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Qnaint Legends Which Differently lie
scribe the Birth of the Beantlfnl 

Flowers.

There are several legends to account 
for the origin of the rose. Sir John Man- 
deville relates a very beautiful one : A 
certain Jewish maiden, Zillali, rejected 
the advances of a lover, Hammal, a de
graded and cruel man. In revenge he 
accused her of offences for which she was 
condemned to be burned at the stake. 
When brought to the spot the flames did 
no harm to the maiden, but consumed 
the false lover. “And the fyre began to 
bume about hire, she made her prayers 
to cure Lord, and anon was the fyer 
quenched and oute, and brandes that 
were brennynge bocomen white roses, 
and theise werein the first roseres that 
ever any man soughe.” The burning 
brands thus became red roses—the oth
ers white ones.

According to a Greek myth red roses 
were white ones tinged with the blood of 
Venus, who wounded her foot on a thorn 
while hastening to the aid of the dying 
Narcissus. According to another legend 
they sprang from the bath of Aphrodite, 
says F. S- Bassett to the St. Louis Globe- 
Democrat. A later Christian tsadition 
asserted that the crown of thorns was 

of the rose-thorn, and that the red 
roseg sprung from the blood of Christ.

Men aaw the thorns on Jeans's brow.
But angles saw the roses.

A still different origin is given to the 
“queen of flowers” by Mussulman tradi
tion. According to it white roses sprang 
from the sweat of the prophet Mahomet 
during his journey to Heaven, and yel
low ones from perspiration dripping from 
the mane of A1 Borak, his steed. It is 
further reported that the red flower is 
colored with drops of his blood, and the 
faithful will never suffer one to lie on the 
ground. There is an Arab tradition that 
a certain King Shaddah planted a field 
of roses in the desert, which are still 
flourishing, but no man can find them.

A popular tradition asserts that in 
Paradise the rose grew without thorns, 
basing the statement upon the third 
chapter of Genesis, eighteenth verse, 
“Thorn-i also and thistles shall it bring 
forth unto thee.” Eearly Chrisiian writ
ers maintain that there were no thorns 
in Eden, and Milton says in it there 
bloomed “Flowers of all hues, and with
out thorn the rose."
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There is a rare copy of Eliot’s New Tes

tament in the library of Harvard College 
from the fact that it is one of the—rare

twenty that contained the address or de
dication to the king.

Twenty copies of the first edition, bear
ing the imprint of Samuel Green and 
Marmaduke Johnson, 1661, were sent 
over to England, one of them being “well 
bound up” for his majesty, Charles II., 
while the others were used as presenta
tion copies for distinguished persons of 
the realm. Although Baxter, in his en
thusiasm, declared that “such a work 
and fruit of a plantation was never be
fore presented to a king," there is no re
cord that the strange book, with the 
interminable and unpronuncable words, 
made any special impression upon King 
Charles, who was altogether too deeply 
immersed in the pleasures of this world 
to give much attention to the promisee 
of the text. Possibly, when Baxter re
minded him of the feat in mastering the 
Indian tongue, and that, too, after he 
turned his fortieth milestone, the merry 
monarch may have retorted that it was a 
puisny feat compared with Cato’s acquir
ing the Greek language in his old age.

The “praying Indians,” as Eliot’s con
verts were called, manifested a gleeful 
enthusiasm in aiding their master to 
overcome the difficulties of their bar
barous tongue, but, naturally, Eliot’s 
translations teemed with inaccuracies 
and errors. It was discovered that

one

in the first edition of his Bible, the word 
“lattice" had been translated “eel-pot,” 
that having been in the Indian mind the 
nearest approach to wooden network. 
The copy of the New Testament belong
ing to Harvard College is justly describ
ed as “liber summæ raritatis.”

John Eliot’s Indian Bible, published in 
1663, was the first issue of the Scriptures 
from a New World printing-press. It 
was followed by Christopher Sauer’s Ger
man Bible in 1743, and although the 
common belief is that no English version 
of the Scriptures was published in 
America until 1781, by Robert Aitken, in 
Philadelphia, yet a legend runneth that 
just prior to the Revolutionary War an 
English Bible was secretly printed in the 
colonies and njade to bear the London 
imprint and the name of the king’s 
printer, in order to avoid prosecution at 
the hands of those vested with t.ie privi- 
legium to print and publish the Scrip
tures in His Majesty’s dominions. If a 
cdpy could be found it would be a rich 
treasure.

