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In ÈeMaoITEMS OF INTEREST. :/,'■“Thu will do—Safe Ko. 27," I Mid, 

stopping before one. I opened it with the 
key on my bnnoh that bore the correspond
ing number, and placed the iron box inside, 
taking out the key of the box.

“ Now]” I explained, “ I shall connect an 
alarm with this safe that will ring both in 
my room and Mr. Seaton's if it is tampered 
with, so your treasures arc quite secure, 
Miss Gower.”

After that day the jewels lay undisturbed 
for months, except that Miss'Gower oc
casionally brought a friend to admire them, 
when John Seaton or I brought the iron- 
clamped box to the manager's room, and re
mained beside the gems until they were re
stored to their stronghold.

The winter wore uneventfully away, the 
spring passed, and then a slight stir came to 
Keppelwade, for the two or three hotels be
gan to fill with summer visitors, who were 
finding out the beauty of our seclude 1 ham
let ana its sunny bay. Among others came 
a young Anglo-German, who brought letters 
of introduction to Colonel Gower tr 
ous old friends abroad and at home. He told 
us ho needed rest and quiet, and Keppel
wade had been recommended to him 
for its ‘ salubrious air and seclusion 
He was a handsome man, of brilliant parts, 
with a wonderful fascination of 
Colonel Gower did not invite him to stay at 
the Cedars ; he took rooms at the Windsor 
Hotel, and made himself free of the whole 
town, captivating all and sundry by his good 
looks and his kindly affable manners.

A polished, widely-travelled 
world was John Hessel, and he could 
verse with equal ease and brilliance on 

•literature, science up to date, ethics, or 
metaphysics. In a week or two he was as 
much at home in Keppelwade as if he had 
been born amongst us, and his face became 
as familiar at the Bank as that of old John 
Seaton himself.

Mr Hessel was a profound believer in 
mesmerism, and told us some strange tales of 
“subjects” he had seen abroad, in Paris and 
at the German seats of learning, where at 
that time “metal baths” and mesmerism 
were the prevalent craze. He told us with 
a laugh one evening at Sir Gilbert’s, 
when all other means of living failed him, 
he could become a Professor of Phrenology 
and a mesmerist. ’ Gilbert proposed a 
“ mesmeric entertainment,” but Mr. Hessel 
rather haughtily refused.

I dreaded the influence he might establish 
over Eleanor Gower ; but when I saw no 
special preference on either side, I became 
content to rçait, patiently and quietly as 
before, until time or circumstance favoured 
my own suit. I thought my case was not 
hopeless. I was heir-presumptive to Sir 
Gilbert Varcomb, and bad a good allowance, 

~iy salary ; and I had no expensive 
tastes ; so I thought it was not unreasonable 
to hope that I might win Eleanor Gower 
for my wife some day. Meanwhile, the 
months passed ; other visitors came and 
went—John Hessel remained.

One evening I was dining with him at the 
Windsor, and our conversation had 
had turned, as it often did, upon mesmer
ism. He seemed to like to talk of 
his own powers, and he reiterated his 
often expressed belief that I was one who 
would fall a ready victim to his will-power.
I knew he was mistaken, for many “ pro
fessors ” to whom I had freely offered my
self as a “ subject ” had given me up as im
practicable and quite unmanageable ; but 
when Hessel still persisted in his opinion, I 
agreed carelessly to a trial of his skill. I 
could do no less when he—my host—was so 
evidently in earnest, and seemed even a 
little nettled at my unbelief.

I sat in an easy-chair, and fixed my eyes 
his face. He made gentle passes before 
with his hands—strange rhythmic move

ments that, but for fear of annoying him, 
would have made me laugh outright. Sud
denly, with an inward laugh, I resolved to 
feign the mesmeric sleep ; I thought of 
nothing beyond the passing fun of the 
moment, and I would turn the tables on 
him when he began to boast of his power, 
or gift as he called it. Again, I say, I 
thought of nothing beyond this. I allowed 
my eyes, under his steadfast gaze, to be
come narrower and milder, then, the lids 
drooped slowly, and I fell back limply in 
the chair and breathed gently and regular
ly. There was perfect stillness for a few 
moments, and then I heard a muttered 
“ That’s well !” uttered with an intensity 
that filled me with curiosity. About five 
minutes passed, and then he slid gently:
“ Varcomb, can you hear me?”

“ Yes,” I replied, in & dull mechanical

order, which I found filed with others in 
the manager’s room. He read it aloud, and 
then handed it without comment to Mi»» 
Gower, who looked astonished.

