LEAVING PORT.

The Bustling Scenes that Mark the De-
parture of an Ocean Steamship.
Luke Sharp.]

At the leap[?zgt ol’ Bt. Mﬂo 7

in 0

agques Uéllsr

In the erovwded old cnthedrsl

the town was on its knees,
For the safe return of kinsmen

‘rom the undiscoverod seas.
— [From D'Arcy McGee's Poetical Werks.
At the seaport of New Yorrick,
"Pwas o miling morn in May,
When the Inman steamer Brussels
Tothe Eastward salled away.
On the crowded wharf of Inman
All the town seemed on its feet,
To see the leaving of a steamer
Of the noted Inman fleet,
—[From Take Sharp's (anpublished) Poetical
Works.

The great steamship City of Brussels lics at
the Inman wharl, New York, with ﬂngi: flying
and black smoke lazily rolling from her two
funnels.

It is now noon, and she saila at 8 o'clock.

Big baggage vana stand at the different
gaugway loading k which is checked
off by a good-natured fat man in a white cap
The last loads of freight are being put on,
and the baggage not wanted is stored in the
hold aud the trauks that will be reqnired are
being piled np on deck, and marked with the
nmber of the stateroom Lo which they are to
be eent.

The passenger from Iowa ia on bosrd. He
s been frightened for the past week lést he
miss tho boat, and he has been leaning over
the rail smoking since 8 o'clock this morning.

A man with camp stools and stesmer chairs
take his placo at the entrance to the building
that covers the wharf, while two "others more
privileged come with their wares to the gang-
way wheore the saloon passengers get on
board.
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B
THE LAST OF THE LOUVETIERS,

A recent dispatch l;)m Paris announced
that a voluminous report had just been print-

suppressing the ancient institution of the
Louveterie, or professional body of wolf des-

BRIC-A-BRAOC.
A Life of Intense Suffering,
Naam Lord, & t of Fri N.

id Aahi

troyers, dating back to the Merovingian
d The i in of the

SOMEBODY'S PORTMANTEAU.

** Change here for M ”
L ?tht did he say ?” inquired the stout

Y., is a man who has undergone more suffer-
ing than is usually allotted to man. For
several years past Mr. Lord has been a victim
of rheumatism, and he has lingered along on
the banks of death, with one foot in the
grave, for a long time. For about three
years he has been blind, deaf and epeschless.
Befora he becamo speechless he nsed to moan
and plead for death to relieve him from his
ony. FHe is so deformed that the only po-
sition which he now rests in, or in faet sur-
vives, is a sitting one, with his head between
his knees, pearly meeting his feet. It is
strange that some people have to endure so
—=uch suffering, while young men are often
ont down' n:d taken from ns in their best and

The steamer chair is an adjnstabl

8
ment of oak and cane, and has an adjustable
arrangement on which to place your feet. If
‘on buy them down town they will cost you

1.76 or §2, and they will be rent to tha
steamer withont cxtra cost, but if you pure
chase them on the dock they will cost you §3
at least, or #5 it you have a lady with you,
The chairmen are sharpers, who ought to be
#at down on inatcad of the chairs.

Mountaing of trunks and boxes are being
whirled up in the air by machines and low-
ered into the hold. Bteerago passengers are
buying tin plates and knives and forks from a
forbidding old Woman near the strect, and
are going up their gangway to the forward
part of the steamer,

Here comes an immense dray with trunks by
ihe dozen. They belong to part of Mapleson's
Opera cempany, who are going over, having
made all the money out of America that is at
presont get-at able. Now comes a coupe,
and two more passengers join the one from
Tows.

“If you want to see tho flowers,” eays a
rasn belonging to the ship, ** you had better
go below before the erowd comes.”

I am not going to betray my ignorance by
asking * What flowers ?"" but go down to the
saloon. The air is heavy with perfume. The
stewards are busily arranging the floral trib
utes ; and, although there are eight long ta-
bles, there is hardly room for all the masses
of color that bave becn sent on board and
that are constantly arriving. Aunchors are a
favorite device. Horzeshoes came next, and
baskets of every design are numerous. To
each is attached a card, and the growing
number of visitors walk up and down, read-
ing tho cards and making comments on the
flowers.

Ona handsome young lady on the arm of a
languid ewell is very enthusis while he is
a trifle indifferent.

“Ob, it is juet quite too perfectly lovely fo
anything !” ehe exclaims. * It's just hke a
nice, sweet funeral.”

“ Same thing,” sars tho languid swell
¢ Tributes to departed friends you know.”

I thought the young fellow was not sueh a
fool a8 he looked. |

Now the cabin is erowded to suffocation and |
more are comiog down the stairs. |

This with the keavy perfume of the flow-
ers makes it a good place to get out of, There
is some diflienlty in equeczing up the
stairs,

How the scene is changed since wo went
down ! The decks are teeming with hurrying
human beings. The carriages on the wharf |
from a procassion reaching far outin the
street, police are keeping them in line, and
keeping back intrueive drays and ggpress wag-
gous, the steam is roaring from the side of
the steamer, the smoke is blacker than the
fannels, and the officers at the foot of the
gangway, are busily tearing in two the pas.
senger tickets offered to them.

* 1 beg your pardon,” said & man with a
wraveled look aljout him ; '* but are you going
over "

“ I am if the steamer does.”

“ Have you any one to sco off ™

“M ds have already indulged in that
jpleasare.”

* Then, as yon have nothing to do, would
yon do me the great favor of letting me
bid you good-byo at the other end of the
pier 7"

« I haven't tho slightest objcetion, except
that Idon't want to act like a faol more than
ia strictly necessary.”

+ Ol it isn't thet, I assure you,” replied
tho man carnestly ; ** but you see I neglected
to get a steamer chair for my wife when I was
up town, and I want the begears to think I'm
not going =I'll explain afterward —if you'il be
a8 kind as to come.”

8o I followed bim down on the pier snd out
to the entrance, where the chair men were
wrying to sell their merchandize toall in going
people. Just thera he put his hand on my
ghoulder and with his other hand grasped
mine.

« Good-bye, Brown, old boy ; eafo voy
Remember me to all the folks over ther
write the moment you arrive,” His voie
husky with emetion, and his eyes were dim
at the thought of parting with me. Sud.
denly Yre lookel at his wateh and cried:
“ Boat'll be off in a minute; good-bye,
good-bye.”

I turned and went to the boat. Before I
reached the gangway he slapped mo on the
shoulder. He had a folded chair under his
arm.

* I gotit. He thought I wasn't going, but
merely wished to present the chair to you,
and knowing the precarious nature of friend-
ship sold me the chair for §2, although he
asked 86 from the old man who went in while
we were bidding good bye. Idon’t mind the
money, you know, but I hate to be taken in
by such fellows.  Have a cigar ?”

The deck of the steamer is now ecrowded ;
the region belowjs seething. Many are ery-
ing, someggn little groups taking leave of each
othergwhile the great mass is surging to and
fro talking and laughing.

Clang ! clang ! goes a bell, and the crowds
below ccme huirying up, but the crewds on
deck do not mind the warning sound. People
still stream oa off the gangway, although two
men in navy blue, with ** City of Brussels" on
their caps, stand ready to hoist away the
gangway. Tho stream roars through the
hoarse pipes, and anxious men and women
are looking after luggage and friends.

