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my face, and a voice said, “ Why, what’s the
matter, Neilic? What are you crying for !

It was Ned who had come into the room an
canght me, :

There was no good d«nying it ; he ld heard
the sobbing ; so, though [ tried to choke it'all
buek, 1 could not. He still hield my hondy,
* Why, you silly little person, auy one would
think you had a real big trouble.” Ay, s0 |
had, Ned duar, ‘

“1s your mother ill again,
help you any way !

What shonld 1do 2. It was heaven to have
him there by e, holding my two hands in his
firm giazp ; and yet 1 could not let him' think
<0, what should I do?7 Do ? Just what I did;
make an utter fool of mysell, and begin erying
aeain worse than ever.

‘“ P'oor little Nelly !

Nelly?. Can 1

There.  Nelly, don't;
tell me all about it. TPoor little Nell, dear
little Nell " His hand went on my shoulder,
geutly round my mneck, and Ned's lips just
touched my hair.  Ah, it was killing me; to
sit there and make no sign, with my pulses
throbbing aud 1oy heart hoiling over with love
for him ! o

[ jumped up from my chair and ran out of
the room, upstairs, until | reached Carrie's
roojn, where 1 threw myself, panting and aching
all over, on the dooranat.

The door opened and a moment later Cnrrie’s
arms were around me, and she had lifted e
into un casy-chair by the fire-place. :

“Why, Nelly, whatever made you scamper
up here like that!  Were you frightened of
ahosts down below there, or had you a head-
wiche 1

silly, good-hiearted Carrie ! Not a headache,
Jdear, bur such a weary heartache.

*1t's very silly, Carrie; but you kuow I am
very uervous, sometimes ; | am sure a storm-is
coming up, and | feel all shaken, and have oue
of my headaches.”

 Lie down on my bed, theu, and you shall
sleep here if you like.”

I lay dowy, and Carrie sat by me antil the
tea bell rang : then, for I had not spoken, she
thought | was asleep; and as the Captain wag
the model of punctuality, and expected lis
children ta be so also, she left me and went
down,

How the wind mged ! It seemed aa though
it wonld beat in the window of Carrie’s room!
1 could not lie there any longer. | would just
seribble a line for her, and, getting my hat
and shawl on my way, go howe : so, softly |
went down the stairs and out at the door into
the wild, thicatening night

The wind mldied round me, and nearly took
e off iy feet, awd T leaned against a low wall
1o take breath. A step vame. nearer, and the
nest moment Nod appeated, i :

“ Carrie  said you had' gone home.  How
foolish of vou, this wild ‘night' You had far
hetter stay U to-morrow,” Co

Al way it fate, then? Was Lnot to getaway
from this man? . :

“Tam yuite well now sy hemdoche i< gone ;
indeed, | can get bome.™

“Well, Nelly, 1 shall come too.  Faney
coiig ont such & night as this, Ther'l be
i:ln‘l)f_\‘ of wreeks ta-night, and the wr-\pkx‘*_rs
will have o busy day to-morrow, - We are an for
w rend storm, and no mistake.”

The wind was agaiust us,

atd try how' we

would we could make but little progress. Al
wy-presentiments enme baek npon we. What

Cifthis were onr Just walk, this the last time 1
should see him ! B .

“Prembliug ugaiu, Nelly? 1 you were a
fine lady 1 should say yvou were hystericals as
you are a sensible girl, 1 believe you ure going
to be 11" . .

* Xe, 1 am quite well ; it's only a cold.”

More and more. the wind blew, keener and
more bitterly as we neared the cottage. )

i Nearly ?n\me'now, ‘Nellvand 1 want to tell
vou something before 1 leave. 1 must not keep
vou out here, though. -May I tell you'to-
morrow, dear ~What's that 1 -\ “signal-of
distress ! Again, again! Run in, chld,.run
in! 1 must go and help, if help be possible.
To-niarrow, Nell, to-morrow ! B :

“He almost forced e inside the house, put
his *army round “me,  pressed” kisses on.my
aching, burning brow, turned aud ran down the
S PR .

‘ 1;\lnthm‘ eame to the threshold, and, scein
me tottering, put_ her dear arms about we and
- pillowed my head on her breast. .