“ It is my own handwriting,” she said ; 
“andyet I never wrote that ! l never men
tioned either * to-night ’ or * to-morrow ’ 
in my note. ”

“ You see that I acted only on what I 
believed to be your instructions, Miss 
Gower,” said John Seaton. “ I cannot yet 
believe that an actual robbery has been 
committed.—Varcomb, will you not go up 
to the Windsor—it is not quite eleven—and 
ask for Mr. Hessel ?”

go to the Cedars,” cried Oolo- 
“ We may have left the box 

at our house since we left there. I, too, 
feel unwilling to believe that John Hessel 
has really taken the 
them—stolen them, in

sped away to the Windsor Hotel, hop
ing Miss Gower would remain with John 
Seaton until my return—hoping, also, that 
the fretful invalid mother might not appear 
on the qcene, to precipitate my confession 
with her jeremiads. As I expected, they 
had not seen Mr. lÿessel at the Windsor 
since the early forenoon, and he had paid 
hie bill, as he did punctually every week, 
the evening before. I went back with this 
news to the Bank House. Miss Gower was 
still there; and within a few minutes of my 
return her father came in triumphantly 
brandishing a letter. “ This came for you, 
Eleanor, by the evening post. I have no 
doubt Mr. Hessel explains all satisfactorily.”

Eleanor took the letter with some eager
ness, and read aloud:

Dbar Miss Gowbr—I have at last at
tained the object to which I have devoted 
months of patient waiting—the Haseldine 
jewels. They are mine by right, not yours; 
for I am John Haseldine. I am sorry to 
deprive you of them, but they are certainly 
mine.

Hessel asked jestingly if I would not go 
out to cast a harpoon with the fishermen, 
and I replied with a laugh: “Xes, if he 
would insure me against the fate of Jonah 1” 

I passed a sleepless night, thinking over 
the whole situation. It was impossible to 
avoid the conclusion that some danger 
menaced Miss Gower’s jewels, yet it was at 
present so intangible, that I could not make 
up my mind to take any one into my con
fidence. I was not afraid of an attack upon 
the vault ; it was too strongly guarded. 1 
could only think of one plan by which 1 
could insure the safety of the jewels, and 
to follow out that plan might place myself 
in an awkward predicament. I resolved 
upon it, however, and waited my opportun
ity The first time old John Seaton went 
away for a few hours, leaving the keys with 
me, as usual, I went to the vault, straight 
to Safe No. 27. I took out the iron damp
en box, opened it, and removed the leather 
jewel-case, of which Miss Gower alone held 
the key. I put a small letter-weight or two 
in the box, and filled it up with copies of 
old deeds, receipts, and such worthless 
dociunents. I replaced the box in safe 27, 

locked it carefully. The leather case I 
up to the second floor, to my own 
deposited it in a strong little box of 

mv own, and that in the bottom of my ward
robe, which was always locked- securely. 
The event proved that I was right ;. but I 
positively tremble still to think how easily 
I might have been arraigned as a thief, had 
the jewels been found in my wardrobe.

About a week after I had tranferred the 
leather case to my own keening, John Hessel 
came into the Bank, fresh and smiling as 
usual. After his pleasant and courteous 
greetings, he presented to old John Seaton 
an order written in Miss Gower’s firm hand
writing, bearing on its face the half of the 
secret code, and requesting that the iron 
box containing Miss Gower’s jewels be given 
to bearer—they would be returned next day.
I siw Mr. Seaton referring to his private 
ledger to verify the code, smiling the while 
at an amusing episode Hessel was relating 
in his gayest manner. I could scarcely con
tain my uneasiness. What if Hessel had 
the key of the leather case, and should wish 
to open it there? What it all were being 
done in good faith, and he should really 
convey the box safely to Miss Gower !

After a short absence, Mr. Seaton return
ed, bearing the iron box, which he wrapped 
up in brown paper, passing a strap round it 
for easy carrying. He detached the key 
from his own ring and handed it also to 
Hessel.

“ See you at Sir Gilbert’s to night, Var
comb,” called out Hessel gaily as he was 
passing out with his prize. I only nodded in 
response ; in truth, I was almost incapable 
of speech without betraying my deep 
anxiety. The torture compressed into the 
next two hours was indescribable ; kind old 
Mr. Seaton told me to go up-stairs and rest 
—he was sure my head was aching badly. I 
only shook my head, and worked on desper
ately, for 1 must be on the spot when Colo
nel Gower and his daughter would come in 
to denounce the thief who had stolen the 
Haseldine jewels ! I did not even go up to 
lunch, but made old Martha our housekeep
er bring mo some biscuits and cheese and 
a glass ot milk. When three hours had 
passed without any alarm being given, I 
went to the other extreme of feeling, and 
could have capered like a madman in my joy 
and relief, for I was pretty sure that my 
vague surmises had proved 
we put up our shutters for the day, the 
strain on my nerves had really brought 
violent headache, and, after partaking of 
some tea and a strip of toast, I was glad to 
lie down in my room and sleep, which I did 
soundly for two hours. I awoke refreshed 
and thankful, dressed for dinner, and set 
out for Sir Gilbert’s with a light heart. I 
would allow the affair to develop naturally 
now when 1 knew the jewels were safe.

The kind old manager smiled and nodded 
to me as I was passing out, and told me to 
enjoy myself.

