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Because the Rose Must Fade.]

Because the rose must fade

Shall Inot love the rose?
Shall I not rest me there
In the cool air?

Because the sunset sky
Makes music in my soul.
Only to fall anddie,
Shall I not take the whole
Of beauty that it gives
While yet it lives 7

Because the sweet of youth
Doth vanish all too soon,
8hall I forget, forsooth,
To learn its lingering tune
My joy to memorize
1a these young eyes?

If, like the summer flower
That blooms—a fragrant death—
Keen music hath no power
To Jive heyond its breath,
Tlien wf this flood of song
Let .ve drink long!

Ah, ves, because the rose
Fades, and the sunset skies
Darken, and winter bigws
All bare, and music dies—
Therefors now is to me
Eternity!

PUNKIN HOLLER LIFE.

They’'ve bin a havin’ a rumpus in the
Cam’lite church an’ Tildy’s oldest girl
Marier's mixed up init. I told Tildy
jist how it’"d be when sho commenced
dingdpngin’ to go over to their singin’
school. Sez 1: *‘She'’s been brought up
in tho Mc-thodm church an’ she orter do
her singin’ in the Methodis’ church. Let
the Cam’lites have their singin’ school
an’ their quars an’ their organs if they
want to, I dor’t see "at they’re any bet-
ter fur 'em.”

Tildy never opened her mouth, but I
knowed very well Marier’d do jist as she
plcabed fur she allus had done that
a’way. So, shore enough next thing we
knowed wuz her'n Cynthy Peterson'd
jined theichurch an’ bin baptized an’
wuz singin’ in the quar as big as you
please.

Tildy felt plum sick over it, but I jist
felt like it’s a Jeugement sent on her.
Parents orter have some control over
ther’ youngens an’ not shilly shally with
‘em Iiie Tildy does with hern.

Don’t the Bible say, ‘‘sparethe rod,
spile the child,” an’ ‘“‘children,mind your
parents”‘

'I‘lldvs 100 everlustm mild an’ easy
with ’em’s. my ’pinion.- I felt awful
mortified ’at the way Marier’d done, but
1" never let on, fur thinks I, she’ll get
enough uv ’em.

B ut she kept agom to meetin’ reg'lar
an’ tendin’ singin’, rain er shine, ever
Toosday .night, an’ behaved herself so
well 'at 1 begm to think mebby it’s the
Lord’s doin’s after all.

Well, they had a big baptizin’ last
Bunday down where the old swimmin’
hole ust to be, an’ I reckon they must a
bin 'leven er more baptized. Marier an’
Cynthy Peterson’s both there asingin’
away with the rest of ’em, an’ conductin’

'emselves as proper as anvbodv, faras I
could see, till old Miss Parmer come
awalkin’ out to be bapt:zed Then I could
see it's all Marier an’ Cynthy could do to
keep count’'nance. She‘weighs mgh on
to three hundred, I've heared, an’if she
wasn’t got up redic’lus I never seen any
person at wuz.

As shore as my name’s Benders, her
dress wan’t two inches below her knees,
an’ to top it off she had a pair o’ her
man’s linen pants tied 'round her ankle
jints. Some person wuz a-sayin’ it’s a ¢

bathin’ suif she had on, but 1 don’t b'lieve
a word of it—not & word.

I jist tell you what, I didn’t. think it
looked ‘decent .standin’ up that o’ way
fore a lot o’ men folks, an’ in her bare
feet. at that. Thinks I, ‘“Where’s your
manners ?”’

But as I's a-sayin’, . she walked out to
where the Peacher wuz in, an’ if they
didn’t look like David and Gelier I don’t
know nothin’ ’bout scnpter

Their preacher ain’t no bigger'na min-
ute, an’, as I said afore. Miss Parmer’s a
sight, jist a plum sight.