Gei.tr Ont to Fisk ip 69,000,000.

“Before two months shall have passed,” 
said Dr. Seth Pancoast last night, “I pro
pose to land in. Philadelphia $2,000,000 
worth of gold and silver bars and preci
ous stones now lying in the bottom of the 
Atlantic Ocean, the treasure of the sun
ken English sloop-of-war De Braak, 
which went down in 1798.” The main 
obstacle heretofore to locating the wreck, 
the Doctor says, has been the variation 
of the meridian, which has been accu
rately solved by Lieutenant-Commander 
Adams of the United States Navy, wh. 
has been granted a leave pf absence by 
Secretary of the Navy to further prosecute 
the search for the De Braak. He will act 

the chief of the expedition, which is 
the second one fitted out by Dr. Pancoast 
to search for the wreck.

The steamboat Long Branch of New 
York has been chartered for this expedi
tion, and after undergoing repairs she 
will take on board a full complement of 
submarine divers, exprets, and officers in 
charge of Lieut. Adams. Everything 
will be under strict navy discipline. The 
spot where the wreck is said to be is 
about a half mite off the point of Cape 
Henlopen, and with the powerful pumps 
from the steamer it is expected that the 
mud w .11 first be washed away, and then 
the divers will land the bars of precious 
metal on the deck of the Long Branch. 
A revenue cutter will be asked for to pro
tect the treasure. The headquarters of 
the expedition will be at Cape May Point.

The De Braak, in which the treasure is 
supposed to be buried, sailed from " al- 
rnouth, England, on June 3,1797, for the 
British West Indies. She was command
ed by CapL James Drew, with a comple
ment of eighty-six men, and in the fol
lowing May arrived of Delaware Cap is. 
While under ma-nsail and reefed topsail 
she capsized and sank with the Captain 
and thirty-eight officers and seamen. 
The rest of the crew escaped in the ship’s 
boat and a pilot boat, which was waiting 
to take the pilot ashore. Two hundred 
Spanish prisoners also went down at the 
same time. The De Braak was a lie ms- 
ed privateer under the English flag, and 
while on her journey across the ocean 
overhauled two prizes, both loaded with 
the specie which Dr. Pancoast and Lient 
Adams will endeavor to bring from the 
bottom of the ocean.

Wine Fran Brae Leaves.
1

Says a lady of this city who is a good 
housekeeper : “I visited a friend recent
ly and she gave me a glass cf wine. It 
was of a pale amber tint, and had all the 
sparkle and delicacy of flavor of cham
pagne, and when opened popped loudly. 
It was effective, though mild as a stimu
lant, and I thought it very fine. I asked 
what variety of grape it was made from, 
and ray friend told me that it was made 
of rose leaves. ‘Take the freshly picked 
leaves,' she said, ‘and put into a jar alter
nately a layer of leaves and sugar and 
nour over all a little cold water. In four 
days strain, let stand a week and then 
bottle for use.' The wine is a delightful 
beverage.”
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The Louis Quinze jacket is familiar to 
everybody, but this season sees it made 
more fetching than ever rer the splendor 
of its waistcoats and the rich laces used 
upon it. Around the neck is sewed a 
frill of lace that falls over the turn-down 
collar and then is brought down in jabot 

the buttonholes. Full frills of lace 
are the wrist finish, and falling as they 
do over the hand make it seem much 
smaller. A handsome one has just been 
taken to Newport for a well-known wo
man there. The skirts to be worn are of 
small pale tan cloth, with white moire 
panels embroidered in gold. The jacket 
is of tan cloth lined throughout with old 
rose satin. The waistcoat is of the gold- 
embreidered moire and the ample frills 
of duchesse lace as delicate as hoar-frost.

over

Mrs. John C'ann, of Chegoggin, near 
Yarmouth, has been in poor health for 
the past fewlyears"a’nrl subject to mental 
depression!™*On the 27th inst. during a 
fit of despondency, it is supposed, she 
went to a large pond or lake near her 
husband’s house, took off her shoes and 
walking out into the water, was drown
ed. Her absence was soon discovered, 
and a short search led to the discovery of 
her body in the pond, The deceased was 
about 53 years of age and the eldest 
daughter of Nelson Corning. She had a 
family, most of whom are grown up and 
married,

It is dangerous to interfere with a Mon
treal policeman in any way. A Metho
dist minister reproved one for brutal pro
fanity, and was arrested for liis pains on 
the charge of being a priest and for ob
structing the street. The Rev. gentleman 
was confined a night in the station and 
the following morning was fined $150 for 
his temerity, and the policeman was not 
even rebuked.

