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A CAUTIOUS WITNESS
A Minister Describee a Bow Between two Deacons, and Tries to Convey an Idea 

of the Scene.

SLAVERY IN BRAZIL.a*ky. I am nobody—N 
name, no right to be bom, 
proud. Did they tell you 
who I am ?”

, Phil; no 
was onoe so 

, Phil ? Do you know

ever, and only anxious for Queenie and Phil.
“ They muet not be disturbed—they must 

not know,” she said to Pierre, to whom she 
gave some orders concerning Phil’s medicines,
which Pierre took to hit mi.lrete. Bio Jawiibo. Deo. 7,1680.—The interpelle-
" Don’t tell her lam mob don’t let her know thm o! the Premier in the Chamber o! Dep- 

until I am dead. Then toll her I wee eo »lad otiee on the 16th nit. wae a dull aHeir. The 
to die and leave her free, and that I loved interpellate contented himself with a little 
her eo much, and am so sorry for the pact,” buncombe about the sovereign rights of 
•he said to Plane, who, halt distracted with Braail to regulate her social questions without 
all he was passing through, wrung his hands the interference of foteignere, and oomment- 

rvously, and promised all she requited. , u»,, 0h Mt. HUMatd'a antl-slaverj let-
• 5—.*hen b<*“ to enepeot. and kr ,„d .Uendance at the anti slavery ban-
utaiaM upon knowing the ttoth, he told it to qu„, a, pflioial acta. The Premier, however, 
her, adding, as he saw her about to dart awiy promptly threw oold water on the question by 
from him toward s Ohriatlna'a room : declaring that in the sole conJ|laime<l ol Mr.

" Top, bettor not go there ; she does not Hilliard presented himself only in his indi. 
nqed you. One of the sisters is with her, and. vidual capacity, and as such the government 
ahe said yon must stay with monsieur All h.d no concern with them ; that it had no 
her anxiety t. for him and you- nono for her- concern also with the emancipatory pro-

H= mW .TwSCo10^ to the wind “̂ground, bSf Tat “ho ^verm 
for alt the hoed Qneenle gave him Bidding JeDl „Ltim,ed steadfast in the previously 
him sit by Pint until he awoke, and then oome declared resolve to leave alavory to die out 
tor her it she was needed, she went swiftly to pntemlly under the provisions ol the law of 
the room where Christine lay. with death September 181b, 1871. This declaration h.a 
stamped on every lineament of her face, bnt giTen the planters much setisfsetion. although 
with a calm,peecefnleipres.ion upon it which ,he, keep up a little newspaper akirmiahiog 
told that ahe was glad lor the end so fast ap- with u,, avolitionists. Notwithetending the 
1*"*“““* Government declarations the abolition move

When Queenie entered, her eyes were closed ment ba8 epread distrust, and judicial sale* 
but they opened quickly, and a smile of joy are failing from the absence of tenders, and 
and surprise broke over her face, when except among the slaveowncss the general
Queenie exclaimed ! ... ... feeling is that slavery will be abelished within

“Oh* CbnBtme, you are sick and you did ten yearBi either by legislative enaction or by 
not let me know it, or I should have come B generai refusal of the slaves to remain in
b®fore !” ................ bondage. Notwithstanding, however, the

For an instant Christine s lips quivered unwillingness to hasten the term of emanoi- 
tn a pitiful kind of way ; then the great tears palioDi the gr0St slave holding provinces are 
rolled down her checks, as she whispered a|ttrtaed at the probability df the other pro- 
faintly : vincee shooting their slaves upon them, and

‘•I am sick—td.nl dying ; tint I did riot are .aiming by legislation to prevent further 
Waht yoti td kudw. I wished to spare you and accumnktion. For this purpose the Legisla- 
him. Hdw is he now ?" ture of the Province of Rio Janeiro has just

Queenie explained that he was sleeping passed a law putting a tax of 1,000 milreis on
quietly, and that she believed all danger pas- slaves hereafter introduced 
sed. Then, sitting down by the bedside, she vincee, unless when brought from an 
took the hot burning hands in hers, and rub. outside plantation to another inside be
lied and bathed them as carefully and gently longing to the same planter and same master, 
as if they had been Phil's, instead ef this and that they were owned by him at the date 
woman’s, toward whom she had felt so bitter of the law. Even the transfer from one 
and resentful. All that was gone now, county to another in the Province 
and she was conscious of a strange feeling fifty milreis. The province of Bt. 
fixed upon her with so much yearning tender- expected to pass a similar law next session, 
ness and love. This woman was her mother, and there is no donbt bnt it will be followed 
Nothing could change that ; whatever her by Minas Geraes, Bahia and others within a 
faults had been, she was a good woman now, abort time. The Senate will probably get 
Queenie believed ; and at kst, as the dim through the second reading of the Electoral 
eyes met her constantly and appealingly, she bill early next week, and the Deputies have 
bent close to the pillow, and said : at last sent up the bill on patents to the Sen-

“Mother, I am sorry I was so unforgiving ate. Two deputies, cousins, bad a dispute 
and bad. It came so suddenly, and wae so last week in the chamber, and entertained the 
hard to bear. Forgive me if you can.” grinning listeners wieh a close personal scru-

A low, pitiful cry was Christine’s only an- ;"ny into their respective histories, and the 
ewer for a moment, and then she said : exchange of such flowers of spreoh as “ scoun;

“I have nothing to forgive : the wrong was drel” and “ liar,” and the customary invita- 
all my own, and I deserved your scorn. But lions to se tie their differences in “another 
oh, Queenie, my child, yon can never know place.” The Minister of Agriculture has sent 
how 1 was tempted—wae lead on, step by up instructions to the Para authorities to 
step, to my downfall ; and after I had kept assist Edison's agent in every way in his 
Margery’s birth a secret, I must go on Cou- amination of the bamboos and fibres of 
oealing. There was noothet way. Ho would Amazon, and etpreûses great interest in thé 
have murdered me, or left me to starve *ith niatter. 
you. Ob* Marget-y, Margery, my other dear
est child, fbr she has been all the world to 
ine, and I loved her so much. Tell her so,
Queenie ; tell her I blessed her with my last 
breitb, and loved her with all my strength, 
nd soul, and might. Margery, Margery ! She 

is so sweet, so good, so true ! God bless her, 
and make her perfectly happy !"

During this conversation, which was car
ried on in French, the sister whom the phy
sicien had sent to attend Christine stood look
ing on wondeiiogly, and never dreaming of 
the relationship between the two. She was. 
however, anxious lest so much talking and 
excitement should be injurious to her pa
tient, and she said so to Queenie, 
plied :

“ Yes 
her now.

kind of private hotel which had remained free upon them ; then, turning to Pierre, ahe whis- 
from infection until within a day or two when per—. 
the fever had suddenly broken out in its most “Nearer, Pierre ; hold the lamp a little 
malignant form. Two of the inmates had nearer, please."
already died, one the wife of the proprietor, , He oceyed her, and as the full rays of the 
who, with his guests, had fled in dismay, fight fell npon the white, pinched face of the 
leaving behind a young man who had come sleeper, Queenie threw uer arms high in the 
to the city the previous day, and who was air, and, in a voice Pierre would never have 
now lying eenselees iti an upper chamber, recognized an hers, cried out : 
where Christine had found him, burning with “Oh, Pierre, Pierre 1 it is——it is—my Phil— 
fever and raving with delirium. It was a very comeback to me again ! Christine 1 Christine ! 
bed tase, aggravated by nervous excitement come, and help 1”
and fatigue, bnt she had done for him what It was a load, walling cry, that call for 
she could, and then had sent for Queenie, Christine, and the next moment Queenie lay 
whom she met on tho landing outside the across the foot of the bed, where she had 
sick-room, and to whom she expkined why fallen in a death-like swoon, while over her 
ahe had sent for her, bent Christine. She had not left the house

“ He is very sick,” she said, “ and needs at all, but had sat belew, waiting fot some 
the closest watching, and I knew of no one such denouement when the truth should be- 
who would be as faithful as yon, for I must come known to Queenie. 
be elsewhere to-night. This kind of weather Christine had found the ÿoûng man late 
has increased the danger tenfold, and there is the previous afternoon and recognized him at 
no telling where it will end." once, experienced such a shock as had s?t

Then she gave some minute directions with ev'èry nerve to quivering, and made her feel 
regard to the treatment of the patient who, that at last her own strength was giving way. 
she said, was sleeping, and mtiet be allowed To save him for Queenie was her great desire 
to sleep as tong as possible. She seemed and, with a prayer on her lips, and a 
greatly excited as she talked, and there was a in her heart, the worked as she had never 
strange glitter in her eyes, and occasionally worked before to ally the burning fever and 

mooheYency in her manner of expressing ‘4uiet hie disordered mind, 
reelf, especially with regard to the sick Onoe, during a lucid interval, he looked in- 
an, which made Queenie look curiously at to her face, and knew her. 

her, wondering if she were altogether in her “Christine," he said, faintl 
right mind. When all had been said which Queenie ? I came to find her 
was necessary to say, Christine still stool die till I have seen her.” 
irresolute, as it were, looking fixedly at “Queenie is here I will send for her at once. 
Queenie ; then, with a sudden upward move- Do not be afraid I will not let you die. Your 

she wound an arm around case is not very bad,” Christine replied, 
prl’s neck, and kissing her speaking thus emphatically and against her 

own convictions, because she saw how fright
ened he was himself, and koe* that this 

augment the disease and lgssen 
nces for recovery.