Bang, bang! Bang, bang! goes the second
bell, and a big burly officer shouting :

« All ashors.”

The captain in hic uniform, is on the
bridge forr'd, and the man in plain overcoat
and Derby hat ia the pilot who is to take us
beyond Sandy Hook. Avother officer stands
on the bridge astera, and the steaming crowd
is now passing down the gangways. Itis the
ebb of the tide. A

Oﬁ. elang, clang, permanently rings the
last bell. The great hawsers are flung off by
stalwart eailors from the pier. The harsh,
deep, deafening cound of the whistle now
vibrates the air.

¢ Last man ashore, sir ?"

Up goes the gangway, and tho passengers
prees to the side of the vessel, the crowd on
shore cocupying the whole end of the pier,
and with b iefs tied to p 13 an
oanes, are waving and shouting to the people
on board the great black, slowly moving hulk
that is backing from ,he wharf in a deliberate,

derous fashion,

A little impudent, snorting tug spurts up
beside us and presses its nose agaiust t. side
of the steam (1aft, struggling to turn the stern
up the river. A dull throb, throb, vibrates
underfoot. A throb that will not cease #ill
we sight the Old World. It is tho heart beat
of the great vessel— the quiver of life. While
1k goes on we aro eafe - il it ceases for & mo-
muent in the night time we will awake ; ifin
the day time, it will spread terror—then here's
o the continvance of the pulse beat of the
steamship.

The crowd on shore is now dim. We are
almost over at the Jersey coast, but the per
gistent littie tug has turned us round the prow
ia towards the sea and the steamehip City of

Brussels starts on her eighty-second voyage
from New York.
————

—The Colt's Firearms company, of Hart
ford, Conu., are at work on orders for thei
double barreled gun, are filling s Governmen
order for the Gatling guns, and have begun
get out the Colt dise engines on orders.

~—T'm & bloated blonde holder,” sighed
 the little man, as his two hundred and fifty

pound sweethears flopped dowa and sat there
like & weight of woe.

—1It was & German music teacher who re-
marked that canvas back duck him
of fried liver.

1
& magio slipper that earries him c.fly past
all door keepers and ticket ' sellers ; that he | Jenkina,

ly 1 days.

“The Child of Adoption.’

PP

Her Majesty has eommunicated through
Lord Rowton her desire to undertake the
charge of young Master Coningsby Disraeli's
education. Bhe will defrey his expenses at
Eton and send him to whatever uni ity his
tather may degire him o enter, ¥
etated that the Queen intends to
lmummnhim,inordu that the tiile of
onsfield may remain upon the roll of
English barons, and thas the peérage may be
transmitted to posterity. Among the other
good things in store for this fortunate youth
is the friendship and close association of
Prince Leopold, the youngest son of her
Majesty, who is said to have contracted a
warm friendskip forthe boy.—Glazgow Neivs.

Inmates of Almshouses.

There is a prevalent idea thst the dlms-
Louses, for the most part, shelter the un.
happy avd guiltless poor, whom unmercifal
disaster has followed fast and followed faster
until it has chased them to this last refuge—
people who have come from vine coverad cot-
tages, or tidy rooms up one flight of stairs in
tenement housea, with a big Bible on the table
and n pot of flowers in the window, or even
from luxurious homes desolated by commer-
cial panics. As a matter of fact, the great
majority of American indoor paupers belong
to what are called the lowest classes, and seek
the almshouse not because of unmerciful dis-
aster, bul because of very common vices.—
Atlantic Monthly.

Kate and Her Candy.
A few d ago there was rcceived at the
post o square  package, the
inscription on which was imperfect. The
package was therefore opened by the post of-
fice clerks. It was found to be a squa
board box, containing candy, two ten
greenbacks, a twenty- and a ten dollar geld
pieco, enclosed with which there was a- note,
which read s follo

ce

DEAR KATE me and address.
I can ney hay r honesty
in return .and I wiil
ul
ces for the person for whom
the box was intended was discovered, and she
has been notified to apply for it. Sending the
candy in a paper box was a violation of the
post office rules,which require that sweetmeats
of that ¢ ter shall be sent through the
mails in a tin bsx.

THE LIFE OF A REPORTER.

1t is generally -suppoced by the world at
large, says a sympathetic contemporary, that
the lot of a reporter is happiness itsell. He
is envied by the rich and the poor, but espa-
cially by the boys during cireas time, as he is

big thing in the eye of the gamin. Theraare
hose besides the gamin who think he wears

sports a charm aboys his throat that brings
forth free beer and bug juice ad libitum ; that
he has brass plated cheeks which are pass-
ports even into the skeleton closet of the
[ hold, and that his i is pliable
and bis disposition so mercenary that it is but
necessary to cross s palm with a few paltry
ehekels 1o turn  his calumny into praise and
his facts into fancics.
But alas and alack! Truth stripped of the
imagery with which it is frequently clothed,
oftentimes wounld nct be recognized by its own
mother. Behold the naked truth ! In order to
get the facts with which to econstruct his na-
merous articles, he must travel an average of
five miles a day, oran aggregate of 1,500 miles
a year. During these perambulations he asks
several thousand civil questions and gets
soveral thousand uncivil answers ; gets fired
out of offices and houses; has dozens of
doors elaramed in his face ; is asked 10,000
08 and returns as many short but eivil
circus once on & prom-

gots in the
ive it a big send off; is button-
led 1,300 times by parties who desire to
t & good item about themselves ; is let
n veral political secrets by candidates,
which are bare faced boosts ; is boosted by
the same candidate becanse he didn’t publith
the secret ; ia welcomed wherever his pencil
will put money into people’s pockets or give
them a little ootoriety. However, he pays
five cents a glaes for beer, full rates for board,
top price for clothes, either walks or pays
full fare on the street cars. While others
are enjoying the opera, the social party, the
circus, prayer meetings, lectures, a game of
poker, a turn on the roller skates or march-
ing with a political club, the reporter is wrest-
ling with & mass of chaotic facts and endea-
voring to get them into shape for you to read
while you quietly dispatch your good, warm
breakfast,
He gets to bed at three o’clock in the morn
ing, and between the annoyance of flies,
noisy chambermaids and pencils of sunlight
boring into his eyes, he does well to get seven
hours sleep by the time he is aroused at nocn
to get his breakfast. At 2 o’clock he reports
at the cffico and begins the same eld round
of duties. But taking cne consideration with
another, the life ofa reporter is not much
:vltlarse than that of a stroet car driver, after

ho

A HUMAN PENDULUM

Thrilling Exhibition of Nerye by a House
Painter in Cincinnati.
(Cincinnati Commercial.)

