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IN PARADISE,
BY EREX E. m:_x?omv,

“ Hark '™

She held np her hand to kl’.‘ep usf si-
leat, npd listened. Suddenly a spasm
of pain crossed ber face, and the eyes
that had such' n hnonted look in them
were {ull of terror,

“You heard the gunusi”™ she oried,
and her voiee had a gound of anguaish in
it that mafehed the look in her eyea,
“They bave shot them! My God!
what have I done 1"

Then the womasn, whose years were
not mare thon 33 or 34, but whose hair
was full of the gray of 80, shuddered
sou hid her fase in her hands, rocking
oand fro in n sorrow that waa fnll of
ksen, unewvailing remorse,

L looked st ber wonderingly.
mw my questioning look,

" Perhaps you didn't hear them ™ she
siil. " It's very strange, but most of
the people I meet say they can't. Are
you sure you did not hear the sound of
guns just now ¥

““I heard nothang,™ I snswered.

"1 cannot socount for it,” she said,
with a shiver. **They sound as loud to
me o8 the trump of doom. The world
echoes with them, T hear the sound
uow, like distant thunder, dying away.
Can't you hear it 7"

“I hear nothing but the wind in the
pmes,” I nnswered,

“Ah! it my punishment!” ghe
cried, sod the wan, haggard face dropped
tn the thin bands, and there was a little
silence in the room, broken ounly by the
tow, solemn sound of the wind mosaning
n the trees outside, like the far-off
sound of waves upon a lonely ghore,

“ Would you like to hear my story ?”
sho said, turning snddenly to me,

“ Very mnoh," T answered, truthfully.

U8t down, plesse,” She motioned
e 0 & seat besideher, Itook it silently.
For several moments she seemned lost in
thought. Teat and watohed her pale,
thin face, aged with sorrow in what
should have been the very prime of
womanhood. The gray heir about it
gave ber a weird look—the look I had
i‘f‘:‘ lm-gm_éflhie;anging to those who
see spectral viaj
things and hear unearthly
e Jogen years ago 1 galled this val-

Fparadise, " she eaid, suddenly, **Such
;thmu % sarrow was unknown in i, st
0:““ h‘::" me, I knew what sorrow was
" ¥ O what others had told me of it
~ zhw vague, unreal, far off.
& woal ‘gese Lnto other lives, bat mine
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Ah! there spoke the soul of woman,
und the whole philosophy of her heart
and life was comprebended in the brief
sentence, Because they love explains a
thousand things in their lives which we
find unoxplsinable by any system of
judgment which will apply to owr lives,

“The flrst shadow in paradise came
when the war broke out It stirred
everybody to fgverish excitement in our
hithexrto-peaceful valley—everybody but
me, I knew nothing of war. 1 hardly
comprehended what the war meant
Something which might affect other
Lives, perhaps, but certsinly not mine;
and so, at first, I cared but little for the
vague signs of trouble which bhevered
over ns, But, when Roy came, full of a
passionate enthusiasm, and told me that
danger was in the air 1 began to feel
that a change was at hand., Then there
were long, stubbormm srguments about
the North and the South. I knew little
about it, but Boy was fullef love for the
land he was born in, and, of course, 1
believed as he did. He knew best. I
don’t know now whether he was right or
not. I don’t know whether the South
or the North was wrong, but I thought
as he did then, bacause I loved him, you
know.

*¢ The shadow in paradise grew awfully
deep and black when Roy enlisted. It
hid every ray of sunshine, and I re-
member that I told him that I believed
it would never lift again; for I felt, in
some strange way that I cannot explain,
that I was going to lose him. How
brave and grand he looked in his srmy
gray |

“ “When I come back there will be
none happier in the wide world than we
are,’ he said.

“*Yes,when you coms back I' I eried,

all white and trembling with that swift
presentiment of what the end would be.
For answer, he bent and kissed me, and
I knew by the look in his face that he
was nof sure thst he would ever come
back to me. Something told him that
my fear was a fear of what would be |
“ Well, he went away to fight for the
South, and the days were long, and oh!
such lonely ones! Perhaps you had
friends in the army. If you had,
there's no use in my frying to tell you
Aow long or lonely they were. You
know.
““ The baltie-storm swept ever our
hills and valleys for long months. Now,
the wind wonld sweep down from the
north in & wild, resistless way that car-
ried everything before it. Then the
wind from the south would gather its
strength and drive the north wind back.
So to and fro the armies of the blue and
the grey kept tramping, ftramping,
tramping, until by and by it began to
peem that I should never be able to get
the sound of that mighty tramp out of
my ears,

