+  him,

But 1, against {bat dimm t verge
m""wfwu»
The w: ters

And yet to-morrow to the sand b
The Jittle bi:d will come; .
o row will he wirm and bland,
O’er wreaths of yerished foam
And weed and she’l flung up to land,
Will meet me as I roam,

© roul of m'ne! thou art a sea
By which 1 love to stray—
A broken-edged eternity
To lift me when I plaw.
‘Why should I shun-the agony
‘Which gives n.e joy to-day?

‘'O soul of mine! thou hidest well
The secrbts of 1hy breast;

I only know by wee 1 or shell
The distant and the best.

1 hless the tide whose pulses te'l
That after storm is rest. 3

THE WRECKER'S: DAUBHTER.

BY M. CROSSE FARLEY.

“You . hear that, do yom, madam?”
asked the old goast guard in a low tone,
a8 the fitful sound stole over the rolling
water. “Itis arffomen of evil, and we
must heed if, we must return at once.”

“Pshaw!” I exclaimed, carelessly.

“How superstitious you coast people
are. I would not miss this sunset for
anything. It is only the simple tolling
of a bell somewhere near us that you

hear.”

The old man glanced uneasily off

over the glittering waves. Far. away,

small clouds began to pile themselves
up in a long blagk line against the ho-
rizon, and a flock of gulls, that had been
idly floating in the a’'r, now went cir-
cling and wheeling and screaming over
the broad expaise of troubled sea

around us.

“For sixty years, madam,” he retort-
ed, with a sort of rervous determina-
fion, “I've lived on this coast, and I
know by this timethat, when the toll of
that bell is heard, there is sure to be

trouble on the sea.” .

“Nonsense |” said I, laughing hearti-

ly, “I’ll risk it if you will.”

He shook his head.

“No, no. God forbid it!” he said,
turning the boat about and making for
the shore. “Terrible things have hap-
pened here, and if there was not a
cloud in sight nor the ghost of a sigh
in the breeze, yet if that bell tolled I

should make for a safe haven. It means

trouble, storm and shipwreck.”

And the obstinate old man shook his
grizzled head with a gravity that im-
pressed - me, in spite of my disappoint-

ment. The wind, which had been grad-

ually rising as he spoke, now came’in

- uneasy gusts upon the waters, piling
the waves up higher and higher and
making our frail boat rock as if it were
bewitched, while above the tremulous
roar of the sea and the shrill seream of
the gulls, as they swept in eddying

oircles over our heads, came the meas-
ured stroke of the mysterious bell.

“It is St. Quentyn’s,” said the old
man, in an awed tone, a# if in reply to
my mute query. -

“Not St. Quentyn’s-on-the-Point,”
exclaimed I, in astonishment. “Why,
man, youre crazy. St. Quentyn’s is
only an old ruin. I saw it yesterday,
and nothing much is left of it save the
tower, and even that is crumbling
down. The bell itself is covered with
rust and looks as if it hadn’t been rung
ina century.”

“It is the same, however,” he per-
pisted, as he sent the boat forward with
long strokes. ;

“It is that which warns us. No man
pulls the rope, indeed, there is no rope
to pull; no one is ever seen about the
ruin, yet, surely as a great storm comes
up, you may hear that bell toll. It has

een so through my time, and my
father’s time before me, and for years
before that. St. Quentyn’s bell is
haunted, ma’am, and has been, so the
story goes, since the t' me of Wolfgang,
the wrecker, a hundred years ago.”

I laughed at this piece of news.
Haunted things, I did not believe in,
much less, a reputed “haunted bell.”
Still, I could not deny, that it was very
singular of the old rust-covered bell at
St. Quentyn’s, which I had seen the day
before swinging, high up in the ruined
belfry of what once Lad been a mon-
astery, should sound a note of warning
to mariners upon the sea. :

“You shall tell me the story,” I raid,
“if we ever reach the shore again. It
mustbe worth hearing, evenif I do not
quite believe its genu neness.”

As the frail bark leaped on the crest
of a wave to safe landing on the grav-
eled beach, a flash of lightning, follow-
ed by a peal of thunder, told that the
storm was indeed upon us.

A little later, with the thunder of the
sea ringing in my ears, I listened to the
story of 8t. Quentyn’s-on-the-Point.

It was here, on this coast, more than
a hundred years ago, if our dates are
correct, began the old ex-coast guard,
that Wyndert Wolfgang and his band
of rovers established tl.emselves and
engaged in the wicked business of
alluring ships to this beach, for the
sake of plundering them. Many is the
strong vessel that, attracted by the
beacon fires lighted on St. Quentyn’s
Point, has gone to pieces on the hidden
rocks, and Wolfgan, and his free-
booters, grew rich and powerful on the
s§>oils. Well, after a time, there came
along a Spanish galleon, driven out: of
her course by adverse winds, and with
the doubloons and bars of gold, and
chests of silks, with which she was
loaded, was a greafer treasure to the
mind of the wrecker chief, than all
else put together. The daughter of a
rich old Sparish Don, was a passenger
21111 the luckles: sh;?, and fell a prey to

e rapacious freebooter.

