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The Tombigbee Incident.

The town of Clayville, situated some
thirtglmilu from the mouth of the Tombig-
bee River, is at present greatly excited over
the departure of the local colored minister,
who recently started down the river on board
a hrie.:nd stro -built colored sister, and

“ who not since heard from. The
i ding the mini: te 's de-

re p d.bh' and thuir’ 5
Ys Eerhlpl, aid the recovery of the intre-
p“’il‘h ough unintentional, voyager.

e minister in question was of the Color-
ed Baptist persuasion,and was famed through-
out the Tombigbee Valley for his skill as a
baptizer,as well as for hisability as a },\ruch-

There is no doubt that he is a learless
and conscientious man. Ins of maintain-

m.“ mﬂo silence on the subject of
ckens which many colored min sters in-

sist is absolutely necessary, in order to avoid-|* :

chilling the fervor of their hearers, this par-
ticular minister never hesitated to declare
that a right of property in chickens existed,
and that it should be respected in certain
cases, and to a greater or less extent, by all
honest men,  especially during the season
when hams are readily accessible. This bold
doctrine, instead of injurmg his popularity,
actually increased the respect in which he
was held by his congregation, and gave him
i 1
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A ROSARY OF SONNETS.
BY MESRY W. LONGFELLOW
1
THE TWO RIVERS
the hour hand of the clock moves round ;
)wiy that no human ¢ e ha
imove! Slowly in shine or shower

To
The painted ship sbove it, howeward bouwd,
Bails, but seems motionless, as if aground ;

much prominence among his i
brethren.

Among the colored ladies of Clayville was
one who had long desired to submit to the
rite of baptism, but who was deterred by a
nervous dread of drowning and by a strong
repugnance to the inevitable wetting which
is inseparable from the rite. Scores of times
this estimable lady had determined to be
baptized at the next available opportunity,
but at the last moment h.r courage always
failed her. In the days prior to emanciya-
tion, she had been the slave of a Clayville
planter, and she still retained a warm affec-
tion for the young master whom she had
nursed in his infancy, Not very long ago
this young man called to see her, and to him
she lamented the lack of cous which shut
baptism. Whether he was in-

uine : or by & wic

gy e

known ; but the ad
confiding nur.e was the cause
ly which followed.

he young man professed to be surprised
that the new safety bastismal robe invented,
as he alleged, by Rev. Dr. Paul Boyton, of
New York, had not yet been adopted by the
colored Baptists of the South. He said that
he had one of these robes in his possession,
and that the wearer wovld not on'y be safe
against any possibility of drowning, but also
against the possib lity ot getting wet. More-
over it could Le worn underneath the usual

without any danger of de-

yed candidate for baptism

ted tle young man’s

f the robe, and she im-

y sent word to the minister that she

would certainly be ready for baptism the
very next Sunday.

There was a general distrust of the sister's
courage that the colored people all assembled
on the bank of the Tombighee the next day,
confident that her courage would fail, and
that she would endeavor to escape from the
hands of the miinster.  The particu ar part
of the river selected: for the ceremony was
compara'ively shallow, but the current was
swift, and a it le lower down the depth was
at least ten fect.  In fact, the mimster, in
spite of hisskill, had once lost a convert, who
was carried awa, by the current, and who,
on being rescued, promptly went over to the
Methodists, The timid candidate was an un-
usually large woman, and was certain to tax
the minister's strength severely ; so that
there could be little doubt that the ceremony
would be one of unusual interest.

The sister arrived at the appointed time,
looking even larger than e il walking
with much difficulty. T'h
by the haud, and ste fearlessly
into the water. All went well until she reach-
el a depth of about four fect, when she sud-
denly fell upon her back, and, to the aston-
ishment of the s, ectators, floated on the sur-
face of the water, The excitement at this
unprecedented event was tremendous,and the
air was filled with enthusiastic shouts, 7T
minister's face, however, wore a troubled ex-
pression. He towed the unaccountably buoy-
ant sister out into deeper water,and attempi-
ed to plce her on her feer, The attempt
proved impracticab ¢, and he then tried 1o
immerse her without changing her_position.
In spite of all Lis efforts, he could not force
her under, and the spec who witnessed
the struggle scon became convinced that she
was bewitched. T counseled the minis-
ter to exorcise the evil one by whom she was
cvixlrntl[v posscssed, with an axe, and vol-
unteered to supply him with heavy wéights
wherewith to securely sink her. That devot-
ed man, howeve; stused their counsel, and
persisted in his effort to immerse the sister
without the aid of weights. Finally he threw
his whole weight upon her, and in 8 moment
the current swept the pair beyond their
depth.

