, 
except old aunt Abby out of the poor 
house." 

He could not long have made this 
statement however. 

All the town was up to bid the rich 
government contractor welcome to 
Tewkstown within twenty-four hours. 
But Cyrus cared little for the friendly 
overtures of the old neighbors. 

Aunt Abby was the only person for 
whom he seemed to care, and his great
est grief was that the old woman re
fused to leave the old Dabney farm 
house to live in the stately brick man
sion which he built on Prospect Hill. 
And then he asked permission to deck 
her little bedroom with the curiosities 
he had brought from the Isthmus, and 
in tacking up draperies and arranging 
shells and silver coine he and Mary un
consciously became quite good friends. 

Friends. She never knew that it was 
any thing else, until one day old Aunt 
Abby took a strange idea into her head. 
And Mary, holding a rich Oriental cord 
for Cyrus to loop into knots for picture 
frames, heard her introduce Mrs. Mil
ler to a neighbor as "my guest, Mrs. 
Miller, the mother of the young lady 
thatnephew Cyrus is to marry." 

Cyrus looked atTVTary. Mary drop
ped the ball of cord and turned crimson. 

"Mary!" he said piteously, "say that it 
shall be so. For I love^you! And— 
and you were good to ola Aunt Abby 
when all the world turned against her. 
I sometimes think, Mary, that you must 
be like one of heaven's angles." 

And this was how they became en
gaged. 

They still live at the old farm house, 
the happiest of married lovers, and 
Aunt Abby firmly believes that they are 
all her guests; for to her the woare 
stands eternally still—the world that is 
so full of bloom and beauty to Cyrus 
.and Mary! 

During services in one of the Presby
terian churches in Ithaca, last Sunday, 
a dove entered the auditorium and, af
ter circling around once or twice, alight
ed on the shiny pate of a bald-headed 
gentleman. The symbol of peace was 
rather uncermoniously dislodged from 
its resting place, when it took wing and 
flew toa <perch near the ceiling. Just 
after the communion service was finished 
the dove floated down from aloft and 
lodged on a table in front of the al
tar and began- eating the remains of 
the sacramental feast, but it was not al
lowed to enjoy itself any longer than it 
took a devout deacon to cover the dis
tance between his pew and the table. 

lather Hyacinthe having completed his lec
ture tour in America is expected to arrive, in 
Londpn at the end of next week. His object in 
going there ia to establish a mission in aid of 
ma Gallican churoh in Paris, and he has ob-
Maed an authoriaatkm rrpm the Bight Bev. 
John Jackaon, D. D., bishop of London, to 
pMacq a aeries of sermons. 

^Alargemanufactory oT Oleomargar
ine in New York hus stopped work in obe
dience to the law. whkm lias gone into 
operation. - J  ̂  ̂

"Ah, sir, I see you're wimiring lay 
flowers! Well, they are pretiy-^that 
they are—though I doubt as some would 
call the marigolds and carnation, com
mon aud old-fashioned. You don't see 
many of 'em now in your fine new 
•fangled gardens, do you? It's a pretty 
little place this, ain't it, sir? And it's 
my own, too, my very own—and will 
go to my grandson after me. He's a 
good lad, he is—it's him as looks after 
the garden. Mighty fond of flowers 
he is, and rarely proud he'll 
be, 1 know, when he hears as a fine 
town gentlemen has taken notice of 
'em! Ah, I was fond of gardening, 
too, in my time! But I'm getting an 
old man now—eighty-five I am come 
Christmas—and I can't expect to be 
spared much longer, though I'm hale 
and hearty yet, thank heaven! Ah, 
timtos have altered, sir, since my young 
days! For the better, you say? Well, 
things are grander now than they were 
then, but somehow I seem to like the 
old times best, perhaps because I was 
young and strong in 'em. And talk
ing of old times reminds me of some
thing that once happened to me. 
Like to hear it, sir? Well, so you 
shall, and weloome, if you don't mind 
wasting an hour or so with an old i;hap 
like me. Sit down, then, on that bench 
and make yourself comfortable. 