Colonel Gower and his daughter had 
arrived before me. I found both in my aunt’s 
drawing-room when I entered.

“Have you seen Mr. Hessel, Bert?” ask
ed Lady Varcomb “We are waiting for 
him.”
“Not since morning.” I replied. “He 

come to the Bank at eleven o’clock on busi-

I made my way to Miss Gower, 
generally contrived to do within five minutes 
of entering any room where she was pres
ent.

The Three Little 0 hairs.
They sat alone by the bright woed Are,
The gray-haired dame and aged sire,

Dreaming of days gone by ; /
The tear-drops fell on each wrinkled cheek. 
They both had thoughts they could not speak. 

And each heart uttered a sigh.

rd knowrt a dozen girls or.-morc. ' 
Some sweet and dwllf JftBypkJn

Bat all their wiles t 
I’d met with such sen 

That even when with open arms 
Thoy stood, I kept a proper distance.

and '
It is illegal for boys under sixteen years 

of age to be oa the streets of Selleraburg, 
Ind., after seven o’clock p.m.

In a shaving contest in Truckee, Nevada, 
the successful barber cleanly scraped his 
mtrf>k>od,0rly"five*econds> without draw-

One of'fashion’» devotees suggests that the 
Government ought to print an assortment 
of postage stamps with a black border, for 
the use of people in mourning.

A trade journal states that grease spots 
can be readily removed from carpets by the 
application of a mixture consisting of equal 
•portions of chloroform and ether.

During the present year many of the pa
triotic women of Poland wear mourning to 
commemorate the centenary of the loss of 
Poland’s independence as a nation.

A watchmaker in Nurcmburg, Bavaria, 
has invented a device which displays on the 
face of a clock, one hour before it is about 
to run down, the warning word, “ Wind.”

Dramatists in France get twelve per cent, 
of the gross receipts of each play, and are 
allowed tickets to the value of one hundred 
francs for every performance of such plays 
as they have written.

There is a demand in England for a coin 
of the value of £1. Sir Henry Bessemer 
suggests that it be made of aluminium, 
which is a very light metal—less than one- 
seventh the weight of gold. It is so light 
that counterfeiters could not find any pre
paration wijh which to make spurious al
uminium coins.

The Japanese are fond of bathing. In 
the City of Tokio there are over eight hun
dred public bath-housee, in which a person 
can take a bath, hot or cold, for a sum equal 
to one cent. Most of the Japanese perfer 
warm baths, and very likely this is the rea
son why their complexions are usually clear, 
smooth, and spotless.

Mrs. J. Wilson, of Warsaw, Ind., 
thought to be dead, and just as her 
body was tenderly placed in the coffin, she 

sed her hands and clutched the fingers of 
the undertaker’s assistant. Restoratives 
were applied, and she soon became con
scious, and is likely to thoroughly recover. 
For three days she hai bsan in a trance.

Intense excitement prevailed near Nation
al City, California, when the discovery 
made that a dead body had been used for 
smuggling purposes. A corpse was brought 
from Mexico, and reverently conveyed 
across the line, ostensibly for shipment to 
relatives in San Francisco. A curious citi
zen. who had had his suspicions aroused, 
secretly followed the corpse after its arrival 
in National L-ity, and saw it conveyed to a 
lone habitation in the mountains at Otay 
Mesa. Peeping through the window, he 
saw the sad mourners engaged in a rather 
unusual proceeding. They had opened the 
coffin, and from the interior of the

and witchingc^ 
jistenooone res

For their sad and tearful eyes described 
Three little chairs placed side by aide 

Against the sitting-room wall ; 
Old-fashioned enough as there they stood— 
Their seats of flag and their frames of wood, 

With their backs so high and tall.

Then the sire shook his silvery head.
And with trembling voice he gently said :

“Mother, these empty chair - ;
They bring us such sad thoughts to-night 
Well put them forever out of sight 

In the small dark room upstairs."

But quick she answered, “ Father, not yet, 
For l look at them and I forget 

That the children are away:
The boys come back and our Mary,
With her apron on of chocked blue,

And sit nere every day.

“Johnny comes back from the billows deep; 
Willie wakes from his battle-field sleep 

To say good-night to me ;
Mary’s a wife and mother no r.ioro.
But a tired child whose playtime ir. o’er 

And comes to rest at my knee.

•So let them stand there, though empty now, 
And every time when alone we bow 

At. the Father's throne to pray.
We’ll ask to meet the children above.
In our Saviour’s home of rest and love.

Where no child goeth away."

I joined a club, and settled down 
To blissful dreams and novci- ftujjid.

I smoked until I'd colored brown.^P^^^^, 
A meerschaum saddled by a Cupid.