1 spite of the danger of his situation, the
minist: r's chieek did not blanch.  With great
presence of mind he seated himself comfort-
ably upon the tloating si-ter, and, waving a
farewell to his g ion, began to sing a
cheerful hymun. The current steadily carried
him on at the rate of six miles an hour, and
in ashort time Lis weeping congregation was
left out of sight aud hearing.” Without oars
or sils he was unable to navigate the sister
to the shore, and there is- every reason to
suppose that Lefore the next morning he was
far out outhe Gulf of Mexico,

Captains of vessels navigating the Gulf
have been requested to keep a sharp look for
a colored sister in a Boyton life-saving dress
carrying a co'ored minister on her deck, Let
us hope that he will soon be picked up. He
has now boen atloat five days without pro-
visions or water, and must be beginning to
feel the need of refreshment.  Of course,an
Captain who may rescue him will not as
for a reward, but if he tows the sister into
port, he can claim salvage to a large amount,
and libel her in the nearest admiralty court.
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The Death of Nero.

hi he p his
of the painful

<

Nero wandered out into the streets of
Rome, knocked at the doors of friends ; none
would answer or let him in.  He came back
to his bed-room, called for Spicillus, the
gladiator, to kill him,but .\'J»icill\n Was gone,

““What !” said he to Epaphroditus, his
Secretary, who had now joined him, ‘‘have
1 neither friend nor foe ?"" and he rushed out
again to throw himself in the Tiber ; but his
courage failing him, and his reason growing
clear once more in the face of nppnlﬁng hu-
manity, he wished for some quiet place where
he might consider his strange and sudden
position, and collect his thoughts for death,

With his head mufiled up, and covering his
face with his handkerchief, dressed only ina
tunic with an old soiled cloak thrown over
his shoulder, he trudged along barefoot in
the gloom of the early twilight, accompanied
by Phaon, Sporus, and Epaphroditus. As
the four slunk out of the Nomentane Gate
together like common wayfaring men, they

Yet both wrrive at lnst ; and in bis tower
The slumb wa' es and strikes the
hour,

A mellow, measured, melancholy sound,
Midnight ! the outpost of advancing day !
The frontier town and citadel of night !
The watershed of Time, from which 1he streans
Of Yestertny and To-murrow take their way,
One to the and of promite w d of leht,
wne o the land of usrkness and of dreams !
n
O River of Yesterday, with current swift
' and »oon 105t to sight,
1 do not care
‘I'ne faded leaves that on th
O River of To-morrow, I u

ght
¢ bosom drift !

ht
08, shift!
I follow, follow, where thy waters ran,
Turough unfrequented, unfamiliar flelds,
Fragrant with flowers und musical with song ;
Stili folluw, foilow. sure to mevt ti .mnhd
And confident, that what the future yields
he wrows,

Yet not in vain, O River of Yesterday,
b chasms of datkuess to the decp descend

10g,
I heard 5100 #obbing in the rain, and blending
“thy voice with other volces far away
I called to t1 ee, and yet thpw wou!dsi not stay,
But turbulent, and witl yelf contending.
And torrent-hke thy for n pebbles spending,
Thou wouldst not lfsten ‘m", y
Thoughts, like a loud and sudden rush of wings,
Regrets and recollections of things past,
With hints arid prophecies of things to be
And inspirations, whicti, could they be things,
And siay with us, and we could hold them fast,
Were our good angels, - these I nwe to thee

i,

And thou, O River of To-morrow, flwing
Between thy narrow sdamantine wal

But beautiful, and white with wat

Avud wieaths of mist, like hands e pathiway show

ing ;
I hear the trumpets of the morning blowing.
1 tear thy mighty voice, that calis sid calls,
And see, us U irven's halls,
Mysterious ph 5 beckoning, going !
It is the mystery )
That fascinates us; we are children stiil,
Wayward und wistful ; with one hand we cling
To the familiar things we eall our own,
And with the other, resolute of will,
Grope in the aark for what the day will bring

(18
KT, JOHN'S, CAMBRIDGK

1 #tand beneath the tree whose branches shede
Thy western window, Chapel « $
And he repeat th