She SLw that he was very sick, but would 
riot let him know it, and by her hopeful, reas
suring manner did as much toward saving ish 
life as her skilful nursing.

“Keep very quiet, and I'll soon liaVri yoti 
well,” she said, and Phil did whatever she 
bade him do, though his inirid began to 
wander again, and he talked constantly of

thirty-six pieces are p 
tighter rollers, which crack them into 216 

coes ; another set of rollers multiply each 
these particles into six more, making them 
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stones to make the low grade flour, which 
we sell in Rotterdam for 
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«CHAPTER XLIK—(CoKlraoen).

Occasionally, during her stay in Jackson
ville, Qu enie had walked slowly past the 
Convent of St. Joseph, speculating upon ita 
inmates and wondering if within its Walls 
there was not perfect rest for a ht art as ead 
as hers, and with as little love left in it for 
1er any living thing orhuKt,n interest. Once, 
too, while there, she had been present at a 
ceremonial where three nuns took the black 
veil and pledged themselves to a life of self- 
denial and sacrifice. This scene had greatly 
impressed her, especially as one of the girls 
was vriry young and pretty, too, and the sister 
<A the presiding bishop, and tor weeks she 
'remembered the sweet face and clear, musical 
voice which, in perfectly steady tones, had 
renounced the world and oil its vanille», pre
ferring to lire lor God and the good of all 
mankind. In bis remarks to the trio thus 
Hiving up everything which women hold most 
t'ear the bishop dwelt at length upon the 
happiness and purity of a cloistered life, free 
Sfiom all temptation, and had spoken of that 
lewly home in Nazareth as the first con
vent, where Mary lived her holy life, with 
only her baby and the saintly Joseph for com
panions. And just hero Queenie roused from 
her reverie, and, with a great heart-throb for 
her lost Phil, said to herself :

“ That was different. Mary might well bo 
happy with her baby and her Joseph ; but 
th-iee girls will have neither. No, I am not 
good enongh to be a nun. I am not good 
enough for anything."

But now ber opportunity had come, and 
though she did not wear the sisters’ garb, she 
weald follow the example of those heroic wo
men who she knew went so fearlessly to Fer- 
nandina when the scourge was there, and who 
were busy now in Memphis, whence a second

“ Yes, they told me; I know, poor little 
Queenie," Phil replied, with a tighter clasp of 
the hand which lay in hist

She did not ask him if it would make any 
difference witii his love. She knew it would 
not. She had always felt sure of Phil ; he 
was hers forever, and the old joy began to 
come back, and the old light sparkled in hot 
eyes, which shone like stars aa she went On t 

“ it was so dreadful when I found It out* 
and I wanted to die, because you, too, webe 
dead* or I thought you were, arid t heed to 
whisper to you iri the dârk night, when I 
could not sleep, and 1 thought maybe yop 
wottld come and let trie know in- some way 
that you were sorry for me,. Where were 
Phil, when Ï wae wanting you so much?”

“ very, very far away, but I cannot tell 
you now*" said Phil, knowing himself that he 
must not talk longer then ; but he would not 
let her leave him ; he wanted her there beside 
him, where he could touch her hand, and 
look into her face and beaming eyes, which 
dazzled and bewildered him with their bright-

aggrega
screwed

(Brooklyn Eagle.) 
There was a littlether with tremendous pressure 

pieees. The scientific miller 
of wheat is finally cracked 

without boi

personal difficulty on 
Livingston street the other day between two 
citizens, to which a Brooklyn otergyman #afl 
the only witness. The principals were reti
cent about the afflUr, attdthe divide xtas soli
cited to make(a statement. v ,

“ Your information is correct, sir. Yes* 
sir, your information is correct,” he oaii to 
an F.agU reporter. “ I was standing on an 
adjacent curbstone, and1 I think I may safely 
say I saw it all. An unfortunate affair, sir,

into
at all.

very."
) “ What was it aboifc ?" asked the re-
I porter.
I “ That, sir, I have not been able to asoer- 
I tain. I have made a few inquiries, but my 

investigations are without satisfactory re
sults."

“ What was said to start it ?"
“ There were some 

indicative of humility 
language which you would 
remember.”

“ Did one of them insult the other ?”
“ Different moo put different constructions 

upon words, 1 would not like to 
affront was intended. I will 
the language was not scriptu

“ Did the lie pass ? Did 
other lied ?"

“ My impression as to that is not founded 
upon an accurate recollection of the identical 
language employed. I dislike, to err and can 
scarcely give ycu a direct roply."

“ Were any blows struck ?”
“ It seems to me that there was smiting in

volved in the controversy.”
“ Which one struck first?”
“ I don’t think I am prepared to say 

inaugurated the assault. It may have 
one, and it may have been the other.”

“ Did tho assaulted man strike back?"
“ Ho may have done so. I will take the 

responsibility of saying that, very likely he 
did. Mon under the influence of carnal anger 
are prone to smite when smitten.”

» Did they fall down ?”
“ I don’t know whether they fell or were 

thrown down. I saw them on the sidewalk 
together, locked in cloee embrace, and striving 
with prodigious strength.”

« Did you try to separate them ?”
“ I spoke to them and asked them to re

frain from such unseemly display of violence. 
But they heeded not. Their passions were 
strong upon them. I told them that I might 
have to invoke the constabulary if they did 
not desist."

“ What did they say?”
“ They made a few remarks about the con

stabulary that I did not deem germain."
" Were they punching each other all the

$2.60 per barrel — 
to the Cincinnati Commer

cial.

THE TERRIBLE YEAR WITH US.

The world to an end shall come 
In eighteen hundred and eighty-one 

—Mother hhlpton's Fiophc 
It would.bo difficult to desoriba all the 

ietcr predictions that have, as by common 
consent, been concentrated upon tho coming 
year. The soothsayers, diviners, oracle 
makers, astrologers and wizards soemto havo 
combined to cast their spell upon it. Super
stitious people of every sort, and some who 
are not willing to admit that they are super
stitious, regard the year 1891 with more or 
less anxious expectation and dread. As the 
earth, on New Year’s Day, swings out into 
another round about the sun, it will go tp 
meet a host of evil omens. It will go cursed 
by thcomaney and biblioraancy. Aeromancy 
and meteoromancy will glare at it from 
comets and shooting . stare. Oneiro- 
manoy will intercept its path with vis; 
of evü, and nomancy will shake tho om_ 
ous, backward-reading numerals, “ 1881,” 
before it. It will be heart with scarecrow 
figures by arithmacy, and with menacing 
phrases by stichomancy. Yet there is no 
reason why persons of good digestion should 
not go to sleep on New Year’s night confident 
that after having encountered the average 
quantity of etorm and sunshine, the one- 
horse ball that wo call the world will bring 
them sa.e through the perils of its flve- 
hundred-million mile flight round to the 
starting peint.

Timid persons first began to look forward 
with some alarm to the year that is about to 

the key to the 
of the Great 

public, backed 
and reputation of the British 

astronomer, Piazzi Smyth. Others, uein~ 
Mr. Smyth's observations and meoaureme 
have gone much further than he did in draw
ing startling inferences ; bnt no one can read 
his book without perceiving how powerfully 

must effect those who have the slightest 
leaning toward superstition or credulity, 

ides, this record of explorations of ex- 
ncefl ih tho heart of Egypt’s greatest 

marvel hits all the charm and interest of Dr. 
Scliliemann's descriptions of his discoveries 
in Homer's Troy. Such a book could not 
well bo neglected by the world of readers ; 
and by the nature of the human mind, many 
of its readers were sure to be imbued with its 
ominous dogmas. So the liolicf, or at least 
the suspicion, spread that the secret cham
bers of the Great Pyramid, under Divine 

idance by the most mystical character in 
all history, Melchisedek, King of Salem, 
foretell, among other things, that tho Christ
ian era will end in 1881.