For the first time, he felt his bdsom
filled with the torturing fives of love,
¢ and he conducted his wooing in the
- bold, tempestuons fashion, natural to

At St. Quentyn’s, then, lived a pious

iest, and: when the unhappy donna

‘discovered the fate in store for her, she

fell upon her knees and prayed Wolf-

gang to send for him and have the mar-

tex =oh1:mmmd haccording to the
Nothing loth, he com

;

king. | head, my"

woman, as she
hristobel’s pobe.
, mistake; I did not mean to | L

girl shook the 'woman’s
r garments. Her lar
blue eyes shone with an un y
luster, and her white face gleamed like
a star from the masses of yellow hair
that floated unconfined about her head.
“I go to the sacrifice,” she breathed,
in an almost inaudible tone,
mother in heaven
and my stay!”

of a wealthy no
| m&n in her native county. She was a
| reputed heiress, and suitors flocked
about her, attracted by her wonderful

a time, in the family

ileless manners and her

beauty, her r
At stated intervals,

fabulous rie
clothed in splended
visitetl his child, lavis
the love of his barbarous nature. For
his child nothing was too_good, and he
in uostinted meas-
ed it all. Though
clothed in magnificent array and en-
dowed by heaven wi
earthly loveliness of face and form, her
kept unspotted from the
world. She succored the poo
needy, and the fame of her goodne:s
went through the land. The stern old
robber ~chief, hearing the laudations
lavished upon his child, grew still more
proud and fond of her, and guarded
from her knowledge with sedulous care
the secret of his dreadful occupation.

And she worshiped him. 8
father only at long intervals,
couraged by him in the dispensation of
her charities, enjoying his society only
when he was in” his best and gentlest
moods, the Lady Christobel grew to
womanheod, believing him to be the
best and greatest of men.

She went about doing good. Emulat-
ing the example of the gentle Nazarene,
she left the crowded city and went into
the byways and forgotten places.

In this manner, quite unkmown to
Wolfgang, she unconsciously made her
way to St. Quentyn’s.

T'he hamlet then, as now, was~but a

collection of rude huts—the abode of a
None knew her to
be the daughter of their terrible chief,
and she labored among them, teaching
them and otherwise endeavoring .to
alleviate the distress she saw on every
Wolfgang himself, with some_ of
his most valued followers, was away on
a journey, when his daughter came to
So there was none to
oppose her in her work for the salva-
It was at this time that
she caused the bell to be rung in the
old monastry; the bell which, since the
awful tragedy enacted. there a little
later, has never ceased to send out its
solemn warning whenever there is to
be any severe storm upon the sea.
. It was there, high upon that rocky-
headland, in the very shadow -of the
ruined monastery—a ruin almost as
great then as now, that the beacon fires
were lighted by the wreckers to entice
the ships upon the sunken rocks.

The Lady Christobel saw with horror
what the real occupation of the people
was, by the frantic hurrying too and
fro, the many anxious eyes turned sea-
ward, and, above all, the low half-mut-
inadvertantly
escaped their lips whenever
sails showed themselves in gight.

To turn them from the wickedness of
their ways, she strove with mind and
soul ; but it was with a sick heart that
she discovered the lawless wreckers
acknowledged a superior authority in
the commands of their ferocious chief,
a being to her, tertible and dread.

There came, at this time, one of those
unaccountable
which, sweeping the sea, hurl ships
and people into nothingness in the
twinkling of an eye.

She saw preparations going on on the
shore that boded no good for any ves-
sel left afloat by the storm, and she de-
termined that so far as lay in her power
she would ‘succor the helpless.
settled sunllenly over

poured out his , b8 thot nly guidd
ure. - And she ‘

A mmaute later and she had stepped |’
over the threshold, and disap
the fast-increasing darkness.

Hastily making ber way to 8t. Quen-
tyn’s Paint, she réached that place just
i fire to see the faggots ignited by
one of the torchlights.
stopped long enough to see that it would
burn, and then went on their way to
execute some further order of their

peared in

The men only | admit of jumping out. He remained

Wolfgang himself was now upon the
beach, doling out liquor to “his chosen
followers, and watching with a prac-
ticed eve the long, lance-like tongues of
flame that now began to leap up in the
darkness of the night.

“Pile on more fuel, my hien;” he
cried, as another ¥oar ffom the ship’s
gun camg rolling over the water.. “Pile
up those faggots higher.
a brave light those sailors shall have to
go to bed by!” he shouted, as the
streaming fires soon threw in plain re-
lief the strange fantastic shadows of the
wreckers on the shore.

He threw a glance in the direction of
the old monastery. Again he roared;
this time in anger:

“Light the
tyn’s Point!”

“It was done, my chief,” said a voice
“T myself lit: the faggots

Oh, but i§ is

still ruder people. great fire on St. Quen-

at his side.
with my torch.”

“Then, by my beard!” cried Wolf-
gang, haughtily, “it was not well done.
There is not the ghost of a spark there,
as you can see for yourself.” -

“Strange!” muttered his lieutenant,
“I never saw a better
prospect - for a fire than when I was
there, a few minutes ago.” s

Taking a comrade, he hurried to the
‘What was his swrprise to find
the embers extinguished, and the fag=
gots carefuily scattered, far and wide.

Hastily rearranging them, he again
ignited the dry wood, and watching it
until it burned up clear -and bright,
he returned and reported the circum-
stance to his chief. Wolfgang listened
with a lowering brow. g

were still watching the
ad now begun to-start ap
from St. Quintyn’s Point, they were
both astonished to see them go out.