I thought myself exempt from care 
That crosses the domestic tablé,

When suddenly, quite unaware.
My narrow path was crossed by Mabel.“And I’ll 

nel Gower. To be near her. to hear her speak,
And drink the music of her laughter ; 
0 see the smiles slip o’er her cheek. 
And watch the dimples chasing 

But hold ! you know as well as I 
What auguries such praises carry ;

I bade the bachelors good-by,
And in the autumn 1 shall marry.

To
jewels- appropriated

I

Golden Thoughts For Every l)ay,
Monday—

om vari-

Tho happy morn is come ; 
Triumphant o'er the grave. 
The Savior leaves the tomb. 
Omnipotent to save ; 

Captivity is captive led.
For Jesus llvetn that was dead.

ij

manner.
Who now accuses them,
For whom their Surety died ? 
Who now shall those condemn. 
Whom God hath justified 1 

Captivity is captive led.
For Jesus llvetn that was dead.SAFE NO. 27. man of the

Christ hath the ransom paid.
The glorious work is done,
On Him our help is laid,
By Him our victory w< 
ptivity is captive led. 
r Jesus liveth that was dead.

—[Thomas Hawaii.
Tuesday—The English people are satis

fied that to the great the consolations of 
religion are as necessary as its instructions. 
They, too, are among the unhappy. They 
feel personal pain and domestic sorrow. In 
these they have no privilege, but are subject 
to pay their full contributions levied on 
mortality. They want this sovereign balm 
under their gnawing cares and anxieties, 
which, -being less conversant about th« 
limited wants of animal life, range without 
limit and are diversified by infinite combina
tions in the wild and unbounded regions ol 
imagination. —[Burke.

Wednesday—
Yet, every day has its dawn,

Its noontide and its eve ; *
Ive while we live, giving God thank»—
He will not let us grieve.

rly eighties, I 
appointed agent for Rawlin’s Bank, at 
t for the branch of it located in the busy 

York-

It was some tima in the ea
on ;was 

leas
leaport town of Keppelwade, on the 
ihire coast. I was graciously informed by my 
luperiore, the Rawlin Brothers, principals 
of the Bank, that my trustworthiness and 
punctuality had induced them to promote 
me to this post at an earlier age than bank 
clerks usually blossom out into inspectors 
ar agents. I thanked them deferentially, 
but adhered to my own previous private 
opinion, which was, that I was indebted for 
It partly to the influence of my uncle, Sir 
Uibert Varcomb of Kepplewade, and partly 
lo the adventure which I un now about to

The agent under whom I had qualified 
lor my present position was John Seaton, a 
ianny cld Scotchman, slow as the tortoise, 
but of exceeding kindness and faithfulness 
>f heart. To know him was to love him. 
He and I both lived in the Bank House, 
just above the business premises, which 
were large and commodious. It was a sub
stantial and imposing mansion, built of red 
brick, with stone facings, and polished gran
ite piliers. The whole of the ground floor 
was» required for business purposes, besides 
s large portion of the cellarage. A side 
entrance as handsome as the other led 
ap to the first floor, where the 
lived. On a higher story I had my 
room and sitting-room ; and I lived 
bentedly on the premises, finding plenty of 
healthy amusement and variety in fishing, 
•hooting, even occasionally riding after the 
hounds, when my uncle, Sir Gilbert, gave 
me a good mount, and various dinner and 
evening engagements in their season.

There was a beautiful little place belong
ing to my uncle called * The Cedars,’ within 
fc mile of the town. It was tenanted by a 
retired Indian officer, Colonel Gower, his 
wife, and daughter, Miss Eleanor Gower, 
e very handsome girl, but cold^iyd stately 
in manner. Shortly after they took posses
sion of the Cedars, about a twelve-month 
before my story begins, Colonel Gower and 
his daughter drove into town, and stamped 
it the Bank, they both alighted and enter
ed, the Colonel bearing in his hand a/large 
brown leather bag. I went with them to 
the manager’s room, as Mr. Seaton was out, 
and Colonel Gower opened his business to 
me without any hesitation.

“I have here,” he said, laying his hand 
on the bag “many thousand pounds’ worth 
of jewels. My daughter’s godmother, Mrs. 
Haseldine, a very wealthy and eccentric 
woman, died recently, and bequeathed all 
her jewels to Eleanor—more trinkets than a 
reasonably sane woman could wear in a life
time. We have brought them to you for 
safe keeping.” He sot down the bag on the 
table with a heavy thud.

I explained to them quietly the precau
tions we took for the defence of such valu
ables.

“ I will give Miss Gower a written code 
or cipher that will be known only to her 
and me—and of course, Mr. Seaton. She 
must give an order in her own handwriting 
to any messenger—even you, Colonel Gower, 
bearing the half of this cipher on its face 
before any of the jewels are delivered. The 
key of the safe in which they are kept”-----

“ One moment, please,” interrupted Miss 
Gower. “I will retain only one key—that 
Df the leather jewel-case inside the iron 
box.”