**Yon have been walking too fast, datling;
ot your things off, - That's -a shot from soms
_shipin distress, Poor’ things!  God have
merey on them this wild night L o

Haw long we stood there 1 don't know.: “The
sloti came on- in earnest s the shavp claps of
thunder and the vivid flashes of lightning sue-
vovtdid ench other; down  poured the min in
torrents.  The flashes 1t up the distanee, and
there, not far put, we could see a shiy, and the
innumerable black specks flitting about, poor
things, in agony. . - L

‘I.ogljll'cr a%ul louder: pealed the thunder. 1
could. not rest there, so'l broke away .from. mo-
ther- and rushed down the ¢lill to Sea View..
Had Ned not - said: he was going to help?
" Breathless, mud with love and terror, I veached
the Captain's house. B

4 Ned, Ned!'' U cried,
opened. A o .

‘e s gone,” answered: Carrie 5 voice;
“gone out in the lifebont with the men.

StGone ! Audlike s mad thing T flew on
and oun_ till [ reached the beach.

“when the door was

fisher-folk standinug there, all called out by the
signals of distress from the shi
““She ‘be_gone out, lass,

she won't do no good.” L
*“The Cap’en’s son, he’s gone in her?” cried

¥; m - most afeard

one of the women.”

1 knew it, feared it, feltit! 0, Ned, Ned,
come back to me! More rain, more thunder.
Al, God help those brave fellows ! - The light-

ning flashed and showed the life-boat tossing

about on the wild white waves. -

“She’ll never weather it! Yes, she will;
God bless lier """ Another flash. - Where was
the life-boot and her gallant crew ? Ah, where?
All eyes strained seaward, waiting for the next
flash 1o Jight up the course of the white boat.

Where was she?: The flash came ; it showed
the boat—keel upward !

0 God, where was he—Ned, wmy darling?
My senses left me. 1 can not bring back one
moment after that, until 1 woke to find niyself
in the little cottage, with mother's loving face
looking over me,

Days passed, and still my mind wandered,
and -the scene of the heach was quite effaced
from me until'1 heard old Guy Weeks' voice
ask mother at the cottage door, ** How be she
to-day, neighbour 1"

* Not much better, Guy, | fear.”

** Al, poor. lass, she loved the Cap’en’s son's
wy belief.” :

Then it all came back ;and brought by 1y
scream, mother returned to wme. lf"or many
days Dlingered between life and death'; then in
time mother told me the rest of that sad night's
events, -

How, when | hroke from hier, she had fol-
lowed nie 1o the Uaptain’s house, theuce on 1o
the beach, where she had just caughit sight of me
when | ran back, like oue whose feet had
wings, up the steep clifl, wnd with one wail
threw up my arms and leaped into the angry
sea below. Maother flew down to the beach, 1m-
plored aud begged the men to go after me—laut
this fearful night would have shaken the cour-
age of heroes  All looked away, and mother was
nearly wad with ageny, when old Guy Weeks
came up to her,

“We'll go, neighbour, me and  grandson
Tom : and (i)y God's lielp we'll bring your lass
back again !”

And amid - dangers of every kind they vound-
ed the clitl, and neole their way in their fragile
boat to Lthe place where |had thrown myself.
There, then, they found me, bruised and shat-
tered by the fall, washed upou a boulder of
rock, utterly unconscious.

They put me in their boat and brought me
back to mother, and thewe 1 lay for days and
days, a fever raging within me and a prey to
wild delirium.” My hip was broken in the tall,
and never more, the doctorsaid, should 1 walk
the well.known road 1o the cottage door, where
I had bid farewell to my heart’s darling: :

And hew-brave, gallant Ned—he' had been
washed ashore with the others of the hife-boat’s
crew; and all® was mourning and misery at Sea
View, ) heaven, would that 1 had died and
my bonnie sailor leve had lived ! :

I lie here uwow, all day and all night,
winter and summer, - watching the plashing of
those cruel waves on the shore, thinking always
of Ned's ““toamorrow.” ~ What would he have
told me, my heart’s treasure 1 Was (it that he
loved me 1.0 Ah, who shisll know it ever?

