CHAPTER VII—(Continued.)

' Gladys Rane and Captain Wynyard
were old friends, who had danced togeth-
er a hundred times before, and would
in all probability dance together a hun-
dred times again; there was nothing sur-

ing in it. But any one who saw Lady

ura Wynyard when her eyes first fell
on the pair would have thought that
something terrible had occurred. Her
face grew perfectly white, the color died
even from her lips, and her eyes gleamed
even with a strange light. She stood
watching them in silence for a few sec-
onds, and thea passed on. There was
nothing unusual in their manner; but it
seemed to her as though she had received
some deadly wound. "Then she tried to
Jaugh herself out of her unpleasant
thoughts. There was nothing in it; her
husband was merely dancing with an old
friend. Yet at that moment Lady Laura’s
martyrdom began.

The ball was a most brilliant one. An-
gela seemed to enjoy it thoroughly, and
she and her mother were surrounded with
admirers. Lady Laura looked radiantly
beautiful; but, though she laughed and
chatted gayly, her blue eyes were restless
and wandered continually in search of
her husband. She did not quite recover
her color, and there was something in her
smile that to a close observer would have
suggested tears. And for what? When
she asked herself that question she was
ashamed.

A time came when she found herself
near Angela, and she histened to her
daughter.

“Angel,” she asked, “where is the Cap-
tain? I cannot see him. Is he in the
ballroom 7’

Angela *looked round with inocent, un-
conscious eyes.

“I do not see him, mamma. Ah, yes,
there he is—near the conservatory door
with Miss Rane.”

“I do not wish to stay here any longer,”
said Lady Laura. “Do you not think it Is
time we left? We shall be late for Pem-
burn House.”

As plainky as if her mother had spoken
them, Angela read her thoughts, read her
jealousy and fear.

“I am quite willing to go home,” she re-
plied.

“Tell the Captain I want to speak to
him, will you, Angela?”’

Much against her will, the young girl
crossed the room to him. He was so
deeply engrossed in conversation that at
first he did not notice her; but Gladys
sat her and welcomed her kindly.#

“Mamma wishes to speak to you, Cap-
tain Wynyard,” said Angela, with her
usual cold formality.

“I am engaged,” he replied, brusquely.

Half an hour afterward he made his
way to his wife's side.

“We had better go,” she said; “we
shall be late for Pemburn House.”

But he did not care to leave Gladys
Rane,

“I find it so pleasant here,” he said,
turning away, “that, with your permis-
sion, I shall stay an hour longer.”

i
| CHAPTER VIII.
. It was not without many a hard strug-
gle that Gladys Rane had compromised
with her conscience, and accepted, under
the name of friendship, what she well
knew to be love.
- 80 a few weeks ran pleasantly on. The
. Captain was ®reful to do nothing that
could srouse his wife’s suspicion. He was
kind to her in a careless fashion, and she
had not the faintest idea that his whole
heart was consumed with love for an-
other woman. He was absent from home
a great deal, but then he had so many
engagements,

One e¢verning, when he had been dancing
with Gladys at the house of a friend,
and had taken her afterward into the con-
servatory, she said to him:

“Do you know, Vance, we have not had
a ride together for a long time? and, of
all things, I enjoyed most a ride with you.

suppose you are always on duty with
ber ladyship?”’ £

“I will ride with you to-morrow, if you
wish it,’ he answered, eagerly. “It will
be a greater pleasure to me than it can
be to you.”

“I should like it,” she said. “But what
will Lady Laura say?” she asked.

“Just what she likes. But there ivill be
no need to tell her. We will not wait for
the fashionable hour; let us go in the

_ early morning. You can manage that,

Gladys?” s

“Y will manage it, whatever the cost,”,
“ghe replied, and she did.

- "They had a long ride together, and both
; yed it all the more because it was a

But, seeinggher husband looking some-
at tired that evening, Lady Laura said
suddenly:

‘e you been riding to-day, Vance?”

he answered quickly, “No.”
ter that same evening the Captain
his wife attended an “at home” given
‘one of the leaders of fashion, the

of Hverton.! Among the guests.

an old friend of Lady Laura’s, a
%ﬂ“ Langton, a pretty, fashion-
an, who came to her now with a
ve just heard some one say that
1 hip has one of the handsomest
in London,” she said, “and I
inclined to believe it is true. I
 he takes those carly rides to pre-
s health and beauty?”
es!” echoed Lady Laura. “I
7 you can call them early.
the rest of the world.”

‘noon when I saw him with

‘the park this morning.”
abered suddenly what

#ie

n,” she replied; “m
M’riding to-day; he

gton had not the faint-
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ship; and then some friends joined them
and the subject dropped.