What They Drink.

In an article on what prominent '"ew 
Yorkers drink during the heated m, 
the Journal remarks as follows respect
ing two or three gentlemen who are well 
known down this v.-ay.

“The only Brannagan ’ anchors a wag
on load of "the rural beverage fresh from 
Orange Countv in Maiden Lane each 
morning and another in Exchange place. 
The latter is for the benefit of the brok
ers, and between the bulls, bears and 
lambs of the stock market menagerie and 
the jewellers Brannagan claims to sell 40 
to 75 gallons a day.

Uncle Russell Sage casts a longing 
glance at the shining cans as lie passes, 
and then goes over and drinks out of the 
hydrant in front of his office and marks 
down “three cents saved” in his profit 
and loss account.

Neither he nor Mr. Gould drinks any
thing but water during office hours, save 
a frugal glass of milk at the Western 
Union free lunch.

‘Papa,’ she said, as the old man 
in late, ‘young Mr. Sampson offered him
self to me to-night, mid I refused him. 
And oh, papa, I am afraid his heart is 
broken.’ ‘He told me all about it,’ said 
the old man. ‘Then you met him ?’ ‘Yes; 
lie is down at the Eagle, playingbilliards.’

came

It mutters but little what others think 
It matters hut little wliut others say, 
nt a schooner oftager's a pleasant drink 
When the heat’s intense on a summer day.

But, all. when the sun in his ire Iooks2down 
How sad is the lager lover's lot,

Who lives in a prohibition town 
Where whisky only is to he got !

The field of Bannockburn is about. George Francis Train, at the C'ontinen- 
! tal, drinks water, and nothing else.
i
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A Warning.A Legend of King Arthur.

[Cape Sable Advertiser.!
Over the son in the moon’s bright trail. 
They bore the king with oar and sail 
In their boat away to the fairy vale 

Afar in the Isle of Avalon.

Here is another warning to women who 
high hats : A woman standing onwear

the elevated railroad platform while her 
hat was in flames, was the unusual sight 
witnessed by a number of New Yorkers 
recently, at Fourteenth Street and Sixth 
Avenue. The platform was crowded with 
ladies returning from their shopping. 
Noticeable among the bevy was a richly 
dressed lady, Mrs. G. M. Allen. As the 
train neared the station, she came out of 
the ladies’ waiting-room and crowded 
with the rest up to the edge of the plat
form. Suddenly a little scream was heard, 
and the lady was informed that her hat 

on fire. It was a strange sight to 
her standing there blazing like a 

torch, and the ladies fell back from her 
in wonder and fear. Mrs. Allen did not 
for a moment lose her presence of mind. 
With as much care and grace as though 
she were standing before her own mirror, 
she removed the hat-pins and lifted the 
blazing millinery from her head. She 
held it for a moment, as though loth to 
lose the handsome trifle of lace and 
flames, and- then tossed it lightly to the 
floor, and with commendable coolness 
proceeded to stamp out the fire with her 
boots, while she seemed in imminent 
danger of igniting her skirts. When the 
flames were out, she kicked the now 
ruined hat to one side, and taking a lace 
scarf from her neck, put it over her head, 
and boarded the train as coolly and 
gracefully as though nothing had happen
ed. The scene created a great sensation, 
and the ladies and guards who were pre
sent loudly applauded the action. The 
hat was one of those elaborate pieces of 
French art in which the ladies delight, 
and was composed of an abundance of 
flowers. . It had caught fire from a gas- 
jet in the ladies’ waiting-room in the 
station, and but for the prompt action of 
Mrs. Allen, her golden tresses would have 
shared the same fate as the millinery.

Their cry was heard in the hermit’s cell ;

e fishermen heard then- morning wnil, 
fnd s,u

ThAn

tal sight;

A fCOL'ratroTrSthf.& Av^ou.

But he’ll come again, so the legends say, 
With all his knights in armed array 
To battle again some future day

When he wakes at home in Avalon. was
seeTBL’E LOVE TBIUMPHED,

An English Curate and a French Xnn 
l'ni ted After Years of Heperation.