** One day the news came %o us that
the Northern army was on one side of us
and the Southern on the other. We, of
the Paradise valley, held our breath in
fear, I had begun to realize what war
meant by this time,

“ That night Boy came to me, Ohb,
my lover, my king! I clung to him in
such wild, speechless reptare | I had
supposed him hundreds of miles away.
“‘ He told me that he was on a danger-
ous mission. He was a epy from the
Southern army. It wasa diffienlt task
that he had undertaken $o perform,
but he had courage and & will to do or
die,

¢ Maybe it's for the last &ime,’ he
said, when he kissed me at parting.
‘ Bus, if I die, remember, Margery, thas,
right or wrong, X died Like a man who be-
lieves he wes right.” AndIdo! Ido!
Oh,myRoy! * *= *

““The next day he came back t0 me,
never to go away sgain—ocame back in
awfnl digunity and state, oold o the
tonch of my hand, silent to the sound of
my voice, There was a great ved stain |
on his gray coat! Roy was dead |—
dead |

. . . . * . ®

“1 remember nothing for day=s after
thet, The future seemed t0 be to me

me. They were most likely deserters,
II 1 could give them up to the army
they had deserted from it would be a
glorionus revenge |

*'While I sat there, thinking what to
do, I beard a knocking st the door, and
opened it to find some Confederate sol-
diers there. 1 knew what their mission
wes, They were looking for the men I
had seen, I told them where they
would find them with a wild, awful ex-
nitation &t heart. What a sweet re-
venge would be mine |

“They went away, and I came here to
this window fo wakch and wait, How
my hesrt leaped with trinmph when I
saw them come out of the old man's
house with his sons prisoners, I think
I cried out in flerce, flendish joy. The
old man had given Roy up to death,
I had given his sons o the punishment
their offense demanded. I had mademy
revenge doubls in its force,

“I saw the soldiers going down the
valley with their prisoners, and the old,
gray-hsired man following. Then they
were hiddem from my sight for a mo-
ment, and I thought forever; but when
Ilooked that way again I saw the two
men standing on & little hillock, the old
man prone upon the gronnd, and the
sun was flashing cruelly bright along the
leveled guns, and then heard the sharp,
deadly crack of rifle-shots. I saw the
thin blne smoke curl upward like a little
mist, and the two men in a gshapelesa
heap npon the knoll, I saw it all with
terrified, fascinated eyes. Oh, my
God !“ o+ - -

She went to the window and looked
out into the afternoon sunshine for some
moments before she spoke again. When
she tarned to me her face was that of an
old, old woman,

“* The sound of those rifle-shots comes
to me everywhere—at evening, morning,
midnight. I can never get away from
them. Ican never shut out the sight of
that awful day. I don’t believe the
grave could hide it from me. My God |
Have I not been terribly punished for
my sinf Hark! I hear them now!
Can't you hear them?”

T shook my head.

“ Oh, pity me, pity me!” she cried,
and then she went out and down the gar-
den path toward a grave unmarked by
slab orstone., Boy's grave, I knew.

“ Poor woman I’ my companion said,
when we were on the roald again, *““Her
story is frne in every particular., She
thinks and talks of nothing else. Sbe
has never been herself since the day the
deserters were shob.”

* Vengeance is Mine, 1 will repay.”
The words seemed ringing in my ears
a8 1 went down the valley of a desolated
paradise,

BEmooTox, Wis,

LABOERE AND COST OF LIVING
SOOTLAND.

Mr. Samuel F. Cooper, United States
Consul at Glasgow, transmits to the
Department of State s report on trade
in Seotland, from which the following
extracts have been made : “Wages are
steadily declining, Laborers receive
from 50 to 75 cents a day; miners, 8 o
12 eents an hour; mechanies, 87 a week;
printers, $8, On milways conductors
are paid $5 to 86 a week; switch-
tenders, §5; emgine-drivera 10 fo 14
cents an hour; firemen, 6 to 8 cents an
hour. The cost of living is about the
same as in the United Btates. Whisky
is considered a necessity, though it costs
about 300 per cent. more in BSecotland
than in the United States, Beer is com-
pamtively chenp,

¢ There are eleven banks in Sootland,
ters; eapital, $50,000,000; circulation,
$29,000,000; deposits, $342,000,000; gold
held, $17,000,000; siiver, $3,000,000.
The circulation of each bank ia nnre-
strioted. It is only required to redeem
its issues in coin, and to hold a certain
proportion of oocin in reserve. Only
about § per cent of the currency is coin,
four-fifths of which is silver. Paper is
universally preferred to coin, which is

IN

Laborers are paid in silver, which is |

inations. A poand note is the smallost
insmed.”