Lady Laura, however, did not forget it.
Whern they were in the drawing-room at
home—the Captain recruiting exhausted
mature with is favorite remedy, brandy
and seltzer, Lady Laura looking beautiful
and stately in her rich velvet and dia-
monds—she said to him:

“Vance, did you ride this morning?”

Again he answered, “No.”

“I knew you did not!” she cried. “Mrs.
Gilder Langton told me she met you and
Miss Rane.”

Lady Laura could not help seeing how
hotly his face flushed, and how fierce
was the gleam that came into his eyes.

If he had laughed good-naturedly, she
would have forgotten all about the inci-
dent, but his anger made her suspicious,
and she resolved to find out the truth for
herself. After a few words with Mrs.
Gilder Langton, she knew that her hus-
band had been out riding with Gladys
Rane, and had kept the matter sécret
from her. It was the secrecy that dis-
tressed her. Why had her husband sought
to keep the truth from her? From that
hour her suspicions and her jealousy were
awakened, and she did what she had not
done before—she watched her husband
and Gladys Rane—watched them, and, in
so doing, almost broke her heart. She
told herself that she had been blind and
credulous—that she had been asleep; for
who that saw them together could doubt
that her husband loved Gladys Rane? She
noticed how frequently he danced with
her, how often, when the dances were
ended, he disappeared with her into con-
servatories or shaded retreats. She saw
the delight in his face when he met her.
Slowly she realized the fact, and she re-
membered, with something like terror,
Angela's words, “He will marry you for
your money, but he loves Gladys Rane.”
A horrible fear took possession of her.
Suppose that those words were true—that
he did love another? The very thought
made her heart sink within her. He was
the idol of her life; all the brightness and
warmth of her existence came from him;
and if he cared for some one else, there
was an end to her happiness. She could
never live and know that his love was
given to another.

CHAPTER IX.
Lady Laura Wynyard was suffering
from nervous headache. She had tried
many remedies, but had found no relief.
Yielding to her mother’s entreaties, An-
gela had joined a party of young people
intent upon going to see the picturesque
ruins of Bramber Castle and driving
home by moonlight. The Captain and his
wife had also been invited; but the latter
was not well enough to go out, and the
gallant Captain found a greater attrac-
tion nearer home. He had left the hotel
soon after luncheon, saying that he should
be home in time for dinner. Lady Laura
had been alone during the afternoon and
evening, and it was in consequence of her
terrible weeping that the nervous head-
ache came on. Doris Newsham, one of
the most faithful maids, was in despair,
for her mistress’ headache would not
yield to any of her usual remedies.
I know what would do you good, my
lady;” she said; “but perhaps you would
not like to try it.”
“I would do anything to get rid of this
trying pain,” returned her ladyship.
“What is it, Newsham 7"’
“Why, my lady, if you would go and
stand at the pier-head, and let the sea-
breeze blow round you, I am sure it would
do you good.”
“The remedy is simple enough; I will
try it, Newsham,” said her ladyship. .

“Shall I go with you, my lady?” asked
the maid.

“No; I prefer to be alone. Give me a
cloak and veil; I do not care to be recog-
nized, fial could not talk to any one.”

Lady Laura walked to the head of the
pier. 'I‘he sea was rough; the waves
seemed to tumble over each other in their
haste; the breeze was full of a refreshing,
briny ordor. Gradually it cooled the burn-
ing temples, it eased the weary, heavy
eyes. It was like a breath of relief. The
evening shadows were falling thick and
fast over land and sea as Lady Laura
stood looking at the white cliffs beyond
which lay Rottingdean and Newhaven,
the lights that shone on the vessels out
at sea. In the presence of the grandeur
of nature's work, she forgot herself and
her troubles.

Suddenly she became aware of two fig-
ures sitting not far away from her, on
one of the side seats looking toward the
sea—a man and & woman—and the man
was leaning, with an air of loving tender-
ness, toward his companion. Ina moment
she recognized the outline of her hus-
band’'s broad shoulders. She could not
see his face; but she was none the less
sure that it was he, and that the woman
who was with him was Gladys Rane.