Ca
Fo

John Haseldine.
The others turned bewildered looks on 

each other ; but I, with the knowledge of 
that leather jewel-case safe in my wardrobe 

cool scoundrel’s col-

!

up-stairs, pictured the 
lapse on opening and searching the iron box, 
and laughed aloud. John Seaton looked at 
me reproachfully ; visions of Scotland Yard 
detectives on the trail, commotion among 
the Rawlin magnates in the City, possible 
reprimands and severities, were evidently 
passing before his mind.

Colonel Gower was intensely angry, and 
no wonder, at the cool manner in which we 
had all been hoodwinked.

Miss Gower looked coldly and proudly at 
me, as if my laugh had hurt her.

“ What will he deserve at your hands, 
Colonel Gower,” I asked, “ who will restore 
all the jewels, without one

that rai

Li

—[Dinah Maria Craih
Thursday—Worldly pleasure, like thi 

rose is sweet, but it has its thorn. Like tht 
bee it gives some honey, but it carries it* 
sting. Like Judas, it gives the kiss, bnt it 
is that of the betrayer. Pleasure is good 
for sauce, but not for food ; it may do foi 
digestion, but not for dinner—those who get 
most of it are most deceived. —[C. Leach.

Friday—
Thee will I love, my joy, my crown ;

Theo will I love, my Lord, my God I
Thee will I love, beneath thy frown 

Or smile, thy sceptre or thy rod I 
What though my nosh and heart decay ? 

shall I love in endless day.
-[C. Wesley.

Saturday—Have you not all sometime! 
watched the sea-gulls as, uttering their 
plaintive wail, as, with the slow waft of 
their white wings, they hover above the 
surge ? Or, have you seen the gannet hnrl- 
ing itself down like a thunderbolt from its 
perpendicular height to strike some fish 
which its keen eye sees glittering deep 
under the waves ? Or, if, pent up in these 
stifling cities with their smoke poisoned air, 
we cannot see these, we need not go very 
far to learn a lesson from the pigeons, with 
a luster as of amethyst bathed in emerald 
on their shining necks, as they seek the food 
which man’s kindness gives them ; or, at 
any rate, the numberless city apt 
humblest and most despised of God’ 
urea, very street Arabs among the birds, of 
which yet not one falleth to the ground 
without our Father’s will. Did Jesus, then, 
point to the birds of the air as though they 
set you an example of greedy depende 
of lazy sloth ? Nay, not so. “ Th 
he giveth them they gather ; he openeth his 
hand, and they,” unanxious about the mor
row, guided by unreflecting instinct, toiling 
for whit God gives, “ are filled with good.” 
—[John Howe.

besides m amissing ?
Would you let him name his own reward ?”

The Colonel looked at me grimly from 
under his shaggy -eyebrows. “Ÿes; I 
would let him name it,” he replied with em
phasis.

“And if he named that which was prom
ised to Schiller's Diver ?” I presisted bold
ly, though my face had grown very hot.

He looked at me still more grimly, but 
with a twinkle in his eye, which I interpret
ed favourably. Miss Gower and John Seaton 
were talking together, and had not heard 
us. “I should say,” he answered deliberate
ly, “ that ho had better ask the princess 
herself.”

“So ho will,” I said gladly. “ Listen, 
then, to mv small story, Mr. Seaton.—Sit 
here, Miss Gower ; I have something to tell 
you. We all kuow how John Hessel believ
ed in himself as a mesmerist. His ^ower 
was real, but his mistake was in being so 
sure that he could nfluen e all and sundry. 
I knew he could not hypnotise me ; but he 
was so eager to try, so determined to suc
ceed that, for fun, I feigned the coma, and 
made him think I was wholly overcome. 
All his questions related to Miss Gower’s 
jewels. He had hoped to get them directly 
from me and when he found how strongly 
they were guarded, he was angry. I acted 
so well that he never found me out ; and, 
Mr. Seaton, the day you went to Harper 
Henge last week, I took the leather case 
out of the iron box,

or two paper-weights, and bundles of 
old balance-sheets and receipts.—Your 

quit^safe, Miss Gower, in a box 
in the bottom m my wardrobe upstairs.— 
Take my keys, Mr. Seaton, and see for 
yourself.”

In a moment John Seaton, and Colonel 
Gower were boundi 
ti ne. I stayed Miss 
have followed : “ Miss Gower—Eleanor, I 

i your father’s con- 
but—what do

Xd- corpse
they were taking small tin box» of opium.

Admirers of the fair sex, who are always 
ready to give full credit to woman for her 
influence and achievements, say that Colum
bus received a “ tip” from his wife regard
ing the existence of a new world. She was 
a beauty of Lisbon, the daught 
tinguished Italian navigator named Peres- 
trello. One day, so the story rune, while 
Dona Felipa was examining some of her 
father’s papers, she discovered one contain
ing a chart of a new path to the Indies. She 
showed it to her beloved Christopher, and 
as the Genoese sailor was as wise as he was 
venturesome, he knew the value of the chart 
and soon after decided to utilize it. The 
hint embraced in this chart, thanks to his 
wife, led to the discovery which will be ever 
memorable in the land of Columbia.

