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GRACE DARLING'S BOAT.

IN TUE FISHERIES' EXHIBITION.

It stands—amid a myriad objects strange,
Mm’g; of o fisher's life:

A lovifrg sight, to glorify the range
Of sea-born joy and strife!

It speaks—above the tumult of the hour,
Stronger than thought or speech—

This memory of self-devotion’s power.
Further than sound can reach!

To brave the perils of the heartless deep,
When every wave meant death,

With woman’s earnestness to save and Keep
Alive each struggling breath!

To fight the pitiless seas and wrest the prize
human lives in victory,
This Heaven-gift hoat reculls to happy eyes
A soul’s nobility!

The pride of race, the boast of duuntless deeds,
Must pale beneath her fume,
Eternal as the ocenn’s breath—so speeds

The memory of ker name.

To raise our thoughts from grovelling desires,
To keep us stauneh and hrave,

To wake the nobler impulse that inspires
Self-sacrifice to save !

To touch our lives with that far tenderness
That reaches everywhere:

Until thedeeds which human kind may bless,
We almost seem to share, '

Isipork (. AsCitkR.

THOMAS CRANE'S OATH.

BY CLAREXCE M. BOUTELLE.

I.

Thomas Crane counted the strokes as they
were given by the tall old clock in the hall,
and rose regretfully. “‘Twelve, and I must
go,”’ he said, which to Harry:Fenton meant
that his friend would stand up and talk for an
hour in exactly the same way in which he had
talked for six hours’ sitting, that he wonld talk
for a half hour longer in the hall, finish with
fifteen minutes outside the door, and that at
fifteen minutes before two o’clock in the morn-
ing—with a chance of not more than five min-
utes’ error either way—it wouald be possible to
go to bed. Thomas Crane had the reputation of
being sure ; he was certainly slow,

One could scarcely blame Thomas Crane for
his slowness at this time. ‘I'he room in which
he and Fenton had spent the long evening was
the ideal of comfort. Some rooms are furnished
to please those who may happen to see them
from time to time, and are elegant ; some are
furnished because rooms are necessary; and are
commonplace ; some are furnished to please the
one who speuds his time in them, and are com-
fortable and homelike. Harry Fenton’s study
was of the latter kind. Iivery chair and table,
every paper and book seemed to have something
of Fenton’s individuality, and to his friend
could but beattractive. The night outside was
equally unatfractive. The icy wind was piling
the snow into long hard drifts in the darkness.
The contrast was not a pleasant one to one who
must soon face the storm.

On the table nearest the fireplace were the
books the friends had been using from time to
time in their discussion ; curious works on the
strangest features in mental science ; collec-
tions of instances whiech have never been ex-
plained, and perhaps never will be ; books on
the brain and nerves. 'These two old college
chums never failed to meet once a week in the
young lawyer's study to spend an evening in
their favorite way.

Standing near the open fire, Thomas Crane
spid ¢ “1 must maintain that there is not
merely a possible, but a probable, connection
between any two persons you may name. Trace
back your life, and somewhere it crosses the
life of the beggar you pass in the street. But for
me, the man who makes my clothes and the
woman who cooks my food would have different
lives from what they do. You grantit? Well,
then, trace it on, and what happens?  Bat for
them,what!? I tell you,Fenton, yourlife and mine
sways that of human beings beyond the seas.”
‘What grew out of this took place about the hour
which Fenton had felt from experience would
be spent standing in the cheerful firelight.

In the hall the conversation had drifted to an-
-other phase of the fascinating subject, and as
‘Crane took down his overcoat he was saying :
Ot course, there is such a thing as indirect,
unintentional responsibility. The man who
does o good deed may rob some one bebind Lim
-of deserved praise when he allows the deed to be
counted to his own credit ; and the man whose
life set in motion the train of events which re-
sulted in the good may never even dream of it.
And, on the other hand, we meet men cvery day
who are really responsible for' the crimes for
which other men endure punishmeut. Not
knowingly, not purposely, not with malice,
but, in truth, vesponsible for all that.”” From
this the discussion went on for o half-hour or
more, and then Crane opened the door to go.
The bitter cold rushed in in a ficree blast, as
he said in answer to his fviend’s last remark :
““An oath should be sacred. I can conceive of
no circumstances which would warrant its being
broken,”

“Well,” said Fenton, “I think we have
pretty completely covered the whole ground to-
night. You have brought up the theories of n
connection between all human beings, and of a
far-fetched kind of vesponsibility in which 1
don’t believe, aud 1 will take pleasure in & con-
flict with you on these points next week., And
now, do you know it's confounded cold ? I am
half inclined to drive you away, old friend ; can
vou deduce suything mathematical or psycho-
logical from that #’

‘“Both,” said Crane, *ftwo straight lines in-
terseet in only one point.  Five minutes might
make a man too late for the inevitable. T cer-
tainly ought not to be foo carly for my fate.”
And with these laughing words on his lips he
indeed went straight to his fate.