Well, he got her out there in a purty
deep place, an’, low an’ behold, when he
went to dip her under the last time he
let her fall back’ards, a Sich scramblin’
an’chokin’ as she done when the pore
feller managed to git her up you orter
a-seen

I looked ’round at Marier an I seen
she’s just a-shakin’ all over an’ Cynthy
couldn’t go on with thesingin’ fur laffin’,
I ahuck my head %t Marier fur I seen
some o’ the old Cam'lites a-eyin’ em’ an’
thinks I, *“This'll cause a rumpus I bet a
cent.”

But as soon .as Marier got home she
told her mar’n me dll about it, an’ said
she jist'tried her best to keep from laffie’
an’ kept thinkin’ ’bout-all her friends ’at’s’
dead, Rut she _jist couldn’t be'solemn nort
neither could Cynthy.

I felt like its my dooty to give her a
goed talkin’ to, but when I'd looked at
them purty blue eyes o' hern jist ready
to spill ever any mmute I couldn’t have
the heart to feel out o' fix to-wards her,
fur some how er ruther sompum kept
a-whisperin’, ‘“Sallie Benders, you ’s
young onct yours&.lf an’ don’t be tryin’ to
put old heads on young shoulders. Trials
an’ tribulations 'll come soon enough.
Ah, me, yes, too soon.”

So 1 Jist goes up to little Marier an’
puts her hair back from her forehead an’
sez ag'kind as I could sez I: ‘“Well, well,
deary, I reckon the Lord wuz a lookin’
at your heart an’ not your face. Try to
serve him an’ do his biddin’ an’ it-don’ t
make no difference what other foiks sez.

I tell you right here them words done
that child more good ’an a whippin’, for
all I believe in whippin’ at the proper
time. She Jlbt throwed her arms round
my neck an’ commenced cryin' like a
bab

h Aunt Sallie,” sez she,
wug A good girl.”

**You air a good girl,” sez I, “but the
old feller gits the ugper hand o’ you
sometimes jist Ilke he does with all o
Now ge an’ help your ma git sup-

”

“I wisht I

us.

peI knowed she wouldn’t help much, but
I declare my voice wuz a tremblin’ so 1
could hardly talk an’ I didn’t want
Marier to see how worked up I wuz.

But pears like I won’t never get to the
pint, I never wuz any hand at tellin’ a
story.

Anyhow next mornin’,’fore we got'the
breakfas’ dishes washed here comes over
old Miss Denny, an’ I knowed ’fore she
got in the house what she's a comin’ fur
an’ so’d Tildy. She’s the blggest Cam’-
lite in the Holler an’ its my 'pinion she
runs the meetin’-house an’ preacher too,

Tildy asked her to come in, an’ the
minuteshe got set down she commenced
about the baptism,

“It wuz jist shameful,” sez she, “the
way them girls carried on, an’ at such a
solemn place too. I think Miss Hawkins
’at you orter give Marier a real good talk-
in’ to,” sez she to Tildy.

+I did give her a talkin to.” sez Tildv.

as meek as a cat,'‘an she felt real morti-
fied over it.”

‘“Mortified I” sez Miss Denny, a-turnin’
up her nose, ~ “Ifit’d bin a girl o’ mine

I'd a mortified her with a stick, that's
what I'd .a-done,”

Tildy'schin cémmenced quiverin’ like
it allus does whén anybody sez a word
agm her youngens. - .Iseen she wuzn’t
goin’ to take her own part worth a cent,
so I tuck it fur her:

Sez I, “*Miss Denny, I think the church
an’ Marier too'd be Jist ‘as well of if
you'd stay home'an’ mind your own
business, I reckon if. the Good Bein’
didn’t intend folks to he wouldn’t a-
made ’ern 80 they could laff. I don’t
say, mind- you, ‘at that ’s the propper
place to laff, but young,folks will be
young folks, an’ a Jperson orter make
alowances for ’em.”

“Well,” sez she, “they’re a-talkm
about - churchin’ ‘em anyway, an’ I
thoug‘ht rd bet‘ber come over an’ let you
know.”