Bernard Keohler and Frita Hisgen, t‘::

supposed to ** git in for nothin,” which is & | and, from appearance, he has made & good

thing by the exchange, I should
+* Happy thought 1" I

seience i3 gieared,

P up.
I repeated the information.

faithfal and loving. Bell was staying with
an uncle whose house was the next to the
Universal Hotel, and therefore I saw my dar-
ling very frequently. . p
Never mind how I became acgquainted with
her, but I did. Many things are possible o
one as passi ."inlovaulwu;nnioh,

11

My corpulent vis a-vis rapidiy d his
loose impedimenta, opened the door, and beat
a hasty retreat.
We had been the only oceupants of the car-
ringe. It was & cold afternoon in early
cember, and rapidly growing dark ; so, after
dr_nwi'm} up the window wii.h a_shiver of

our sweet evening walks by the blue river St.
John! I did not know her friends, nor dared
Bell'present me t6 them; but that was a secon- |
dary consideration to us then, and we heeded
little, so that we were fogether. Dusty,
low-lying Fredericton, with thy cathedral
and honse; tne two of which

and P
myself in my traveling rug and nodded again.
The nod resolved itself into a decided doze ;
and in happy unconsciousness of things
material I arrived at my destination, where
the shouting of porters and confusion inei-
dental to the arrival of the express speedily
aroused me,

Having delivered up my ticket, I gathered
together my few effects, consisting of a pecu-
liazly natty p a

and made my way out of the station.
*“How d’yedo? How d'yedo?
see you, old fellow !” cried &

* Just in time, you gee—here's the

¥ o
voice.

trap I

misgivings the lofty

home—not my home though.

No; I was only a wanderer—a cosmopoli-
tan. M‘y home was anywhere—the best hotel
1 v': mey Gansastls mebtl

ol L5

would barely form the lady chapal of one of
our magnificent ministers at home ! But
oh, during that burning summer thou wast
an Eden to me, and thy fireflies dancing in
the greves around thee were bright winged
genii bringing fairy whispers to my love and
me!

. Practically —how was it to end?  When

the little soft hand mo longer rested in
mine and the sweet musical voice censed t0

trap, and we started for | 2ePtion of

i my
lees than my pride. * Ob, if she were only
f 1 my little Bell, only a country

P i
y

ing spirits were chambermaids and land-
ladies ; and ths form of response most famil-
iar to my ear was ** Yes, sir.”
It was to Jenkin’s hone I was going. He
had taken unto himself s wife and also a
gister-in-law, and had settled down in the
little town of Renn more than a yesar before:
He was alwaye a bluff hearty fellow, lacking
doubtless much of the polish of polite life,
but also happily destitute of artifice or in-
gincerity. No truer-zouled friend ever breathed
than Harry Jenkins, bushy whiskered, black
eyed Radical as he was ; and his welcome, [
knew, was a sincere one. 5
We arrived at the Wren's nest, as Jenkine
had dubbed his pretsy villa, and very cheering
indeed was the sigat of the open hall door and
the bright lights shining down the avenue.
Speedily I found myself in a room the like
of which had not greeted my eyes for many a
day—in which the first impression was
brightness and warmth and rosy ecoloring ;
and, best of all, meet mistress of such a scene,
a fair English girl put her whito hand into
mine with a welcome! ess noisy but not less
cordial than her husband's. Harry then
showed me my room, where a bright fire was
burning, and lelt me to rub off some of the
signs of my long journey.
I produced the key of my portmantean, and,
unlocking the article, beheld that which
caused me to start back in amazement. Had
some sorcerer been at work? All my neat
traveling arrangements wero upaet, my shirta
and collars were soiled by evident marks of
wear, and my dressing Was rep d
by a large black pockst book, which assaredly
had never weighed down the pockets of any
g t of mine.
at's the matter, old fellow ! enquired
Harry, putting his head in at the door.
¢ Didn’s I hear you call ount ?”
*Oh, I say, here's a position to be in!”
‘' Anything wrong with your collars ?” he
asked, looking dubiously over my shoulder at
the tumbled heap before us.
My collars. Gingerly I lifted one, and
before me, marked neatly on the back the
name, George Polter.
* Harry,” I said, turning solemnly to my
astonished host, * you see in me a luckless
fellow—a man who has robbed a suffering
fellow creature ol perhaps his little all, and is
therelore doomed to imprisonment I
I don’s understand at all! Haven't you

in

no P could attend
my wooing ! But fate had deereed other-
wisa, and I could not struggle vainly against
her decree.  Of course I had told Bell, and
equally of course she had scouted the idea
of my appearing anything but disintercsted
and heroie.
One evening my little pet come to me with
the intellizonce that she had received a letter
stating that she could no longer be spared
from home, and that same dayin the ensuing
week her guardian, whose spoilt darling and
nominal housekeeper she was, was coming for

maiden, for whom I might sue with the con-
. St ; 2

her.
We walked silently by the river side, each
h :

fhﬂamuuﬁhﬂ My niece
not be of age for four yeara; and she is,
glad to say, on the eve of her return

T to be
obediently, Aumx McDowarp.”
pleasant and comforting "’ I said to

watched continually the windows of Elm
House, but saw nothing of my darling, who

vas evidently kept pratty elosely under in.

. A second letter received no reply ;

week after my luckless eall I saw

into a carriage, to return no more.

I did not know the name of her guardian,
:h-m part of Prince Edward Island he
| resic However, I traversed the whole of
that f s t

me to Bell's uncle, For worlds I would not
have missed seeing his start of amazement or
enjoying his mortification at his previous
mistake, Ls was my turn to assume the high
and mighty now I chosen ; but I was far
00 eager to see my darling Bell to do more
than shake warmiy the proffered hand and
accept gratefally his half satirieal congratula-
tions,

I found Bell as sweet and pretly as ever,
buat pale and thin ; the separation had told
@ven on my little bird. But all past suffering
was now forgotten, or served only to heighten
the present joy.

I made clear to both uncle and guardian
that my fature was a bright one, so far ag

that muddy, rainy, f o
mm vain. I could mot discover the
f v.dmt«:myln,lnbel.

It was again autumn ; heart-sickand weary,

pitable half-English capitalof the Blue-Noses.
When the City of Dablin was fairly off, and
i was partly d by her i
ating screw, and I Fad had time to become
triendly with her amiable captain and officers,
I felt better. The certainty that here at least
I could not find my lost maiden was far less
terrible—nay, even a relief after the wearying
suspense of the last few months.
We wers an unusually small party round
the saloon table ; the fair sex were conspicu-
ous by their absence, and the Captain,a jovial
little fa$ man named Rudd and I, though for
no apparent reason, constituted ourselves a
friendly trio. We used to assemble in the
Oaptain's cabin after it grow dark, and refresh
ourselves with grog and cigars. Of many in.
teresting conversations I will reeall one, as of
importance to the elucidation of my tale, and
h g how Fate does give strange throws

ied with bitter thought at the sep
whish now seemed inevitable. I looked down
at my darling and eaw she was weeping, and
then, with the resolution which all this tims
lain d in my heart, p un-
known to myself, I said—

+ Birdie, I will call upon your uncle and
tell him all. If he will not listen to me, I
shall still have donemy best, and we will
think of some other plan ; but I cannot lose
you, Bell—I cannot, dear!”

Bell looked up hopefally, her sweet eyes
glancing through their tears like sunshine on
a dew drop.

“ Oh, I am sure he will listen to you, Beb !
He must! He could not be so unjust—so
wicked ! And, if fincle econsents, Guardy is
sure to do so, for he is always guided by
him,”

So we talked on joyfully, planning unheard
of happiness for thq future and throwing eare
to the winds. However, tie best laid schemes
of mice and men, et cetera.