"You've been to Chelmsford, perhaps ? 
Then, maybe, you know the 'Saracen's 
Head? Well, close to where that now 
stands there used to be an old inn called 
the 'Swan.' A queer old place it was 
to be sure, with its casement windows 
and overhanging gables. I was living 
at Ralphan then—it's nigh upon sixty 
years ago—a farmer I was, and had been 
married only a short time to a dear lit
tle wife as I loved well and true till she 
died, poor lass! 

"One cold December day I started 
for Braintree to look at some stock as 
I thought of buying. As it was a two 
days' journey, I meant to stop at 
Chelmsford for the night, and go on 
early the next day. I didn't leave home 
till about 2, and I had a weary road to 
to travel, so that the darknoss came on 
before I reached the gibbet on the edge 
of the common; and I can tell you my 
flesh crawled, as the saying is, when I 
galloped past at fall speed. It was a 
bleak cold night, and the road was bad, 
so that it was late before I rode into 
Chelmsford. 

"I put up at the 'Swan'—that being 
the first inn I came to—and was 
standing watching the ostler rubbing 
down my good old mare—for I always 
attended to that first thing—when the 
landlord came slowly out to me; he was 
a short, sharp-faced man, with great 
black eyes that had an uneasy sort of 
look in 'em. I told him I'd had a long 
ride and was glad enough to get safe in 
his yard—for I'd gold about me and 
we'd heard horrible tales of the robber-, 
ies and murders on the King's high
way. Well, he showed me into a long 
low room—the kitchen it was—with a 
brick floor and a bright fire burning. 

"There's a noisy lot in the parlor, sir,' 
said he; 'you'll be quiet and cosy here, 
for maybe you're tired and chilly after 
your ride in the wind.' 

"I ordered a steak and some wine, 
and, as I ate my supper, I thought to 
myself that I couldn't well have 
chosen a better place than the 'Swan1 to 
stop at. After I had finished I called 
for pipes and grog and sat by the fire 
with the landlord, but I might as well 
have been alone, for he never spoke a 
word, but sat staring into the fire with 
a wicked look in his eyes that I didn't 
like, though I didn't take much notice 
of it then. Ah! I know now what his 
thoughts were as he gazed moodily into 
the glowing coals. He was thinking 
of the disgrace brought upon his name 
by his only son, and wondering where 
the money was to come from which 
must be procured somehow if his boy 
was to be saved from ruin. And then 
no doubt he planned to murder me—ah, 
it's all true, sir—I've got his confes
sion by me now—and bury me down 
by the riverside, in the meadow behind 
the stable. Then he meant to turn my 
mare out oefore dawn so that, the ser
vants might think I had left early; and 
then you see, when it was found, peo
ple would think that something had 
happened to me on the road to Brain-
tree. Well, my companion roused him
self after a time and began asking 
me what I thought of the country, 
if I had ridden far, whether I had been 
advised to put up at the 'Swan,' and 
such like questions. I answered them 
freely enough, never supposing that he 
asked them for any other reason than 
just t.o keep up the conversation. I 
asked him to jcall me early and he 
promised he would do so. 

"Ill do it myself," said he, "for the 
girl and ostler will be abed." 

"Then he called his wife and told her 
to bring me a candle, which she did. 
She was a coarse-looking, care-worn 
woman, and I noticed when she showed 
me my room that her hand was shaking, 
and her voice sounded thick As she bade 
me a civil 'Good night.' 