Mother Sbipton’s so-called prophesy 
upon the same date for the end of tho world. 
Tho ominous jingle of her rhymes has prob
ably done at least as much to disturb tho 
equanimity of credulous persons as the more 
elaborate vaticinations of the pyramid inter
preters. Moreover, Mother Shipton is repre
sented as foretelling that in the latter days 
England will “ accept a Jew." As England 
has, with considerable emphasis, and more 
than once, accepted the remarkable son of 
old Isas'- Disraeli for her Prime Minister, 
this has been taken as a fu'fllmont of tho 
prophecy. Bo Lord Beaconstield’s dramatic 
personalty is made a principle figure in the 
murky cloud of evil prophecy that hangs 
over 1881.

not at all 
and some 

expect me to

remarks i 
of spirit,tin- sp^i

“'so Queenie sat by him all that morning 
seldom s peaking to him, but often bending 
over him to kiss his forehead or hands, and 
occasionally murmuring ;

“ Dear Phil, and I am 
Nothing will ever trouble 

“ Not even the Fergusons ?" Phil answered 
ice, with-his old, teasing smile, which 

made lnm io like the Phil of other days that 
QnOenie laughed alond, and, shaking her head 
gayly, said :

“No, not even grandma’s purple g 
ever worry mo again. Oh, PhU, I have re
pented so bitterly of all my pride, arid I shall 
never, never be so any more—shall nevbr bb 
angry with yoti, Or any otie* or inuttlge iri otte 
of my moods ! I wish I could ttiakq yop un
derstand how changed t am, for I see you do 
not Quite believe ipe ”

Nor aie. he, though he smiled lovingly upon 
her, and lifting his head feebly, smoothed her 
fair round cheek, where her blushes were 
burning so brightly. He knewJhat Queenie 
could not change her nature apÉjnore than 
the leopard can change his'spots—-knew that 
at times she would be the same little willful, 
imperious girl she had always beeti, defying 
his authority and setting at naught his 
wishes. And be would not havo her other
wise if ,Ue could ; he should not know her if 
the claws were always sheathed and she was 
gentle and sweet as she was now. Loving 
and true she would always be, and so repent
ant when her moods were over that it would 
be well worth bis while to bear with them oc
casionally, aa he was sure to have to do. Bnt 
he did not tell her so ; he did not tell her any
thing, for he was too weak to talk, so he only 
looked his love and happiness through his 
eyes, which rested constantly upon her face, 
until at last even that became to him as some
thing seen through a mist, not altogether real, 
and he again fell into a quiet sleep, with bis 

eating in Queenie’s.

say that any 
though thateay

.nd."
either say the

illy, “where is 
. Don’t let mo

iJment of
around the young girl’s neck, and kissing her 
forehead, said :

“ God bless you, my child, and keep yoti, 
and all those whom you love, from harm.”

There were bright red spots noon her 
cheeks, bat tho Kps Which touched Queenie 

toe, as was the hand which Mci-

aentod this 
ow. Shtfwas too 

anything, and she was 
it was so—glad

ad some thought and care for Christine, wander again, and he t< 
orn ahe said, aa she felt her lips and Queenie, ».hom __ he had

loves can
would only 
his cha

cheeks, u 
were coldL as toe, as was the nana w 
dentally brushed Queenie’s cheek, 
arily Queenie 
liberty, bat she

from other pro-
uld have VeS

i excited to resent 
ad alterward thatthatso gla

cry had come.
“ Yes, I must go,” she said to Axic. “Beme- 

thing which I cannot resist is calling me to 
Memphis. What it is I cannot tell, but I
aaest go."

And so the next night the northern train 
for Savannah took in it Pierre and Queenie, 
bound for the fever smitten city where the 

so fast and *'J'

oome to find. is taxed 
Paulo is

to whom

‘How cold you are* and why do you 
ble so ? Yon surely mast be ill. Don’t

plenty of vacant 
•oriwif. We can-

At last, however, he fell à* ty to sleep, and 
then it was that Chïlatine sent for Queenie, 
aud establishing her in the room, went out 
into the adjoining chamber and waited,know
ing that sooner or later she would be needed. 
AU through the weary hours which preceded 
Queenie’s cry for help she sat alone in 
darkness, alternately shaking with C*ld 
and burning with fever, Wh.îe fû her heart 
was a feeling amounting to certainty that her 
work was done, that the deadly faintness 
stealing oyer her at intervals, and making her 
so eick and weak, was a precursor of the end. 
But she must live long enongh to save Phil 

ir, and give him back to Queenie who 
fed some little gratitude toward her, 

■ of her when she was

go
,nt’night ; there must be 

here. Stay and refrt yoti 
you die." ,
had one Of Christine's cold hands m 

ber own, chafing and rubbing it as she spoke, 
but when she said, so kindly, “We cannot let 
you die,” the woman drew it away 
and bursting into a proxysm of 
claimed :

“Better so ; better so, better for me to die ; 
but for you, oh ! Queenie, you must live— 
you and— Oh. my child, summon all 
strength and courage ; you will need 
There is hard work ahead for you. 
think you can meet it ?”

Queenie did not know what the woman 
meant, but she was greatly moved aud agita
ted, and shook frem head to foot with a name-

“You, too, are cold and trembling, and that 
will never do. Drink—drink this,” Christine 
said, pouring from a flask which eke always 
carried with her a quantity o? brandy, and 
offering it to Queenie, who swallowed it i 
draught.

The brandy steadied her nerves, and after 
standing a moment watching Christine as she 
wont slowly down the stairs, holding to the 
banisters, like one suffering from great 
physical weakness, she turned toward the 
door of tho sick-room and opening it softly, 
went in.

open, when, several years ago, t 
so-called prophetic symbolism 
Pyramid of Egypt was made ]

help was 
me strange coincidence, 
.king up her mind to

Shepeople were dying 
iiorety needed. By 
while Queenie was making up 
go to Memphis, Christine La R 
there. She, ... 
help, and it roua 
dering on insani

t feel
bad nurse, aa 
■one dying pill 
for so m 
the fever.
better so than end my own life, as I am often 
tempted to do.”

Her mind wa
not oppose her, but promised her p 
money in case it should be needed, 
the mother

by the namesuddenly, 
tears, ei-

La Rue was already 
too, had heard the cry for 

sed her from the state 
ty into which she

iing

KU
Rossiter

and think more kindly 
gone. So she fought back her symptoms 
bravely, and rubbed her cold, damp face when 
it was at its coldest, and then leaned far ont 
of the open window into the falling rain when 

at its hottest.
uick

am going," she said, to Margery, " for 
that I can do some good. I am not a 

and if I can save one life or ease 
ng pillow, maybe it will atone to God 
e of my misdeeds. I am not afraid of 

and if I should take it and die,

It’aU. 
Do you

time?” 
“ There was much violence constantly ex

hibited and much anger displayed.”
•• Which whipped in the end9"
•• I incline to the opinion that our Deacon 

had the advantage of the opposing deacon. 
In fact, I might say that our deacon chastised 
the other deacon severely, though I hear that 
be and the members of Ins church claim that 
our deacon was worsted, 
am not well versed in 
should say from my obeei 
deacon, providentially, perhaps, was on top 
during the greater portion of the time. Jn 
fact, to nse the language of our deacon in a 
moment of intense excitement and subsequent 
to the battle, he whaled the stuffing out ol 
the other deacon ”

THE OLD MAN’S"GHOST.

lies
the

And thus the time passed on until h CHAPTER LI.ûer qui 
footsteps 

Queenie’s 
ur of peril she 
orld of whom 

Queenie had turned to her 
at last as tho child turns to ita mother in 
peril, and with swift feet Christine went to 
the rescue, r.ud almost before Pierre knew 
she was there, she had the unconscioua^irl 
in her arms and was bearing her into the 
roim, where for hours she had waited so 
patiently. Fit.ing her in a safe and upright 
position upon h cushion, she ran back to 
Phil, who, «die .new, must be her first and 
principal c.<ru

When Quco.ito’s fehriek echoed through 
n mow fc >;car to him, he had aroused from 

ianing aud

nus the time passed i 
ht the sound of voie 

m, and she 
as if in that hour of 
son in all the w

was made up, and Margery did 
but promised her plenty of 

And
and daughter were bound for 

some work—the one to havo something to 
do, the other to atone. It was a fancy of 
Mrs. La Rue to assume the gray dress of a 
lay sister, as she felt freer and safer in this 

b, and could go where she pleased. It was 
her wish to be hampered by any restric

tions ; and when the physicians saw how 
efficient and fearless she was, they let her 
take her own course and do as she liked.

Christine was tho name by which 
wn, and many a poor dying 
. her with his last breath, and

88 aud SOME NEW ANECDOTES.ear caugut t, 
in the sick-r 
wild

Not so ! I 
.but Isuch contests, t 

observation that
cry for her 

was the one per 
there was need.