‘J

;Thee

er of a dis-

correct. When

Spring Games in Early Times.
Since the most ancient days mankind has 

been accustomed to hail the appearance of 
spring with intense satisfaction and delight, 
because of its being the natural commence
ment of the year. The ancient Romans on 
April 28 and five following days celebrated 
certain festivities called ludi florales, or the

screat-

nee or 
at whichfilled up the box with floral games. These were held annually in 

honor of Flora, the goddess ot flowers and 
vegetation. Prayers were offered to this 
divinity asking her to smile upon the 
flowers, trees, grass and other products of 
the earth during the year. -

The Greeks also indulged in festive games, 
accompanied with many ceremonies appro
priate to the season.

In later days the Germans commemorated 
the return of spring with great ceremony 
and display of an allegorical character, to 
which tney gave the name of Der Somraers- 
gewinn, or the acquisition of summer. At 
Eisenach, in Saxony, the inhabitants at one 
time celebrated it in the following

They divided themselves into two parties, 
one of which carried a straw figure, repre
senting Winter, without the limits of the 
town, thus symbolically banishing the 
frosty old fellow from their district. The 
other party assembled on the outskirts of 
the village and at a given Signal marched 
in, bearing aloft a figure of Spring, be
decked with cypress and hawthorn. Meet
ing the others they joined forces and formed 
a triumphal procession. The peasants pa
raded-about the fields, singing and dancing 
and otherwise expressing their joy at the 
return of the spring.

As time progressed the straw figures were 
discarded, and the two seasons were repre
sented by appropriately dressed human be
ings. These individuals engaged in a mock 
combat, in which, as a matter of course, 
Spring came off the victor and was trium
phantly led into the town, amid the re
joicings of the assembled crowds. Winter’s 
representative, on the other hand, was uncere - 
monioualy stripped of his emblematical garb 
and ignomiuiously dismissed. The name 
given to this festival was the “Dead Sun
day,” in allusion to the resemblance which 
the still repose of winter allegorically bears 
to the sleep of death.

Gradually the custom died away, and now 
no vestige remains of what was once a gala 
day ethiong the fun loving inhabitants of 
Eisenach.

jewels are
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ng up, three steps at a 
Gower when she would Notice to Office Bores.

Walk right in, and if you don’t see what 
you want, reach for it.

Take all the latest exchanges before the 
editor has had a chance at them. They arc 
made to look at. Trim your nails with hi* 
scissors and write your letters on his desk, 
not forgetting to leave the pen in the muci
lage bottle.

Don’t shut the door if you should happen 
to leave. The editor needs all the sight 
draughts he can get.

Ask him ten times a day why he has not 
published your sketch. Yours is the only 
sketch he has received in six months, and 
it should have appeared long ago.

In short, walk right in and take charge 
of things. You are a natural born editor, 
and should never have spent your life in 
loafing around. Get in tne editorial chair, 
kick the editor out and show the people 
how to run a newspaper.

“Did 
day?” s

you show Mr Hessel my jewels to- 
he asked, after our greetings were 

“ He wished particularly to see those 
large ugly cameos, in their old-fashioned 
gold setting. ”

“ Mr. Seaton gave him the iron box, 
after reading your order, and he carried it 
off with all its contents,” I replied quickly..

She slightly raised her eyebrows, 
in amused surprised than alarm, 
had not my authority for such a proceed
ing;” she said quietly ; “ nor had Mr. 
Seaton.”

“ In what terms did you couch your 
order, Miss Gower ? Mr. Seaton is rigidly 
exact ”

“Not quite in this case,” she pointedly 
persisted. “ I asked Mr. Seaton to show 
Mr. Hessel all my jewels ; and I enclosed 
the key of the leather case, to be returned 
to me immediately. You showed them to 
my aunt, Mrs. Gower of Hardwicke, a few 
months ago, when 1 could not go with her 
at the time, and.you brought 
key yourself, Mr. Varcomb.”

“ Very true ; but I heard nothin'g of a 
key this morning ; and Mr. Seaton is so 
precise and correct that I am certain he has 
not exceeded his instructions, as he under
stood them, 
that”-----

I was intorr 
company town 
firmatory nod from Lady Varcomb, in res
ponse to my inquiring glance, I oflered my 
arm to Miss Gower, and we joined the pro
cession, of which Mr. John Hessel did not 
form a part.

“ How does this matter strike you, Mr. 
Varcomb ?” asked Miss Gower in a low 
tone, when we were surrounded by a sub
dued hum of voices at table.

“ Well—I can scarcely offer an opinion as 
yet,” I answered ; “ but I think it should 
be looked into, straight in the face, at once, 
Miss Gower.”