[Pittsburg Commercial.]
A romantic story covering two contin

ents has just come to light as the sequel 
of the settlement of a young couple in a 
handsome vil(a in the suburb of Engle
wood. The young man—he is but twenty- 
nine now—is the son of an Episcopal rec
tor of note and influence in Yorkshire, 
England, and he for a time was curate of 
the parish. Adjoining the glebe a landed 
proprietor named Molineaux, whose fam-. 
ilv was of French descent, resided. They 

strongly Roman Catholic in their re-were
ligious belief, however, and this erected 
an icy wall between the neighbors. 
While attending to some parochial work 
the young curate met Miss Marie Molin
eaux, who was tjien only eighteen years 
of age and was engaged in a somewhat 
similar charitable errand at the very cot
tage he was visiting. It was a casa of 
hopeless and infatuated love at first sight, 
for the girl was remarkably beautiful and 
the mission she was engaged in fully re
vealed her natural disposition.

The young man went to Capt. Molin
eaux and told him he would resign his 
curacy if he would give him the hand of 
his daughter. The fury of the old gen
tleman knew no bonds, ; but, notwith
standing his opposition, the lovers con
tinued to meet, and finally, to end it, the 
Molineaux family moved away from the 
neighborhood, leaving no clue to their 
destination. The young curate, after try
ing in vain to discover the whereabouts 
of his lost idol, relinquished all further 
pursuit in despair, and, with a nearly 
broken heart, he gave up the ministry 
and with a small fortune he inherited 
came to America to embark in 
tile affairs, thinking in his new occupa
tion he would forget his consuming sor
row. One day, while travelling on busi
ness, hs was crossing a crowded thorough
fare in Quebec and was run over, meet
ing with n serious accident He was 
taken to one of the hospitals in the city 
which was visited by the Sisters of 
Mercy. While yet suffering in his bed 
in the surgical ward he felt a soft hand 
upon his forehead. Before he could open 
his eyes a little stifled scream startled 
him into thorough wakefulness, and a fig- 

in black dropned upon her knees by 
his bedside, currying her face in the 
■counterpane. It was Tittle Marie.

Seeming to collect herself with won
drous fortitude the Sister of Mercy quick
ly arose and hastily turned to go. The 
patient clutched at her garment and 
caught the cross attached to the beads 
suspended at her waist. The fastening 
snapped and he retained it. She ran out 
of the ward, causing not a little comment 
among the other patients who knew her 
and had been anxiously awaiting her 
cheering and comforting words. Days 
elapsed before she returned. She visited 
the old cot, but it was empty. The pa
tient had been discharged, she was told 
by his invalid neighbor. She hurried 
hack to the office, and just entering a cab 
at the front steps was her lover. With
out a word of explanation to his cry of 

-joy and recognition she took her place by 
his side. She has lieen there ever since. 
Driving to a hotel the housekeeper was 
taken into tlieir confidence. The nun was 
furnished clothes from the housekeeper’s 
wardrobe, for which she was paid hand
somely. The ex-curate and Marie were 
wedded the same day and came directly 
to Chicago. Marie’s parents had sent her 
to a convent in France, and from there 
she was transferred with other French 
nuns to Quebec.

Horse Talk.

The revenue of the American Jockey 
Club from the sale of auction and mutual 
pools will average more than $6,000 a day.

Elk wood’s victory in the Suburban at 
Sheepshead Bay, Thursday, settled $2,- 
000,000 in bets. ‘ The race has been de
scribed as the greatest one ever run upon 
the continent. -There were seventy book 
makers.

In one particular the horses in Norway 
resemble American human beings; they 
drink plenty oi water at their meals. 
When a horse is given its allowance of 
food a bucket of water is placed beside 
the bay, and the animal takes a sip of 
one between each mouthful of the other.

The Emperor of Norfolk, who won the 
Spuyten Tuvvel stakes at Jerome Park, 
New York, Monday, in the fastest time 
ever made for the distance on tnat track, 
has won every race in the East in which 
be has started. He is a two year old. It 
is expected he will also be king of the 
three year olds.

Tnree jockeys were killed on the (racks 
at' Jerome Park within a week; the color
ed jockey, Cross, on Saturday, June 9; 
Ben Pope, also colored, on Monday; and 
Jockey Daly on Tuesday. In each case 
the jockey was injured while riding a 
steeplechase race, when his horse at
tempted to make a jump.