OLD AEGE,
BY B B, W.

Growing old gracefully is an srt in
which few study to soquire perfection,
long to the sutumn and winter of life,
There is a poefry that should HEnger
about and crown it with respect, rever-
should be set to guick, pleasant musio,
ple from the heart, where it is yet
ciations, -

014 people deserve a sunny niche in
the household; their loving faces should
be framed in the memory, dearer and
clearer than the gems that come from
the artist’s brush which call for our ad-
miration. Their deeds of merey and
loving kindness, of patience and endur-
ance through trials, of thonghtfulness
for others and sympathy in the hour of
need, should be printed on the heart in
charseters that will never growillegible,
If their hearts have been full of kind
humanity and sweet friendliness and
generous aocts, then the coming nigh
should be gemmed with the stirs of af-
fection and devotion. Would they drift
back with the tide, we often ask? Per-
baps, if they could only redeem the er-
rors of youth, oould only stem the
breakers more courageously and nobly,
and make of life a richer poem. If their
lives all the way through have been set
to the music of high thoughts, noble
aspirations and brave deeds, then the
blossoms of admiration and honor shonld
be laid daily at their feet by kindly
hands,

To the old, the rush of early memories
comes back like the lost netes of a song
they once loved. They delight to live
over the past; for them the meadow
daisies grow agsin, the yellow dande-
lions are plucked with fearless fingers,
the running brook murmurs no music
sweefer thap that they once knew in
their hearts, and the fragrant clover-
blossom breathes only the perfume of a
vanished June. They oarry with them
always the poetry and sweetness of re-
membranos.

Absut those who grow old gracefully
there lingers forever the freshness and
tendereas of youth. The silver hair
wears ‘“Time's gathered snows.” The
foolish, bafiled hopes of mere worldly
ambition fade away before the infinite
longing for things higher and holier,
and to those upon whom they depend
there come yverses which never can be
written, of sympathy with sorrow, res-
ignation in afiliction, cheerfulness in
disappointment, and the sweet faith
that helped to overcome all obstacles.
We ofttimes emile at their odd fancies,
and wonder why they cling so closely to
little keepsakes and treasures of the
past; they msay be but links on the
chain of Time that carry them back to
& more golden dawn, -

Old age is full of study. I6 has bat-
tled with 1ife so long, and grown weary
80 often over its broken ambitions, its
repeated failures, its vain hopes. They
often forget the world once held for
them so many aspirations ; as they drift

rapture of that *strange, beautiful
song” of youth seems only a dim real-
ity, half-forgotten.

The sunset hours of old sge are filled
with of tading wres. finted
with gl'ml_ l_."‘“’!ﬂ mﬁal ?.."'l e
tears ; but if it be n season of content-
wems a8 gracious coloring, the dew of
tion, reverence and love to the uncon-
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LOATHSOME LEPERS.
- Two genuine casea of leprosy have
that they are affected with a disease
of them is t00 sore to move save when
it is positively necessary. The other, |
though much further advanced in the
disease, is at present as livelyas a crick-
ef, but, being loathed even by the worst
syphilitio patients in the same ward,
keeps to his corner and sees no more of
the outside world than he can gei by
looking from the window. Oneof them,
Abraham Brown, is a New Yorker, and

b4 yeszs old, The other, Emilie Trenal, |

isa native of Cuba, and only 19 years
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old, Trenal has been: afflicted abount | iy

five years, and is in the last stages of |
the disease, Brown has the disease in |

a more aoute form, snd the disease has
8o invaded his whele body that he

presents a frightiul appearance. His |

hands and feet are almost black, and
covered with uleers; his fingers are en-
larged to nearly three times their former
size, 8o that the ends stand apart like
the claws of & fowl; his nails have fallen

out, and his features have an expression |
of despsir that makes it painfual to look | ¢
at him, Brown brought his leprosy |

from Cuba, whither he went in 1855, re-
maining there abount nine years. He
feels keenly that he is an object of uni-
versal loathing. No one cares to go near
him except the physicians, who have
not the slightest fear, being satisfled
that the disease is not contagious. The
physicians have no hope of curing the
lepers. Thoy say that, although it has
beeén claimed that lepers hsve been
oured, no weall-authenticated case has
ever been recorded. All they can dois
to mitigate the disease as much as poe-
sible, The two patients are taking
twelve dropseach of chloride of barinm
twice a day, and are kept clean by a car-
bolated wash, —New York World.

