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PA31S SCENES.clarea it is impossible slic can be inis- 1 

taken in liis indentity.
The evidence of other persons is 

equally positive in his favor. George i 
Allen, forinerly butler in the Tich- , 
borne family, swears that he has no 
doubt of the claimants indentity with 
the veritable Sir Roger. Thomas 
Carter, the body servant of Sir Roger 
in 1862, is no less positive. He has 
“no more doubt that the claimant is 
the Sir Roger Tichborne of 1842 th%£ 
he has that he, Carter, is himself.— 
Other people iu or connected with the 
regiment to which Sir Roger belong
ed likewise recollect and indentify 
him.

On the other hand, the evidence 
against the clahnantls equally .strong 
and positive. Several witucssess— 
one of them a well known clergyman 
—who knew Sir Roger before his 
disappearance swear Ilia4. they do not 
believe the claimant to be Sir Roger% 
The real baronet was educated in 
France, and spoke French with flu
ency. The claimant is quite ignov- 
aut of that language, which he pro
fesses to have forgotten in the course 
of his long knocking about the world. 
It also ap[>cars that the Sir Roger 
who sailed for Valpariso was short 
and slight, while the claimant is tit’ll 

' and stout. As he was twenty-four 
1 years of age at the time of his dvpar- 
1 turc, it is plausibly urged that he can

“ And where did you find iV^L 
“ One of these days I wüHcll you; 

dear—not in a very romantic juxtap
osition, however. You remember 
what I said to you when I divided 
the silver piece between us” ?

As if Tina had forgotten one word 
or syllable of those old days !

I believe my memory isn’t quite as 
good as it was.”

Tina caught the note from her 
father’s hand, and broke it open in 
fevered haste.

“ The train leaves at seven f" She 
saw the words as vividly as if they 
had been written iu characters of jag
ged fire, and as she read them the old 
clock half-way up the wide, old-fash
ioned staircase struck eight.

It was too late—too late 1
The sharp thrill of agony at her 

heart was succeeded by a passionate 
feeling of resentment.

“ Let him go !” she said to herself,

to entreat, him not 1 o go to work if 
he apprehended any danger. But 
hope and courage and the pressing 
necessities of her family overcame 
her intention. She stood in the 
doer, however, and watched h:m on 
his way tj^lie fatal pit. When at 
the point where he turned out of her 
sight he paused, and seeing his wile, 
waved with his hand a last adieu. s.iul 
immediately disappeared. He had 
parted with his loved ones forever. 

.When, later in the day* the alarm of 
fire was sounded, the wife remem
bered her husband’s gloomy demean
or in the morning, and. looking /out 
toward the flames, she exclaimed. 
“ The West Pitt.son breaker is on 
fire, and uiy husband is lost” ! She 
jushed immediately to the scene of 
disaster, and waited iu dreadful ex
pectancy until her husband was 
brought up—alive. Hope revived 
inker breast. But, Alas! in vain 
were all 'the care and tenderness she 
and othe rs could bestow. She was 
soon a widow and her children father-

been crossed iu love—he was so de
liciously melancholy. 9 

The table was superbly spread— 
Mrs. Lyman's dinners were always 
comme il faut — and, through the

literature
A lady correspondent to the Bos

ton “ Traveller” writes as "follows :
•» Eight days were consumed in 

conquering Paris ; street -by ; street ; 
almost house by house, the road was 
contested. It was eight days of the 
same story—the attack, the defence, 
t he flight and the pursuit, arrests and 
executions, till the ear was weary 
and the heart sick with the noise and 

On Sunday eve, May

THE SILVER TOKEN.
••There, Tina!”

•‘Mr. Bruce Medway held triumphant
ly-up two semicircles of silver iu the 
air, so that they might be sure to 
make a sufficient impression on Ernes
tine Cady’s blue cÿes, and smiled 
with the exulting satisfaction of one 
who feels that he has accomplished 
liis mission.

lie was a bright, earnest-looking 
young fellow, with gray-brown eyes 

nothand-

-aw

The iron hand of time has swept 
away all those tokens of lang syne 
now. Mr. Medway la a — ;ddlc-agcd, 
bald-licadcd member of society, and 
Mrs. Medway has white hairs mixed 
in -the golden brightness of her 
braids; but she keeps the worn bit 
of silver and its sweet associations 
still\nd believes most firmly in true 

romance.

Hti«>n in
the blood 
£v*tt. the army from Versailles enter
ed Baris on the southwest. Oil Sun
day, May 2 At Ii. they tired the signal 
of victory at tin* north-eastern torti- 

cou-tications—the 
quered.