"My bedroom was a long, low room 
with queer old furniture, quaint carved 
chairs and a great four-post bedstead 
which seemed as big as a hearse. There 
was no lock to the door, and the bolts 
were rusty, so I could only put 
the latch down. I thought of putting 
a chair against it. but that seemed 
childish and no protection after all. 
The night was. wet and windy, and 
the sky black as ink. Try as I would 
I couldn't get to sleep, and there I lay 
listening to the ghostly tapping of the 
ivy leaves against the window, and 
thinking of the evil look in the land
lord's eyes, and all the horrid stories I 
had ever read came crowding into my 
mind, when suddenly I started up in my 
bed, wide awake enough, for I heard 
something or some one climbing up the 
ivy to my window, I lay with pal
pitating heart and straining eyes, list
ening to the horible ghostly rustling 
whioh every moment sounded nearer. 

"Suddenly a thought struck m%; and 
I arose, haistly smoothing the t>ed-
clothes, as though the bed had not Been 
slept in. I had just time to creep un
der the bed, when the window was shak
en open, and somebody softly slipped 
in. It was a man and, listen
ing intently, I heard him sigh wearily 
to himsef, as if he were tired out. 
Then he got into my bed, drew the 
clothes over him, and in a few minutes 
I heard him snoring. You can imagine 
how pleasant I felt, and the scamp had 
my money bag under his pillow too! 
What was to be done? I thought of my 
happy home and the dear little wife 
now perhaps dreaming of me, and the 
thought of her gave me courage. I de
termined to snatch at my money and 
fight for it with the unseen visitor to 
the death, if need be. I was crawling 
from under the bed when I heard an
other sound nearing the door this time. 
In a minute the latch was quietly lifted, 
the door was gently pushed open, and I 
saw the landlord glide into the 
room. Then a hand holding 
a candle stole in at the door—only a 
hand; but I knew those quivering fin
gers well enough. The man crept on 
tiptoe to the bed and, leaning softly 
over the sleeper, stabbed him to the 
heart. There was one deep groan and 
all was over., The murderer drew the 
money from tinder the pillow and 
crept stealthily to the door, glancing 
behind him as though he feared the 
dead man would get up and follow 
him. 

"Shaking all over and with hair on 
end I. crawled from my hiding place, 
groped about for my clothes, and, af
ter standing a moment, dazed with 

horror,, followed the guilty couple. 
Their room was almost opposite mine, 
and I-eonld see the light under their 
door, yhich "Was barely closed. I 
pushed it open ahd peeped in.--. The 
table faced the door, and there they 
stood with their backs to me, so intent 
upon the money that I crept close to 
them without being heard. 

" 'Look, look,' I heard the man whis-
per—'there is more than enough to save 
our boy! How they shine! And all 
oars, wife—ours!' 

"'No, mine, murderer 1' I shouted 
with a voice of thunder, and snatching 
the bag from -his nerveless grasp, I 
dashed the light from the woman's hand 
and fled back swiftly to the room where 
the dead man lay. 
' 'Opening the window, I groped 

about with one hand for an ivy 
bough, clinging somehow to the sill 
with the other, and at last managed to 
scramble down, reaching the ground 
bruised, shaken breathless. As I rest
ed a moment to get breath, I heard 
from the room above an awful cry sung 
out in a woman's voice— 

" 'My boy, my boy, my only son!' 
"I clambered over the gate which le<^ 

into the street. A watch-box stood closej 
by in the square, and I hurriedly toldj 
my story to the watchman. He stared 
in horror, as well he might, and wanteq 
to fetch his mate; but I told him we. 
were more than a match for those we 
should find at the inn, so he came with 
me. A frightened servant opened the 
door to us, ahd I led the way to the 
room I had just quitted. The watch
man bent down and peered into the 
dead man's face. 

" 'Ah,' he whispered, 'it's as I feared! 
It's their own son—they didn't know he 
was home, and so they mistook him for 
you, sir.' 

"I felt myself turn queer and giddy, 
for I knew the meaning of that pitiful 
cry, 'My only son!' 

"And what of the murderers? They 
had not so much as tried to escape, and 
the door wasn't even barred against us. 
The woman lay moaning on the floor; 
the man sat huddled up in a chair by 
the bed. When we entered he held out 
his hands to be manacled without utter
ing a word. When I told him how it 
happened that his son had fallen a vic
tim instead of me he just Btared in my 
face, and made no sign that he heard 
the ghastly tale. 