Years have passed sinee this.  Carrie, hright,
loving Carrie, comes to see me oftén, and to-
gether we talk of him. - She knows 1 'loved him,
How well 1 loved him God only knows.

I have s curly brown lock Carrie gave me.- 1
kiss it and 1 love it-<=it is all | have of Ned.
-Aby did he love met

A VCOIN OF EUCRATIDES.

There is a delightful zZest about it this tinding
‘of 1 unigue voin, a bit of money which remains
alone of the thousands” which were made ages
‘ago, which no oue bat the true numismatist can
feel. The survival of the coins ol the Greek and
Roman perivds nl; wars, when otte thinks about
it, quite remarka le. ~Itis the fate of -the pre-
cious metals to change often in form, for eventu-
ally all the gold and silver goes to the mcltin&-,
pot. = Such discoveries, then, us have been made
of old coins are due entircl?{ to uccidental hoard.
ings, stowed away-in the bhowels of the earth,
which time only, with the purest chance, brings
to light. The military chest of some Consul, the
Commuuder of a Greek or Roman army, might
have been buried  to escape capture, and thus
there turns up most - unexpectedly, some” thou-
sands of years afterwards, the gold and ‘silver of
a pagan Faperor. - There inay be yet slumber-
ing. inthe bed of ‘many - a-placid lake or swift
river innumerable old coins which some diy may
e fished from the depths—coins “worth a thou-
sand times more than. their weight in gold or
silver, : :

Here is the true story of the rarestof all coins,
and how a precious metal came to be the great
numismatic trivmnph - of - the French collection.
One evening in .‘u\y, 18487, a Freuch gentlonaun,
an expert of the British Museum, was dining in
London with Genernl.Fox, the son of Lord ‘Hol.
Iund, Tn the midst of the dinner-table talk, the
numisinatic enthusiast was addressed as follows
by a gentleman present @ ¢* Lam soriy you wete
ot in town to-day, for I'should have sent vou'a
queor kind of a fellow (n glass of wine with you )
who aays he came from Bokhara, and ‘who pre-
tends he hus ‘a rare (yvour very good’ health)
coin.' The numisnatist was all attention:-

*The lifeoat 7* 1 ja;k_cd‘ of

the erowd ‘ol

¢ (1 was a gold coin, 50 hie said, of some an-

;civelknthKing of Indis, and would weigh as wuch

as twenty sovereigns, and was huge-—as big as
the paln of my hand.” T

The numismatist’s heart was in his mouth.
‘“Sorry you seem so excited about it. It is my
belief that the whole thing is a forgery.  Just
think of it! "The shabby-looking fellow who
was hawking the coin around had the impertin-

.ence to ask 5,000L for it !"

The numismatist thought over it, and, as an
expert, reasoned in this way over the story:
*‘ Forger he may be. - Still there may be. some-
thing in it.. Issuers of spurious old coin never
have brains enough to- invent new forms ; they
always vamp up representations of certain well.
known coing. - Anyhow, it may be worth while
for me to look it up as a numismatical mon-
strosity."” ' ‘

““The fellot,” continued the *informant,
¢ seemed very much down on his luck. - He told
me that wherever he had beeu to show or sell his
coin, the experts had kicked him out, declaring
that his piece of money wus a forgery.”

A hope sprang up in the coin-collector's heart
~-un inkling that some great find wus near at
hand. - Instinetively he rose from the dinuner-
table, determined to set ont at once in search of
the coin. Gen. Fox, the host, being himself the
most enthusiastic of collectors, nuderstanding
what it was to have a fit of numismatic fever,
excused his guest’s further presence at the din-
ner. Out started the numismnatist from Ken-
sington, and posted as quick as a cab could take
hioy to Islington, for at Islington he knew an
Oriental who kept up communication with those
curtous waifs from the Fast, who only turn up
in the greatest city of the world. A trail was
discovered in Islington itself, and soon the mis-
erable lodgings of the man fromm Bokhura were
found. The landlord of the house said . ““The
man you wish to sce is just gone to bed. I know
he hag been trying tofind yon. Shall I ¢all him
down 2

“Yes, at once,’’ cried the expert.