Crossing the little park which seemed doubly
desolate from night and storm, as though to
balance its Summer beauty, there was a sudden
cry a little ahead. A quarter minute two men
seemed engaged in a terrible struggle, but before
he could reach them oune had rushed away amoung
the trees, and the other had fallen to the earth.
Crane’s first impulse was to lollow the runaway ;
his second, and the one he acted upon, was to
assist the other. Crane had studied medicine
before his father had prevailed upon himn to be
a bauker, so as to perpetuate the business in
which the family had grown rich for three gen-
erations. It scorcely needed more than the
glimpse he could get of the wounded man’s face
in the darkuess and the sound of his failing
voice to prove to him that all that the poor
fellow had to say must be said at once. The
knife in the other man’s hand done its work
only too well.

“How long will T live "’ said the stranger,
in a wonderfully calm and even voice. There
was perfect sincerity in the tones he used ; he
evidently felt that ¢ Will Ilive?’ would have
been a wasted question. :

Crane answered with equal fraukness: * Not
five minuntes !”

‘¢ Are you rich ¢ in a wenker tone,

s Xfes'7’

‘¢ Charitable ?”

Thomas Crane felt a doubt, but he said ¢ Yes”
again. '

“Will you give a strauger—a dying stranger
—a year of your time ¢’

“Will T give " began Crane,

“ Listen,” with sudden energy. 1 hadn't
an enemy in the world. 1 am dying by the
hand of a murderer. Will you give me one year
to find the man who is responsible for this?
And will you make it cost him bis life ¢”

Crane hesitated, Lut looked ‘into the eyes
turned towards lis face und said ** Yes"” again.

““Swear it 1’

A longer pause, and then Crane said, solemn-
Iy : ¢“1 do swear it 1"

A wilder blast swept across the park, and
when it had past, Crane was looking down on
the dead face of the man whose path had crossed
his that fearful night, and to whowm he had
pledged a year of his life.

II.

Thomas Crane testified at the inquest to the
conflict he had seen, and to being with the man
at his death. To his father and to Iarry Fen-
ton ouly did he tell of the fearful oath he had
fuken in the tempest of that January night.
Both grieved that he had taken it, but neither
said one word to induce him to break it.

* My legal knowledge is at your command,”
said Harry Feuton.

¢ My fortune is at your command,”” said his
father.

Longz before noon the dead man’s relatives
had come to claim him—his widowed mother
and his sister; but they had nothing to tell
which would throw any light on the murder.
Churlie Jackson had spoken the truth when he
said he had not an enemyin the word. He had
no great amount of money. It was a most ter-
rible mystery.

T'he next day Thomas Crare began his senrch.
Search around the scene of the murder was re-
warded by finding the knife with which the
deed was done. 'T'he police had failed to find it.
Crane found it himself,

Days (ollowed in which he carefully examined
the stock of cutlery in one store after another
in his search for kuives like it. IHe found its
mate at last in a little variety store far out in
the suburbs, the onlv one like it which he had
scen for sale in the whole city. He bought it,
treated the man who sold it to a glass of beer,
praised the little child who came into the store
from the dwelling behind it, and so won upon
the man that he learned where the other two
knives from the quarter dozen he had had, had
gone when sold.

Ie took the likeliest cuse first,

A fellow who had been indicted for man-
slaughter once, and who was popularly believed
to have escaped by false swearing, was followed
first. Whatover he had been doing, he was
evidently covering up hig tracks. But when
found at last, late in March, a thousand miles
away from where Crane lad commenced to
follow him, he was sitting in a bar-rcom whit-
tling a shingle with the mate of the kuife which
had killed Jackson, and two months of hard
work had come to nothing. Crane was disgusted,
not disheartened. )

"I'he next day he was on his way hack to begin
again

The other man was an  express messengor.
An honest, hardworking, straightforward man,
it seemed almost & mockery to follow him.
Crane took another step forward in regard to the

knives themselves before he began. 1o went to
the manufucturers, and from them to the whole-
sale dealers, telling them Jjust enough of his
purpose to secure thenr aid, and traced the
knives from the place where they were made,

In towns not far away knives like these had
been bought and sold again, but ouly the three
he h:!d already known of had ever béen sent to
tll?‘cxl,y in whieh the murder took place.