Well sir, that's about all. The moth
er, poor soul, died raving mad, and the 
man was hanged at Tyburn; but not 
another word did he speak from first 
to last save onfie—and that was when 
the Judge passed sentence on him. 
Then he raised his head, and, with a 
look in his eyes which I can never for
get, he said: 

"An old, old man, my lord—my only 
son!" 

"That's all sir. The strangest story 
you ever heard ? Well, I dare say it is; 
but it's all true, every word of it; for 
I've got the papers to prove it, and, if 
you'll be pleased to come in and see 'em, 
you'll be welcome as the flowers in 
May, that you will! Not now? Well, 
then, I'll bid you good day, and thank 
you kinkly for letting me talk to you, 
for it does me good to chat a bit some
times, that it do! Good day, sir, and 
a pleasant walk to you!" 

The Battle of Austerlitz. 
In the memoirs of Marshal Bugeaud, 

just published, appears a letter from 
him, when still a private, to his sister, 
describing the brief Austerlitz campaign, 
in which he says: "Three days before 
the battle we had orders to leave the 
town, and encamped a league from the 
enemy. The Emperor came there him
self and slept in his carriage in the mid
dle of our camp. For the three days 
that passed before the battle he was al
ways walking through all the camps 
and talking to the soldiers or their 
leaders.- We gathered round him. I 
heard much of his talk; it was very 
simple and always turned upon military 
duty. At last on the eve of the battle, 
the anniversary of his coronation, he is
sued a proclamation, exhorting us to 
behave with our usual intrepidity 
and promised to keep his 
distance as long as victory 
followed us. But," said he, "if by mis
chance you hesitate a moment, you 
will see me fly into your ranks to restore 
order." Then he promised to give us 
peace after this battle, assuring us that 
we should go into cantonments. We 
replied by shouts of joy, the harbingers 
of glad success. Torches were lighted 
and the bands played while the whole 
army sang songs with eagerness. It 
seemed that every man was celebrating 
his return home, and felt the joy one 
experiences at seeing father, mother 
and brother. Yet how many of these 
happy men were not to see their country 
again. At daybreak the drums and 
trumpets announced the fight; a start 
was made with shouts of '"Vive 
l'Empereur,' The charge is sound
ing. These words are re
peated again louder, and carry terror 
into the enemy's ranks. We charged 
like lightning, and the carnage was hor-: 
rible. The balls whistled. The air! 
groaned with the noise of cannon and 
our threatening voices, closely followed 
by death. Very soon the enemy's 
phalanx was shaken and threw into 
disorder; at last we overthrew them en
tirely. One point withstands us, the 
batteries in a moment are taken, the 
gunners cut to pieces at the guns, and 
any that escape our steel either seek 
safety in flight or a slower death in the 
lakes. Nothing has ever been seen, my 
love, like this memorable battle. In 
the opinion of the oldest soldiers it is the 
most bloody that ever has taken place. 
I will not describe to you the horrors 
of the field of battle; the wounded and 
dying imploring their comrade's pity. 
I prefer to spare your feelings, and con
fine myself to telling you that I was very 
much affected, and wished that emper
ors and kings who make war without 
reasonable grounds could be condemned 
for their whole lives to listen to the 
cries of the unfortunate wounded who 
remained three days upon the field of 
battle without having any relief or as
sistance. The Bussian loss is innumer
able; what is certain is that there are to 
be seen at least sixty Bussian corpses on 
the field of battle for one French; and 
it is only in one spot that I have seen 
as maiiy French as Bussians." 