Drawing her veil more closely round
her face, Lady Laura stood still and
watched them. They were talking earn-
estly, but she could not distinguish what
they said. Once she saw her husband
clasp Gladys' hand; but the hand was
quickly withdrawn. She watched them
like one spell-bound. This was her own
husband; this man who had stolen out
in the shadows of evening to meet anoth-
er woman—her own husband; and, though
he cared so little for her, she loved him
with all the devotion of a true and loyal
wife. Should she go to him and demand
an explanation of his conduct? No; for
he might say that she had followed him;
‘he might humiliate her before her rival;
he might say that he had met Miss Rane
accidentally, and that they were enjoying
the beauty of the soft gray evening to-
gether. No; it would be useless to con-
front him. He would only laugh her to
scorn, and her rival would triumph,

She sat down on one of the seats at the
end of the pier, her brain on fire, her
‘heart beating wildly. She longed with
an inexpressible longing that the ecalm
and repose of death would come to her
rescue. Life held nothing for her but
utter misery unrelieved by a gleam of
happiness. Even should her husband re-
pent of his unkindness and love her with
his whole heart, it would never blot out
from her memory this terrible ordeal. If
death would but come to her and release
her from the pain and the fever of life!

Rising from her seat, she made her way
through the crowd and returned to the

Sbe went softly up the great

‘{ hotel. Sbhe w
staircase, and met Newsham at the

door

|

of her room. The maid uttered an excla-
mation of alarm at the sight of her mis
tress’ colorless face.

“Why, my lady,” she exclaimed, “you
look worse!”

“I am worse, Newsham,” returned her
ladyship, “I will not go down again to-
night.”

Before she had opened the door of her
room, Lady Laura heard light and rapid
footsteps, and the Captain, looking the
beau-ideal of manly beauty in his evening
dress, stood before her.

“Not coming down to dinner, Laura?”
he cried. “How is that?”’

“I am tired,” she answered, coldly.

“Tired! You puzzle me. The quieter
you are, and the less you go out, the
more you complain of fatigue.”

“You ask me why I sm tired,” she re-
plied; “I will tell you. I had a bad head-
ache, and I went for a walk to the end of
the new pier. You will understand.”

And the expression of the Captain’s face
was a study as the full meaning of her
words dawned upon him.

(To be continued.)

JUDGES IN SCOTLAND.

Quaint Law Which Governs Their Ele
vation to the Bench.

By an old act of the Scottish parlia-
ment the qualifications of a judge in
Scotland are quaintly set out. He is
to be “ane man that fearis God, of gude
literature, practik, judgment and un-
derstanding of the lawes, of gude fame,
havand sufficient living of his ain, and
wha can make good expedition and dis-
patch of matters touching the lieges
of the realm,” and by a later statute
the judge is to be at least 25 years of
age, DBy the act of union writers to
the signet of a certain standing are
eligible for seats on the bench, as well
as members of the faculty of advocates
have always managed to retain the
honor for themselves,

The most curlous circumstance con-
nected with a new appointment is the
probationary trials the nominee has
to go through to show whether he s
a fit and proper person. By an old
rule of court he was required to sit
three days with one of the puisnes, andl
report on cases heard by him there
to the inner honuse, i. e., the court of ap-
peals, and then sit for one day in the
inner house and give his opinion on the
cases debated there. In one old case
the court rejected a nominee as not
being duly qualified, and in another
Instance they claimed to exerclse the
same power, which led to the passing
of an act-which provided that, even if
the presentee is reported not to be qual-
ified, the crown may insist on his ad-
mission.

Nowadays, the “trials” occupy only a
few hours; the lord probationer is in-
varlably found qualified, and is at once
transformed from ‘an “‘apprentice” in-
to a regular senator of the college of
Justice. All Scotch judges are entitled
to be called “lord,” but that does not
confer on their wives the title of “la-
dy,” and this, in some Instances, where
the judge has taken a territorial title,
has given rise to some misconstruction.
It is said that a certain lord of ses-
sions, who bore one of these territorial
titles, accompanied by his wife, visited
a south coast watering place, and in-
scribed his and his wife's names In
the hotel book as “Lord X, and Mrs.
Y.” This brought the landlord upon
the scene at once. *‘“Beg your pardon,
my lord,” said he, *“I fear you must
find accommodations elsewhere; this
is a respectable house.” The use of
these territorial designations was much
more common in former days than
now. Boswell's father, it may be re-
membered, was Lord Auchinleck. The
practice, indeed, seemed to be dying
out, when the old custom was recently
resuscitated by Mr. Mackintosh and
Mr, Gloag, who occupy seats on the
bench with the titles of Lord Kyllachy
and Lord Kincairney respectively.—
Westminster Gazette,

A Holy Fair at Allahabad.

At Allahabad, in the northwest prov-
inces of India, a religious fair is held
periodically on the dry part of the bed
of the Ganges, to which natives of all
castes and from all parts of India
travel in order, by bathing in the sacred
river, to obtain release from sins or to
cure disease. Thousands upon thou-
sands of Hindus make this long and
weary pligrimage, and during the
height of this gathering the city teems
with natives of all conditions. Some
make a vow to measure the whole jour-
ney of their pilgrimage, hundreds of
miles, perhaps, by the length of their
bodies. This they effect by lying flat on
the ground, making a mark where their
head comes, rising and toeing this
mark, and then lying down again, and
60 on until they arrive at their destina-
tion.