Nover was the truth of this dreary aphorism
proved more completely by any of the luckless
sons of men than by myself, Robert Thorn-
ton, when I presented myself next day at Elm
House. I waited with some trepidation in a
pretsy drawing room, and felt in no way. re-
lieved when the redoubtable uncle made his
appearance. He was a tall, shrewd looking
Scotchman, wish keen gray eyes and an un-
pleasant habis of compressing his thin lips at
any important part of my share in the dia-

ogue.

“ Mr. Robert Thornton 2
¢ That is my namae, sir.” Here I came to
a dead pause as the carefully prepared speech
which cost me many wakeful hours on
the ding night cozed with my courage

taken some one else’s p
mistake ? Then of course he's got yours;

eay I"
eried. * My eon-
. Lend me a collar, my dear
Iamno longer the miscreant I
thought myself.”
Speedily finishing my toilet, wo desconded

Iml;mi x ends.
* You asied for me, I believe ? Pray takea
seat, sir.”

mount
very roots of my hair, and conscious
surprised look hat the gentleman fixed upon

to the preity parlor,and I tken related the
history of my misfortunes to ths sympa-
thetic pearly pink and white ears of Mra.
Harry.

“ Dear mo—how tiresome, tobe sure!
Can’t you recollect who in the earriage had &
postmantean like yours "

* There were four passengers in the carriage
when I staried, but I was awake when they
got out, and should therofore have seen them
if they had taken my property. Then there
was a stout gentleman got out at—some-
where."

“ Where ?"

**Chengo Lere for Wharton,’
mechanically.

Hdrry gave me a startled look, as if doubt-
iog my sunity, and proposed that we should
g0 to the tea table, to which I readily agreed.
During the discussion of that very substan-
tial meal, wo again vetraced my journey,
arriving at the conclusion that it must have
been tho stout man who took my portman.
teau.

«I will make every inquiry as to at what
station on the line one hasto change for
Wharton,” remarked Harry—** which place,
by the way, I have never even heard of.””
When I retired for the night, my first pro-
ceeding was to examine the porimantean, with
a view to discover its owner ; butin this I was
disappointed. It was spick and span new,
and nail for nail like mine; so I shut and
locked it in disgust, and it appeazed to me
afterwards 1n the form of a nightmare.

. . . .

1 mattered

“ If the gentleman traveling on the 3th
inst. from Yowdon to Wharton, who took by
mistake a portmanteau, will apply to B.C.
T., he will receive his own property in ex-
chaoge. Wreu's Nest, Renn.”
For many days this advertisement appeared
in the Times; but it elicited no answer.
Other boxes of mine were sent to me, 80 that
I no longer needed to tresspass on my host's
wardrobe ; and, save for the loss of the dress-
ing case, I was not much the poorer for the
vexatious occurrence, which might have been
80 serious to both parties.
Moreover, all our inquiries did not help us
to discover where Wharton might ba, nor did
any adverlisement relating to George Potter’s
loss appear; in fact, had it not been for the
strange portmanteau staring me in the face
whenever I entered my room, I should have
been disposed to regard the whole affair in the
light of adream.
 Haye you ever examied the contents of
Mr. T  inquired

me on seeing my embarrassment.
“Chance,” 1 continued desperately, ‘‘shrew
mo in the path of your lovely niees, and I
have come to ask you to sanetion our further
knowledge of each other. I can prove to you
my respectability ; but I am not rich.”

Here I entered into a detailed aecount of
my family and position, during which Mr.
McDonald preserved an immovable expras-
sion of countenance and a most discouraging
uih:]nce. At the conclusion of my address he
“Am I to understand, Mr. Thornton, that
you have never held any communication with
my nieco—that, in fact, you are now simply
wishing to make her a>quai 1

¥ .Wr— < _“

to the dice occasionally.
“I have lost a carpet bag,” said the Cap-
tain, with an air of vexation. “It's a queer
thing to have aboard ship ; but it was handy,
and [ can't think what I can have done with
it.”
“ Anything valuable inside 2"
* Nothing much—a letter or two Idon't
care to lose. But where can it have gone?
It must have been taken by somebody; and
yet I can’t think that either.”
“ Talking of lost property,” said the little
fat man, * my brother-in-law has been pretty
well ruined by such a loss as yours. Some-
where in England he took some fool's port-
manteau by mistake for his own, which con.
tained old diplomatic papers of great value to
their owner, my brother's employer. It was
a foolish thing to carry papers in that way ;
but he was going out on a Christmas visis,
and took his work with him.”
“ Was his name George Potter ?"
h By Jove! Yes, it is George Potiter!
How on earth do you know, Thornton ?”
I have the papers and valise.”
“You!” ecried Rudd, springing up with
great excitemant and laying violent hands on
my collar.
* Quietly, friend,” I answered, shaking off
his grasp ; and then I related the story, not
forgetting to lay great stress on the fact of
my repeatedly advertising.
“I don't understand that
dvertised too, but h , B
only for the papers, as they were of the most
valne, Well, Mr. Thornton, you esn stand
and deliver when we arrive at Liverpool ; he
vill.l be there to meet -&.: sed
need hardly say t after evening
friendshi 01 lly. The

our P
good. mn;nn was excited and
"m 0 8, 8 h
g A B
preoi , had T not sented that it
was then peacefully reposing in Mrs, Harry
.}I;;nkiu's lamber closet at the Wren's Nest,
nn.
When we landed at Liverpool, alter bidding
a half regretful farewell to the City of Dublin,
we made direct for the hotel where Mr.
George Potter was awaiting us.
The energetic Radd hardly waited to shake
hands before he shouted the whole story into
the bewildered ears of his brother in-law,
almost petrifying that worthy with amaze-
ment.
In the evening we three sat over a roaring
English fire, two of us the happiest people in
the world. Alas, save only in the conscious-
ness of pleasure conferred, I felt in no way
f d for the loss of my little love—my

at all. George

ious

The question was put in & calm business
like tone ; but I felt utterly unable to answer
it without bringing undeserved blame upon
my innocent little Isabel. However, eva-
slon was out of the question, and I therefore
replied —
“ I have spoken to het.”
** Frequently ?"”
The inquiry was mads in a hard dry tone ;
but the cold gray eyes of the Scotchman told
nothing.
* Yes, frequently. I must
what seems like deception—-
My hasty remark was cut short by Mr.
MecDonald’s rising and ringing the bell.
“ Desire Miss Isabel to come to me ab
once,” was the order given when the servant
appeared.
Almost instantly Bell obeyed the summons.
She came forward, neither meekly nor shyly,
but decidedly, and with eyea brimming with
anxious hope. BShe paused between us,
listening, with her little brown hands clasped
together, as was her wont, while her uncle
said—
‘l‘l Where did you mcet Mr. Thornton,
»

apologise for

Bell gave me a look half perplexed, half

answered —

“ Never mind how our friendship came
about, uncle. * I guess it growed !" ”

Not a musele of the man’s face relaxed as
he turned to me.

“ 8ir, you have at any rate, and on your
own confession, met my niece clandestinely.
If you can ever gain an i tion to her

Isabel.
It appeared that the lost papers were valua-
ble only to an antiquarian ; and to such a one
a dabbler in by-gone political schemes and
machinations, George Potter had been for
years a confidential friend and secretary.
The loss of the papers, obtained by much
intriguing and heart burning, had led to a
breach in their friendship, and to a final
parting, with unkind words on the one side
and regret and sorrowful anxiety on the
other.