Giving property to former Slaves. 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 

Many of the owners of slaves that 
were liberated by the war have kept 
their former Blaves as hired help. This 
is especially the case in Fayette and 
Bourborn counties, Kv. Now that the 
slave-owners are growing old, and that 
many of them are dying off, the cases 
are numerous in which tli9 former 
slaves or their offspring are willed a 
part or all of the master's property. In 
some of these cases the colored heirs are 
children of the white testator, but in 
most of them, however, they are not. 
This making negroes the heirs of white 
man's property has given rise to litiga
tion in which the validity of such an in
heritance has been tested. A case in 
point has just been decided in the Bour
bon county courts. The slaves of John 
Morris has continued to live with their 
former owners after they had become 
freedmen. Mrs. Morris died three years 
ago, and left by will to a former slave a 
house and lot which she held in her own 
right. Some of Mrs. Morris' relatives 
declared their intention to contest this 
will. Mr. Morris, the surviving hus
band, when he learned this, became sq 
much incensed that he changed his will 
cut off from his surviving relatives al
most entirely, and willed tffia bulk of 
hisproperty to his former slaves. Very 
soon after this he died. James Morris, 
a brother, contested the will, and Judge 
French and a jury, after full hearing, 
have decided it valid. 

The mayor of Boston lately sent two 
packages of exactly the same size and 
weight, (me to Paris, France, and the 
other to Worcester, Mass. The former 
went 3,000 miles and the postage was 29 
eentf and the latter went 40 miles and the 
postage was 28 cents., \ > 

^ CHASING A FORTUNE. 

7' \\ • • 

Both at school and at college Bernard 
Hooker had been one of the wildest and 
most dare-devil youths imaginable. He 
had been the terror of meek companions 
the aversion of order-loving dominies, 
the triumphant outwitter, on more than 

vone occasion, of even that great man the 
proctor; 

But these halcyon days were pasti 
Any particular exuberance of spirits in 
Bernard's present position would have 

Jpeen as phenomenal and incongruous 
with his surroundings as the presence of 
English hedge-blossoms in an' East-
em desert. He was chained to the oar 
of daily toil as tightly and as hopelessly 
as any galley-slave. The sturdy sym
metry of his figure, the humorous cast 
of his frank and open countenance, the 
twinkle of his light-blue eyes, were all 
that outwardly remained of the idiosyn
crasies that had made him the idol of 
his comrades in class and on college 
walk. The pressure of adverse circum
stances had put an iron curb upon his 
vivacity, if it had not altogether crushed 
it. 

He looked forward to reading for the 
bar, with the prospect, if he displayed 
ability, of a capital start in his chosen 
profession by reason of his father's po
sition and influence. Instead of this, 
Bernard Hooker found himself, at the 
age of two-and-twenty, merely an insig
nificant unit in the already over-crowded 
ranks of professional quill-drivers. 

His father had become the dupe of an 
unprincipled business partner, and had 
lost everything. Even Edwin Hooker's 
hitherto fair fame had suffered asper
sion, for it had been hard to persuade 
the great careless world that the vil
lainy, which had made the trading name 
of Hooker and Glenning a by-word in 
the city, was the work of Archer Glen
ning alone. Yet it was so, and the trial 
which followed the crash told a tale of 
forged signatures and stolen securities 
which set the elder and victimized part
ner free, and would have certainly rele
gated the junior to the keeping of prison-
wardens for a long term of years, had 
he remained to face the storm. He had 
fled and carried with him Edwin Hook
er's fortune. 

Thus it came about that the son was 
earning his daily bread in the Fembury 
branch bank of Kenworth & Co. That 
he was located m the country, witn 
open skies above him and pleasant 
fields around, was the one mitigating 
circumstance of his hard and dreary 
lot. In other respects even the aver
age London bank clerk was better off. 
Mr. Hollis, Messrs. Kenworth's Fem
bury manager, was an irascible little 
man, who believed, as firmly as an 
Egyptian task-master, in getting the 
very utmost in the way of effort out of 
his surbordinates. The bank hours 
might nominally be from 9 to 5, but he 
had a trick of piling on extras, which 
materially lengthened them. 