“*Yes,” nez 1, "that’s the Camolites fur
you ever’ time,  Well, they kin chnrch
Marier ‘whenéver' they git ready,” sez I,
“fur sho kin git in ‘a heap better church
any day, an’ its a church ’at_leaves the
jedgin’ o’ folks vo the A Ml ey,

“Humph!” sezshe, “\Ilner di n't seem
to thmk 50 when _she left it an” come
to our’n.’

“Ne,” sez I, “Marier wuz young an’
foolish an’ didn’t know her own mind.
Her head’s turned ’th your organ an'
quar and tomfollery, but I reckon ’at
she’s found out all hmn t gold at glitters.
Hain’t you, Marier?”

She’d bin a- standm ln the sittin’-room
door for goodness knows how long an’ ‘d
heard every word we'd been a-sayin’ I
felt shore fur her eyes wuz as red asa
piece o’ flannel an’ 8o wuz her nose.

She never said a word but when over
an’ set down on -her ma’s lap and laid
her head down on her shoulder like
that's her only refuge an abidin’ place.

Tildy wuz all of a trimble, but she

| folded that growed up girl in "her arms
g
i 11=t like she used to when she’s a baby,

an’ them tears a streamin’ down out o’
her eyes an’ that lovm embrace made a
better Christian out o’ Marier ’an forty
talkin’s to ’d a-done. I reckon old Miss
Denny thought it's time fur her to be
a-goin’, fur she commenced tyin’ on her
sun-bonnet.

Sez she, “I didn’t mean to hurt your
feeling’, Miss Hawkms an! I hope Marier
Il do her smgm in the propper spirit
from this on.’

All I said wuz, ‘‘Miss Denny, you jist
see after your own spmt an’ Marier ’ll
see after hern, I'll warn’t you.”

I got up an’ went through the hall to
let her out, an’ she dida’t open her
mouth agin.

As I's a passin’ the kitchen door
comin’ back I seen Txldy still sittin’
there rockin’ Marier an I heard Marier
say 'fore I got out o’ hearin’: O ma,
n;la I haint nothin’ but a Methodis’ after
a

Arn’ I jist sez, pez I, ““‘Amen,"”—Minnie
Thomas Bovce ¢

In Boston, of Course.

Johmmy—I wonder why ‘1 can't make
my kite fly?

Elder Sister—Perhaps the caudal ap-
pendage iy disproportionate to the super-
ficial area®

Johnny—I don’t think that's it. I
‘t;eilﬁeve there isn't weight enough on the

THE HAUNTED GARRET.

The story which I am about to relate
I ask none of my readers to believe ; but
I will endeavor to lay the facts before
them ' just as they occurred, and then,
of course, they can form their own con-
clusions,

The affair filled me with wonder and
conjecture at the time it happened ; and
though I'have since pondeyed much on
the subject; I have néver been able to
unravel the mystery that hangs over it.

In the fall of 1883 I entered Yale Col-
lege as a Freshman, and as soon as my
examination had been successfully pass-
ed I turned my aftention to procuring a
{ suitable room. It is the custom in Yale
to'give the Senior Class the first choice
of the rooms in the college -buildings,
the Juniors receiving the next and the
Sophomores the third, so that the Fresh-
men have *Hobson's choice,” which
generaily is among the rooms on thé
groand floor, and there being no cellar
beneath, these rooms are go damp and
unhealthy that the members of the class
usually prefer to hire rooms in private
houses ‘during the greater part of the
year.

On this account I at once determined
to secure a room in some private housa
that was within a short walk of the col-
lege. I was informed that I should be
most likly to get a room in C’street, as
there werea number of houses in that

ed to room. Butas 1 had not arrived in
New Haven tili the term had actually
commented, I found all the more desir-
able apartments had been taken at the
close of the last term; and after having
been rejected at every place where I
had inquired, I'had almost made up my
mind to look among -the Freshman
rooms in college, when my eye fell on a
notice tacked up on a tree, which stated
that a room could be hired at No. — C
street.