“ It was strange about the advertisements,”
said Mr. Rudd, * very strange,as far as
you were concerned, brother. Can you
recall the wording of yours, Mr. Thornton ?”
1 thought I could, and wrote it down preity
acourately. George Potter read the paper, and
exolaimed —
“Isee!
never hea

I wasnot going to Wharton—
of such a place ! Why did you
fut that dgwn, Mr. Thornton ?”’
 You seked me, as I remember, what the
porter said, and I repeated it—* Change here
for Wharton,” and, as you immediately got
out, I concluded naturally enough that you
were goiug there. "
= destination was Norham ; but the
for your misapprehension of them. Im-
agine a slight mistake doing such terrible
mischief ! Y
« And I remember,” Iadded, as the cir-
cumstance recurred vividly to my mind,
« ghint before you came in I changed my seat
to the one opposite, and must have left wmy
'gzra Ibad been silting prev.

and me by means of & common friend, we
will be happy to make your acquaintanee.
Until then, Mr. Thornton, good-bye !”

ible to deserib

It is imp the i
tone of those few words, or the insult conveyed

house y P
large house st Betts street and Central avenue.
Taree o'clock in the afternoon found them
close up under the eaves of the house and
gixty-five feet from the ground. They had
just finished the surface within reach and
started to lower the scaffold a few feet. When
the required distance had been readhed
Hisgen called to his partner to hang on to
the rope until he, Hisgen, tied his own,
when hé would come over and perform a like
servios for him. Hisgen had just completed
his own knot when Koehler cried out, ** come
over quick I can’s hold it."” Hisgen as quick-
1y as pessible, started across the aerial bridge
but had not gone two steps when he saw the
man let go his hold and felt the ladder give
wuy beneath his feet. As he began to fall, in
the cnergy of desperation he, with both
hands, grasped the almost smooth top of the
fourth story window cornice and there hung
in the air, a distance of sixty feet from the
pavement. He then gave an exhibition of
nerve that terrified every one who saw il.
Placing the toe of one foot against the window
frame he gave his body a slight pendulum
motion away from the houzs. A second push
gave him a be:ter impetus and as he ‘swung
on the return toward the window he released
his hold and went crashing through the
glass safely to the floor of the fourth story
room, from whence he immediately looked
out through the aperimie he had made to see
what had become of his companion. Koch-
ler had not been wWuite so fortunate. As
he went shootivg through the air he
caught the banging rope with both hands
and lessened his speed all the way down ab
the expense of sll the ecaticle of his palms.
which was buraed off by the friction. He
landed in a silting posture on the sidewalk
and was taken to the hospital with a pair of
very roso hipa.

—_——

—The first cotton mill in Oalifornis is in
process of ereotion.

the p ; q
Mrs. Jenkins one day. * I mean, perhaps
you might find some clew to its owner by a
letter or paper of some sort.”

“ Yes,” I replied; *“but there is nothing
there bat clothes and an old black pocket
book containing papers in cipher, a cipher
which would have Mjiffled even Edgar Allan
Poe, 1 fancy.”

Soon afterwards I took leave of my friends,
and sgain my Arab instincts called me
abroad, so that the next summer found me in
New Branswiek, j ini

sunshine after its l]nng winter.

at & small frame inn in the neighborhoed
Frederioton, the establishment baing named
with truly American bombast, the Universe
Hotel, albeit it comprised only five bed rooms
and a coffee room.

My reacon for locating mysell here was the
old stery—an affaire de ceur.

1 was mightily ashamed of myself. Even
now, looking back, I can recall the helf-in-
dignation, mingled with ulter surprise, with
which I first became aware of the fact that I
was in love.

Without a doubt it was somewhat hum-
:llinking.mi I had p scal i

ark eyed woman of Italy and Spain, escs)
without a heart throb from the -ndcmp::
Denmark, and now I was esught, bound heart
and soul, hand and foot, by the witchery of a
daughter of the little isle of Prince Edward.

Let me try to paint her—my Bell—if I can.
Petite, compact, like a rosebud, with soft
brown hair, and eyes brilliant and loving—
serlecc eyes, brown as the shadow om the

8€]

hy‘ his gluu'.“'hioh said unwmistakably—
“ Oh, uncle, unecle 1" cried Bell, imploring-
1y, bursting into tears,

” !{ dear niece,” blandly replied Me-
, “if this gentleman be really”—
emphasising the word —* such, and in any
way fit to address you, he can have no diffi-
lcultyl in meetingmy suggestion. Come, my
ove I
By this time the servant had opened the
door, and I was abruptly bowed out by Mr.
MeDouald, who, taking his niece by the arm,
disappeared into an inner room.
I beat a hasty retreat to my hetel, and tak-

pen and paper,wrote the following moving

# 8ir: In your interview of this merning
‘on suggested that I should obtain an intro-

luction to you through the medium of acom-
mon This, sir, ia uiterly impossible,
for the simple reason that I am a perfect
stranger here—an Englishman without even
letters of presentation to any ome. But I
entreat you to review your dscision, and to
believe me when I state that I am a gentle-
man—not rich, it is true ; but I am able to
imreno.ny small income—which, I frankly

per annum —by writing for the press.
our fair niece and I love each other very
truly ; bat I do not ask you to sanction any
ut between us until you know more
of me. Begging you to conmsider the matter
ately and kindly,
“ I have the honor to be yours obediently,
** Rongrr TuoRNTON.”
hed,I waited i

pest tarn in Norway, with truth b i
in every winsome glance : such a sweet child-
like face—a face that the sun had kissed,
dyeing the crimson cheek with &
and leaving his own wargth and bri
.in every dimple ; but there—she
maiden

deeper rose, |

This di
;l::hinduﬁmurived in the ldlmnam

'onlb. 1t was a strange coincidence though!”
A er and & happier one was wait-
ing to 1d itself, but I knew it not.
sauk into & reverie by the fire side, recall-
ing incident by incident of the past happy
sammer, while my two frisnds conversed on
m‘h.ml believing ht. me h‘: be ”lis?p

‘“Ah,” 1 tho “ how we remem-
ber those hlh::nl walks by the St. John
—thoss long evening walks. Shall I ever
sgain be so blessed — over again look into
the soft eyes and press the hand of my
Bell
“ Bell #” said Greorge Potter.
1started. He was not addressing me. He
was evidently continuing e sirain of conver-

“Bell? Oh, yes, sho will be there of
courss ; and MeDonald too 1”
t I eried. “ Where? Oh, say
agein! Bell and Mr. McDonald? It
t be Where isshe? Oh,
, if only for the sake of
ve rendered you to-night !”
of companions regarded me
and somewhat suspi-
« Then Mr. Potter

5
:

:
F
:

8
£
f

?‘:
g

1

£
5

|

and probabilities went ; and very
soon after our, second meeting Bell became
Mrs. Bob Thornton, to the satisfaction of all
parties, especially those most nearly con-
cerns

I have only to add that my wife and I spent
our next Christmas at the Wren's Nest, and
that we both most gratefully apprecinted Jen.
kin's delicate compliment in crowning

confestion which he had significantly
labelled ** SommBony's PoRTMANTEAT."