It would be, "These letters cannot be 
left, Mr, Styles," or "This ledger re
quires attention, Mr. Hooker." To 
have refused or even expostulated, was 
to court instant dismissal, for Mr. Hol
lis was as passionate as he was haughty, 
and knew himself to be invested with 
plenary power within the bank precincts. 
There was no resource but to obey. 

It was a bright May nlorning, frag
rant in the Fembury lanes with the 
scent of early wild-flowers and vocal 
with melody of birds. It was market 
day in the little country town, and the 
clink of gold in consequence frequently 
resounded on the bank counter. As a 
rule Bernard Hooker paid little or no 
attention to the fitful processions of 
clients that passed the door on the right. 
He was not cashier, and the burden of 
his own duties was sufficient for his 
oftentimes weary shoulders. But as 
t he surely office-clock announced the 
quarter before the luncheon inter
val the sound of a voice he surely knew 
mingled with its dull bass. An instinct
ive tremor ran through every fibre of 
the young man's body. He looked 
sharply up. What he saw for the mo
ment puzzled him and seemed to refute 
the evidence of his ears. 

The voice was emphatically that of 
Archer Glenning; the outward present
ment of the speaker was that of an ab
solute stranger. But a closer scrutiny 
and the recollection of the fact that the 
accomplished swindler was of necessity 
a fugutive, explained the phenomen. 
Edwin Hooker's absconding partner was 
of truth there in flesh before Bernard's 
eyes, but so cunningly disguised that 
the cleverest Scotland Yard detective 
might have been pardoned for a blund
er. The shapely mustache and heavy 
beard had both vanished; the light 
auburn locks of the "Hue and Cry" des
cription were now raven-black; the very 
eyebrows had discarded nature and ap
plied to the artist in flesh and hair tint
ing. 

In carriage and in attire the revolu
tion was equally striking and equally 
complete. The stately, upright gait of 
the Lombard-street merchant was ex
changed for a stooping shamble that 
would have provoked the ridicule of 
many a clodhopper. The trim dress 
—invariable on the model of the latest 
mode in past days—was superseded by 
a hybrid make-up of turf and stable 
costume. 

And yet Bernard was sure of his 
man. That crisp, metallic utterance 
was in itself a well-nigh sufficient clew. 
It awakened bitter reminiscences with 
the enunciation of every syllable. 

"Will yon be good enough to cash 
this check, please?" 

The check was shoveled out on the 
gleaming mahogany, aud an instant 
later had found a new resting-place in 
the stranger's purse. He turned, and 
for a second caught the half-stupefied 
glance of the young clerk. The effect 
was magical—a scared, terror-stricken 
expression leaped into the furtive, shifty 
eyes, and every vestige of color forsook 
the sallow cheeks. Bernard Hooker 
was recognized in his turn. 

With the sharp click of the closing 
door, Bernard's sense returned to him. 
Here, when least expected, was the op
portunity of recovering lost hopes. 
The rumor that the scoundrel had sailed 
for South America was plainly false. 
He was still within reach of British 
Justice, and, if captured, might be com-

Ejelled to disgorge and surrender, or at 
east such portion of it as was yet un-

Bquandered. He must be followed, 
tracked, and that instantly! The fatal
ity that had brought him on some cas
ual errand to Fembury and to Messrs. 
Kenworth'8 bank must be translated, 
by immediate enterprise into a mani
festation of that Nemesis which, by the 
logic of story-books, treads inevitably 
on the heels of wrong. 

A decision was reached in far less 
time than it takes to recount the fact. 
Bernard seized his hat, and with a mut
tered incoherent apology, pushed his 
way past his scandelized superior, and 
litrally ran down the stone steps into 
the street. 

"What is the meaning ? Is the 
fellow mad?" gasped Mr. Hollis, a 
portentous frown gathering upon his 
brow. It was certainly mysterious be
havior, and the fellow clerk to whom 
this query was presumably addressed 
was taken nearly as much aback as his 
chief. He had no explanation to offer. 