Others carry weights, others gall thelr
flesh with chains. Indeed, the means
adopted for self-mortification are count-
less. The bathing is conducted on re-
markable lines. The sacred river itself
is by no means inviting. Within a few
yards of the devotees who are drinking
of the holy stream or bathing in it,
vultures may be seen preying on human
corpses that float down. Yet this very
water is taken away by:men;in various
vessels suspended from long poles deco-

with tiny flags, and eold far away
up country at many annas, and even
rupees, for a single drop, so deep and
etrong is the Hindu’'s faith in the water
of the sacred river.

Aconcagua, the highest peak on the
Western hemisphere, is to be attempted
again this fall by Mr. B. A. Fitzgerald,
who explored the New Zealand Alps.
If he succeeds In getting to the top,
which 1s 28,200 feet above sea level, he
will beat the highest mourtain-climb-
ing record, Sir W. M. Conway’s 22,600
feet ascent of Pioneer Peak in the Him-
alayas. Dr. Gussfeldt has tried Ac-
oncagua, but got into trouble with his
guides and had to turn back two thou-
sand feet from the summit, Mr. Fitz-
gerald will have In his party the Swiss
guide Zurbriggen, who accompanied
him in New Zealand and was with Con-
way in the Himalayas.

Elizabeth, in her 'old age, had a red
nose and was very much ashamed of
it. One of her maids of honor has left
a very curlous account of the scrupu-
Jous care with which the queen’s nose
was painted and powdered before any
public appearance. :

Nero was near-sighted. He had a
transparent gens which enabled him to
watch the sports of the gladiators, It
was belleved to have a magic property,

but is now supposed to have been an
accidental lens, 9V

ALL RICHT IN THE END,
Your heart i& bowed -with a transient
grief, %
Your eyes are misty with “ears;
There's a sorrow deep and there’s no
“ relief
Ahead in the maze of years.
So it seems to you as you weep to-day,
Yet sorrow may be your friend;
So keep wp your courage a while and
pray,
"Twill come out right in the end.

There never-was day so dark and drear
But that, ere the sands had run,
The clouds would shift and the heavens
clear
To the smiling face of the sun.

There never was cruel stab or blow
Inflicted by foe or friend 7
But there was a balm, God willed it
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"T'will come out right in the end.
There never love
wronged
Or throttled by vengeful lies,
Rut time atoned for the joys
longed,
And love that
rise.
O, heart, rise up from the slough’s de-
spond,
Your faith must not swerve or bend;
Let hope be pinned above and beyond —
"T'will come out 1ight in the end.
—Roy TIarrell Greene,

OVER THE DAM,

By Mrs. M. E. Kendall.

“Now, Lou, be good, and tell -us
honestly how it came about that you.
once Louise Crofton, the belle of Ivy-
side, became Mrs. Darwin, instead of
the wife of the handsome, elegant, re-
fined Charles Mountain, the semi-mill-
fonaire, to whom Madam Rumor and
all the rest of us had you more than
nineteenths engaged.”

That is the question that I, as speaker
pro tem for a party of petticoated pests,
put to Mrms, Louise Darwin, the petted
wife of an honest, upright, very plain,
not overeducated, independent farmer,
to whom she had been eighteen months
married, and whom she loved with her
whole heart; while Denton Darwin
worshjped her as.the devout Persian
does his sun-deity.

“Don’t you know, we went over the
dam together?’ was the laconic an-
swer I received in behalf of myself and
Inquisitive clients; which answer made
us only the more clamorous for details,
and so we besieged the somewhat reti-
cont Louise en masse, threatening her
with suffocation by hugging—all of us '
—right around her neck, unless she |
surrendered at discretion, and afforded |
us the information demanded,

“0, yes; most of us remember your
going over the dam in company with
your husband that is now. But then
that was two and a half years ago, and
we have never quite determined how
that simple circumstance could have so
entirely revolutionized Louise Crofton's
matrimonial ideas.”

“I am well aware how widely you all
guessed of the truth in discussing the |
Iucident and its results. But as I always |
argued it was really the business of no
one except myself and the man who is
now my husband, I know of no reason |
why you should not be permitted to |
guess on to your heart's content, with-
out my volunteering an explanation.”

“Now, Lou, you're a tyrant, and a
barbarian, to snub us in this manner.
We only wanted to—"

“Ah, yes, girls—I understand. You
ouly wanted to add a few more meshes
to your man-catching nets. Well, $ou
shall be gratified; not that I approve of
dimity man-traps; but that one or two
of you are in need of an illustrated ar-
gument, and perhaps all of you may
deem it advisable to go over the dam
some day before dropping your family
identity at the altar forever; and so 1
will tell you the story.”