We did not again allude to the subject ; 
but when we were all once more in the draw
ing-room, I saw that she contrived to have 
a few moments’ speech with her father, and 
I saw him glance towards me with a look of 
uneasy perplexity. He approached 
little later, and whispered under cover of a 
noisy duet on the painoforte : “ Try to leave 
when we do, Varcomb ; I must speak with

am quite content to owe 
sent to his gratitude,“ Where are Miss Gower’s jewels kept ?” 

he asked in a low eager tone.
wonder I did not leap to my feet 

y great astonishment, and a good 
thing that I did not. 1 found voice enough 
to Say in the same dull manner : “ Safe No.

owe me ? Not gratitude, I hope. Love is 
worth love. ”

I will not record her answer ; it was sat
isfactory.

The lock of the leather case had to be 
forced, but the jewels were intact; not one 
was misplaced.

We have neither seen, nor heard of John 
Haseldine since then: but Eleanor and I 
often say 
face when
iron box so long and càrefully kept in safe 
No. 27 !

It was a
manner :

“He27.”
“ Can you obtain access to it—to them ?”
“ No.”
“ Why not ?”
“ John Seaton holds the keys.”
“ How is the vault protected ?”
“ Night watchman, big dog, iron door, 

electric alarm.”
A very unorthodox execration broke from 

him ; and there was a lengthy pause, dur
ing which I dare not move a single eyelid.

“ How shall I obtain access to Safe No. 
27 ?” he asked at last.
“You must have a written ordeŸ from 

Miss Gower, headed by a code or cipher, 
known only to her and Mr. Seaton.”

Again a baffled ejaculation, and he rose 
and walked about the room, muttering 
angrily.

“As you please,” I assented. “If you 
let me see them now, I will catalogue them, 
and make a copy-inventory for you to re
tain.”

I looked into the front office to tell the 
clerks that no one Was to be admitted to 
the manager’s room except Mr. Seaton it 
he returned ; then I locked the door and 
sat down to my task. The Colonel open
ed the bag and disclosed a strong-box 
with iron clamps, marked with a large “H,” 
in brass-headed nails, on the top. Miss 
Gower handed him a key, and he opened 
this also. Inside was a strong leather jewel- 
case, and of that, too, Miss Gower gave him 
the key.

We had many beautiful and valuable 
family jewels ; but anything like these now 
revealed I had never seen. Rubies of rich 
intoxicating lustre ; flawless pearls, opals, 
emeralds ; nut the diamonds were the es
pecial glory of the collection, filling the dull 
room with fairy sparkles of light, like the 
ripples on a sunlit bay. Starry clusters of 
diamonds for the breast, pendants, brooches, 
clasps, lockets, eardrops, without number ! 
And besides all these in their rich settings, 
a little chamois bag under the lowest tray, 
lying beside a set of magnificent and very 

cameos, held a number of unset and 
1er diamonds. I worked rapidly, 

aying each article when catalogued on 
e velvet-lined tray. When the long 
•list was finished I read it over, the Colonel 
replacing each piece in case as I named it ; 
then, before taking a copy, I put my list 
carefully into a secret drawer of the desk 
and locked it.

“ Now we will put this iron box away 
first, for it is not sate to leave the gems

we should like to have seen his 
he examined, the contents of the

Electrical Notes-
Thomas A. Edison is at present in New 

Jersey looking after the possible develop
ment of mining property by the introduc
tion of his magnetic ore separator.

The employment of celluloid in place of 
lead for storage battery plates is a new de
parture, which, with other advantages, 
will make a great saving of weight in the 
accumulators.

Needless Alarm,me back the
Dangerous things look safe, and safe 

things look dangerous. The trouble is all in 
the beholder’s eye, as the common expres
sion is. An Englishman was on a voyage to 
Spain.motionless, ruminating deeply on 

my idiotic answers. Some ready-witted 
men could have coined misleading answers 
to Heasel’s questions without hesitation ; I 
was not one of those who cannot be taken 
by surprise. I had been taken by surprise. 
How 1 longed to be alone, to ihink this well 
over. A few minutes more, and I felt that 
he was making rapid passes before my face

started u 
looking,

I assure you, Miss Gower, flying by, of varying shape, 
One, the Englishman noticed

system of duplex telegraphy has 
been devised which is both duplexrecently

and diplex in its nature.
The latest novelties brought jnjt by the 

Edison Company are a street-car controlling 
switch embodying new features, and a gen
erator whose field-coils can be removed in 
spools for repair.

The City Council of St. Etienne, France, 
has decided to equip the 18,000 silk and 
ribbon looms of the place with electric motor 
power.

The root of the rice plant has been dis
covered to bo a satisfactory subs ta nee of 
incandescent lamp filaments.

iffrig a
was bearing slowly down towards him, 
with her cargo piled on deck half-way up 
the masts ! What could she be 1 Hew could 
she hope laden in this way, to live out the 
faintest suspicion of a gale ?