81STRB CltBtBTtHfc.
So absorbed had Queenie teen with Phil 

that she had failed to notion anything which 
waû passing arotind her, or to think of any
thing except her great happiness. She knew 
that sometime during the morning Pierre had 
brought her coffee and rolls, which he had 
managed to find somewhere near, he said, and 
which ho made her eat. He had also given 
her some orders with regard to Phil’s medi
cines, saying that Madame La Rue bade him 

aud to say that Miss Hetherton must 
be very particular not to forget. And Queenie 
had not forgotten that, though all elso was a 
blank to her until Phil went to sleep, and she 
sat watching him and wondering by what 
strange chance the sea had given up its dead 
and restored him to her. Then, as she heard 
a city clock strike eleven, she began to think 
how fast the hours had sped, and to wonder a 
little at Christine’s prolonged absence from 
the room. And still that did not surprise her 
much, for she naturally supposed she had 
gone to some other siok-bed, where she-was 
needed more than there with Phil.

“ There is a great deal of good i 
I must always be kind to her because 
she has done for PhU,” she thought, 
felt glad that all the old bitterness 
ment were gone, and that althong 
not think of Christine as her m 
con Id think of her quietly and ealmly as of 
one who, if she had greatly sinned, bad also 
greatly suffered for the sin arid was trying to 
atone. “ Phil and I will take care of her, 

live with

l so 
the It is related that on one occasion the late 

Mr. Thackeray was out walking with hie 
friend “Jacob Omnium," a still taller man 
than ho was. They came to a little local fair 
with its shops and sh .ws, 
tent of tho giant, the dwarf,

nan, to tell his companion to straighten 
the novelist gravely passed into the tent,

. jiing on tho head of the woman who took 
’ * tho perfidious phrase,—“We're in the 

profession !" We are reminded of this jest 
of tho great Englishman by reading in M. 
Alphonse Karr's “Livre de Bord,” of a some
what similar scene in France. It happened 
that Lablaohe, the singer, who was a tall, 
robust man, had an appartment in tho house 
in which rooms were taken for Tom Thumb 
when he came to Paris. A ring at the singer’s 
bell one morning brought him to the door, 
where a family of English visitors asked for 
the dwarf. Without hesitating, Lablacho 
said, “I am Tom Thumb 1" The English 
party started in astonishment. Drawing 
himself uu to his fall height, Lablache con
tinued, “You seem surprised ; perhaps yon 
havo seen mo on exhibition ; but here at 
home I take my ease ?” This is much the 
best anecdote in Mr. Karr's " Logbook ;" 
for the rest of it is but gentle geesip, and 
feels but little thb Sting of the wasp, 

method in it

avo soi

Pausing before the 
and tho fatgar

fixrsup,
dropp
toll.

Sister
she was kno 
wretch blessed 
commended to her care some loved one— 
wife, husbaud or child, struggling in the next 
room, perhaps, with tho dread destroyer. 
Money Christine had in plenty, for Margery 
kept her supplied, and it was spent like water 
where it was of any avail, so that Sister 
Christine became a power in the desolated 
city, and was known in ovi 
of the town. Queenie had

Several days ago, says the Gazette, a cele
brated Spiritualist came to Little Rock, and 
stated that before giving a public entertain; 
ment he would give a seance, where any mem - 
ber of a small invited circle could call up the 
spirits of their friends and converse with 
them. By mistake a man from down the 
river was admitted, a man whose reputation 
for deeds of violence would not place his spirit 
above par in the soul market. After' listening 
awhile to wrapping, horn blowing and gauze 
veil materialization, the bad man arose and

“ Say, cap’n, whar s the old man’s ghost?"
“ What old man?" asked tho medium.
“ My old man, the gove/nor. Call him up."
“ What is hie name?"
“ Tom Bealick ; call him
“I don’t think that we 

tion with him to-night.”
“ What’s the matter, wire down ?"

. “ No, the old gentleman is off on a visit."
“ Now, here, jest shut up your war drone 

and turn out yonr ligbi. If you don’t give 
the old man’s ghost a show the thing shan’t

who re-
CHAPTER L.

, you are right. I should try to quiet 
If you will be kind enough to look 

after the young man in No. 40, I will stay 
with Sister Christine. She wishes it to be 
so. She was my nurse in France. I knew 
her—her—"

Queenie hesitated a moment, and then

“ Knew her daughter. She was talking of 
ber to me."

This satisfied tho worn 
assent, went from the room,

tho room fo oear to hi 
hts Sleep,
bimsel/, with \ apparently any 
acionsncss as ; where he was. But 

;hing hand-.anti the medicin 
isterod, qui .Led lii.u at once, and leaving him 
in Pierre’s care, she went back to Queenie,

THfi OCCUPANT OF NO. 40. talking to 
real con-

and was mo
It was a large, handsome room — one of the 

best, it would seem, in tho hotel—but it 
seemed gioomy and cheerless now, with only 
a night-lamp burning on the table, casting 
weird shadows here and there, and only par
tially revealing the form upon the bed—the 
form of a tall yoong man, buried in the pil 
low. Outside tho counterpane one arm and 
hand was lying, and Queenie noticed that tho 
latter was white and shapely aa a woman's, 
and noticed, too, the mass of light brown, 
slightly curling hair, which clustered around 
the sick man’s head and sent an indescribable 
thrill through her veins, as if something 
familiar—something seen before. Tho man 
was young, she knew, though she had not 
seen liis face, and dared not see it lest she 
should disturb him.

“ Let him sleep; it will do him good and 
keep back the dreadful vomit,” Christine had 
said, and not for worlds would Queenie dis
obey her. She held a human life in her keep
ing, and with her finger on her lip to Pierre, 
who crouched almost at her feet, she seated 
herself in an arm-chair just where she could 
see tho outline of the figure upon tho bed, 
and there for hours she sat and watched that 
figure, and listened to the irregular breath 
ing, while every kind of wild fancy danced 
through her brain,; 
to feel prickly and nu 
and faintness to steal

Christine's 
o she admin

cry street and alley 
written to Mar

jory of lier intentions, and with a cry of hor
ror tin her lips Margery road the letter,- and 
then telegraphed to Christine :

“ Queenie is or will be there. Find her at 
e aud send her away. Queenie must not

vccoverin m her swoon.■“Toll ae gasped, when she was 
able to speak. “ Was it a dream, or was 
it Phil, whom I thought dead beuoath the 

Tell me, Christine, is it Phil, and will

me,"
an, who, bowing 
leaving the twoin her, and 

of what 
and she 

and rosent- 
h she could 

other, she

As if the evil eye of Mother Shipton and 
the mystical menace of the great pyramid were 
not enongh for one poor twelvemonth to bear, 

perihelia” have been do
oming year. About two 

hlcts were circulated

sea ? Tell me, Christine, is it Fhu, anti win 
he die ?”

“It is Phil,” Christine replied, “saved 
from the sea, I know not how, only that lie is 
here, that he came seeking for you, and I 
found him with the fever, late yesterday after 
noon, and did for him what I could. Then I 
sent for yon, and the rest you know. Only be 
quiet now. I do not think he will die."

“ Oh, save him, save him, and yon shall 
have my gratitude forever. I have been cold 
and proud, but 1 will be so no longer, if you 
give me back my Phil,” Queenie said, with 
choking sobs, as she knelt at Christine’s feet, 
and clasped the hem of her drees.

'* I will do what I can,” Christine replied, 
while again through every nerve throbbed the 
old sick feeling which she could not put aside, 
even in her exquisite joy that Queenie might 
at loot bo won.

“ Too late; it has come too late,” she 
thought to herself, while to Queenie she 
said : “ I must go to him now, for what 1 do 
musi bo done quickly. A few hours longer 
and it will be too late."

So they went together to the sick room, 
where Phil lay with his face turned more fully
to the light and showing distinctly how ... . Uid h ~ • -

For a time Christine lay perfectly still, with 
her eyes closed, but her lips were constantly 
moving, and Queenie know that she was pray 
ing, for she caught the words :

“ Forgive for C

die.”
There was a faint smile about Christine's

the “ horrors of the 
nonneed upon the c 

i certain 
i count

up.”
are in communie**Thelips as she read the dispatch, and then whis

pered to herself, “ No, Queenie must not die,” 
bilo her pulse quickened a little as she 

thought what happiness it would be to nur 
t is fever-tossed girl, should she bo stricken 
town, and bring her back to lito and health.

“ 111 find her if she is here, and keep a 
watch over her," she said ; and two days 
after they met together high up in a tene
ment-house, where, in a dark, close room, 
two negro children lay dead, and the mother 
was dying.