A few steps brought me to the house,
which was a small wooden one. Its
side ran parallel with the street, and 1f
stood about fifteen feet from the pave-
ment. In the front yard were two tall
pines that overshadowed the house and
kept the roof quite moist, so that the
shingles were thickly covered with moss.
The landlady, answered my knock, and,
on learning my business, offered to con-
duct me at once to my room. I follow-
ed her up an old-fashioned pair of stairs,
and she showed me into a moderate-
sized front chamber.

After looking about the apartment I
thought it was what I" wanted, and
agreed to hire it, and that night I slept
there, having sent around what little I
possessed during the afternoon.

Now let me pause a moment in my
narrative to notice the other inmates of
the house. First, the landlady deserves
mention. = She was a widow and had no
children. She owned this house and a
little other property, so that she was de-
pendent on no one for her support.

There was also in the house a lady
boarder, about twenty-four years of age,
named Mrs. Denslow. - At the time of
my coming she was confined to her bed
with a nervous disease, and it seemed
from her actions and words as if some
terrible grief, and at times one might
think some terrible crime was continu-
ally pressing her down. I was quite

curious to know her history,and one day
I zot the following facts relating to her

street where the students were accustom- ;

S—

from my landlady: Nirs. Denslow had
come to her (the landlady) about a year
before my arrival, and applied tor board
and the landlady had taken her.

She appéared to be always grieving,
but never told the cause of her sorrow.
No friend had ever called to see her, and
she never wraté a letter to any one. She
stated thac Ergland was her native land,
but she never once mentioned any friend
or relatives at home. She kept secret
ber’ maiden name, and always looked
sad and troubled whenever her parents
were spoken of.

At night - my landlady would often

and utter the works, “my dear father.”

About three months before my arrival
Mrs. Denslow returned from a short
walk one morning with a newspaper in
her hand, and after taking off her bonnet
she retired to her room and read it.

“And,”: continued my landlady, ““I
am confident that she read something
in that paper which she will never get
over.’

‘Within a month of my coming she
had been confined to her bed, from
which she herself said she would never
rise, Her nervous system was com-
pletelv unstrung, she never slept quiet-
ly, but was constantly dreaming ghastly
dreams and seeing horrid visions. These
few facts were all that was known of
her, and my landlady never expected to
learn more.

{ “The servant was the third and last in-
} mate besides myself,

The landlady and Mrs. Denslow occu-
pied bedrooms on the first or ground
floor, and the servant slept in the ¢ham-
ber at the back . part of the setond story:
and I, as I have'stated. occupied a front
chamber on the same floor.

I sometimes relieved my landlady by
taking her place at Mrs. Denslow’s bed-
side, and she (Mrs. Denslow) often in he:
calmer moments declared to me her firm
belief in ghosts, and repeatedly stated
that she was sure her spirit would
wander on the earth for a time after her
death.

Then being exhausted, she would fall

hear her mutter something about her
pcor murdered father! and killed by
me.

At first I was horror-struck by these
terrible words, but after hearing them
uttered time and time again,they had lit-
tle effect on me,as I supposed they result-
ed from a disordered brain.

But time passed quickly by, and it was
midwinter; Mrs. Denslow had gradually
grown worse, and her physician said she
might die at any moment. . I now saw
her but seldom, as my studies required
most of my time.

One evening I was sitting alone in my.
room. It was storming without ; my
blinds rattled, and the tall pines that
overhung the house moaned and groan-
ed in the wind. As the clock struck 1 I
closed my ‘‘Euclid,” and was laying it on
the table when I thought I heard some
one in the pa.ssagewa

*‘But,” thought I, “‘who can be there
at this time? 1 guess it isthe rat-
gmi of a blind,” and laid down the

00

“Hark!” there certainly xs some +one
there! again I hear a rustle.” At this in
stant I hear a slight tap at my door.