There was nothing left to do but tu follow the
express messengor,  Crane began his work, e
h:.ld seen the man once or twice, and so knew
him by sight. tfe found him oue morning i
his neat yard at home. He was catting limbs
from thg trees next the walk; and, to Crane's
disappointment the knife he nsed was wot the
mate of the one which had killed younyg Jack-
son. .

~ Thomas Crane went that alternoon to see the
Jacksous. They had known for some time that
he was following up the case, and he hal been
to see them several times,  He told them what
he hawl done, and what le had found out ; but
he did not tell thews yet why he “was following
the wurderer. 1t was beginning to be a ghastly
piece of business in his estimation, yet he
scarcely. dared hope for so welcome a tlfiug us
failure.  Think of it! A man bending all his
energies 1o one dread end, and hoping that the
ghastly necessity of being the sveng v of n
murder may pass by him. How the man longed
for Jannary again, that beautiful April moru-
ing. 1I he could only [all sick ; but his oath
kept him from exposure ; the year of his life
was to be given in honesty, even though unwil-
lingly.

In the evening Crane called on Hary Fen-
ton.

““I'd give anything for a look at the inside
of that man’s house,” said he, in conclusion.

“Well,”” said Fenton, “ the case is a strong
one already. If the express messenger is guilty,
he could never be convieted and hung on what
we know now. But with proof thut you have
given your time for months to following up this
case, it would be the easiest thing to clear you
if eaught and arraigned as a housebreaker. 1f
you want to examine the inside of that man’s
house, break in some night when there is no oue
at hame,”

‘“You, a lawyer, my friend, advise this "’

““ Under the circumstances, yes."
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The next day the express messenger’s wife
was sick, the day alter better, the day after that
worse, and so on for weeks. -Thomas Crane
watched the premises, nights, for a chance to
become a burglar, aud spent a large part of
every day at the Jacksons’ homestead.

It happene:d as might have been expected.
Lizzie Jackson Dbeeame the wife of Thomas
Crane, after un cngagement of one short month,
late in December. He told her of his feartul
oath betore the marriage. She was shocked,
even though her husband was following the
murderer of her brother.

“Itisn't long now, barely a fortnight ; and
you may put what evidence you have in the
hanls of the authorities and be free yoursel,
then. Be brave and true only a little longer,”
she said.

And Thomas Crane answered, *¢ I will.*

That night the evening paper contained the
following item :

“We are glad to be able to aunounce that
Mrs. John Land is able to travel. The doctors
have informed her, however, that a change of
climate is absolutely necessary. Mr. and Murs.
Land left for Florida this morning with their
two little omes.  Mr. Land will return in a few
days.”

Thomas Crane laid down the paper, kissed
his bride, and said, sadly :

““Daty first, you know. 1 must break into
Johu Land’s house to-night.”

An hour later Crane was inside the express
messenger’s house. His heart ached as he look-
ed around him. Privation and saerifice every-
where. Little devices to make discomfort more
comfortable, of the possibility of which the rich
man who was looking it over had never dreamed
Thomas Crane was ashamed ol his suspicions.
He half turned to go, but a vivid memory of the
dead eyes of a man looking into his nerved him
to do what he lelt was mean and treacherous.
“1 swore it,"” he said, and he remained,

The desk in which John Land kept his papers
was easy to find and easy to open, Bundles of
letters were cnst aside, old account-hooks were
not opened. DPresently a ueat bundle was
found. The fiest paper was “The Last Will
and Testament of John Land.” The next was
an envelope, closely sealed, and addressed to the
lawyer who had writton the will, It was in-
dorsed ““'T'o be opened only at my death.” But
Thomas Crane opened it. Inside wuas nuother
envelope indorsed, *“T'o be opened only when
some person shall have been indicted for the
wmurder of Charles Jackson, January 7ch, 1881.”
Crane opened that also. 1t wasa Jong and cir-
cumstantial account of the murder and all facts
connected with it.

Mrs. Land’s brother was a desolate fellow, who
was a disgrace to the whole family, Ile had
been with Land the whole of the day belore the
murder, A package, said to coniain five thou.
sund dollars, had been found at night to contain
ouly one thousand dollars, The express au-
thorities did not suspect Land, but they did
suspect his brother-in-law, They boldly claimed
that he had changed packnges, having had
uceess to the envelopes in which money was
sent. They offered Lo retain Land in spite of

vh‘iﬂ earelessuess, il he would get the woney back.

Fhe bauk to which the money was sent” ngreed
with the express managers.  The whole matter
should be hushed up ou the return of the money.