“ Sunday. June 4th. seemed like a 
fete day in Baris. The gates were 
re-opened ou every side. The citi
zens, too long pent up amid the dust 
of marching troops and the smoke 
of buttle, rushed to the country to 
breathe the fresh air and pluck the 
abundant flowers. The exilbs, for 
months shut out from their houses,

ai.d ?l square, firm mouth- while the red pennons fluttered on
«Obut very manly ; and as he sat 
tlu re on the green wood-land bank, 
with the hair thrown back from his 
hroid forehead, and the sunshine 
mirrored iu his eyes, you felt instinct
ively that lie was on1* who would 
make his way in the world, no mai
ler what obstacles might intervene.

Ernestine Cady stood leaning 
against the gnarled, mossy trunk of 
an immense chestnut-tree, with her 
little feet half buried in plumes--of 
nodding, fragrant-ferns—a rural pic
ture in blue muslin and fluttering 
ar.ure ribbons. She was very pretty, 
xvilk .he delicate bloom aad freshness 

flower that winds and

her cheek, “I would not lift, a ling
er to keep him here !”

So, when Bruce Medway’s earnest 
appealing letter came a day or two 
afterward, Ernestine folded it quietly 
within a blank envelope, without 
breaking the seal, and sent it -back.

Earnestine could scarcely have told 
-cr coin—

berry pates, Mr. Medway ; I have 
just received a barrel of the most 
delightful cranberries from my dear 
old Uncle Signet, in Iowa”.

Bruce was idly striking his fork in
to the little crimson circlets, quite 
unconscious o£ what he was eating.

“ Yes, they are very nice,” he 
said, mechanically. And then he 
bent down to see what bit of extra
neous white element was glimmering 
through the ruby transluccucy.

Only a broken silver coin !
“ From Iowa, did you say, Mrs. 

Lyman” ?
“ From my uncle, Squire Signet, 

who lives in the Far West”.
“ What part of Iowa is that—that 

produces such a harvest 
berries” ?

“ Datcsville, I believe,
Owasca River4*. 
tAnd then the conversation branched 
off into some different channel.— 
Bruce Medway had found out all that 
he wished to ascertain on that one 

c occasion.
“A token and a summons to him, 

* wherever he might he” !

love am

THE TICHBOBNB THIAL,

One of the most romantic trials on 
record is now in progress in one of 
the London courts, involving the 
title and estates of jUi ancient bar
onetcy, with a rd|t-roIl equal to 
$150,000 a year in gold. The case 
is briefly this : In 1853 Roger Charles 
Tichborne, son of Sir James Tich- 
bornc, left England for Valpariso. 
Up to April, 1854, letters Came from 
him to his mother, who learned from 
them that he >vas engaged in travel
ling in various parts of South Amer>

ïiu try in;The Origin of a Pestilence.
why she kept the broken si.lv 
but she kept.

It need not liter fere wit'll. pur 
active sympathy and aid to the suf
ferers from the the terrible epidemic 
at Buenos Ayres, if we take to heart, 
writes the “British Medical Journal,” j 
the lesson which that epidemic touch- j 
es. The natural advantages of the 
town, as to site and climate, are very ; 
great ; but, by a reçklcss and uhstin- i 
ate disregard of the commonest rules j 
of hygiene, soil and water have been j 
so poisoned that it is doubtful whoth- j 
cr there is an effectual remedy less 
sweeping than to remove the popula-1

Just as pretty as the rosy Tina of 
two years since, but paler, graver, 
and more sedate. Trouble had be- 
sciged the family since their migra
tion to the grand domains of the Far 
West. Tina had learned the serious 
part of life’s lesson, and she had 
learned it well.

She lifted the latch of the rudely 
constructed log-house and entered, 
with assumed cheerfulness on her 
face.

“IIow are you now, father ?”
“ Better, I think. Come to the

of a flower—a 
frost had never touched.

•• Didn’t 1 tell you I should do it,
Tina?”

Ernestine took up the little file that 
lay on the bank.

*• I thought it an impossible task

and stirrups. In the course of 1854 
intelligence was Técëived at Tick- 
borne that Roger had taken passage 
at Rio de Jauaiio in April, on the 
ship “Belle,” bound for New York, 
that she had foundered at sea, and 
that the owners and underwriters 
treated her as having been lost. ‘No 
tidings came of the crew, except that 

Bruce re- one boat belonging to the “ Belle” 
membered ihe words he had spoken had been met with on the ocean with 
two years ago, and his loyal heart no .one on board, and that it wastak- 
gavo a great leap as the memory .en for granted that thc whole crew

near the

yvitli such an. implement as that.
44 Nothing is impossible,” returned 

Bruce, ecnteutiouSly, as he passed a 
bit of blue ribbon through a hole in 
the broken piece of silver. “Will 
you let me tie it round your neck, 
Tina?”