“Ah! there's a darling. Now you are
really good, Lou!” And we all got closer
around Louise Darwin, flinging our-
selves down on the velvet sward under
the old elm out there on the lawn, in a
listening attitude. X.ou told us the
story very prettily and briefly. I will
endeavor to be as brief; though I can
not hope to be as entertaining with a
pen as Mrs. Darwin was in her real
communication,

“Several of you girls were eye wit-
nesses of the incident; but as some of
Yyou were not, I will relate the circum-
stances in brief, as they occurred.

“A party of some thirty persons,
quite one-half of whom were young
ladies of about my own age, had
crossed in boats the larger branch of
the river, to a narrow, wooded island
about a mile above the Fairfield dam,
for the purpose of fishing, wandering
in the woods and social gnjoyment
generally.

“Three days previously Denton Dar-
win had solicited my hand in marriage,
and I had rejected him—not rudely anil
heartlessly, for as a friend I regarded
him very highly; but as I ndither loved
him nor any man, I had no idea of giv-
ing myself away until my heart had a
word to say in regard to the transfer,
This I frankly told Darwin, and though
he regretted his failure, he was in no
wise offended, and it was agreed that
our relations of friendly intimacy
should continue uninterrupted.

“Charles Mountain was my escort up-
on the occasion, and availing himself of
an opportunity that occurred during a
ramble through the wood, he declared
hig love for me in a manner somewhat
impetuous, and besought me to accept
his heart, hand and fortune.

“Mr. Montain’s attentions to myself
had for several months been so particu-
lar that local gossip had declared an en-
gugement, which assertion I never took
the pains to contradict. Indeed, I was
rather proud of such a possibility; for
Charles Montain was rich, refined, of
good family, unexceptionable in char-
acter, and I knew of no earthly reason
why any girl, having her affections en-
listed in the right direction, should not
accept him on presentation. It was
only that my own affections were not
so enlisted that I did not accept him un-
conditionally. As it was, I declined
the proffered alliance, but in a manner
that gave him a wide margin for future
pursuit, of which he assured me he
should certainly avail himself.

“Mr. Darwin was of our party and al-
though unaccompanied by any lady,
he was very entrrfaining, attentive and

was 80 cruelly
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was crushed would

serviceable to all; and before the day
was half over every one of us of the
feminine persuasion voted Denton Dar-
win an absolute necessity in all future
picnie, boating or woodlawn execur-
sions.

“By the merest accident, about an
hour previous to the time fixed for our
return home, five of us—Charles Mon-
tain, Denton Darwin, Philip Fallonsby,
Mary Watson and myself—met near
where our little fleet lay moored to the
river bank; and at some one’s sugges-
tion ¥t was resolved that in one of the
boats we should make an excursion
around the foot of the island, and, pull-
ing up in the eddy on the opposite shore
join the remainder of our party, who
had improvised am extempore bush
concert near the bank on that side.

“Entering a light skiff, the smallest
of the fleet, we set out on our minia-
ture voyage, and with Fallonsby, who
was an expert waterman, at the oars,
we went gliding down the swift current
as gracefully and fleet as the startled
swan.

“We were in mid-channel, and almost
down to the foot of the island, when
our oarsman, by a sudden overstrain of
hig left-hand oar in bringing the bow
ot the boat round toward the island,
snapped the treacherous blade short
off in the row-lock. The mishap sent
Fallonsby sprawling backwards into
the bottom of the boat, and in his tum-
ble he lost overboard the remaining
oar, which in a moment drifted beyond
our reach, and there we were, helpless,
drifting at the mercy of the current ~
each moment becoming more power-
ful—right down toward the Fairfiela
dam, over which the river dashed in a
foaming cataract, and where escape
from destruction would be a miracle.

“For the space of—it might have been

thirty seconds, all remained quiet aud
breathless with astonishment, and ter-
ror. The silence was as profound as
that of the tomb, and the frail skiff was
whirled with fearful velocity toward
the yelling dam. Then a boisterous
exclamation of joy broke from Mon-
tain: :
* ‘Fallonsby, there is a chance for us.
Down yonder where you see that rock
just above water, the depth is not more
than four feet all the way across the
river. By stripping off coats and vests,
and holding firmly to each other, we
can gain the shore by wading.’

* ‘And would you abandon these help-
less girls to destruction without an ef-
fort to save them? indignantly asked
Darwin,

* ‘Self-preservation is the first law of
nature,” replied Montain, dashing his
coat, hat, and vest into the bottom of
the skiff.