In a few minutes down came the wmun who
had been kicked out by every coin-collector in
London.  With the help of the Oriental who
acted as interpreter, the Bokhara man  was told
to show his coin.  Then the Bokharan indi-
vidual took oft his queerly-cut coxt, pext hisem-
broidered waistcoat, then his waistband, next
his shirt, until thete was nothing on him above
the waist but his undershirt, and from under
his arm-pit tie drew out with great deliberation
a dirty, sweat-begrimed leather case, which he
laid slowly on u table. DPresently the case was
opened, aud in an instant the eyes of the expert
were dazzled with that peculinr soft; yellow
sheen which only antique gold gives forth. It
wad indeed, a prize. One glance alone was suf-
ficient to show that it was a grand medallion, a
unique coin, the chiefest, the rarest in the world.
It had taken yeurs of study on the part of the
numismatist, a traunsmitted “instinet, .in fact,
through some generations, for this expert to-ap-
preciate n rare coin at a single look. ‘

Knowifig that in Jdealing with Orientals an
intending purchaser muost exhibit no anxiety,
the expert did not allow a muscle of his face to
mave.

It was the Bokliara man who took the gold
coin and placed it in’ the uumismatist’s hand.
1f the recipient’s hand had trembled.in the least
with excitement; the wily Oriental would have
made a hard bargain. It was a suprene effort,
for when the pieee was touched only by the
numismatist’s fingers a thrill, something like an
electric shock, tore up his arm.

Said the Bokhara man, through the interpreter,
““ That voin cost me dear. 1t has been sweated
in man's blood—his heart blood. Seven of us
found that piece of gold. ~ We quarreled over it.
That was natural. - 1t was worth'a fight. We
fell on one another with knives and daggers.
After a while, for it. was hot work, five of the
men rolled dead in the dust..  Only two of us
were lett, - The other man is-still at Bokhara.
He ngreed that 1. should come to Eurcpe to sell
this bit of gold. ' Siuce it was found I have al-
wavs carried it under my arm.  There are, [un-
derstand, more skilful thieves in England than
in Bokhara. They all say in London, those who
have studied old golden money, that this coin is
a forgery. [ know better.  Will you buy it, iy
Lord 777 The expert looked at it again and sat-
isfied himself as to its'authenticity. It was an

antique. - More than that, it was 2 numismatice
prodigy. . Its weight was nearly five: ounces, or

twenty stiaters, aud its value in gold aboutr 8110,
On one side was the portrait of Everatides, King
of Bactrix, who lived 185 B.C. ‘The bust of the
mounarch was crowned with a helmet,ornamented
with the horn and ear of the bull, u peculiar at.
tribute of the kings of Bactria, = Ou ' the reverse
were the, Dioscures, Castor and Pollux, galloping
ot horsebaek, -with the legend in. Greek, Pas
ellens  Metunpoy, " Evkratidog (the great: King
Eucratides). There was a defeet, something like
a line running across the field of the pieces This
defeet was the glory of - the coin. - This showed
the number ot blows which were reguired to
strike such a big piece. The dic with which the
coin had been stamped must have been broken
after chis piece was made, Uhe nuimismatist was
wild with _joy, for' certainly this piece was
unique.
kind, ‘and:there never would tarn up in this
world another piece of gold like it:- .
¢ Ask himwhat he wauts forit," inquived the
expert  with coucealed inditference. " *¢1t is
worth-something of e urse-—its weight say, in
gold.” Thé Bokharz man's eves twinkled—they
were black, suaky eyes.  *“1 will take 5,0001.
for it, my lord, and nothing less,”* said the maun,

coolly, us he picked up the coin, slipped it iuto

1t was the first, may be the last, of its]

the bag, and was about putting it under his
arin. - ; e R B
~ Now camne the moment of trial. The expert
lighted a cigarette and s moked to calm his
nerves. Then, blowing the smoke from his lips,
he said ; ““TI tell you what I will do. I will give
you, right now, my check for 1,000/ for the
piece. - If the coin is not mine in twenty min-
utes I shall offer you 800/ for it, and so on until
I get to 500/ If you don't close with me to-
night, ‘to-morrow 1 will not take it at any
price.”. ' o
“Twenty minutes passed,’” said the expert,
“like aninstant. The Bokhara man seemed
immersed in deep thought. Then he turned on
me suddenly,” continned the expert, *‘ pierced
me througfx with his black eyes, and put the
much-coveted coin in my hand, while his long,
bird-like fingers were bent like talons to take the
check. The coin was mine. [ slept,’’ said the
expert, *“ with that coin under my.pillow ; that
is, I tried to sleep, but so excited was ‘I that [
never closed my eyes that night.”