Wolfgang swore a terrible oath, as
he beheld the extinguishment of the
most prominent beacon fire. :

“Ho, there!” he shouted, hoarsely;
“a traitor tampers

| shot fell under a tree, and there the

St. Quentyn’s,

tion of souls. hurrying away.

dnata, which is the first specimen of its
race seen in England, and of which we
| have no specimen here, is attracting

flames that

liest of .created things, for it carxies in

with the signal
Go, you, my faithful men, and
mcte him out the deom he has courted
and which he richly deserves.”

At different points the fires were as
suddenly and mysteriously quenched.
Wolfgang strode along the beach, ex-
citing the wreckers to immediate ac-
Four of his most trusty #fol-
lowers were secretly to steal up to St:
Quentyn’s Point, and after replenish-
ing#he fire, was to retire cautiously in-
to the thickets, and wupon the first
motion of the mnknown enenty to de-
stroy the flames, they were to rush up-
on him and kill him with their cut-

ning and the concentrated agony of all

dangerous than the cobra or the korait, |
for 1t does not turn and run like the
one, or.flash into concealment like the
other, but with fearless pluck gives
fight, and pitches its eighteen inches of
length against any comer. A stroke of
a stick will break it in two, or a stone
will smagh it, but such is its venomous

hurricanes,

by every device in its power, staking
its own life on the mere chance of its

circle is twelve inches, but within it at

tl troubled
e trouble any point lies certain death, and in the

The wreckers begun to more
quickly to and fro on the beach, and,
sadder than all, there pealed out over
the sea the sound of the minute gun—
the signal of a ship in distress.

Once, twice, thrice, the thunderous
gun sentits message upon the air. From
her small retreat the Lady Christobel
peered dimly over the broad expanse
of shore, and saw the glancing torches
of the wreckers as they engaged in
council on the beach.

“Light up the beacon fires,” roared
a strangely-familiar voice, in the com-
manding tone of one accustomed fo
“Light the great fire on St.
Quentyn’s Point.”

The girl shook as if with an ague fif.

“It cannot—cannot be,”
with white lips.

A wrecker’s wife stood staring out
through the darkness, every muscle
strained to its utmost tension with the
excitement of the moment.

“It is -alone,
her hands tightly together.
my lady, how beautifully they are burn-

Foaming with rage and vexation the
chief paced the sands, waiting for the
cry which he knew would herald the
success of his lieutenant in carrying
out the scheme.

He had not long to wait.
purposely used a large bundle of pine
knots the third time, and a blazing pile
soon threw its fiery tongues far up in
the inky sky, lighting the.-old mon-
ostery with a weired effect. ~

Retiring into the dense shadows, they
watched for their prey. Soon a slim,
dark figure, with a large wooden vessel
in its hands, approached, and, throwing
the contents of the same quickly on the
blazing mass, proceeded to scatter the
smoking brards,

Then there was a rush, a single,
awful shriek, and the cry of “Oh, my
pealed out on the night air,
high above the roar of the sea and the
und of the breakers ‘beating on the

within ‘its reach the echis throwsits
body into a figure-of-eight coil, and, at-
tracting attention by rubbing its loops'T
together, which, from the roughness of
the scales (hence the epithet carinata),
makes a rustling sound, erects its head
in the center and awaits attack. No
one having once encountered this terri-
ble little creature can ever forget its
truculent aspect when aroused; its
eagerly aggressive air; its restless coils,
which, in constant motion one over an-
other .and rustling ominously ‘all the
time, bring it nearer and nearer to the
object ‘of its fury; its eye, mflignant
e¥en beyond those of other vipers, and
then the inconceivable rapidity of its
stroke. The echis does not wais to
strike until 48 swithin striking dis-
tance, but vents it malice in repeatedly
daxting .at noﬁhin‘g; hoping to aggra-
The wretched father recognized that | vate its antago
terrible death-cry. :
In the traitor slain by the waning fire
he found his child, the Lady Christobel.
Limp, motionless and white, she lay
upon the wet earth, the blood oozing
from a gaping wound in the neck in
streams that congealed beside her.
“My child, my child!” groaned Wolf-
gang, in an agony of frenzied grief,
Lifting the lifeless form in his strong
arms. “What have I done, wretch®hat

she laughed, clasping

quarters; ergmore probably as a mere
expression 'of 4§ own incontrollable
viciousness.. "~ - :

Christobel shook her arm roughly,
“For the love cf God, woman,” she
exclaimed, in'a voice of agony, “go you
among -those wretched:men, and ,tell
them I forbid it. - It is murder Tthey
are trying to do.”

The wrecker’s wife cowered before
the blazing eyes of the girl.

“I dare not,” she said, “it would
avail nothing, for they have higher

grocery trade ?”
here in business ?”