He returned home tofind that his wife's brother
lind gone away, no one kuew where.  He must
have the woney, or must face disgrace and dis-
hounor, He hadseen w gentlennn draw five thou-
sand dollars from the bank wlitle he was there,
He resolved to get it.  “The man was u gambler,
usually u successtul one, and would go home
lnte at night,  Land resolved to wateh lor hin.
He told those who had given him time that he
would find his Lrother-in-law during the night,
secure the mouney, and get Lim to leave town.
lle mistook Charles Jackson for the man with
tho money, and wis being overpowered by him
when he mauaged to get his kmfe and eseape by
killing him. A hail'hour later he robbed the
half-drunken gambler without ditliculty.  The
robbery, reported the next day, sunk into insiy-
niticance beside the murder, and had scareely
been heard of outside of police cirveles. The
five thousand (liars which Ld presented at
the bank next worning was expected there ;
Land believed bis wife’s brother was soffering
no injustice in being sunposed to have given it
up under threat, and so he said lie had.” Land
closed with a solemn protestation that the
““man who had changed the money package was
alonoe respousible for the murder.”

Aud Thomas Crane shook his head and said :
““1 believe he is rignt, and 1 shall try to find
that man.”  But he hai the following message
sent to the city, through which the passengers
for Florida would pass the n-xt morning, for
ull that:

¢¢ Arrest Johu Laud for the murder of Charles
Jackson, in this city, on Jauuary 7th, 1881.
Full and complete proofs of the crime are se-
cured."’

At home—that is at Mrs. Jackson's—he foumd
aletter from his father. lIle laid it unopened
upon the table while he bade his wife and her
mother good-night. ** 1 shall sit up in the par-
lor to wait foranswers to my messages,” he said,
sfter he had explained all, “and will come up
Iner.”

" " » - * ”

In the morming when Mrs. Jackson and her
daughter ecame down-stairs, the little table in
the hall was seen to have been moved to the
very foot of the stairs. On it Iny the letter
which Crane had received from his father, open
now. They stood together aud vead it:

¢ Come down aund help us straighten oul a
queer mistake, for which youw are vesponsible.
On January 7th, 1881, after | had left the bank,
vou transacted two items of business, as shown
by the books. Oune was the putting away of a
package suid to contin §1,000. The other was
sending to the —— Bank a package containing
$5,000. 'The express compauny lave dane so
much business with us that they might not in-
quire closely, Lut why the bauk never made
trouble 1 dow't understand.  Bat, in a nutshell,
the package here was opened to-day and con-
taius $5,000, and as $6,006 left our balunce all
right, only $1,000 went to the —— Dank.
Cowe and help us fix it all right, as you are re-
sponsible forit.”

They dropped the letter. The brideof a day
glanced at her mother, and her mother back
again to her. There was nothing of hope in
either white face for the other.  Both looked to-
wards the parlor-door and shwdderad, Theutter
desolation of despair in their new loss was chil-
ling their hearts. T'here was no need to open
the room to kuow the horrible thing it held
for them.

The chain was complete.  Thomas Crane was
responsible ; they knew he had kept his oath,

MISCELLANY,

A weyarkastt book made and decorated by
Miss Alexander, daughter of a portrait painter
well known in Boston years ago, has been
bought by Luskin for his Shellicld museam at
the price of three thousand dollars. 1t is nlwge
quarto, and contaius the folk lore of the Tuscan
contadini, The text, music and pictures are
done by Miss Alexander in pen and ink. The
verses are {ramed or separated by exquisite draw-
ings of the beantiful monntain plants indigenous
to the region. Miss Alexauder was four years
in making the book.

Frox the first of next August Great Britain
aod Ireland will-enjoy ths benefits of an ** in-
land parcel post. ' The government not only
takes the precaution of limiting the weight of
packages—seven pounds—Dbut also the size, for-
bidding the transter, by this method, of any
having o combined length and girth of more
than six feet.  Postage for parcels weighing less
than one pound will be three-pence. Over oue
und less thun three pounds, six-ponce. Between
three and five younds, nine-pence. Over five
pounds, one shilling.

Querx Vioronta attained her sixty-fourth
birthday on the twenty-fourth of May, an age
which has been exceeded by ouly eleven of the
sovereigus of England, daling from the Norman
conquest, On the twentieth of June her Ma.
jesty will have reigned over the United King-
dom for forty-six years, a length of reign which
has been exceeded by three of the Kings of Kng-
land only—viz., Henry VII,, whose reign ex-
tended to fifty-six years ; Fdward UL, whose
reign lasted filey-six years; aad George 111,
whose reign extended to the long period of
nearly sixty years. The queen has now been a
widow for nearly twenty-two years, the ’rince

Consort having died on December 14, 1801,