The numismatist took the earliest conveyance
across the English Channel. This mnedal was
not for common collections. It was a piece for
the French museum. The Emperor Louis Na-’
poleon heard of it, as did the Minister of Instruc-
tion. M. Feuardent cousidered an offer of
30,000 francs for the wmedal as an imperative
command that the coin should remain in France.
So stay it did, and though 50,000 franes, just
double what it cost, were offered for it. This
coin of the Bactrian Fucratides i% now the
greatly prized ornament of the Cabinet des Me-
dailles.  To-day it lies in a glass case all by
itself. There is a little handle coming out of
the box which permits the public to turn the
coin so that both sides of it can be seen.
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BRELOQUES POUR DAMES.

. I1is dangerous to ask a woman idle questions
when she is adding up a grocery bill.

A Loxnox paper thinks that by residing
in Furope an Americau girl can gradually *“get
rid of her war-whoop.” American girls don't
war whoops now,

]

“* How uicely the corn pops,” says a young
man, who was sitting with his sweetheart before
the fire. *Yes,” she responded, demurely,
¢ it’s got over being green.”

No vouxe man in Rochester has any chance
with the fair sex unless he ean tell the names of
several thousand stars, and is able to discover
a pew planet ahout once & mouth.

BoNNETs are not worn in hesathen lands.
Hence churches are not popular there. It
requires ‘& new spring bonuet to develop the
latent Christianity in & woman.

WHEN a lady by accident discovers that her
photographer has put her picture in his show.
case, she goes home and makes a terrible time
over it, but doesn't order it to be taken out.

A touching story i¢ told of a little New Haven -
child who, having received a *‘ rewand of merit™”
card from. her teacher,"held it up to the sky
all the way home, that her dead father might sce
how good she had been.

I~ the latest London novel two. ladies are de-
scribed.as having *“ that:air of aflability about
thent that shows. they regard themselves as
women who soar superior to anything like an
attempt made to sit upos them by other women.”

A set-scioou givl in Des Moines 'the other
day gave the’ following detinition -of spring:
“ Wheun the gentle zephyrs make the wing on
your hat stand straight up and all your scolding
locks severally assert their individuality, then t
is spring.” . S

WaeN you see a window-blind with two slats
disconnected from the rod which is intended to
hold them in place, it is safe to conclude that
there is ‘o woman behind, ‘and equally safe to
wager that she isn't dressed and that the-dishes
are not washed. ) .

A scuoot” teacher who was taking down the
names and ages of her pupils and the names of
their parents at the begiuning of  the term,
asked one little fellow, * What's your father's
natme 7" “ Oh, you needn't take down his name’;
he's too old to go. to school to u woman,” was
the reply.” e

A Crrizey went home from the caucus one
night and asked his wite, ** Did you commit an
errer or do anything out of character before we
were martied t*' © Why, no ! What makes you
usk such a question ! “COh, I didu't think you
had, but 1 was nominated for a 'town = otlice
to-night, and 1 Kuew’if you had it would.all be
out to-morrow.” R :

A woMax may revel in'silks and satins 3 she
may make her beauty: resplendent’ with- dis-
monds and opals ; she may attire herself in the
wost delicate. of colors until she looks sweeter.
than the burst-of dawn on paradise;; but at the,
same time she will condescend to tie her hair: °
up with.the fag'end of a pair of superannuated
penuy shoe-strings. - 0

: ’ A CARD, o »

"To all who “are sutlering ‘from :the errors und %
indiscretions of youth, hervous weakness,. emly
decuy, loss of ‘manhood, &e., T will seud a recipe
that will cure you, FREE OF CHARGE. This
great remedy was discovered by a missionary in
South America.” Send a self-addressed envelope

to the Rev., Joskru ‘U, INnNAN, Station D, New
York City, R AT e :