While he stood lavishing his insane failed ?”
caresses upon the ' dead face of his
daughter, the great bell at St. Quen-’|
tyn’s commenced to #oll.
ured stroke fell slowly and mournfully
on his ear, it seemed to him that it was
he accusing voice of his murdered

for a September failure; creditors ac-
cept 10 per cent; business removed to
larger and more commodious quarters.
Mr. Smith, let me call your attention
ta $10,000 worth of worthless railroad,
canal and bridge securities, which I can
‘| lamp you off at $?’ They’ll count you

face value in setthing with creditors,
and. show where your profits went.
Busy?  ‘Ah! TII call again. No trou-
ble/to show goods!”— Wall Sireet News,

“Oh, pitying heaven!” cried Christ- As its meas-
obel, “then will we go, and scatter the
burning brands ourselves?

away, there is no time to lose in idle

ith a mad ¢
with his hands.
“Let me die,” he said, in a vgjce 80
hoarse and choked that his followers
did not recognize it. . 7 Pt
“I have killed an angel; let me die!’”
and, with a terrible bound, he leaped
from the headland into the sea.
Through all that night, and for days
and nights to come, St. Quentyn
tolled slowly, sadly- solemnly—
eral of the fair
Christobel The wreck liste!
to its awful sound, grew saperstitsou
and afraid, and gradually abandened
their hamlet, seeking other haunts, and
it was only when wreckin i
ness, was given up, t
tolling continuon
on the approach of a great storm, it
still sends out its warning voice. |
‘For sixty years, I have heard ib as
you did this aftexnoen, and my father,
ived to the very great ;ga;;zog fte
years, said he had been guarded 11
its warnings through his tim
generally believed in“by his

“T cannot, I eannot
Christobel threw hastily a long black
wrap about her figure, and seized a
wooden vessel, used among the humble
people, for carrying water, “ButI com-
mand you,” she cried, “hear me, wom-
an, the daughter of Wolfgang, must be

ry, he smote his breast

The woman shuddered.

“But I must not go, my life wculd
be the forfeit.: Do you not know, my i
Imdy, that it is the yreat Wolfgang
himself, who orders the lighting of the
To extinguish them, is

beacon fires.
to be guilty of treason.”

At the mention of her father’s name,
, @8 if she had been struck

7 ‘dealers are selling large
sl Ladies rs nery fond ot
pure sprice gum. An. Augusts dealer.
gbéén sold a lot to goto-‘a mhﬁnery
estab t in New York city. It is
asse that girls are much better

workers in millinery shops and other
.similar establishments when they have
‘n abundance of gam to chew. A gen-
tleman ed s pound of spruce gum
with him to Africa. After his arrival

i the girl sank
heart.
but one Wolfgang, woman,” ’!y. But, re
she said, in a hollow voice.
be Wyndert Wolfgang—my father.”
The wrecker’s wife howed low before

“He ié our éhief,

“It cannot

thére a icnd, and almost immediately
nearly every American on the coast was

‘w:().f, that gum. The latest - “Olh, pa and the

( .my Lady,” she said |
ly. Then, suddenly, with a loud
, she sank upon her knees.

“But my tongue hath lost me my
sady,” -she wept.
ef’s secret, and my children
less if you

by treachery. He had a cousin, who

was .the pioress of a nunnery called |
‘Kirklees, and when he was aged and |

infirny; and suffering from an of
disease; he went to to be bled: =

Robiil was veFy sick when e reachad
the ?yyé of the ninnery, where he was
met by his cousin. Little thinking of
treachery, he suffered her to econduct
him to a room and open & vein in his.
arm. There he was left bleeding. The
door of the room was locked, and the
window was too high above ground to

in this state until the next day at noon,
when he thought to blow a blast on his
horn. It was a quavering and feeble
sound,  Little John was lingering
about, wait‘ng to see his beloved master.
When he heard the mornful blast he
sprang up and hutried to the hiinnety.
ﬁe broke locks and dashed opén doors
until he reached the room where Robin
lay dying. He fell on his knees and
begged to be allowed to Burn Kirklees
Hall and all the numaery; but Robin
said: “No, I never hurt a woman in
my life, nor a man in company with a
womsan, and I will not allow such a
thing to be done now. But string: my
bow for me, and give me it and a
broad arrow, which I will shoot from
the window, and where that arrow falls
there let my grave be dug. Lay a
green sod under my head and another
at my feet; and lay my bent bow by my
gide, for it has always made sweet.
musie for me.” :

This request was complied with by
Little John.: The arrow that Robin

bold chief was buried. His death was
probrbly near the year 1300. ~

Some worthy historians have doubted
whether such a man as Robin Hood
ever lived, and have classed the stories
of his exploits among the myths of the
ast. It is hardly probable, however,
hat thisis the eorrect theory. The
gafer and ‘more reasonablé conclusion
wotlld seem to be that Robin Hood
really reigned in the forests as repre-
sented, but that many of the stfories
about him have been exaggerated by
the ballad singers and early writers in
Englund.—Maurice Thompson, in St
Nicholas. —

The King of Asps.
A new snake, called the echis sar-

érowds t0 the Regent’s Park, London.
It is about a foot and a half long, and
the color is dingy gray. It is the dead-

its tiny head the secret of destroying
life with the sudden rapidity of light-

isons, = This king of the asps is more

malignity that it will challenge attack

adversary coming within the little cir-
cle of its reach. The radius of that.

bare hope of hand or foot trespassing

timto coming to closer’

*

The Cincinnati Way.
“Good-morning, Smith. How’s the

“Slow—veéry slow.”
“Let’s see. How long have you been

“Seven years.”