The well-known driver, John Geld- 
smith, recently met with a severe acci
dent. White driving in a sulky his 
horse, whose headstall was not properly 
adjusted, bolted a fence, and Mr. Gold
smith was thrown out and badly injured.

Frank Van Ness drives the bay gelnd- 
ing Harry Wilkes to a road wagon, and 
his neck "is generally encas d in a hood. 
He has rkt been given any fast work as 
yet, and will not be tried until he gets 
more hardened. The bay mare Roeilind 
Wilkes takes the eye of every lover of 
horse flesh. She simply glides over the 
ground, although so far she has been 
kept well within herself and has not been 

ked to go. It must lie a great tempta
tion to Frank, when the mare is moving 
along level and fast at almost a 2.10 gait 
to let her go, but he quietly pulls her up 
just when everybody is ready with watch 
in hand to time a fast mile. He, how
ever, drove her a mile in 2.32 and re
peated in 2.25 very handily.

The London and Northwestern Railway 
has begun to lay rails along the Shrop
shire Canal, in order to try the substitu
tion of locomotives for horses for canal 
boats.

There passed through Omaha recently 
a famous horse on his way to his future 
home in Nebraska. It was the historic 
Arab stallion Zeizefoun, or, as rendered 
in English, Linden Tree. He is the pro
perty of Gen. L. W. Colby, of Beatrice, 
and is the horse presented by the Sultan 
of Turkey to Gen. Grant in April, 1879, 
at Constantinople. He was expressed 
from Washington to Detroit, Mich., some 
two weeks ago, and has lieen, during that 
time, at the celebrated horse farm of 

, Senator Palmer, who is President of the 
American Percheron IIo’se-Breeders’ As
sociation. The Detroit papers state that 
Senator Palmer offered Gen. Colby $50,- 
000 for this horse, but that the offer was 
declined. Linden Tree, aside from liis 
historic value as a present of the Sultan 
to Gen. Grant, is said by horsemen to be 
a horse of rare points. He is a thorough
bred Arab, born in the Sahara Desert, 
and is of the ancient Kahilan breed, that 
boasts a pedigree running back thousands 
of years. If there is anything in the 
aristocracy of blood in horses, certainly 
Linden Tree has it. At Lincoln Linden 
Tree held a reception and was admired 
by a large number of citizens.

Here is a tea gown that was made for 
the beautiful Mrs. Potter Palmer, of Chi
cago. It is of creamv-wliite crepon, 
which hangs in such soft artistic folds, 
and is rather modelled after the Recamier 
style, but with reservations of modern
ness. It is higli in the neck and the 
sleeves are loose and reach to the edge 
of the gown. Just in front, at the top of 
the corsage, is a large black bat, whose 
wings are made to extend to the arms 
on either side. It is made entirely oi 
jet, and a smaller bat, just at the waist 
line, is placed as a buckle might he. 
The eject is very tiCculiar, as may be 
imagined.
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Odds and Ends.

Knitting is a new fashion in concerts.
Judge Tourgee, the author, has patent

ed a metal fence-post.
Great pearl discoveries are reported in 

the Gulf of Mexico. One was sold for 
140,000 francs.

George Eliot never received less than 
$40,000 for any of her novels.

E. P. Roe entertains guests by reading 
to them chapters from his forthcoming 
novel.

Mrs. Clias. Mason, of Fitchburg, Mass., 
is the author of “ Do They Miss Me at 
Home.”

Mrs. Augustus Evans Wilson received 
$15,000 for “ Infeliec ” before the book 
went to press.

Claire Scott, the English actress, played 
a successful engagement last week at the 
Hoboken Theatre.

The Emperor of Brazil’s bill for one 
month's living cxiieuses for himself and 
suite at Milan, Italy, amounted to $80,- 
001'.

The Duchess of Rutland, a writer on 
social topics for women, is coming to 
America to widen her sphere of observa
tion.

Two dogs have " been decorated for 
Graven- and fidelity liy the Society for 
l lie Prevention of Cruelty to Animals in 
Paris. One saved its mistress from a 
burglar, and the other its master’s child 
from drowning.

Borne experiments have been placed 
on record, says the London Electrician, 
in which a number of eggs were hatched 
out in a magnetic field, with the result 
that the chickens were all more or less 
deformed—blind, deaf, or lame.

It is estimated that not less than $500,- 
000.01 Hi ^1 re invested in' watering-places 
and tourists resorts in the United States.
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