THR END.
———
OUIDA ON “ SOCIBTY.

¢ A Plant that must be Fed and Watered
Scru; R

L0 i

« Believe me, Society 18 & plant that must
be fed and watered, and dug and matted
. erupulously,” said Lady Cardiff, gravely, as
they rolled homeward through the supset
lightened streets. ** If you do not take endless
trouble with it, it will never blossem for you.
Are there not dukes and duchesses nearly as
obseure as Jones and Brown ?  Are there not
millionaires, aye, billionaires, for that matter
who livehidden under their gold as utterly as
if it were & dust heap ? 'Why do you sce a
marchioness a nonentity, whose name is
barely know off her estates, and a new comer.
who has nothing but her shrewd sense and
her pleasant manner, pushed np into 8 leader
of fashion ? It's all a matter of trouble and
tact, my dear, nothing more, It's not what
you have, but how you spend it. It isn't
what you are, but what you appear to be. It
isn’t rank, or brains, or riches, or conduct :
you may have any one of them or you may
have them all, and yet they may avail you
nothing. You mayremain obscure. Look at
Lagdy Kencarrow in London now—not pretty,

not clever, not witty, a third rate actress in

the .country, as any body knows—and yet
what a success ! Princes of the bood go to

dine with her, her house is the very temple of

distinction. All a matter of tact, my dear,

and of attention. She had devoted her life

to getting a position. . She has succeeded,

Nothing succeeds like snccess. You people

who are very elever, or very proud, or very

careless, never—pardon me—succeed with

Society.

 You make @ stir in it, perhaps, but that

never lasts long. You won't take the pains

to please it, and it soon leaves you for people

who do. A witty thing comes into your head,

and you say i, careless whom it may hit.

You are bored by the vanity of other folks

and you show it, indifferent where you may

eoffend. You won't conciliate big little people,

and they, in their spite, set the big, big peo-

ple against you. So the snowball grows,

and one day it gets large enough and hard

enough to knock you out of society altogether.

People must make themselves agreeable to be

agreeable to the world ; yes, and eat a good

deal of dust, too, that I concede. If they are

very high and mighty by birth and all the

th
dessert tablo at that festive season wiu:j
choice

THE LIME KILN CLUB.

 When a man axes me who libsnex’ doah,”
began the old man as the triangle sounded to
order, I answer him Brown or Jones or
White, or whatever de name may be, but
when he goes beyond dat an’ axes what sal
de man airns, how often his wife changes
bonnets an’ how dey make eeben dollars a
week go furder dan I kin fo'teen, I become a
clam. I has no business to know, an’ when
¥ do know I won't tell. T used to have some
curiosity in dis direeshun, but I has got ober
it of late y'ars. hen I know dat a sartin
man, receivin’ a salary of §12 per week, kin
give parties, hire carringes an’ dress his wife
in gilks, it makes me glum. Dat is, it used
to. 1 used to wonder why I couldn’t do de
same thing on de same money, bus I nebber
could, ,#'When de ole woman used to me
d in women new silks, new hats,
close an’ new shoes oncé & month de y'ar
oun’, an’ we havin’ to lib elus on de same
‘money, it made me mad. Dat is, it used to.
When I eaw men who owed fur deir washin’
lm:ﬁn;m‘uonn' _ike lords, while I lldl‘w
work gel 8 in & week an’ 3
I felt like . frew de sid. p.’kmguﬂhu

time honored system, suggests a code of rules
for the effective destruction of noxious ani.
mals in general. This will be & sad blow to
the very large and respectable class of coun
gentlemen who dearly prize titles and uni-
forms. Before 1769 the Louveterie, or wolf
destroying service, was p! under the
charge of the Grand Veneur or Grand Louvet-
ier, the dignity being one which was highly
prized and much sought by the nobles, Na-
polecn T. reestablished it and was maintained
under e restoration. Touis Phillippe once
again abolished it, bus it was revived by Na-
poleon III, to disappear with the second
empire. After 1780 bounties were offered for
the destruction of wolves, and the Government
ppointed agents to sup d battues ; at
presont the work is conducted under a series
of rules establisned in 1814, The Minister of
Finance appoints the ** Lieutenants de Lounv.
aterie,” there being always a keen competition
for such places among rich sportsmen and
1! desi of wearing & p
uniform. Thero must be a forest in the de-
partment to furnish an excuse forthe appoint-
ment and the lonveterie must k:!l; up the nee-
essary establishment. The would be louvetier
has been known, like the honest farmer in the

who kin dress like a banker’s wife on de $10
or $12 per week paid her husband, I doan’
"low myself to eben fink about it. When I see
aman buyin’ twenty cent cigars, sportin’ a
cane and takin’ champagne, while his chillen
at home am bar'fut, I try to believe dat it am
all right. When a lady wid $300 worf of
close on axes me to do a job of whitewashin’
in a parlor whar’ de bes' pictur’s come from
a tea store an’ de bes, cha’r am under chattel
mortgage, I doan’ stop to wonder who she
thinks she am foolin’. Nayburs ob mine who
owe all the butehers widin a cirele of a mile,
kin pay fo’ dollahs cash fur a libery rig on
Sunday an’ I shan’t criticise. Wives may go
shoppin’ ebery day in de week an’ gin parties
ebery night, an’ my ole woman will keep de
eabin jist de same, Since we quit wonderin’
and speculatin’ ober dese fings we feel much
better. We know fur a fact jist how fur we
kin make money go. 1If odder folks kin lib
like lords on a salary of $600a y'ar it's a
streak of good luck an’ none of our bizness.
My advice to you am to let sich fings pass.
Dey am mysteries wid which we have no
bizness, an’ de mo’ you ponder ober dem de
less you will enjoy what you have honestly
airned by hard work an’ saved by good econ-
omy."” =
PETITIONS.
Among the two dozen petitions for member-
ship was the following :
MoniLe, May 15, '81.
Bro. Garduer :
DeAr Sin—Several wecks since my wife
left my bed and board because I refused to
make application to join your club, and she
persistantly refuses to return until I comply
with her wishes. I've got to cave. Please
cou‘ider this an applieat and vote me inby

I h. Iam mi hed, but you
can restore me to happiness,

Brotherly, Penuvian B. Kenso.
The Committee on Petitions were instructed
to takethis petition very coolly and delay
their report at least six weeks.
ELECTION.

The band tackled the old familiar nir of
« Saw My Leg Of,” and Sir Isarc Walpole
went the rounds with the bean box and turned
np the following successful candidates : Wait
Around Smith, Arsenical Johuson, Lucius
Seilmill, Gen. William Uptong, Maj. Daniel
Kelley and Furlong Thomas.
COMING.

ion
bly

rest of it, of course they can be as disag|
able as they choose, and make others eat the
dust always ; but if not, there
for it but to togdy. Believe me,
to

toady.

"Da:tLuiyJoumu it. In her little

m'mm m‘:nuhly It'a o very
vay, I geant ; ¢ ! )

seems unutterably small to you. Iknow
that,” she said, with some impatience, as
Ettiole, irreverently laughed. ** You clever
poetic people have a eort of world of your
own, a rock among the waves, like Chatean-
briand’s Tomb. But, after all, my dear crea-
ture, society is not to be despised. It is
pleasant.