Careless of the consternation which 
his abrupt proceeding had occasioned, 
Bernard's steps were toward the railway 
station. This was clearly the aim of the 
pursued. 

To be thirty seconds too late is, under 
all circumstances, abundantly annoying. 
This was Bernard Hooker's lot on the 
present occasion. He reached the plat
form of iihe Fembury station just in 
tune to see the up train steam into the 
yawning gulf of the north tunnel* and 
to know that in one of that train's pom-

partments sat, in regained security, hi" 
fathers foe and his own. There was 
nothing to do but to confess failure, 
and return, after dining, to the drud' 
gery of the bank desk. He did not 
even know the alias of the rogue, ami 
after all, his evidence of identity, ii 
sufficient for himself, might fail to^on-
vince another. It would be useless to-
appeal to the local police force, for these 
reasons. 

"An impudent and a madcap freak, 
Mr. Hookerj what may be your excuse," 
growled Mri Hollis. "If you want to 
leave the office in a hurry again to over
take anybody—anybody, sir!—b§ good 
enough to ask leave." 

Bernard was compelled to prorj 
that he Would. For the rest of the af 
noon he went on his way with the tedious 
columns of figures in a state of mental 
agitation and chagrin unparalleled since 
the days on which he had first learned 
that his parent's bankruptcy was un
avoidable. » 

"Those scraps of paper, Mr. St vies,"" 
had better ornament the waste -basket 
than the floor." 

The manger's accents were harsh and 
querulous; his temper seemed *to have 
been soured for the day bj Bernard 
Hooker's escapade. 

"I have dropped them, sir," refftied 
the inculpated junior, resenting as _ 
much as he dared the implied charges 
of untidiness. "One fell from your 
own desk, and the other was left behind 
by the gentleman whom Mr. Hooker 
tried to catch." v 

Bernard's ears tingled anew. • What 
if the last-mentioned fragment slif 'Id 
biar upon its surface some clow to ~?he 
villain's assumed name or whereabouts. " 
13y easy stategv l*e gained possession 
of the slip, and found it to be half an 
envelope, with the letters "Joyn " 
on one side, and the postmark "Ickford" 
on the other. This might or might nor 
lead to a discovery. 

In the solitude of his own apartmtinls 
that evening Bernard Hooker searched . 
out the name of Ickford on a Brad-
shaw's map. He found it to be that of a 
small town in the north of England. 

"Whatever the consequence, I'll run 
down there and make inquiries. If I 
win, the game will be worth the can
dle," he soliloquized. 

And the next day a note in the lr-^k 
letter box accounted—though haraiy 
satisfactorily to the critical judgment of 
Mr. Hollis—for the second clerk's ab
sence. 

At Ickford the trail unmistakably 
struck. Skilful investigation showed 
that a Mr. Joynson—whose outward 
man appeared to tally precisely with 
Bernard's sketch-description—had been 
staying at the chief hotel for several 
weeks, and had posed as au individual 
of position and wealth. Alas! it showed 
also that he had decamped with both 
bag and baggage a few hours before 
Bernard's arrival. 

"Foiled a second time!" moaned/'iat 
young man, in bitterness of spmt. 
"The scamp has smelt danger, and prob
ably will make for South America or 
some other safe hiding place in earnest 
now." 

With hopes sinking rapidly below ze
ro again, Bernard took ticket for Lon
don. He would put a professional de
tective on the track and then return -to 
Fembury. If Mr. Hollis dismissed him 
for his pains, he must just recommence 
his weary fight with fortune in sorite 
other arena. 

'Why, Bernard! This is an agreeable 
surprise indeed! I was wondering not 
above a day or two ago what had be
come of my ancient ally. So many 
pranks as we've been guilty of together! 
Ha, ha!" 

The speaker was Frank Allerton, Ber
nard's dearest college chum, and a young 
Northern squire, whose sister Amy — 
but this was a romantic dream which 
had faded into an absurdity in the thick 
gloom of environing disaster. "Why re
call it ? 