Queenie was doi

sake ;ry, purporting to be written 
ce, and predicting that awful 

□kind would result from 
great planets reaching their perihelia, 

or nearest point to the sun, together. Accord 
ing to those prophets the sinister effects of the 
perihelia were to begin making their appear
ance this fall, when Jupiter passed his perihe
lion, and next year the scythe of death was 
to be put to the harvest in the far East, and 
to sweep weatward, with a swathe as broad as 
the conti

more than a broo 
rible harvester. PI

years ago 
about the 
by men of ecien 
consequ 
all the c

t ; it is only appar
ently chronological in Jrder ; digressions are 
frequent ; and in tho third volume—there 
are four—the same incidents appear more 
than once. In spite of these blemishes, and 
of the natural disappointment that the remin
iscences of a writer as prominent as M. Karr 
are not of more value, one may get some 
amusement from the book. There is rather 
an interesting account of the growth of M. 
Victor Hugo’s republicanism. M. Karr tells 
a curious incident of the poet’s fight against 
Napoleon tho Little ; in 1862 the French 
custom house officers along the Belgian fron
tier, devoted special attention to the capture 
of the forbidden “ Napoleon le Petit." But 
the volumes continued to pass through the 
lines. At last it transpired that they were 
smuggled into Franco concealed in hollow 
busts of Napoleon III ! It is carious also to 
note that the pet phrase of our American 
Col. Mulberry Sellers was familiar in the 
month of an actual Frenchman, a friend of 
M. Karr's, (his name was Bohein),—“ Ily a 
la un million a gagner 1”

, who forgave
the thief at the very last hour i”

And all the while Queenie held the hot 
hands in hers, and occasionally smoothed the 
giay hair back frdm the pale brow where the 

gathering ed fast. At 
e opened her eyes and looked 
Queenie, who said

hrist’s

ences to man
though she cannot, of cootie,
She will not expect that;" she thotight, 
her mind was busy with castles of the future, 
when Pierre looked in again jbat for an in
stant, and seeing Phil asleep, glad ite door 
at once and went out again befoïb aria oould 
ask him a question.

But in the glimpse she got of him, it seemed 
to her that there was an nnosnal look of eon-

sweat of death was 
last Christine 
fixedly at

What is it ? Do you wish to tell me 
something ? ’

" Yes,” the dying woman answered. 
"I hope I am forgiven, and that I 
rest beyond the grave. I used to 

pray so much in tho cottage when I was alone 
—pray sometimes all night with my face on 
the cold floor. But the peace I asked for 
would not oome. There was always a horror 
of blackness before me until since I came 
here, when the darkness has been clearing, 
and now there is peace and joy, fori feel that 
God forgives me all my sin, and you, my 
child, havo forgiven me too, and called 
me mother, and Phil is alive and safe. I' 
nothing more to live for, and I am so g! 
to die.” ~

She talked but little after that, and when 
she did speak her mind was wandering in the 
past, now at Chateau des Fleurs, when she 
was a young girl and goqd, she said, now in 
Rome, where she watched by her mistress’ 
bedside, but mostly in Marseilles, where her 
baby was horn, “ her darling little girl baby,” 
whom she bade Qurenit bo kind to when she 
was gone. Then she talked of Margery and 
Paris, and the apartments in the Rue St. 
Honore, until her voice was only a whisper, 
and Queenie could not distinguish a word. 
She was dying very fast, and just at the last, 
before her life went oat forever, Queenie bent 

>ftly, whispered : 
that I

“ Wait; I'll sec if he’ll come,” said the 
spiritualist. “ If he raps three times be is 
willing ; if only onoe, he has other engage-

A sharp rap sounded.
•itinucd the spiritualist.

" Now, here," said tiro had man, “ that 
won’t my ole man's knock. Why, ef he hit 
that table he'd i-plintercd it. Call him up," 
and drawing a revolver the affectionate son 
cast a severe look on tho medium.

“ To tell you the truth, I can't call him 
up."

“ Tell him that I want to see him. That'll 
fetch him."

“ No, ho won't come ; but I Leg of you to 
bo patient. Wait ; ah, he will come presently. 
He is hero and desires to talk with you. He 

that ho is perfectly happy, and that 
gs for the time when you will be with 

He is one of tbc rulero in tho spirit

to her very

, with a swathe as 
til it reached the 

arrow Atlantic w 
ooklot in the path ot tins ter- 

agues, famines, pestilences, 
fire, earthquakes, floods and tornadoes were 
to scourno the human race until only a few 

family, to

“ He is unwilling,"her work bravely and Pacific 
lantio was to be no 

in the path of this ter-
Thascs, and by her 

almost bringing 
Alwavs

faintly, 
shall find

well, seeking oat 
sweetness and tenderness 
t ack the life after it had gone out. 
attended by Pierre, who carried with 
every disinfectant of which ho had over hoard, 
eho went fearlessly from place to place whore 
eho was needed most, but found frequently 
that Sist* r Christine had been there before 
her. Naturally eho felt some curiosity with 
regard to this mysterious person,whose praises 
were on every lip, anti also a great desire to

cern upon his face, while through the open 
door she caught a faint sound of voices in the 
distance and footsteps harrying here and 
there. \Vliat was it? she asked herself, and 
felt tempted to go out and see for herself, but 
Phil's hand was clasping hers and alio would 
not free herself from it lest she should awaken 
him. So she still sat on till the clock struck 
twelve and the hum of voices wae occasion
ally home to her oars by the opening of 
dojr further up tbc hall. There was some
body in the other part of the house besides 
Pierre —somebody sick, judging from the 
sounds, and she grew nervous at last and 
curious upon the subject, that she gradually 
withdrew her hand from Phil's, and rising 
softly was about to leave the room when 
Pierre looked in again, aud this time she 
could not be mistaken with regard to the 
expression on his face, which was very pale 
a- i troubled as it look wistfully at her.

“What is it, Pierre?” she asked in a whis 
per, going dose to him and observing that 
he stood against the door as if to keep her 
from passing. “Whose voices do I hear -and 

just coming to 
pass, please.”

“No, no, mademoiselle. Don't come. She 
said you were not to know. We arc doing all 
we can for her,” Pierre cried, in great alarm, 
thus letting out the secret he had been told

“Difall you can for her ? For whom? Who 
is it that is sick, and said I must not know?” 
Queenie asked, imperiously, as she put the 
trembling old man aside, and opening the 
door, drew him with her into the ball. “Now 
tell me tho truth,” she continued. • Is some 
one sick whom I ought to see? Is it—is it- 
Christine?"

“Yes," he answered, “It is Madame Chris
tine, and eho is very bad. She will die, the 
doctor fears, bnt she said you must not know. 
You must not leave Mr. Rossiter for ber 
and she sent me many times to see how he 
was.”

Pierre 
end of th
She who had braved so much and borue so 
much aud passed through so many dangers 
unscathed, had at last succumbed to the ter
rible disease which she knew was creeping 
upon her, when she sent for Queenie to share 
her vigils by Phil’s bedside.

' • I must not give up yet ; I must endure 
aud bear until ho is out of danger. I must 
save him for her sake,” she thought, and 
fought down with a desperate courage and 
iron will the horrid sensations stealing over 
her so fast and making her sometimes 
almost beside herself with dizziness and 
languor.

But when the crisis was past and she felt 
sure Phil was safe, she could endure it no 
longer, and one long lingering look at 
Queenie, whom she felt eho should 
see again, she started for ber own lodging.

“ I can die there alone and eo trouble no 
ehe made

rays
him aud her limbs began at last 

mb, and a sense of cold 
over her.

The air in tho room was hot aud oppressive, 
though tho windows were opened wide. Out
side the rain was falling heavily, and the sky 
■ black as ink ; there was no sound to break 

awful stillness, except the occasional tread 
of some physician or nurse on duty, or the 
crash of distant wheels, whoso meaning 
Qnecnio understood full well, shuddering as 
she thought of tho rapid burials which the 
peril made necessary, and remembering what 
she had read of the great plague in London, 
where the death cart rolled nightly through 
the street, while the dreadful cry

4 Bring out your dead ; brin 
dead.”

Tho words kept repeating 
and over in Queenic’s mind 
became confused 
into the far off 
those weary watc 
the cry :

“ Bring out your dead.”
And she was bringing hers—was carrying 

young man whoso long limbs dragged 
upon the floor, anti whose head drooped upon 
her shoulder, while his dead face, not yet 
cold, touched hers with a caressing motion 
which brought with it a thought of poor Phil, 
lying beneath the Indian waters.