“‘We can only save ourselves’ cried
I'allonsby. And down went his coat
and panama, along with Montain’s.

*‘Go, then, cowardly wretches that
you are!’ exclaimed Darwin, contemp-
tuously. ‘It is some relief to know that
our last breath will not be drawn from
an atmosphere tainted by the presence
of such pcltroons.’

“The boat had reached the upper
edge of the belt of shallow water, and
without reply to Darwin’'s taunt, Mon-
tain and Fallonsby simultaneously
leaped overboard, and grasping each
other fiercely, began fighting their way
laboriously towards the shore. But an
cscape by fording was a far more diffi-
cult feat to accomplish than they had
imagined; and by the time they had
reached the rock alluded to by Mon-

| tain, and which lay at about one-third

the distance from where they leaped
from the boat to the shore, they were
both so entirely exhausted that it was
with considerable difficulty they man-
aged to drag themselves out of the
water upon the flat surface, affording
scarcely sufﬁ(’ie.nt room for two per-
sons, and in no place a foot above the
water,

“In the meantime Darwin had not
cffortless resigned himself and us to
impending fate. You would think that
under the circumstances there was
nothing that human agency coull
achieve to avert our doom. It was thus
that Mary and I argued at the time;
but Darwin thought our lives worth a
desperate effort, and he made it.

“A moment after Montain and Fal-
lonsby left-us ke was overboard also.

striving like a very Hercules for our’

salvation. IFirst he endeavored to sus-
tain the boat against th» current by
setting his shoulder against the down-
siream side, and seeking to force it
gradually endwise towards the rock.
against the upper side of which, if he
could but gain it, he quietly informea
us he could securely lodge the skift
urntil some one of the other boats could
come to our rescue. Finding himselt
Laffled in this attempt by the force of
the current, he dexterously whirled the
bow of the skiff up stream, and plant-
ing his feet firmly against the projec-
tions of the ledgy bottom, he sought
first to force the boat diagonally across
the stream towards the shore. In this
he for a little time made some prog-
ress; but the strength of the current
was too powerful. for human endur-
ance, and our brave champion was fas:
becoming exhausted. While we—poor
helpless things—all we could do was sit
there and pray God to spare so geney-
ous and brave a hero, even were we
ourselves doomed to perish.

“Darwin glanced towards the two
men cowering there on the rock, and ex-
claimed. in a tone eloquent in its very
bitterness: . ;

“‘0, if those wretches had but re-
mained and-coupled their strength with
mine, how easily we might have sus-
tained the boat and saved you!

“Then finding that he could no longer
force the skiff another atom against the
surging current, he resolutely set him-
self against the lower gunwale, and
said very quietly:

“‘Louise and Mary, I will battle
against our fate while my! strength
lasts, Perhaps relief may reach us
before I am quite conquered.’

“At that moment a clear ringing
shout réached our ears from the water
a little distance above us, and looking
in the direction whence the shout came
we discovered a man fighting his way
toward us with superhuman efforts, in
part supported by a branch of some
light wood. As he drew near we rec-
cgnized Charley Cheever, who, as we
subsequently learned, had been ramb-
ling alone about the foot of the island.
auq observing the accident of the oa
breaking at the moment it occurred
had instantly cast aside his boots, coat
and hat and plunged into the stream,
hoping to overtake wus before ‘we
reached the dam, and aid us as he

might py his superior knowledge of
water craft. :

“On reaching us, Charley was quite
as much exhausted as Darwin himself,
and his first word was a declaration
that it was sheer folly for them to at-
tempt to Sustain the boat there until
they became utterly helpless, and fin-
ally be forced over the dam like an old
saw log.

*“Glve me a hand here—both of you
girls. Now—a long pull, a strong pull,
and a pull all together.” And by the
united efforts of Mary, myself anq
Charley, that young gentleman was in
the skiff directly, and not many sec-
onds later he had Darwin in also, and
the ‘boat was drifting swiftly onward
again towards the dam.

“Charley Cheever was a discarded
suitor of Mary’s, while Fallonsby, who
had so basely abandoned her in the
moments of extreme peril, rumor said
was her accepted lover.

“Queer arrangement, wasn't it, girls?
There we were, two foolish girls drift-
ing to destruction with our rejected
suitors, while our accepted ones were
perched on a rock away up there in the
middle of the river, like sea-lions, only
there was very little of any sort of lion
about them.