‘“Who's there ?” I cried.

No answer. [Ithen rose and opened
the door, but there was no one: there ;
not a soul was visible in the passage-
way. and all was ds silent as the grave.

hear- her .groan and sob.in her sleep;

asleep, and soon I was almost sure to)

**1 nave Deen decelved,” thougnt i,ana
was tununf back into my room when I
involuntarily stopped.

. “What is thatat the extremity of the

hall? Is it the light of a lamp through

the crack of a door? No! There is no
door there, and no one to have a light if
there was. Oh! it’s the reflection of the
moon ? No! that cannot be, for it storms
fiercely, But look! It moves!”

And sure enough this dim, misty light,
at which I was intently gazing, certainly
did move. . It slowly receded from me,
Some overpowering impulse now prompt-
eéd me to follow it.

Then, after it I went, till I reached an
open door which led to the garret. Here
I paused, aud as T watched that dim
llght pass up those stairs and heard not
a breath of noise in the whole house, a
cold tremor seized me and 1 confess I
was terrified. But in a moment my ter-
ror passed off, and I felt resolved to fol-
low that lphantoxn light, lead where it
might. In a moment I was in the gar-
ret, and there, a fow feet from me, was
the dim light. Now it seemed to en-
large, and for a single moment I fancied
the form of Mrs, Denslow appeared: be-
fore me. The light then grew very
small, and rising suddenly it rested on a
rafter ; ; 1t grew for an instant quite bril-
liant, then, ﬁxckenng, it went out, leav-
ing me enveloped in the thickest dark-
ness,

‘In a moment I was on the stairs, and
in another I was in my room. I then
closed and locked my door, and quickly
undressing I sprang into bed, and strove
hard to drive the strange occurrence
from my mind.

In the morning I dressed and was going
to the chapel to ‘i)ravers when my land-
lady met me and stated that Mrs. Dens-
low was dead. Sne had died at about 1
o'clock that night.

After the funeral was over, I one day
told my landlady what I had seen vn
the night of Mrs. Denslow’s death, and
she was deeply impressed and suggested
that the rafter on which the spectral
light had rested should be examined. I
assented and we repaired immediately to
the garret.

I showed the rafter to my companion,
and having got a chair I stood upon it
and proceeded to examine the exact spot
where the flame had rested.

On the beam was a small parcel done
up in a piece of wrapping paper, which
was found on examination to contain a
letter addressed to Mrs. Denslow, New
York, and an English newspaper. The
letter was from Richmond, England, and
bore a date two or three months earlier
than the time at which Mrs. Denslow
had come to New Haven.

It was evidently from her father, and
was, I think, the most touching letter I
ever read{. He urged her to return to
him, as he could not live without her.

The letter was quite long, and it con-
tsined not a chiding word, but the writer

ain and again that his daugh-
t.er w a«fretum

The letter was sngned “Your heart-
broken father, W. Craig.”

We now turned our. attention to the
paper, and after a little search we found
the following marked among the deaths:

“Died—William Craig, on the 9th of
June, at his estate in Richmond. The
death of this gentleman was brought on
by circumstances which are ly
heartrending. Mr, Craig's wife dl?i
mahy years ago, leaving a little gir
who was fairly the idol of her affection-
ate parents. After his wife’s death it
seemed to Inug Craig’s only pleasure

to find some ’new way 5 'grau‘ty nis
daughter.

‘At the age of twenty she took a con-
siderable amount of money which her
mother had left her and eloped with a
fellow named Denslow, who on reaching
New York robbed her of half her money
and fled.