« Pleasantness is the soft note of this gen-
eration, just as scientific assassination is the
harsh note of it. Tne age is compounded of
the two. Half of it is chloroform ; the other
half is dynamite. We are not brilliant, nor
powerfal nor original ; we shall never sparkle
like tho beau siecle, nor leave heirs to immor-
tality like the Cinque Cento, nor shape the
world anew like the early Christians, nor
radiate with crystal clearness like the days of
Pericles. Bus when we are not murderous
we are pleasant, pre-cminently pleasant ; we
know how to set chairs on wheels, and put
spring cushions in them ; we ure the Age of
Anwmsthetice. We have invented painless
dentistry and patent bedsteads, we have dis-
covered chloral and condonation. and though
we have, to be sure, to bear uncomfortable
things like the telephone, the Commune and
Wagner, still we snooze ourselves asleep, and
decide that since we must all die so soon we
will be as comfortable as we can while we are
living. It.is the doctrine of Horace, with
the poeiry left out. We are like Tennyson’s
Lotus-eaters : ‘Let us alone, what is there
worth a row?” Isn't that the line ?"”

—————————
A NEW MEANS OF PURIFIOATION

The idea has hitherto prevailed quite gen-
erally that for purposes of disinfection we
should seek to prevent, in go far as may be

The S y a ioati
from Maj. Kelly, of Montgomery, Ala., saying

is nothing | that he was making arrangements for a North- | traditions of a patriarchal society,
nothing but | ern lecture tour this summer, and would | family of Prussia has always been extremely

muke it & point to stop off in Detroit and ad-
dress the Kiln Club on * Do We
Uoteh Cold Frew de Head or de Feet ?”

BOME POETRY.

Howuvoxe, May 10.
Dear Brother Gardner :
T wish very much that you pass your opin-
ion on the following verses com; by a
young man, whose ability I will not question,
but leave it to your own common senee :
Our thoughts are but the fingers of the mind
To study nature’s wild but mysterious ways,
What ere’ behooves our natural lot to find
Oft times in dreams it finds it shining rays
Pleace pass an unbiased sentence upon it
I am yours, etc., SeriNe Porr.
« I meber had much of a likin’ for poetry,”
said Brother Gardner in reply, ** but as fur as
my likin’ goes I should call that varse tip-top.
Howeber, I would say to the writer das if he
can invent a fishline that won’t tangle or a
bute-jack that will fit any reel, he will reap
mo’ honors dan any poetry kin bring him. De
man who writes poetry may please us for a
moment wid some tender thought. De man
who raises cabbages and onions not only
pleases us all winter, but adds to our corporal
comfort and gineral health.”
IE DENIES IT.
The Secretary produced considerable con-
sternation in the northeast corner of the hall
by reading the following epistle in a loud
voice :
PuinapeLpaIA, Pa., May 12, 1881,
Dear Bro. Garduer : e
Will you kindly inform me if Giveadam
Jones, the member of your organization, ever
lived at Barnegat ? A family named Jones
disappeared from there a few years since leav-
ing a number of unpaid bills, ete.
Mr. Jones occasionally got drunk, and the
neighbors have frequently overbeard Mrs.
Jones in her conversation use the words
“ don’t Giveadam,” and, although Mr. Jones
was always known by the name of Bantam, we

have been inf d since he moved West he

possible, any and p
in accumulations of filth. To this end a great
variety of powerful chemical agents have been

resorted to, sach as copperas, chloride of lime,

mischievous, and wholly comforting as she [ names were sufficiently alike %o account | permanganate of potash, carbolic and sul-

hurous acids and so forth, which act by
esiroying the bacteria or other organisms
which cause deeay. Prof. Alexander Mueller,
of Berlin, has now an en ait-
ferent method of ure. He has recently
pasented a process for purifying drainwater
which ists in sy lly cul ing
therein vigorous yeast like organisms, which
feed upon the matters that would become of-
fensive or d if left to themsel Bo
far from using those kinds of chemicals which
work to destroy the lower orgavisms he adds
to the drainwater such materials as may be
needed to supplement the matters already
contained in ik, so that there may be a com-
plete supply of food for the organisms ke
wishes to have grow. The liquid has to be
neutralized algo and pains are taken to main-
tain it at an appropriate temperature ; that is
to say o prevent it from becoming ghxllecL
The idea is, of course, to foster and, as it were,
cultivate the organisms $o the utmost. Thus
far it has not been found necessary to make
any direct addition or * seeding " of the
organisms to thedrain water, since there are
plenty of germs in the air which will .develop
of themselves in the liquid, provided it is in
fit condition. The gases generated during
the process are made to pass into a system
of drain tiles buried in the earth, which ab-
sorbs them. A quantity of harmless mud,
valuable for compost, settles out from the
liquid, while the water itself becomes 8o pure

became aristocratic and assumed a more high-
sounding name. Bantam Jones, of Barnegat
had an impediment in his hearing, very
large feet, low insteps, and was very fond
of liver. Any information you may favor me
withwill be thankfully received.
Yours, eto,, Rerssyen Puarr, su.
Brother Jones was on his feet as soon as
the reading was finished, and he almest grew
red in the face as he hurled the reflcetions
back as the reflector. He called upon Way-
down Bebee and Sarebrush Smith, who had
both played tag with him in old Virginia in
childhood days, to prove that he came direct-
ly to Detroit from the south, andthat he had
never attempted to put on airs or change his
name. He 1aid himself out for & specch,
giving his gengalogy back to the days when
Ham went fishing, when Brother Gardnor re-
marked :
Brudder Jones, you may sot down. I fcel
gartin dat dis club belicves in you an’ stands
by you, an dats about all you want., Sot
right down an’ git yer ears cooled off befo"
goin’ out into the evenin’ atmosphere.”
A GLORIOUS OFFER.
Brother Jones fell back, and the Secretary
announced the following important epistle :
Eveserr, Mass., May 19, 1881,

To the Secretary of the Lime Kiln Club

At a meeling of the Violet club held last
week in Burdock Hall, it was unanimously

voted to extend a cordial invitation to as
many of the Lime Kiln Club as can be present

Wi States where o bounty is paid for
wolf sealps, to import & wolf or to rear a lilter

A 3 duly grown, are let
out to be hunted. This latter course, how-
ever, is not unattended with certain perils.
A comical storyis told of a louvetier who,
having reared some. fine specimens of the
race and turned them loose, invited the Pre-
fect te be present at a wolf hunt. Notuing
was found until when the louvetier and his
distinguished guest were riding home fto-
gether out of the bushes rushed a full grown
wolf, which rushed at the louvetier with ex=
pressions of delighted recognition, which
seemed like ferocity. The Prefect turned
pale ; the louvetier drew his knife and stabbed
the animal dead. * Bravo!” cried the
Prefect, ‘* A mere matter of practice,” said
the other, coolly, * I know my wolves.” It
is worth mentioning that, though invested
with his functionsby a ministerial decree, the
louvetier is not an agent of the Government
nor a depository of public authority, and
may be prosecuted for trespass, eto., com-
mitted in his official capacity. But he has
the eounterbalancing advantage of & uniform
that ia too sweetly swegt, as follows : Blue
cont, with blue velvet collar and facings,
trimmed in the front and at the wrist with
gold and silver lace ; pointed pockets, with
similar lace, and two strips of velvet ; yellow
metal buttons, with a wolf on each, chamois
skin breeches and waist coat, hat looped up
with a cord of gold and silver, boots a l'ecuy-
ere, with silver spurs, belt of yellow leather,
lnced like the coat, with silver hilted knife.
The horse of the louvelier is as fairly ap-
paraled, with a bridle having a wolf on the
bosses, reins of black leather, saddle of erim-
son velvet with gold and silver lace, a black
crupper with plaited buckle, and varnished
black stirrups.

s e e
KINGS IN BUSINESS.