“ ‘Now, then, Denton,’ said Charley,
gaily but earnestly, ‘let us to work and
wreck this craft a trifie more, that we'
raay have something to save her with.
Wrench out that thwart o which you
are sitting, while I help myself to this
one, So—we are supplied with toler-
able paddles—now you take the bows,
and I'll go aft; keep one eye on my mo-
tions, and assist my navigation with all
the might that is in youn. ' I've been
three times over that old dam, with
more water rolling over than there is.
this evening. Help me all you can,
Denton; and you girls keep quiet, and
il I don’t pilot you down that channecl
without ruffling a feather, I'll agree to
swim up '‘stream over the dam.’ .

“I can never describe to you the fear-
ful plunge, for every sense was merged
in that of concentrated vision, and that
fixed upon the stern, resolute features
cf the two heroes who were so gener-
ously periling their lives for our salva-
tion.

“We passed the seething vortex un-
scathed, and then I think I fainted, for
I have no recollection of anything fur-
ther until awakened by the congratula-
tions of our whole party save two, who
had hastened across the river, and
down the bank to the point where Dar-
win and Charley had landed us in
safety.

“When the base conduct of Montalin
and Fallonsby was proclaimed, it was
voted unanimously that a night's re-
flection on the rock there by themselves
might be of service to them. In the
following morning, however, they were
brought off; but they were never very
well received in Fhirfield society after-
wards.

‘A year later, Charley and Mary,
Denton Darwin and myself, all went
over the matrimonial dam together.”

Birds of 11l Nature.

Among those birds which stay at
home, especially the most domesticated,
there is often an exhibition of unkind-
ness seemingly unaccountable, says a
writer in the Cornhill Magazine. The
graceful swan, e. g., is one of the most
ungracious in its ways. Not only (in
the breeding season) does a male bird
resent the intrusion of a strange gen-
tleman, but it will spend the day in
driving off from its domain any un-
lucky geese, which might be plainly as-
sumed to have no designs upon its do-
mestic arrangements, and have, in-
deed, no desire beyond that for a com-
fortable wash and swim. It will also
pursue even the most innocent of new-
born ducklings while they unwittingly
rejoice in an early taste of their com-
mon element.

When an only child has passed out
of the cygnet stage of life and grown
to full physical, if not mental, matu-
rity, father and mother swans have
been known to fall upon and deliber-
ately beat it to death with wing and
beak. The gratified parents swam
gracefully about the mere in which
they lived, while the great white corpse
of their son lay, battered and dead,
upon the shore. The following yéar,
after another had been born to them,
and in infancy earried upon his moth-
er's back, they began to treat him so
roughly that, not being pinioned like
them, he wisely flew away, and we
saw him no more. Curiously enough,
geese which have experienced rude-
ness from swans in the lusty spring
have been known to retaliate in the
calmer autumn, when the fierceness
of their enemy had become mitigated.
I have seen a gander leap upon the
back of a once arrogant swan and
pound away at it in the full enjoyment
of gratified revenge.

Temperature of the Polar Sea.

Some of the members of the Nansen
expedition at ''romsoe have been re-
liting to & Reuter’s correspondent some
ot the scientific facts gleaned during
the expedition. During the course of
the cruise the crew had on several oc-
casions exciting encounters with bears.
North of 84 degrees, however, no ani-
nial life was found to exist, and this
would seem to cast some discredit on
the hitherto prevalent theory that if a
sufficiently high latitude could be at-
tained, one would come to dry land and
cpen water, because birds are to be

. seen flying toward the extreme north.

TLis northerly flight of the birds is
now believed to be attributed to their
having lost their way or belng blown
‘out of their course. The depth of the
water in the extreme north also seems
tu indicate that there can be no land
near, Soundings taken at 84 degrees
latitude gave a depth of from 1,310 to
1,530 fathoms, and further north the
lead reached even greater depths, as
much as 3,186 fatlpme, it is said. From
observations made in 1894-96, tlie tem.
perature of thesea in these regions was
found to present several peculiarities.
At a depth of 109 fathoms the water
was cold. Then came a stratum of
about 382 fathoms with some degree of
heat, and under this stratum about 490
fathoms of cold water. The propor-
tion of salt in the water varied a good
deal.’ These conditions were pretty
much -the same everywhere. The fur-
ther north they got the less current and
tide there was, while the wind began to
exercise considerable inflaence on the
coursge of the Fram.

The library of congresses is the lax;x-

Parlor was originally the
place.

Baron opumonly a strong m \

keeper.

To provide was once simply to “look - 4

ahead.”
Despot originally signified “master of
the house.” '

Paper comes from the name of an

Egyptian red. :
The word chestnut came
from Castenea. H 5
The word nice originally meant ignor.
ant or foolish.

The magnet is so called from the min-

eral magnesia. :
Scamper originally signified only “tp
go out of: a field.”
To insult once signified to jump or
dance on a dead body.

originally

Manumit formerly meant to “send

away from the hand.”