The new comer had joined the train-
at Cotchly Junction, and, like Bernard, 
was bound for the metropolis. As the 
friends were alone in the compartment, 
Bernard's story was soon told. 

"And are you hunting the rascal 
down?" 

"I have attempted it, and he ha? 
beaten me." 

"What sort of a fellow is he—in per
sonal appearance, I mean ?" 

For the fourth or fifth time Bernard 
ran glibly over the salient charaeteri-^ics 
of that figure which fate, rather than 
any conscious mental effort, had photo
graphed so minutely upon his memory. 

"It is he exactly!" cried Frank Aller
ton, with an almost ludicrous combina
tion of amazement, disgust and wrath 
mirrowed upon his countenance. " Why, 
the fellow has been living at Beckham, 
within a stone's throw of our own manor 
house, for eight or nine months. Mr. 
Joynson—" 

"Yes, that is the name he is using. 
"Is reputed in the village to be worth 

half a million of money, more or less. 
He is the resource of all the amateur 
mendicants in the district, figuring as 
a well-to-do bachelor, he has even dared 
to make certain proposals for my sister's 
hand. Amy refused his hand sorely on . 
the ground of disparity of years. 

Not sorely on that ground, Bernard * 
took leave to hope, in despite of his 
friend's dogmatism. But he had no 
word to answer at the moment. And 
there was excuse for his tempory "be
wilderment in the presence of so strange 
and unlooked-for a revelation. In theu 
hour of his darkest despair the fa. jg 
promise of coutingent victory had come. 

"What a restless and daring hypocrite 
the man must be!" Frank continued. 
"I'll admit I never liked him from the 
first, but I had no idea of such a sword 
of Damocles being suspended over hia 
head. Amy has had a lucky escape, 
and she will think so." 

At last Bernard regained hi^ power 
of utterance. 

"m go to London now," he said, 
"apply for a warrant, and acquaint my 
father with the facts; and then, in com
pany with a police officer, seek out Mr. 
Joynson at home." 

This programme was fulfilled, and 
success crowned the enterprise. A few 
weeks later commercial circles were 
discussing everywhere a new cause ce-
lebre, and the strange change of events— 
as unfolded in the speech of counsel for 
the prosecution—by which not only had 
a notorious swindler been immeshed iii 
the net of the law, but stolen bonds had 
found their way back into the coffers of 
the rightful owners. 

But not the least happy result to 
Bernard Hooker was that lie learned 
from Amy Allerton's own sweet l^ps 
that at least one reason beyond thai of 
age had existed for her refusal of Arch
er Glennings suit. She had already 
bestowed her heart upon her brother's 
friend. 

Her hand soon followed. And now 
Bernard Hooker—a rising and popular 
barrister—sometimes tells his wife with 
a smile that on a certain memorable 
May day he chased a fortune in two 
senses. 

Queer Ideas About the Dead. ' 
From the Boston Courier. 

Here are two instances, both strictly 
true, which occurred in a town only a 
few miles from Boston, and serve to 
give us a peculiar phrase of the life 
to which we are not and hope never to 
be accustomed. A man who was very r,̂  
poor had the misfortunS to loose his 
wife, whom he was compelled to bury 
without a "wake," that luxurious tribute 
being entirely beyond his means. After 
twelve years had passed,* his prospects 
having materially brightened, he had * 
his wife dug up, and gave her a wake J 
commensurate with his means, his affec- >1 
tion and her worth. In the same t&^ra 
the mother of twins, who had lived only ' -
long enough to breathe the breath of V 
mortal life, regrc jted so deeply the loss / 
of her children that, as soon as her ° 
hea l th  pe rmi t t ed ,  she  had the  l i t t l e  ^ . .  
bodies taken up, and herself carried T {2 
them to a photographer, - stood the rXft"' 
caskets up and had them photographed. ~ " 
What to the mother was a delightful | 
memento was to othars but a 