GEESE OR GOONES?

The particular kind of a smoothing-
iron known among tailors as a *“ goose ™
came near upsetting the reason of a
bright young clerk and the proprietor
of a Chicago tailoring establishment one
day this weok,

The manager wanted two of the in- | their

clerk, but, affer the latter had sat for
looked up in a bewildered way and
saked :

“ What do you call the plursl of a
tailor’s gooss 2"

‘““Why, geese

““'Well, you wonldn't have me write
an order for two tailor’s geese, would
you?” P

“That doecen’t sound hardly sensible |
tor; “how would it do to say * two tail-
or'sgooses¥”

The boy turned to the dictionary, and
shaking his head remarked:

as that to goose, snd I sin’t going
hen the cletksuddnly set 1o wriling
And the order which he soon handed
to the head of the house to zign did fix
it, for it read: I

is the plural of goose,” |
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Taz Christian ers was first adopted so
lafe a8 the sixth century in the reign of
Justinian; and hence the various diffi-
culties of fixing it with precision.

GovERRGR'S ISLAXD redeives ils namo
Wouter Van Twiller, the second Dutch
{lovernor of Nienw Nesadérlandé, who
bought it from the Tndiane, It had
previously been known as ‘"Pagganck,”
or Nat island.; ' i

THe first steam engine was set in mo-
tion in Germany, on Aug. 25, 1785,
Harkort established the first engineer-
ing works in that country, st Freiheit-
Wetter, in 1819, He induced English
workmen to go to Wetter, and they
tanght the German apprentices,

Arocosor was invented 950 yeara ago in
Arabis, and was used by lndies with a
powder for painting’ their faces. Binoce
that time it has been used msinly by

1 gentlemen for painting thei: nosea, and

nsed in a plain state because fhey re-
quired no pewder to fire them off,

Gax. T. J. Jacksox received his sobri-
quef of ““Stonewall” from an incident
As the rebel forces were forming to meed
the advancing Union froops, Jackson
was asked, respecting a certain corps, if
he was nof id his men would run.
“Run? No,” he said; ** they will stand
like a stone wall.™

Axaxagonas, an Athenian, who flour-
ished in the fifth century before Ohrist,
tanght that wind was owing fo rarefao-
tion; that the rainbow was owing o re-
flection, that the moon is enlightened
by thié sun; thet comets are wandering
stars; that the fived sturs were beyond
the sun, ets,; many of them regarded as
modern discoveries, He was persecuted
and banished by the priesthood.

Tum first balloon of Stéphen and
Joseph Montgolfier was & silk bag con-
taiming forty feet, which buring paper

¢ | raised seventy feet, Their next was n

bag of 640 feeb, which rose 600 feed.
Their third waa 35 feet in diameter, and
was capuble of rsising 500 pounds. T4
was raised before the public, Juue 5,

ed | 1783, On the 21st of November, Pilatre

de Rosier snd the Marquis d'Arlandes
ascended at Paris, and afterwards othars,
with air rarefied jn the car by heat,

Tre first recorded observatory was on
the top of the Temple of Belus; the
tomb of ins, in Egypt was

ancther, &ndit canfained a golden cirele

the | 200 feet in dismeter; that at Benares was
19 etionat | at least aaancient as these. The first in
unbesitat- | Burope was at Oassel in 1561 ; that of
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Tycho Brahe waz the second in 1578, at
Uraniburg. The next was st Greenwich
in 1875. The Paris Observatory was
built in 1867 ; that of Berlin in 1711 ;
that of Nuremberg in 1678; that of
Bologns in 1714; and that of Piss in
1780 ; that of Utrecht in 1690 ; that of
Copenhagen in 1656 ; that of Stockholm

wal | i3 1746, and that of Lisbon in 1726,

The ex-O« o Marcus
J. Wright, of Tepnessce, who has been
engaged by the Seeretary of War to col-
his work by a very extensive eorrespond-

CONFEDNERATE WAER REUORDS.
Confederate General,

throngh the South, requesting them o
coilect documents or information which
will lesd éo the prosurement of resords

als.. The object is to preserve the. reo-
ords of the war in complete Iorm for the
benefit of history. In the Federal army