The word mob is a Latin word signf-

fying movable.

To encroach once signified to put & -

hook inte and pull away.
The dandelion was once written dent-
de-lion, the lion’s tooth. 8

Dimity, a popular dress material, was-

once made at Damietta.

To speculate in its original sensc was: -

to look out of the window.

Leaf recalls the palm leaves formerly

used in the east as paper.

Cemetery is from the Latin signity-' :

ing “a sleeping ehamber.”
Husband was originally the house-
band or bond of union of the house.

Idiot once meant simply boy. It is .

used by Shakespeare in this sense.. :

The word abandon originally signi-
fied “to run away with your colors.”

The word scrupulous originally sig-
nified to “have a stone in one’s shoe.™

‘Milliners first plied their 1%ade at
Milan, and mantua-makers at Mantua.

The tarantula is named from its
plentifulness in the vicinity of Taranto.

The shallot ‘takes its name from its
plentifulness in the vicinity of Asca-
lon.

Coffee is thus called because it was
first exported from the Arabian port of
Kaffa.

Cambric originally came from Cam-
bray, whence its name, and calico from
Calicut. : 2

Puss, familiar name for cat, was
once pers, the Persian name for the
same animal.

Termagant was once a’suppositious
Mohamedan deity of fierce temper
and language.

The word vernacular once meant “a
slave who was born in the house of his
master.”

An Albino Buck.

Tor oddity there is nothing in the
records of this fall's sport which
touches the big albino buck shot by A.
A. Howard of Lewiston in the Katah-
dh&'lron Works region last week. Mr.
Ifoward, who used to live in that sec-
tion, knows the woods like a book, and
never comes home empty handed.

‘The albino he met alone in a stretch
of burnt land where stumps of sapling

pine and poplar bushes made it rather ’ 1

hard shooting. His first shot, fired at a
distance of ten rods, took effect in the
neck, and the second, fired as the bueck
skimmed through the valley, plowed its
way down the back.

The buck, which has been hung up
in Mr. Howard’s yard in Spring street,
Lewiston, this week, has attracted lots-
of attention. To begin with, it is &
large one, with good antlers, .The
neck is mottled brown and white, rath-
or more white than brown, and look- .
ing as though powder had been sifted:
into the fur. The back has the usual

gray and brown markings, with here = °

and there a spot or blotch of white.
“I have been in the woods a good deal.
but I never saw anything just like
this,” says Mr. Howard.—Lewiston,
Me., Journal.

Waterproof Materials.

A fabric of Dbeautiful appearance,.
says the London Telegraph, is to be put. .
upon the market, an improvement upon.
the waterproof materials treated with.
india rubber and other solutions. The-
improvement consists in giving to the

coated surface of such goods a film. of

powder made by reducing glass to dust,.
this being si€ved so as to remove all
crystallized appearance. This coating:
gives to the surface a fine, soft, silky
and luminous effect. Thus coated, the
material may be ornamented either be-
fore or after vulcanization, by printing
or otherwise, in the colorings preferred,
with the desired pattern or design.
IPor this purpose colors having an india
rubber or other suitable waterproof
medium are selected; and, in order to
counteract the adhesive property, the
material is treated after ornamentation
to a second coating of pulverized glass.
Thisvalso produces a luminous appear-\
ance, and not being soluble in water,
it possesses the advantage of being
more substantial and lasting in its ef-
fects than the ordinary powders em-
ployed.

A New Fuel, :
M. Paul ’Humy, a French naval of-
ficer, has originated a process for the

solidification of petroleum for fuel

purposes, From an dccount in the Pro-
gressive Age it appears that heavy
common oil has been converted into a
solid block, 43 hard as coal, burning'
slowly, giving off an intense heat, and
showing no signs of melting—a ton of
such fuel representing thirty tons of
coal, and occupying a space of but
three cubic feet, as against the large
space required for coal. M. d’Humy
recently exhibited samples of the arti-
cle and experimented with them.
Among the samples were several of the

sclidified fuel and of low grade oils, {

and in addition to these there were
samples of the same fuel in dry pow-

der and paste, the petroleum powder

and paste mixed together and forming
a hard homogeneous mass, with a

great specific gravity, and, when burn-
“g, giving off a flame three times its

own volume and a remarkable heat.

Tests to determine the produetion of

smoke or smell failed to indicate
presence of either of these.

Vicar Pulls Teeth.

the

1n many Engiish parishes the clergy-.

men are so poor that they are compell-
ed to resort to all kinds of manual labor
to eke out a living. The vicar of a
small church in Sutherland js a fair

est library in the country.

¢

sort of dentist, and during a fong min

~ lstry bas pulled more than 25,000 teeth.

.