“What for?” But she stooped her 
pretty head as she spoke, and let 
him tie the knot beneath a catirt^t of 
pale gold curls.
- “ And I shall wear the other next 

They are amulets, Tina

get away from a sick room for a 
while.

He spoke a littlebibterly, and Tina 
winced as she listened, knowing that 
her mother had made an excuse of

, “Cranberries?—yes—l remember 
’em”, said old Squire Signet, biting

ray heart.
—jharnis, if you choose so to phrase 
it ! That silver piece carries my ai

lle wasbeen ' hand.city. Mr. Bateman. C. 1\the end of his cedar pencil. “Cropsorno neighborly errand to dispose day see himag: ■, we believe, to give plans for j least he met a Righteous Judge, 
e, and -to see what van be “ Two brothers thirteen and 
lie will have no easy task, j teen, years of age were seen t<

sent for;uod this fallin the nearest village of such poor 
little Vlds and ends of gold chains, 
pins, and lings as yet remained to 
their diminished estate. Was there 
any thing wrong in this fraud? Tina 
almost felt es if there was.

It was not pleasant to be poor.
44 She will be home soon, father,” 

said Tina. 44 Only sec what a bask
etful of cranberries I have gathered 
out in the swamps ! .This will make 
the barrelfhl and Mr. Signet has pro- 
missed to send it to New York with 
his. Don’t they look like red jewels,

Some time in 1858 a common sail
or presented himself at Tichborne 
Bark, with the story, that he had just 
arrived from Australia. IJç__jiah'ed 
for alms, and had a conversation with

legianec with it. Tina, if ever any 
cloud comes between us—if ever wc 
are separated—”

“Bruce !”
“ Such things have happened, 

dearest; but, nevertheless, in any 
event, this broken coin shall be a 
token and a summons to me, wher
ever 1 may be—whatever Fate jnay 
have in store. Don’t look so grave 
jjiv little bluebird. Is it so very

was uncommon 
Cady’s darter brought ’em here to 
sell by the peck”.

‘To sell ! Bruce began for the first 
tirae“to appreciate the tides of trou
ble that had eddied round the serene 
little islet of Ernestine’s heart. *

44 Where do they live—Mr. Cady’s 
family, I mean”?

“ Sec that ar* old blasted pine in 
the holler?

Whslesale Poisomhg.
A distressing scene is reported to j 

have occurred at a wedding in Iowa j 
recently. Alter the ceremony had | 
been solemnized, the guests about t 
two hundred in number, partook of 1 
elegantly served refreshments. Be- j 
fore the close of the evening fesliv- j 
ities the visitors, one after another. I 
betrayed illness, until the strong sus-1 
picious arose that the company had 
been poisoned. The brido’and groom 
became ill. and were taken to their 
room. Every physician in the city 
was summoned, hut as many of these 
were at the (Vast, they were also ill. 
and unable to even properly attend 
to themselves. What was a few 
minutes before a scene of joy w-as 
changed to almost death-like des
pair. The victims were removed to

Lady Tichborne, in which he declar
ed that he had heard that a boat’s 
crew from a ship, which he thought 
was the “Belle,” had been picked up 
at sea and brought into Melbourne. 
Sir. James Tichborne, the father, did 
not think the report worth notice. The 
mother, however, finding in it a cor
roboration of lier cherished hopes, 
clung to it as gospel. She caused 
advertisement to be inserted iu the 
Australian papers, and took various 
other measures to discover her lost 
son. All were unavailing, it appears, 
until alter the death of Sir James.

For the Ladies.

Well, jnst beyond there 
a road leads down past Cady’s.— 
Won't stop a little longer ? Well, 
good-evenin’, Squire" !

And Bruce Medway walked down 
through the orange twilight to where 
the skeleton arm of the blasted pine 
seemed to point to the light in n'fur- 
otf window—walked to meet the 
dearest treasure of his heart !

flowers
Ami the money will buy youfather ? 

a new coat.
. He smiled faintly.