It was a horrid nightmare, aud Queenie 
led with it a moment, and then asvoke 
cry of Phil upon her lips—a cry so 
at the sleeper upon the bed started a 

little, and moaned, and said something in
distinctly, and moved uneasily, then set 
tied again into slumber, and all was quiet

to scourgo the 
remained, like Noah and his family, to re
people the earth with a sturdier and more 
God-fearing people.

So much alarm was caused by this hocus- 
pocus of protended science and prophecy, that 
some real men of science—Mr. Proctor ameng 
others—wore at the painq to show that so far 
as these predictions professed to rest upon 
scientific facts they were baseless. The great 
planets will not bo in perihelion in 1881, and 
they will not be in perihelion together at any 
time. It is true that several of the chief 
planets will reach their peritielia within a few 
years, and that it is rare for them to bo 
grouped so close together as they will ho at 
one time next year. It is also true that re
markable coincidences have been observed 
between the existence of great storms on the 

that produce electrical disturbances and 
poesibly meteorological changes upon the 
earth, and the presence of Jupiter near hi j 
perihelion. Astronomers havo also suspected 
that the influence of some of tho other great 
planets npon the earth can bo perceived, bat 
they have never discovered any reason to be
lieve that tho combined forces of all the plan 
ets could, under any circumstances, produce 
npon the earth a thousandth part of the evil 
effect ascribed to them by the astrologers, 
if indeed they produced any evil effect what-

the
pinched aud pa 
own life depended

was. Had Queenic's 
upon it, she could noth 

forborne going swiftly up to him and softly 
kissing his pale forehead ; then she knelt 

him, and so close to him that

lad
see her.

“ If she could impart to mo some of lier 
skill, I might do more good and save more 
lives," she said to Pierre, and there was a 
thought of the woman in her heart as she 
bent over the dying regress, wiping the 
black vomit from her lips aud the sweat drops 
from her brow. “ She might have saved her, 
perhaps," she said, just as tho door opened 
aud the gray sister came in.

fund."
" Cap’n, you are the infernalest iar in Ar

kansas.”
“Why so, sir?"
“ Because the old man is in the city prison, 

drunk as a tool."

CRUSHED BY CARS.

The Awful Death of Brakeman Rober 
Ingram.

The Detroit Free Frets ot Friday last con-

down beside
her dark hair touched tho curls of light brown 
as she buried her face iu her hands, and 
Christine knew that she was praying earnestly 

he might be spared to her. At last, just

the room,

was heard : 
g out your that

as the dawn was 1 
of the morning wqs steaung 
he moved as if about to waken, and 
quick, imperative movement of her hand 
Christine put Queenie behind her, saying as 
she did so : “ He must not see you yet. Keep 
out of his sight till I tell you to oome."

Fearful least she should attract his atten
tion if she left the room, Queenie crouched 
upon the floor, close beside the bed, and 
waited with a throbbing heart for the moment 
when eho might speak and claim her love.

tains the following sad story :
“ Yesterday morning Robert Ingram, a 

brakeman in the employ of the Dctriot & Bay 
City railroad, while coupling cars at the 
Michigan avenue crossing slipped and fell 
in such a manner that the wheels of a box 
car passed over his legs, horribly crushing 
them. He was carried to the Two Mile 
near by and shortly afterward suffered ampu
tation of one of the legs by Doctors Brodie 
and Law. Soon after the operation he died. 
Deceased was unmarried, about 21 years of 
age, and came from Guelph, Ont. After he 
was carried to the house he was visited by the 
trainmen on whose train he was to have gone 
when it was made np, and he bade them all 
good by, remarking, “well, boys, after eight 
years I've got it at last.” He had quite re
cently two narrow escapes from death. 
Justice Campau impaneled a jury to hold 
an inquest. The jury sat at the office of the 
justice and listened to testimony as to the 

nner of the accident. Henry Allsop, gate- 
at the crossing, testified that he was 

ling at the door of tbe signal-house as 
□fortunate brakeman gave the signal to 

He (the brakeman)

themselves over 
until her brain 

; the present faded away 
past, and she was one of 
heis in London, listening to

Far gone as was the poor colored woman, 
■he still had enough of sight and sense to 
recognize tho new comer, and something like 
a cry of joy escaped her as she managed to

“ Sister Christine !"
In an instant Queenie sprang to her feet, 

and mother and daughter stood confronting 
each other for a m uncut, neither speaking, 
bnt each looking into tho other’s eyes with 
an eager questioning look. In Christine's 
there was love, and tenderness, and anxiety, 
and fear, all blended together, while in 
Quecnie's there was great surprise, and some
thing like gladness, too, bnt with it the same 
old look of pride and repulsion, which Chris
tine knew so well. Queenie, however, was the 
first to speak.

•• Christine,'' the said, “Sister Christine

A ROMANCE.

Some StratfordPleasant Story

pearance in Htratlor 
at the tavern which 
shelter to stage coach travelers, 
came, and wliat his '

L years ago a yonng man made his ap- 
i in Stratford, and spent a few weeks 
vern which then existed, to afford 

Whence he 
ss nono could

? I wasis any one s 
tain. Let me House

over her, and kissing her so 
“ Mother, do you know 

Queenie—your little girl?’’
am here —the basinet

guess. Directly opposite tho tavern stood 
the small cottage and forge of a blacksmith 
named Folsom. He li_ " 
the beauty of the village,

captivate the Heart oi me young 
He told bis love, said he was 

traveling incogy, but in confidence gave her his 
real name, claiming that he was heir to a large 
fortune. She returned his love, and they 
were married a few weeks after. The 
stranger told his wife that he must visit New 

gossips of the 
inbappy by disa- 

jeers. In a few months 
the husband returned ; bat before a week had 
elapsed he received a large budget of letters, 
and told his wife that he must at once return 
to England, and mast go alone. He took hie 
departure, and the gossips bad another glori- 

pportunity to make a confiding woman 
bed. To all but herself it was a clear 

• ire of desertion. The wife became a mother 
and fur two years lived on in silence and hope. 
Bv the end of that time a letter was re

tire Stratford beauty
_‘Lig her to go at onoe to 

r child, taking nothing with
___1 i wore, and embark in

On her arrival in New

“be ‘ Yes, yes," she gasped, and a look of 
utterable lovo and satisfaction shone in

up at Queenie. “ I know 
Queenie the baby bom at 

own—and you kiss me and 
God bless you, my 

you very happy. Iam glad for your 
I am going a way. ' Good-by, my 

1”

Phil was better ; the long sleep had done 
him good, but there was a drowsiness over 
him still, and ho only opened his 
moment, and, seeing Christine bending over 
him, smiled gratelully upon her. and said :

“ You are so good to me."
Then he took the draught she gave him 

and slept again, this time quietly and sweetly 
as a child, while Queenie sat npon the floor 
fearing to move or stir lest she should dis
turb him. Slowly the minutes diagged on 
until at last it was quite light iu the room 
The heavy rain had ceased ; tho dense fog 
had lifted and tho air which came in at 
tho window was cool and pure, and seemed 
to have in it something of life an i invigora- 
tion

had a daughter who was 
and it was her for- 
heart of the young

eyes which looked 
—I know you are 
Marseilles—my 
call me mother, 
and make 
sake that 
darling, good-by

She never spoke again, though it was an 
hour or more before Queenie loosed her hold 

ung so tightly to hers, 
osing the eves which looked at her to 
st, smoothed the bed-clothes decently, 
en going out to Pierre, who was wait 
tho hall, and told him all was over.

tune to
child,

loud th
Still the astrological almanacs for next 

year are repeating substantially the same 
dictions of evil things to begin, if not to 
minate, in 1881. Because, as they eay, the 
ravages of the Black Death in the middle ages 
followed the nearly coincident perihelia of 
four great planets, thsy predict similar con
sequences from the configuration of the 
planets now. But neither in their premises 
nor their inferences does science recognize

pre-

tliey call you, though I never dreamed it was 
yon, how carno you here, and when ?"

Christine told her how anti when, and then 
repeated Margery's message—to find her' and 
send her

“ She says Quccnio must not die, and I eay 
so, too. Will you go before it is too late ?” 
eho asked, and Queenie answered her :

“ No, my place is here, and 1 am glad you 
are here, too. It makes mo feel more kindly 
toward you.”