““This was a blow to her tsther from
which he never recovered. He wrote
immediately and begged her to return,
but she had too much pride to even an-
swer the letter. Again and again he
wrote, but she had left New York, and
he failed to obtain ‘any clew to ‘her
whereabouts., This grief was overwhelm-
ing to Mr. Craig, and at last he died of a
btoken hmt&' *

per dro from my hand and
I gazent my copmnion but neither of
us uttered a word. All now a
plain to us. It was this “paper that had
caused Mrs, Denslow’s deatl.,

My story is finished. I will say, as I
said at the outset, that what I saw on
that winter night was then and probabl
ever will be a myntery to me, but I ui
ne one to believe it. Oaly remember—

““There are more thingsin Heaven and emh,‘ﬂontko.
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.

Prince Napoleon'’s Vagaries.

Melchoir Lutschg, the chief gardener
on the large Park Island during the Chi-
cago Exgosmon, is from Switzerland.
He is, when in his own country, the
city gardener of Neufchatel. He has
been gardener to Napoleon IIL, and to
his cousin, Prince Na n, who was
known as “Plon-Plon.” . Everybody
knows of the utter disregard Prince Na-
poleon had-for conventionalities or de-
cencies when they were not’ in ‘accord
with his own  desires, ‘It was' ‘‘Plon-
Plon” who, while president of the Sen-
ate, fell in love mth the most notorious
woman in Paris, and-without regard or
respect for himself, friends or hmil
socidted with her opeénly.
respect for any human - bein unless
it happemed to ' please 'his : fancy.
He treated every oue, even his " cousin,
Napoleon IIL, as an underling. He
would write most insolent letters to
Napoleon II1. and criticise his actions if
they did not happen to please him. He
was a man of remarkable memory and
through it passed for a man of wonder-
ful information. For instance, he would
meet some one who was authority on
some kind of mwufactunug or military
matters; or affairs of the nation, or what-
ever the cage might be, and would draw
him out in' detail on the special thing
the gentleman might be interested in—
perhaps tatk with him twenty-five min-
utes. Afterwards, among his associates,
he himself would go into minute de-
scription of the subject, and his acquain-
tances would wonder and talk about his
gigantic stock of information. He mar-
ried Princess Blothilde, the sister of the
ng of Italy, He was called *“‘Plon-
Plon” because he had not inherited the
daring bravery of kis ancestors though
he was said to look more like Napoleon
1. than any of the other Napoleons. The
meaning of the world “Plon-Plon” with-
out being a literal translation is, ‘““He
fears le:f e

no
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ugly: mind that, chﬂd' :
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_ Russia at the World’s Fair,
" The Russian section
ed by a unique wall th in
fmldt?ﬁ:t lmrngf oa.‘k, xilded.h T”!ao
or ¥ w
by the mu Schaho ’-\.lul gu
with its two portals was 1
especially for the Russian
E,. of aoulptun. a marble
ncess Obolensky and the head of
old man in terra cotta, were
Princess Schahovsky. One
contains four beah%nlflul j«lslourt ! i
on wax figures w will attract
tention of all who see this section.
of them were delignod by Grand D
Elizabeth and made under her i
tion. One is made of white
satin with long
brocade deeply embroidered with
The other is made of

‘thread.
orwovenrsdandgo

broidered heavily wlthpuxegold 7
Thofrontottlﬁrobeiswhito moire
court train of “‘glazett.” A court cos-

| tume worn by the Countess of Toll a

oopwd from u:o a;‘chat piece ofl emb;

y belongin e time van
Terrlble is eo‘verod with and
embroidery. The court train is
with beaver,

England’s Oldest Industry, :
The-oldest industry in Great Britaln—
olduriteouldhnﬂbo , for its existence
has been traced to the M
stone .‘:!—il still bo!ng wrhd

Bra
Nortolk and Suﬂolk, n%
be in ? ﬂourhh g con

mant ;ctoq
flints. The work

‘find flint und steel more :

than matches, which are useless

they have lbwrbed

ﬂn:n"'n? m“h:rAhtmd whmw

the wi s o Tl our
friend "gmvn Bess,” c.’lold qwu;.“
long ago for what flint would
o::ﬁ: found, it seems, her last
ro!uge. : ;

The White Rose.
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