“how many times have yau

““Never, sir.” ; ;
HAhl T see. Well, T'll put you down

7 One of the National Vices.
“There is a brisk “demand for sprace

ezne of his countrymen residing

g

and I

° “T wish<yon would
Iam}{ﬂd (l);hyou,g d‘
man. “Iwould gi e;,,.‘nythh; “your:

or the minister gguld come in and halv):
a talk with you. Yourwmind is wander-
“ing,” and the ‘grocery man went to the
~door and looked up and down the street
to see if. somebody wouldn’t .come in
and watch the crazy boy, while he went:

. All aceounts affirin that Bobin Hood | }
lived to a very old and at last died

we have been. . I te

of the narrow escape we have had, it is
a wonder to me that we haye got along

as well as we have.”

“Well, when did you get out of the
asylum,” said the grocery man, who had
been standing back with open mouth

looking at the boy as though he was
orag?ﬁ tmg to have

“What you wan
yout head soaked. You are getting

80
yot reach out too far with that small
mifid of yours:. = In about anothet year
yoti will want to run this world your-
self. - I don’t think you are reforming
much. It is wicked for a boy of your
size to argue about such things. Your

- folks better send you to college.”

“What do I want to go to college for,

and De a heartless hazer,and poor base-
ball player. I can be bad enough at
home. The more I read, the more I
think. I don’t believe I can ever be
good enough to go to heaven, anyway,
ess I will go into the newspa-
r business, where they ddn’t have to
good, and where thegn have passes

: ow, I think
when I was built they left out a cog
wheel or something in my head. I can’t
‘think like some boys. I get to think-
ing about Adam andEve in the Garden |
of Eden, and of the dude with the’
cloven hoof that flirted with Eve, and
treated her and Adam to the dried ap-

evetywhere. Do you

ples, and I can’t think of them as some
boys do, with a fig-leaf polonaise, and
fig-leaf vests. I imagine them dressed
up in the latest styles I know it is
wtong, but that is what a poor boy has

to suffer who'has an imagination, and

where did I get the imagination? This
confounded imagination of mine shows

me Adam with a plug hat on, just like
our minister wears, and a stand-up col-
lar, and tight pants, and peaked-toed
shoes, and Eve is pictured to me  with
a crushed-angleworm-colored dress, and
brown-striped stockings, and hewspa-
pers in her dress to make it set.out,

and a hat with dandelions on, and a red

parasol, and a lace hahdkérchief; which
she puts to het lips and winks with her
left eye to the masher who is standing
by the corner .of the house, in an atti-
tude, while the tail with the dart'on
the end is wound around the rain water
barrel, so Eve won’t see it and get
scared. Say, don’t you think it is bet-
teYr for a boy to think of our first par-
ents' with clothes on, than to think of-
them almost naked, exposed to the in-
clemency of the weather, with nothing
but fig leaves pinned on? I want' to
do right, s near as I can, but I had
rather think of them dressed like our
folks are to-day, than to think of them
in a cyclone with leaves for wearing®
apparel,- Say, it is wrong to fight, bat
. don’t you think if Adam had put on ' a
pair of boxing gloves, when he found
the devil was gefting too fresh about
the place, and knocked him out in‘a
couple of rounds, and pasted him in the
nose, and fired him out in the 'summer
garden, that it would have been' a big
thing for this world. Now, lionest?”

“Lookahere,” said the grocery man,

who had been looking at the boyin dis-
may, “you had -better. go right home
and let yotur ma fix up some warm'drink
for you, and put you to bed. You are
all wrong in the head, and if you are
not attended to you will have brain
fever. I tell you, boy, you are in dan- |
ger. Come, I will go honie with you.”

“Oh, danger nothin’. I am just tell-

ing how things look to a boy who has
not got the facilities for being too good
in hig youth. Some boys can take things
as they read them, and not think any
for themselves, but I am athinker from
Thinkerville, and my imagination plays
th® dickens with me. There is nothing
Lread about old times but what I com-
pare it with the same line of business
at the present day. Now, when I think
of the fishermen of Galilee, drawing
their seines, I wonder what they would
have “done if there had been a law
%%ainst hauling seins, as there is in

isconsin to-day, and I can see a con-

stable with a warrant for the arrest of
the Galilee fishermen, snatching the
old apostles and taking them to the
police station in a patrol wagon. I
know it is wrong to think like that, but
how can I help it. Say, suppose those
fishermen had been out hauling their
seines, and our minister should come
along with his good clothes on, his
jointed. rod, his nickle-plated reel, and
his silk fish line, and his patent fish
hook, and put a frog' on his hook and
cast his line near the Galilee fishermen
and go to trolling for bass? What do
you suppose the lone fishermen of the

ible times would have thought about

the gall of the jointed-rod fisherman?
Do you suppose they wonld have thrown
stones.in the water where he was'troll-
ing, or would they have told him that
there was good trolling around @ point
about a half mile up the shore, where
they knew he wouldn’t get a_bite ina
week, the way a fellow at 'Mus?ego lake
lied to our minister a spell ago? .I tell
iy;ou, boss, it a sad thing for a boy to

ave an imagination,” and the boy put

his other knee in the %M by the
Wni, B v .. i
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goaway from here.
said the: grocery

of the books called the holy s
es cvnﬁ*lm?snll the word of
en

consequ ‘
| commanded in the Bible. The
ment of virgin purity, w >

and :