“ 1 think it bad better buy my 
little girl a new dress. Shall I help

irofouml sensation, iu the eourt- 
>U1. It was indignantly denied by 
; other side. The papers in ques- 
,n were destroyed in 1854.
The heir whom the present claim-

A woman ill advertising lier runa
way husband says :—-“ David has a 
sear on his nose where I seratchc,“ She will come—I am sure she 

will come !”
The-dew lay like a rain of dia- Mas. Junks of Iowa, wants a di- 

orcc because lier husband loafs 
round home to see her run a sew-

monds on the grass and shrubs, as you to pick them over. ant will dispossess,.in ease liis pre-
Bruce walked up and down the little Through the uncurtained panes lieI had rather do it myself, father. But in the month of March, 186ti, she a lad nant-tenlioris arc made good, is

all brightcould see the tiny 
and ruddy with cherry five-light ; 
the slender drooping figure sitting 
alone on the hearth-stone with its 
golden shine of hair and the thought
ful bend of its neck. And he open
ed the door softly and went in.

“ Tina” !
She put back her hair with both 

hands, and looked at him as if she 
fancied herself under the delusion of 
some spell.

You summoned me and I have 
come. Tina, my lore, shall the old 
times return to us once more? Shall 
we be all the world to each other 
once again” ?

It was full nine o’clock by the sil
ver-studded ti mc-piece of the stars 
before Bruce Medway rose to take

and you must try to sleep a while."
Half an hour later Tina came thro’ 

the room, with a scarlet shawl thrown 
over her head, and a wistful, scared 
look iu her eyes.

“ Von arc not going out again, my

received a letter from Sir Roger, tlicir homes, and groans and moan-■rand-soncd Henry A. J. Tichborne, aclinic fee Ids supportmg ui:
Ai.i.t tuNii to Chignons, Mis. Clev

er said, "A girl now seems all bead”. 
••Yes. till you talk to her", replied 
Mr. Clever.

Amliih an Mrsir vi. •• Cuiticism” ! 
—The critic of the Terra Haute 
(Inch) “Gazette" compares Mile. 
Milsson to the Venus de Medici, and 
says that “ lier notes felAou the ten
drils of his heart like the bubbling 
music of distant-waterfalls on a bed

written in New South Wales, expres
sing the wish to come home directly, 
and asking that money should he 
sent to enable him to do so. This 
was done, and he arrived in Paris, to 
meet his mother, accompanied by a 
wife .and child, in -January, 1807. 
He being unwell Lady Tichborne 
went to see tom in a hotel in the Rue 
St. Honore. She “ iiislantly recog
nized biro" as her first-born sou, 
Roger Charles Tichborne.

Her conviction on this point is 
strongly expressed in an affidavit' to 
which she has sworn, one paragraph 
of which reads as follows :

» l am certain as I am of roy own 
existence, and distinctly and positi
vely swear, that the plaintiff is my 
first-born sou, the issue of my marri
age with the saTd Sir James Francis 
Doughty Tichborne (deceased). l|is 
features, disposition, and voice arc 
imiiiistakcable, and must, in ray judg
ment, be recognized by impartial and 
unprejudiced persons who knew him

of Sir James, and son of Alfred 
Tichborne, also deceased. The trial 
promises to be one of extraordinary 
length, as well as excitement and in
terest.

ing the round red snicin oi tne rising 
sun hanging above the eastern hori
zon. And then he looked at his 
watch. %

“ The train’ will bo due in nine 
minutes. Surely- Tina wilt not let 
iru leave her without one reconciling 
word ? If we could but live the last

Only up to the cranberry swamp, 
-I have

Fatal Presentiment.
A most touching incident is told 

in connection with one ot the victims 
of the Pittson coal-mine disaster.— 
Ue was a Welshman and bad been 
in this country aliout seven mouths. 
Oil the morning of the day ot that 
dreadful catastrophe be had taken 
his breakfast us usual, and his wife 
prepared his dinner, and set the pail 
by his side. For some time he sat 
wrapped in thought, his arms folded, 
and a deep melancholy apparently 
brooding over liifc. He was arous
ed from liis reverie by his wife tell
ing him that his dinner was ready, 
and that he would be late as tlic bel! 
had rung. He started to his feet, 
and, gating upon her for a moment 
with a look full of tenderness, said,

l’t dark yet ; I-father ; it isn’
Hush ! that must lost something.

“ A ribbon or a collar, I suppose,” 
said Mr. Cady to himself, as he lay 
watching the crimson glare of the 
OetobA sunset ; while Tina, putting 
aside low tangled bushes, and search
ing bits of rank, swampy grass, was 
repeating to herself, in quick nervous 
words :

“ IIow could I lose it? 
could I be so careless !”