“ Oh, Queenie, Queenie, God bless you for 
saying even so much,” and the woman who 
had stood undaunted by many a death-bed 
trembled like a leaf as she snatched Queenie'e 
hand to her lips, and then went swiftly from 
the room, where her services were no longer 
needed, for while she was speaking the De
gress was dead.

stranger 
Orleans.
town made the young i 

rcable hints and jeer

nonr or more ueiore yi 
on the hand which clu

the last 
and the 
ing in

Ho did bo, and the 
wife unhaas en r

But Queenie stood erect upon her feet, 
rigid as a piece of marble, and almost as 
white, while her eyes, which seemed to Pierre 
to shoot oat gleams of fire, were turned 
wildly toward the form lying so motionless 
across the room, with the white, shapely uand 
still outside the counterpane, and the light 
brown wavy hair upon the pillow. Ho had 
spoken—had called a name, which the excited 
girl had recognized as .her own. She could 
not be mistaken In answer to her cry tor 
Phil the fever patient had aroused a little and 
responded :

“ Queenie."
She was sure of it. He might not have 

meant her. it is true. There were other 
Quecniosin the world, no doubt, but he had 
called hsr name—this man, who in her dream 
she was carrying to the death-cart, and who 
migfc Lperbapa, go there when the morpiog

There was a clock upon" the mantel", and 
Queenie saw that it was half-past two. The 
early summer morning would soon break, and 
then sha would see the face of this stranger 
who had called for Queenie, and whose head 
and hair were eo like her lost Phil’s that, 
she looked, with straining, eager eyes, and 
whirling brain, it seemed to her at last that it 
was PhU himself —PhU, drowned and dead, 
perhaps, but stiU PhU, come back to her in 
some incomprehensible manner, just to 
her a moment, and then to be snatched away 
again forever. But she would see him first 
distinctly, would know if it wero a phan 
or a reality lying there upon the bod within 
her reach, for she had advanced a few steps 
forward, and could have touched the head 
upon the pillow.

“ Pierre,” she said, at last, when she could 
endure the suspense no longer—“ Pi 
her voice sounded to herself like tin 
something a thousand miles away, “ am I go
ing mad, or is that—is that----- ” and she
pointed to the tall figure on the bed.

Not comprehending her in the least, Pierre 
stared at her wonderingly, with a great fear 
that her mini was really unsettled by all the 
terrible scenes through which she had passed.

• Is it what ?” he asked, coming to her side, 
and she replied :

“ Bring the light. I must etc tho face of 
this young man. I cannot wait till morning.”

" But, mademoiselle," Pierre remonstrated, 
of the harm, the danger to him.

him sleep. be

the engineer to back up. 
then rail between two cars to pull out t 
As he stepped back he slipped and fell, and 
the car passed over him. Tho cars wore being 
shunted to the varions tracks in order to make 

The jury rendered a verdict in 
accordance with the testimony of the gate
keeper, and added their belief that tho cross- 
ng should be kept free from iee.”

was right, for in a small room at the 
le ball Christine La Rue was dying.

any validity.
In truth, however, the astrologers, not less 

th u the r Btronomers and aU star-gazers, will 
have plenty of phenomena in the heavens to 
occupy their attention for the next twelve 
months. The sky will not present such bril
liant pageants again this century. There will 
be a remarkable series of conjunctions, and 
double and triple conjonctions. The most 
interesting of these is the grand twenty year 

unction of Jupiter and Saturn in April, 
conjunction is one of the strong- 
of the astrologers. As it occurs 

in the sign Taurus, which they 
rules Turkey and Ireland, they feel 
safe, on account of recent occurrences, in 
predicting very momentous effects in thoee 
countries from the conjunction. There will 
also be conjunctions of Jupiter and Mars, 
Venus and Jupiter]Saturn and Venus; and 
tbe far away giants Uranus and Neptune will 
play a part in this remarkable planetary

Venus will reach her greatest brightness in 
the spring, and will be eo brilliant as to Le 
visible at noonday. Her delicate crescent 
will be a favorite object in the amatenr as- 
tronomer’s telescope. Satom will open still 
wider its wonderful rings, and will be one of 
the chief attractions of the evening sky for 
several months. Jupiter will not lose much 
of hie present brilliancy before he becomes a 
morning star in April. Mars will begin to 
brighten in the latter part of the year, and 
then hie enowy poles and shadowy con
tinents will again become the admiration of 
those who gazed through telescopes. In 
short there will be no end of attractions in 
the starry h avens, and all the prognostics 
lions of soothsayers will not be able to darken 
the eky of 1891.

“ The weather has changed, thank God,” 
Christine murmured, while Qneenie, 
whispered, “ Thank God ! thank God

Phil most havo felt the revivifying influ
ence of tbe change, for he breathed more 
naturally and there came a faint color to his 
lips, and at last, just as a ray of sunlight 
stole into tho room and danced upon the wall 
above his head, he awoke to perfect consci
ousness, and, stretching his Land toward 
Christine, said :

“ You have saved my life and I tfiank 
but for you I should have died when 
dreadful sickness oome. How long have I 
been here, and where is Queenie ? I dreamed 
she was here.”

As tin
peoted to hear again fell upon her ear Queenie 
oouli no longer restrain herself, bnt spring
ing up, she bent over Phil and said :

'•I am here—here, Phil, my love, my darl
ing, and nothing shall part ns again. I 
am not your cousin, and I can love yon 

She was kneeling beside him one arm un
der his neek, while with the other she car
essed hie face, aud kissing him passionately 
continued :

“Oh, Phil, I thought you were dead, 
broke my heart, lor I did love you a 
time, and I found it out wnen it was too late 
and jou were gone, and I mourned for you so 
much, and all the brightness went out from 
my life ; but it will come back again with you, 
my darling 1 my darling !"

Her tears were falling like rain upon his 
ice was choked with sobs, as 

she made this avowal of her love, without a 
shadow of shame or feeling that she was do
ing anything unmaidenly. Phil was hers. 
Nothing could change that, 
her. She was as i 
she breathed, and 
pouring out the fall m 
for him. Both Chri 
stolen from the 
in that first blisef 
For a time Phil

summoni 
arms arou

Sister Christine was dead, and there was 
mourning for her in the city where she was 
so well known, and where her kindness and 
gentleness and courage had won her so many 
friends, some of wnom followed her remains 
to their last resting-place. Every respect 
which it was possible under tbe oiroum 
-ianoee to pay her was paid to her. Many 
gathered about the grave where they buried 
her. just after tho sun setting on the same 
day of her death. It was Queenio who pre 
pared her for the coffin, suffering no other 
hands to touch her but her own.

t»>o,
!" up tbo train.

gram was tbe son of Thomas In
gram, sen., of the township ot Puelinch, and 
a brother of Constable Thomas Ingram, jr., 
who has figured in some very clever detective 
business in and around Hamilton recently. 
The awful death of Robert, who was a favor
ite eon of tho old people, will bo a revere 
blow. The body was taken home to hie father's 
house, Aberfoyle, and the funeral, which was 
largely attended, took place yesterday.

Robert In from herceived 6 
husband,
New York with her 
her but the clothes she 
a ship for England. On her arrival in New 
York ehe found a ship splendidly furnished 
and every convenience and luxury for her 
comfort, and two servants ready to obey 
every wish that she might express. The ship 
duly arrived in England, and the Stratford 
iri became mistress of a mansion, and, as 

wife of a baronet, was sainted by the 
aristocracy as Lady Samuel Stirling. On the 
death of her husband, many years ago, the 
Stratford boy succeeded to the title and wealth 
of hie father ; and, in the last edition of 
Peerage and Baronetage, he is spoken ot as 
the issue ot “ Mias Folsonrief Stratford, North 
America."

direclin

$8»
holdsyou;

thatt night a telegram went to Margery : 
will not go away and ehe shall not die.” 

• nothing for Margery to do but 
pray earnestly and unceasingly for the young 
girl who seemed to bear a charmed life, eo 
fearlessly did eh

That say
feelSo there was “ She nursed me when I was a baby, and I 

must care for her now,” she said to Sister 
Agatha, when she remonstrated with ber and 
offered to take the task from hjr hands.

And to Queenie it was a mournful pleaei re 
thus to care for the woman who had been l.er 
mother, and who, ehe felt, was truly good and 
repentant at the last.

e tones of the voice she had neverevery peril and 
every difficulty. Almost as popular as 
Christine, she was hailed with delight 

re than one owed his re- 
y aid. At last, however, 
little, and was not quite as 

There

thoNEW PROCESSES IN MILLING.

All the Minnesota millers are now fighti: 
the old fashioned flour barrels. They say it 
ia a relic of barbarism. They desire to sub 
stitute the cotton sack in its place. Cotton 
sacks holding a half barrel of flour are worth 
ten cents a piece. Flour barrels are worth 
forty five cents each. All the flour shipped 
to Glasgow and Rotterdam goes in cotton 
sacks. These sacks are worth as mnch there 
as here. The millers maintain that flour 
does not sift through a good cotton bag as 

uch as it sifts through a barrel. Ten bags

nie it was a mournfulSister
everywhere, aud mo 
covery to her timely 
ahe began to flag a
strong to endure as she had been, 
were about her no symptoms of the fever 

d worn, she said to Pi 
room one evening. The day 
nd sultry, and the night had 
n and fog. and a darkness 

uu.u n.rnost be felt, while the air wae 
as if laden with noxious vapors, 

e had thrown <x 
comfortable

came a quick, sharp ring, an 
her a note, or rather a bit of paper tom from 
a pocket tablet, and on which was written in

“Come immediately to No. 40-----street.