The English traveller was considerably ex
ercised about her. Something surely ought 
to be done to make such rascally “ deck
loading ” illegal and impossible. He scan
ned the vessel with his glass. The breezd 
was light, but she rode buoyantly. At last • 
sailor cleared up the mystery.

“Why, sir,” he said, bluntly, 
only a coaster loaded with cork.”

upted by a movement of the 
rds the door ; and afteracon-

Wake up,” he said sharply ; and I 
p quickly, rubbing^nny eyes, and 
I dare say, dazed and stupid 

enough. He was looking at me earnestly.
“ You don’t make a very good subject, 

Varcomb,” he said lightly. “Confess, now, 
that you have been half awake all the time, 
laughing at the ridiculous questions I 
asked.”

“You are quite mistaken,” I rep 
truthfully, and with a great yawn. “I was 
not even half awake! That I should live to 
say it, who never believed in mesmerism, 
except among a parcel of weak nervous wo
men!”

“Come out for a stroll along the shore,” 
he said quietly. “It is a pleasant even
ing.”

We went out together; It was a gray, 
quiet evening; gray clouds cast leaden sha
dows on a slate-coloured sea.

We strolled along the breakwater, and 
met an officer of the coastguard, who gave 
us the interesting information that a bottle
nosed whale had been seen in the oiling. 
We stood talking with the man—I was de
termined not to hurry—and then we turned 
back with him, discussing the probable cap
ture of the doomed whale.

Bnal Artificial Heat.
A lady who lives on Austin avenue sent 

her colored servant Matildy to the grocery 
store togetaloaf of bread for breakfast, which 
was ready. Matildy got back pretty soon 
with the bread, and as the lady of the house 
took it, she remarked :

“This is nice, fresh bread. It is 
yet from the oven.”

“ l)at ain’t what makes it hot,” interrupt
ed Matildy.

“ What d
“ I put de bread under my arm, and run 

de whole way from de bakery. Dat’s what 
warmed it up so.”

“ The bread got cool before the lady did, 
when she heard this explanation. ”

That there still is a field for invention in 
life-saving fenders for electric cars is evi
denced by the fact that C. M. Ryan, a young 
boy in boston, was recently crushed and 
killed under one of these so-called “ life 
savers. ” .

Two new styles of arc lamps have been 
put on the market during the past week 
which are intended specially for use in 
rooms with low ceilings and in other places 
where the height ot the old style has proved 
inconvient.

In Dresden an electric fire engine, using 
a power of 5,000 volts, has been construct
ed, whose pump is capable of thrown ng 
cubic feet of water per second. W i 
three-quarter-inch-noXzle it gives a height of 
throw of 100 feet. '

Quote it Correctly.
“ A mistake that is very generally made, 

said Gen. Rosecrans at Wiflards’s last even
ing, “ is in the popular phrase ‘ Evervting 
ie lovely and the goose hangs high.’ Now, 
this is entirely wrong. It should read, 4 Ev
erything is lovely and the goose honks high.’ 
This saying originated away up in tho 
northern states, where in rainy, foggy or 
stormy weather, it is a well-known fact that 
the geese fly low—skimmiag along over tho 
very house tops. In fine and pleasant 
weather you will remember that they fly in 
long strings so high in the heavens that 
their peculiar cry, ‘ Honk, honk,’ can 
scarcely be heard on the earth below, hence 
tho old saying that everything is lovely 
when ‘ the goose ’ ‘ honksr high,’ and not 
« hangs hig'i,’ which is the most nonsensical 
p rversion of the original old New England 
saying.”

Hod

even for a moment. Come this way, please. ” 
I left the agent’s room by a door that gave 

on the corridor, and they followed me to 
the strong-room, a separate building, burglar 
and fire proof, lit by electric light. This 
strong-room had been designed by a celebrat
ed engineer ; none but skilled artisans, with 
time and appliance, and noise, could break 
through from without or from below. The 
lock of iron door was a special
patent, opened by only one key, 
and that key never left Mr. Seaton's 
possession, or, when he was absent 
mine. I explained all this to Miss Gower 
as we entered the vault, where light burned 
day i»nd night, and strong safes held price
less deposits.

oca make it warm ?”

Truly, the repose and self-control that 
“ stamp the caste of Vere de Vere” 
beautiful and admirable in themselves ! 
This father and daughter knew that the fate 
of a large fortune hung trembling in the 
balance, yet they smiled, conversed, en
joyed, with high-bred ease and umoved 
composure. They left early, and I ac- 

anied them. We drove straight to the 
u«.a, and told Jolm-Seaton, who in great 
surprise and consternation, 
to the cold empty offices for Mias Gower’s

Whoever lends a greedy ear to a slander
ous report is either himself of a radically 
bad disposition or a mere child in sense.

180
th a

Loosing for flowers without thorns is one 
of the best ways in the world for fooling 
your time away.

Where boasting ends, there dignity Le-
Bank No principal is more noble, as there is 

none more holy, than that of true obedience.8**nt me down
gins.