h@ dido’t want, and got pretty low
‘down. Then he thought it was a pret-
ty good scheme to be getting around
home, where they had three meals a
day, and spring mattresses, and he
started home, beating his way on the
trains, and he didn’t know whether
the-old man would receive him with
arms or pointed boots, but the old
man cAme down to the depot to mee&
him, and right there, before the passeng
gers and the condtictor and the brake-

men; hé wasn’} ashamed of his boy,

though he wad iagged, and looked as
though he had been on the war-path,
and the old man fell on his neck and
wept, and took him home in a’hack, and
had a veal pot-pie for dinner. That's
what-I call sense. A good many men
now days would have put thepolice on
the tramp and had him ordered out of
town. at! you going to close up
the store? Well, I will see you later.
I want to talk with you about some-

t.hin% that is weighing’ on my mind,”
and th

e boy got out just in time to save
his coat-tail from being caught in the

door, and when the grocery man came
back from breakfast ho found a sign in
front, “This store is closed till furthier

notice.—SHERIFFE.”—Peck’s Sumn.

Looking a Few Years Back.

Fifty years ago Young America was

a quiet, subdued and nice sort of youth,

quite unconscious that he was a popular
sovereignj or,. if he was aware of the

greatness to which he had been born,

willing to bear his honors meekly and

wait in the background till he became
of age and had a legitimate right to
claim his rich inheritance. The rod
had not then passed out of fashion and
parents still thought themselves the

superiors of their children, while filial-

reverence still lingered in the breasts
of their offspring.

Those days'were not perfeet, but they
had advantages to which many persons
look back with respect. If we have
less time to be formally polite and the
brevity of life no longer permits us to
dance the minuet, we can still be court-
eous in our moresmodern fashion. Even
if we ‘live in days in which the doctrine
of evolution has wrought a terrible dis-
enchantment, we need not euntirely lose
the sentiment of reverence which forms
the basis of  all respectful attention to
others. The rapid stream of life may
now and then be checked in its head-
long current, for deeent social ob-
servance and kind feeling may oftener

underlie the artificial manners and

small. etiquette which has taken the
place of ' the grander style and manner
of our ancestors. We are in danger of
allowing the glitter of wealth to supply

the place of solid virtues, and the super-
ficial refinement of an education that
includes a little of everything to be
considered equal to the truer and
deeper character that made our fore-
fathers worthy of all regpect. It is said
that the race 18 becoming smaller physi-
cally year by year. It is to be hoped
that the dimimution of body will not be
accompanied by a like contraction of
the reverential element and the moral
sense, in the saving of which is our only
refuge against the sea of materialism
that is setting in so heavily on us.——

San Francisco Chronicle.

Political Honors in China,
In order tQ secure even the first fruics

of political emolument a mode of pro-
cedure diametrically opposite to that
which obtains in most nations, and es-
pecially in the United States, is re-
quired. Instead of money or its equiv-
alent in “backers” and “heelers” brain
is there required, and an  exceedingly
swell-balanced and disciplined brain at
that. In no other nation upon the
earth are political honors’ based upon
scientific attainments in all branches of
study as they are in China, wherein are
illustrated the true principles by which
talent and wisdom are honored and re-
warded, literature, science, morals and
philosophy encouraged, and a nation’s
happiness and prosperity secured.

The avenues to station and power are

open alike to all. There are no dis-
tinctions save those of education; none
relative to nationality, color or previous
condition of servitude. All are alike
free to seek, and, if competent, to ob-
tain, positions of honor, from that of
petty magistrate of a village to Grand
Imperial Secretary—an office second
on I’ to that of Emperor. 5
e

w there are, it is true, who possess

the fortitude to undergo the necessary
educational training consequent to, and
upon which deﬁenda, his sole hope of
success. - Of

end. To diligence he¢ must add pa-
tience continuity, else will he fail to
secure the coveted prize.— Wong Chin
Foo, in Harper’s Magazine.

is studies there is no

Shakers.

. iThe SBhaker doetrines, as now formu-
lated, present the following points:
Belief in a God who is over all. That
in the Godhead are the male and fe-
i male principles, Father and Mother.

and

t whom they wore ‘ant.

The highest of these spirits is the
Christ, first descending upon Jesus,
who was the son '01"11&1’{;1‘1&’ Jo-
seph, and then upon Ann . The
direct fgu.,ida.m.ae of every believer by the
Christ order of spirits. The rejection
L. The

of the sacraments
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The Scott i.uw in Ohio.

So much has been said about the Scotb
liquor law, and the probable action of the
Supreme Court upon the question of its con-
stitutionality, saysthe Chicago News, that it
has become a subject of interest to the pub-
lo. Itis well known that the constitution

of Ohio prohibits the licensing of saloous,

and the clause was ratitied by the temper-
people in the expectation that its or
o |

ance
tion d put an end to the liquor

in that State. Such was not, however, the
as under the organic lJaw of the State
there was no power to restrain the sale of
liquor, and it ran riot In April last
the te passed what was Eknown as
the Scott law, which authorizes an annual
assessmen’ upon the business of liquor sell-
ing. A ease was made up and garrlod to the
f testing its

constitutionality. The other day the court
rendered its decision, all of the Judges ex-
cept one declaring the law to be constitu-
tional. The opinion seems to be that the
effect of the decision will be to sbrenqthen
the Republicans, as that partypchampiloned

Bupreme Court with the view

the law while their opponents ‘6pposed it

As two of the members of the Bupreme
Court are on the Beﬁublioan State tickét the

Democrats charge that they were guided as

much by their political ros&ects as by a
aw

gtrict construction of the the case.