Ifone,” she thought, as 
the staircase.

her way to
now."

Bnt on the first landing her strength failed . «• I am glad I feel so kindly toward her— 
her and she foil upon the floor, where ehe lay, gjad i called her mother," she thought, and 
or rather sat in a half upright position, lean- wae conscious of a keen pain in her heart as 
ing against the wall with her face in her Bhe looked upon tbe white dead face on which 
hands, until a voice roused her and ehe looked Buffering and remorse had left their marks, 
up to sec a man standing before her and ask- Notwithstanding the hour and her own fa- 
ing who she was and why she was there. It tigue, Queenie was among the number who 
was the proprietor of the house, who, Btood by the open grave where all that was 
ashamed of his cowardice, had returned and mortal of Christine was buried, and she would 
going first through the rooms below where not iwe until the grave was filled and all the 
everything was as ho left it, he started to work was done. Then, taking Pierre's arm. 
ascend the stair to the chambers above. she went back to the hotel, and, going to Phil's 
when he came upon Christine, whom he had roonli |ajd her tired head upon the hands he 
often seen on her errands of mercy, bnt whom stretched toward her, and cried bitterly, while 
ho did not recognize until ahe looked up and phil ^thed and caressed her until she grew 
spoke to him. Then ho knew her and ex- qaiet and could tell him all the particulars of 
olainred Christine’s death.

you doing “ There was much that was noble aud good 
here, and what is the matter with you ?" in her," she said, “ and I am glad I feel as I 

“ I am sick-1 have the fever, " ahe re- do. Had she lived I would have tried so hard 
plied . and if you arc afraid, leave me at to do right, and with you to help and
once.” age me I might have succeeded."’

He was mortally afraid, but he was not so yes,” Phil answered her, “ I am sure you 
unmanly as to leave a woman like Christine wouid have tried ; but it is better as it is - 
to die un cared for at the head of his own bettor for her to be at rest."' 
staircase, and helping her to the nearest room And Phil wy right ; it was far 
where there was a bod, he started for a phyai- had she lived, she could only have been a 
cian. Meeting in the lower hall with Pierre, 0f unhappiness to Queenie, who, with
who had been out for Qasenle’s coffee, and tbe best of intentions, oould not always have 
who explained to him that his house held an- conoealed her humiliation and pain, and could 
other patient, h6 told him of Christine and never fully have received her as a mother, 
where she was, bidding him to look after her knew beat, and took to himself the weary 
until help came from some other quarter. woman, who had been more sinned against 

Christine was past all human aid. Thé than ginning, and whose memory was held in 
disease Lad attacked her in its worst form, the hearts of those whose lives tho had been I 
and she knew she could not live to see an-1 instrumental m saving aa tbo memory of a 
other era setting. She wae very calm, how-1 1

was only tired an 
as she sat in her : 
had been damp ai 
closed in with rai 
which could almost be felt

put on a

—The city of Memphis, or the Taxing Dis
trict, ss it is now legally known, has fully 
emerged from the filth which has created 
such fearfully fatal pestilences. The first 
step in its rejuvenescence was the establish
ment of a thorough system of sewerage under 
the direction of Col. Waring. The merit of 
the system is a sewer of vitrified pipe six 
inches in diameter, with eight joints hud in 
tbe street, or in the alley between two streets

and it 
11 the

with noxious vapors, 
off her (street dress and 

; wrapper, when there 
and Pierre brought

of shipped to Glasgow, retimed 
to Minneapolis, and sent again to Glasgow. 
When weighed they had actually gained in 
weight. Six hundred barrels of flour put 
up in bags and shipped to Glasgow will 
gain in weight one thousand eight hundred 

When New York flour dealers 
indie flour in half-barrel sacks, 

the people will save twenty-five cents 
barrel and have their good sacks left.

The old millstones are all being tal cn out 
and new steel rollers are substituted in their 
places. The wheat passes through five sels 
of rollers, each set closer than the former. 
These rollers are thirty inches long and ten 
inches in diameter. After passing between 
each eet of rollers it is “ bolted ” or sifted 
through the cloth. The last rollers are hardly 
anything but wheat hulls and the waxy germs 
which do not crack up but smash together. 
So flour is now cracked and disintegrated 
without grinding. The first rollers crack tbe 
kernels of wheat into say six pieces. The 
starchy substance which rattles ont drops 
through the cloth s eves or bolting cloths. 
These pieces are broken between tho next 
rollers into thirty-six pieces. Then the white 
itartih otuabi were lifted oat again, and the

flour were

fro
face, and her vo'ierre," and 

he echo of where alleys exist, having at its upper end a 
field flush tank with a discharging capacity of 
112 gallons. All the houses on both sides of 
the sewer are connected with it by 4 inch 
pipes of the same material. The six-inch 
sewer, after receiving not to exceed 300 house 
drains, discharges into a main or sub-main 

wei of ol eight inches diameter or more, 
lha sub-mains discharge into the larger 

ones. The size of the sub-mains and mains 
are of e ight, ten, twelve, fifteen and twenty- 
inch diameter. Tbo greatest flow of the 
twenty-inch main, about 8,000 houses being 
connected with it, is about nine inehea deep. 
The dir charges are mado into Bayou Gayoso. 
This vast system cost $183,086.02. In addi
tion to tnis work over five miles of streets 
have been paved at a cost of $160,209.02. 
Tbc citizens havo not only paid their heavy 
taxts promptly, but have expended nearly 
$200,000 in cleaning cut, disinfecting and 
filling np vaults and carrying on other needed 
unitary wok.

"OHBierotB.”You are needed 
The handwriting wae ve

pounds, 
begin to hatorsry uneven, as if 

and as Queenie or his love 
sure of him as the was that 
. she had no hesitancy in 

i of her affection 
had

penned in great excitement, 
looked wonderingly at it the 
an undefinable apprehension of something, 
she conld not tell what—a feeling that this 
call from Christine on such a night was 
no ordinary call, and the need no ordinary

“ Sister Christine ! What
ithre swept ove

THE AMERICANS.
stme and Pierre

“ The Americans,” says George A. Sala, 
summing up the observation of a hurried 
trip, “ are not a convivail people,in one sense 
of the term. They may be gregarious iu tak - 
ing drinks all around , but they dnnk stand
ing, rapidly and often silently, and then bur
ry away from the bar ; while oa the bar itself 
are placed little bowls containing coffee berries, 

igea, Ly chewing or sacking 
able to disguise tho odor of 

n no other country 
nch a curiously hypocriti 
tain ; bnt it is only part of a habit of 

lit which system of prohibition or

room, leaving the lovers alone 
aful moment of their reunion, 

lay | erfectly still and took 
es and lusses in silence. Then 

ig all his strength, he wound his 
nd the little girl, and bugging her 

close to him whispered 
“Heaven can scarcely be better than this, 

Oh, Qaetnie ! my darlir-; ! my pet!"
;*Ue was very wiak, ui d Queenie saw it, and 
drawing Là*self from aim said :

“ You must not talk any 
must get well, and then 
where you have 
dead. Oh, Phil.

“I believe I am growing nervous myself, 
and that will never do," she thought, as she 
frit a faintness stealing over ber and a kind of 
chill creeping through her viens, communi
cated, ehe believed, by the message she had

Never before had Christine

ini better, for,
•' Think
Christine's orders were to let 
was not to be disturbed."

eent for her, “Nor shall I disturb him ; but I shall see 
but, on the contrary, always tried to shield him. Bring the tight !” Qneeuie said, per 
and spare her as much as possible from fatigue emptorily, as ehe moved Jo the other side of 
or exposnro, but this “Como, yon are needed," the bed, toward which tho sick man’s face 
was imperative, and, with trembling hands was turned.
and a strange thinking of what she was to Carefully pushing down the pillow, so as to 
do, ahe donned her usual every-day attire, bring the features more distinctly to view,
»cd, with Here, Buted far No. 40. It m» a Qtnreme stood lor one Mel tenant easing

malic lozen
which tope 
alcohol. I 
docs su 
this oh
general deceit which system of prohibit» 
partial prohibitif» or local option havp ca- 
gendered.1

in the world 
cal custom asr more now. You 

I can heat; it all— But
been and why y\.u 
it was so horrible—every

thing which has Lappeoed ton» ginoeyDu went
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