(Trom the Saturday Review,)
From the days when the Electorate was
raised to the rank of a kingdom, the royal
family of Prussin has always treated the work
of being a king as a very serious pieco of busi-
ness. It has pronounced that the first duty
of a king is to fight, to learn the trade of war,
and to know by rongh practical experienco
the duties of a soldier, His second duty is to
know the ta of ical admini i
to take care of land and money, and to be a
decent man of bueiness. The world islooked
on in Prugsia as a hard place, in which even a
king to hold his own must know how to push
and save. Partly from the exhibition of
these qualities, and partly from the

the 10,
In the course of time and from ‘
le of

populsr.
variefy of eauses, of which the

Pryssin_was nok the

becom dniversal

people has
hout Europe. In these days sovereigns
are,with very few excoptions,carefully trained,
king and reslly liked and respeoted.
stonishing, considering how fow
sovereigns there are and how completely their
position is dependent on $heir birth,that there
should be at the present time so many sover-
eigns who are in one way oranother especially
eminent, The Queen, the German Emperor,
the Emperor of Austria, and the King of
Italy are all remarkable  instances
of rulers who are proficients in the
diffioult art of ruling exmetly as those
whom they rule wish them to rule. The
King of the Belgians is one of the best edu-
cated men of his day, and as a scientific
geographer has a reputation with which pro-
fessional experts might be content. 'Lhe Kin
of Portugal chall criticism or d
admiration by translating one play of Shake-
speare atter another into Portuguese. The
King of Sweden ventures on original compo-
gition, and has just published Klowers from
his Journal. The late Czar, whatever may
have been his shortcomings, had at least
tried great experiments for the goed ol his
people. Even the young King of Spain, whose
domestic edncational advantages were not
very great, has shown a firmness, passing
almost into audacity, at what be considered
to be a critical moment in his short reign.
This invention of hard working royalty is
quite modern, and is one of the best of modern
inventions. Ii cannot fail to have a powerful
effect on the politieal history of Europe.
Democracy is at once chezked and represented
by the soversign when a king works in his
sphere very much as the humblest laborer
works in his. Whatever envy, too, royalty
might excite must be in some degree abated
by the discovery that the life of a king grows
more and more every day to be a life, not of
pleasure, but of toil.

——a———.
COFFIN STORIES.

A Chinaman has a sensitive sonl and must
be handled gingerly. One of them went to &
coffin shop and ordered four coffins for his
family who had died of an epidemic. The
coffinmaker had just five left, and offered the
lot at a bargain. First thing he knew his en-
raged customer had hit him beiween the eyes.
&. iEQ coflin d!‘
his customer not to mention it, as he wounld
« loge face " if it wore known what he had
been struck for. But & crowd had already
gathered and the stery getting abroad, the
coflinmaker camo nearly being mobbed for
implied insult to his customer,

In Lima, Peru, “a patriot” had “set his
country free by storming the President’s
house with a mob and killing the * patriot "
who had * get his country free ” in same
fashion a day or two before. » The plaza was
covered with dead bodies. ** Let us give them
Christian burial,” said Herr Von Grelk, a
German coffi ker ; and the gov ap-
proving it gave him an order for 500 coffins,
which took him night and day to fivish. The
mob earried out his coffing as fast as they
were made,and buried the bodies. The under-
taker had his doubts as to how it would all
end, but he said nothing, and let them take
his wares away. Finally,when he ventured to
ask who was to pay for them, he wished he
hadn’t. The mob began to muwmur. He
was an enemy of the country—wanting pay
for one act of humanity ; and on their hinting
that they would see how well he fitted into
one of his own coffins he gracefully withdrew
from the controversy and allowed the ware-
house to be despoiled. The mob retired

that it might be used for almost any d i
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specially adapted for purifying the drain
water from beet sugar factories, but is
manifestly applicable to other casss where
no very large amount of liquid has to be dealt
with, and may perbaps be fonvd applicable
even to the sewage of cities.— Rural New
Yorker.

—An upright marble tombsto whe)
firmly inserted in a framework of granite, ia
generally acted upon by the weather, eo that
it bulges in the center and ultimately becomes
frectured. Prof. Geike finds that in the at-
mosphere of Edinburgh a marble slab is
usually destroyed in less than a century.

— John Schmidt's protest sgainst the whip
ping post in Richmond, Va., 18 the moet for-
cible on record. He preferred going to she
State Prison to being scourged, and failing in
that, committed smcide.

— Before starting for a long ‘day’s fishing
rub a little m%:n the ferrules of your rod.

ne, when

sure to put $2 in your
pooket—for fish.

on the of our eighth Y,

take place next Fourth of July. Among other
notable features of the day will be the unveil-
ing of the statue of Drother Gardner, which

hing and the coffin man shut up shop.
After many months of weary waiting and im-
portunity, of jeers and roars whenever he
mentioned his bill of $50,000 for coffins to

% or the Legiel his claim

bas been erected by this club at an exp
of $4,000, and presented to the town of Ever-
ett. Daniel Pratt will deliver the oration,
alter which a procession will form and escort
the members of the Lime-Kiln club th b

the g

was allowed and ordered paid. But the day
after another patriot had set his eountry free
and refased to acknowledge the claims on the

the priueipal streets of the town and wind up
with a feed. Inclosed pleaze find 500 passes,
and if more are wanted, write,
Yours with love,
1 Suvup Suiug, Seoretary.

A dozen members arose together and moved
that the invitation be wpht:g. and fo. ewo
or three minutes everybody the floor. A
vigorous use of the gavel, kindly aided by a
dipper of cold water distributed st the right
moment by Elder Toots, finally restored har-
mony, and the President said :

« Nuffin’ kin exceed de kindness of dose
New England people to'rds dis club, but dosn’
drive yer hoss till ye git de harness on. Fg'th
of July am a bigday all ober de ken 1
has already received  inh dat we will b i

previous ad The next day the
the. president, who had been put to death, was .
buried, snd the coffin- maker rushing out,
geized the hearse horses by the bridle ex-
olaiming, ** you are thieves—the coffin is
mine, the coffin is mine!” They bad to
grasp and bind him, he was so fierce, and the
mob said he had gone mad. A German ship
of war came inte tne port of Callao. Von-
Grelk boarded it and d the commander to
recover his debt, even if he had to bombard
the town. But when he told the officer that
it was a debt due for coffins he laughed, and
#o did his other officers. 'L'he old man’s eyes
flashed & moment and then he sank, broken-
hearted at his failore and this ridicule. They
were unable to revive him. They buried him
in the ocean withous a coffin,