The Czar and the Vatican.
An understanding has been arrived ab
between the heads of the respective churches

of Greece and Rome. 1he two churches

were formerly a unit, but as early as 482 A,

D. dogmatical differences sprung up between
them, which gradually threw them more
and more apart, until July 16, 1054, when the

pchism was completed. Various pro

posals
have since then been proposed an r:?ectod
‘for a union of the two churches ag: the

last being that of Pius IX., when, in 1 he
invited, by an encyclical letter, the entire
Greek church to a corpbrate union with
Rome, which proposition was rejected with
scorn. There is, however, in the Greek
church a faction that ‘- hopes and
prays for such a union, which embraces
some of the nobility and eocieties of the
Greek Church. That a modus vivendum has
been agreed upon by the heads of the East-
ern and Western churches is, in view of
their past histories, verysignificant. Under
this eoncordat the Russian Government re-

tains the right of inspecting seminaries,
gupervislon in the b of teachers,
and the education of Catholie children in

the Russian lan ag:i_lhhjstory and literature,
and abrogates the measures declared
against the Catholics in 1864: For the first
time in many centuries, the chasm between
the Eastern and Western churches seems to

be closing.
Assisted Emigration,
Our Government has at last taken decided
action to prevent Great Britain from un-

loading her paupers in this country. Having

tried every possible means, except those of

humanity and justice, to restore peace te

Ireland under her tyranny, Great Britain

began some months ago to ship the poor of
that country to this, in the hope that by re-

ducing the nopulutlbn there would be less
demand for land, fewer paupers to sgf)porc,
and an .element of political disci etude
banished from the island. In Ml{ tusev-
eral vessel loads of pauper-Irish larded in

Boston. Gov. Butler called the attention of
the ;Secretary of Btats to the matter,.and
gniet.ly since then has it been investigated.

‘he result is that enough proof has been
rocured to sustain the charge that
reat Britain is {;aylng » the passage of
emigrants 1 om Ireland to thiscountry. The

subject was brought up for consideration ab
a'meeting of the Calinet on Tuesday, and
under the dire:tion of the President Secre-
tary Folger instiucted the Collector of Cus-
toms in New York to prevent the landing of
all immigrants found to be paupers within
the meanintf of the law. Some of those who
have been donated to us are taken from the
workhouse and are usually persons well
along in years, with large families, which
have been and are the subjects of public
charity. On the same day that this action
was taken by the President the telegraph
informs wus that there were then
Wwaiting transportation from Queenstown
to the Unifted States 1 persons
from the Linnford Union, most of
whom have been taken from the workhouse,
While it is true that we have always prided
purselyves that our land was the asylum for
the oppressed of all nations, we have never
favored compulsory immigration, although
the voluntary immigrant, rich or poor, has
mays been welcome. Our Government

once before had to adopt similar re-

ptrictions in the case of Italy, which began
sending us her pau and cﬂ‘xynlna.h The

return of a ship-load or two put an end to

the trouble. and such will be the case of
Great Britain Let her deluge her dominion

of Canada with these people if the depopu-
lation of Ireland is necessary to the preser-
vation of the United*Kingdoms.

—— s—

SLAIN BY A BOY HUSBAND.

Mrs. Agnes Wynne ¥oolishly Dares the

Rage of Her Drunken Master.
" [New York Telegram.]

Eighteen months ago Agnes Wynne, aged
18, was married to James H. Wynne, aged 17.
For some time they had lived unhappily,
and Wynne says he had intended separating.
He had been drinking heavily and had gone
home to-day, when a quarrel took place. He
&lln'oatenedto ghoot her, and she answer:l(‘le

dare you to do it”
time she was

At
1 on a with
the baby beside hyni:g The boybgsb.nd
drew a revolver and fired. The bullet en-

tered his wife’s breast. He went for a phy-
sician, but mbaeqnent% Mrs. Wynne was

taken to the hospital wound was p:

nounced fatal and the young wife died to--

FASHION NOTES.

—_ GRAY is steadily mog:dngtn popularity,

. ﬁ-lmnﬂn’g.t:bhckmolenoot
Surrs of terra cotta are fast losing their | .
g:pm,m no strictly new ones are to | Senator

entrance and ap-
5

: mﬂa a:meu
2 f f‘. etta, and Rose

to the Mediterranean

A ¥iArMER in Vermont u,uma» 4
' Mozaxt Handel, but car’t even play zm

' EpMUND

. The were brought
city, .nd':e far as can be
thelxxunu as 3

5. N. Talles, aged 34, conductor, residing -
st Dradford; toesibly mangied, died i

-"‘5‘:‘3{& Ford, brakeman, of Bradford, had

both legs broken, and fatally inj in<

ternally,
Mike Downs, brakeman, of Bradford, had -
both feet cut off, and fa injured; died
at ¢ o'clock this afternoon. ‘ ,
Quinn, of Bradford, traveling sales-

man, died on the relief train. :
&gcelg.m. an Italian laborer, was in-

tan!