But the search was all in vain'; 
and the chill twilight sent her home, 
dispirited and unsuccessful. Ami

Bowser, The shriek of the coming train 
sounded through the blue puritf of 
the air, and the last, little faint 
sparkle of hope in the lôvcr’s breast 
died out. - 

Tina had not come- 
gotten him. Well, s<

And what was Tina Cady doing in 
the fresh morning brightness ?,

441 wonder if Mr. Bruce Medway 
has come to .his senses yet,” thought 
Tina, with a toss of her head. “ / 
shan’t measure mv actions by the 
rule and plummet of his lordly will, 
1 can assure him. If 1 want to flirt 
with Pierce Marbury I shall do it !”

“ So you arc up, eh Tina ! And 
us fresh as a rose, I declare, - 

Tina put her red lips up to kiss 
her bluff old father ih an abstracted 
sort of way.1 She hardly saw him as 
he stood there.

44 Oh, by the way, Tina, I forgot

The titles—undoubtedly verdigris, She came “ likeof smashed roses’
The confectioner had no idea, how
ever, that the refrigerator had not 
been properly cleaned, for he partook 
of the ice-cream himself, and was 
among those who were rendered sick.

a gust of bright sunshine,1’ and when 
she sang “ Home, sweet home", the 
dazzled critic felt like “ building <S 
castle of alabaster and gold, sur
rounding it with rainbows, shutting 
it iu with gates of pearl and moon
shine, ami embowering it with roses.”

The Creation ok Women.—A 
poet in the “ Keene Republican", 
celebrating the works of Dame Na
ture, lias an idea which- conics very 
near being original :—

• She next made Woman—so the story

-Tina bad for.

Oh, how Another Pest.—A correspondent 
of the London (Opt.) “ Advertiser” 
gives a woful account of the devas
tation caused the grass in that see- 
tiomof the country. The writer says : 
** West of Sitneoc for twelve miles, 
and as far South as Lake Eric, there 
is scarcely » patch of clover left. 
Wheat is stripped of every leaf ; and 
when the wind blows we have fields 
of waving grain and grasshoppers 
from three to seven on a head. Our 
pasture fields mid resi.tenons aredvive 
—not even thistles or weeds left, with

his departure.
14 But tell me one thing, Bruce”, 

said Ernestine, laying her hand light
ly on his, as they stood protracting 
their lover-like adieux on the door- 
stone in the frigid moonlight, “ what 
did you mean when you said 1 bad 
summoned you ?”

■i tul von- 
ulitutivU- 
ml
:. F.uigv» 
l„ !!««• 
vl a CUES

before he left England iu the year 
1853."

The mother’s belief was further 
strengthened by constant talk with
the claimant over numerous private 
family matters that occurred during 
her son’s youth, by his reminding her 
of the at tides he hud sent lier Horn 
South America, etc. All this evi- 
dencershe says in her affidavit, is to 
her mind most conclusive, and do

me out?” The wife answered J* No," 
but remarked that “ if he was going 
at all, it was time he was gone”.— 
lie lilted Ills pall without shying a 
word, and, after kissing liis wile, 
kissed the four cbi.drcn. who were) 
playing on tlio door step. When he1 
had gone about fifty yards from liis 
home lie returned, and again kissed 
his wife and children, liis wife no
ticed that lie was the vi vtim of the 

I gloomiest forebodings, and was about

Mr. Med- With .in iniprorvil miyteria) and art :
G;iv,- lv - a t*.,rm. tin' iluiKi'sl in, of those 

FI,at make ' aught beautiful, ah.i t,, her

A [inwvr in" soften man—amt foree-l the

Its blushing tint to her soft cheek ini- 
1,art—

Then chopp'd the ratatoi. iijr, and with the

s-Yon’ll be sure to come, He drew, a little box from his? I want'to liitruduee the sue-
breasUpocket, and smilingly held up 
a bit of silver.

“ And I wear its match close to 
my heart, Tina" ! - -

“Brute—surely that is not my 
half of the coin”?

“ It tens your half, Tin»".

cessful author to my friends. Ton 
are to be my lion. You will come?” 

“ Yes, I’ll come, if you wish it !”
:e Medway went dreamily on 
y, ami Mrs. Lvmau whispered 
of her fashionable friends that

She went to work and finished off her
this note last night—itt^rgivo-you to one

“she was quite sure Mr. Medway hudwat left by the hotel porter.

■ 'tÉiîivr^ ' ■
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