S W i Davis, of Olean, Pa,, received a ter-
rible gash on the head, and is supposed to
belf.lt,‘]%ll!lmot Bradford, leg broken and
out the abdomen, died at noon

and body badly crush 1
me;al 0'Connell, of Altoona, dangero
ared.

.]10 h Ravella, of Altoona, badly hurt,
and .w-‘Hl bably nof recover.
Mrs. W. H McOurdy and baby, of Brad;
ford, slightly cutabout the head and arms;
child bruised.

John COollins, of Limestone, N, Y,, badly
Burt on the head.

J. Bosway had several ribs broken and
gevere contusions about the head.

J. Oosmillo, an Italian, leg broken in two
places. .

R. Coemglo. nmtzfotheéu%:l‘ the above, 1ib
stove in and condition c

“Pop” Downs, engineer of the second train,
was gﬁo only one hurt in his crew. He saw

the severed section a) aching, and, after
reiv;x:i‘::g his engine, jumpod, esoaping with
ruises.
. r8, MoCurdy, who was onl{nlllgl‘xt.ly in.
jured, has made a statement in which she
Says that the conduoctor and both brakemen,
who were in the car with her, were asleep.
-It 18 not yet known to whom blame is most
to be attached.
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HORSE VS. BOAT.

A Novel Race—A Horse Beaten by
a Sail Boat.

[Telegram from New York city.]

A steel-gray horse and a skeéleton wagon
in which sat a determined-looking man
wearing a linen duster, with a straw hat tied
under his chin, sped away from the corner
of Madison ayenue and Twenty-seventh
street at b o’clock thismorning. Simultane-
ously a catamsran sail-boat scudded into the
East river from the foot of Twenty-fourth

street. 'The race between Ezra Daqrtti?l
horse, B&)at;on, atgdsgedo&ok Hughes n&uﬁ:;
mar esse ny Oreek, 3 e
mﬁe:n’nway, tor $1,000 a side, had begun.
Trainer Schenck followed Daggett in a
square-box bugﬁ. When e trainer
pulled rein on his tired mag in front
of the Huguenot Hotel in New BoohogeA
at 7:80 o'clock in the morning, he
hatd tl]:le p]:l“ntr:le of nbe Mr. Bol.):ogl;
ettt ho m up
gnd wher away. '{he owner ha’ lnxll an
hour retted his horse and ref:-sh h?;-
gelf. The groom said that Boston had not
turned a hair in his jaunt of eighteen milés.
At 7:58 o'clock a crowd on the shore of the
sound saw Jessesail by. Two minutes later,
Mr. Schenok, with a fresh horse, was -
suing Boston. New Rochelle was'exolted. °
It had bet $2,500 variously on the race At
133 p.m. areporter who had goneto B -
p&rt by ra’l saw Boston approaching a
cloud of dust. Half of the dust belonged to
Mr. Schenck’s -horse.. Boston had come the
forty-four miles from New ‘Rochelle in
six hours and three minutes "The
distance of twenty-tbree miles between
Stamford and Bridgeport was trotted in two
and a quarter hours, It was a race nearly
all the way. A great crowd gathered at the
stable. The wind had s to the south
since 10 o'clock, and was now favoring the,
boat, Av 1:46 o'glock the horses
their heads toward New Haven. The sun
was blazing down. They were soon covered
with foam, but the road was fine, and they
got over eight miles to Milford in thirty-
eight minutes. Oity folks in the summer
reridences, who knew the New York hoiu
was to pass their way, were out 100 or
it. Bbtorethe travelers reached New Haven
they w:r& almost certain that the boat was
ahead o em, -

A steady southerly breeze had been blow
ing for five hours, and must have carried
the boat beyond New Haven, barring an ao-
cident, but they ed the horses on. It
was 9:80 p. m. when n trotted through
Water street, New Haven, past the ut}rou!
station, with ten miles yet to go to Btony
Creek. He was Ifotnc about miles an
hour. Here Mr. Daggett got word that he
had lost the race, T&{» ocatamaran had
med New Haven at 2: Crossing Tom-

on's bridge, the cool breeze from the
harbor struck Boston and chilled him fo
the bone. He dropped into a walk, and Mr.
Daggett halted wunder a clump
ttetu and mbbted hix: :!lgwn .lrhd
a few drops (of spiri wn
He rallied and spun over another to the
Four Corners House,reaching it a little after
4:30. Atelg;hono message th
arrival of the catamaran at Stony

Mr. Daggett, here, and he rested his

Sgom Ernet:lk,'l'ar:lgv?m there at 184&

n e y
for nyinety miles, fifteen hours and forty-five
minutes. The horse was in oodc::zﬂm.
and was treated to a feed of and
mash.. To-night he shows no signs of
covered ninety miles ginoe morning.
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PERSONAL.

TurPER, the poet, is a spiritualist.
Ir issald that Hanlan has made $53,000 in
the last six years by rowing.

OLe Buiy's MW
Lowell's residence at e

Jomn M. Coox, hand ‘of the. “persopally.
conducted” tourist been decorated
ﬂthﬁoldﬁdbh%"%< e U RT

BMW’:‘WBW'I‘
by electric light. He doesn’t wantto have a
wheel taken off by a cab or a -hiphcpo-’ .

Onof the children of MH,W‘ ! F
! : Puinett, was P
’"‘mumm, (1
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