I's
And sge him living still, and wandering o
And wilting for the advent long ¢ elayed,
Not only tongues of the apostles teach
of love and ligh', 1 expanding
y aves implore,
h,

Once upon leeland’s solitary strong
t e with his hook

Iz
W herewith
The billows rolled and plunged upon the sand,
The circling ses-gulls swept beyond his ken
And from the parting cloud-rack now aud then
red sunsct over sew and land
billows at his feet tossed
A broken oar ; and carved thereon he real,
weary, when I toiled at thee *
And like & man who flrdeth what was lost,
He wrote the words, then Lifted up his hoad
And g Lils uscless pen fnto the sea

— @@ -

BY PROXY,

BY JAMES PAVN,

CHAPTER XXXI.
ALONE INTHEWORLD,

When we speak of natural beauty, it is
generally the face which we have in our
eye or in our mind's eye : it {s only a few en-
thusiasts who ruve about a woman's ears or
the nape of her neck; we say *the face
of nature” when extolling the charms
of a landscape. ~ But in England, at least,
there is one exception to the general rule,
namely the Isle of Wight. In that case our
admiration is always reserved for the *“ back
of the island.” The few miles of road that
lie between Blackgang and Sandown Bay
form a sort of marine Fairyland. It is
sometimes called the Garden of England,
but if 8o it 18 the back garden—as immor-
talised in the lives of Vilkins and his Di-
nah : a charming plot of ground, removed
from thé madding ground, and open only
to the sea and sky, but very limited extent.
Within this enchanted area lies Sandybeach.
I suppose more happy brides have dated
their first letters to the objects of their
external school friendships from Sandybeach
than from any place of ten times its size
within Her Majesty’s dominions. ~ Cupid
hovers everywhere, over the level sands,
over the sparkling sea, over the woods,
cliffs, as though he were—the reverse, as
cynics whisper of this usual character

a gull. At all seas his victims are seen
arm-in-arm, or hand- and, or even “still
more tenderly connected, parading the
shore, or strolling through the pocket wil-
derness of the Underclitf.  Life is an idyll
in this exquisite village, and endures for a
month exactly. | know an old gentleman
who has been three times a Benedict, who
has always spent his honeymoons in this
sweet spot, and still cordially recommends
it to'friends about to marry. It is also by
reason of its quiet and seclusion frequented
by the afflicted in mind. So soon as her
gentle guest began to gather strength after
the double blow that cruel fate had dealt
her, Mrs. Wardlaw said to her husband,
““John, we must take Nellie to Sandybeach.
And they took her.

The poor girl did not herself care where
she went ; it seemed to her that all places
were alike now—all darkened by the sha-
dow of death and environed by the waters
of bitterness ; but the sunshine and the sea
had balm in them. In a few days that first

conld hear the soldiers in the P: cam
on the right Nero the b-t,mdhul’ 8
ing Galba as Father of his country. *‘They
are in uit of Nero,” said a man as he
rcd m “ Any news in the city about
ero ¥’ asked another. There was no time
to apare,  They found him a broken-down
horse, which he mounted, and they hurried
on, At last they reached the village of Pha-
on, pasohed with thirst ; the Emperor lap-
ped up some water with his hands from a
running tank, with the bitter jest, ‘‘ This is
Nero's distilled water.” He crept quietly
into the house on all-fours through a hole in
the wall, and threw himself on the first mat-
tress, prostrate with hunger, misery and
fatigue, Then he ordered agrave to be dug
before his eyes, for he refused to fly. He
bade them to pave the pit with marble, and,
weeping theatrically, he prepared, surround-
ed by his only remaining friends, to glny his
last act, ‘* What an artist is now about to
rish !" he exclaimed, but ere the words left
his lips a despatch from Rome arrived, which
he snatched out of Phaon's hand. He read it
and shuddered. He had been condemned by
the Senate to be beaten to death and dugged
by the heels, and flung into the Tiber. Seiz-
ing two daggers, he felt their points. Greek
verses occurred to him, and he began to re-
cite. He begged Sporus to set up a wall for
him—to kill him—to kill himself first. At
this moman"hetnlng'::g of horses and clash
of armed men were hi below, He broke
out in a verse from the fliad; *‘ The noise
of swift-heeled steeds assails my ear.” In
another moment he would be taken alive.
“ Come then, courage man !” lie cried, and
feebly pushed the point of the dagger into
his throat. But his nerve was gone,and Epa-
hroditus came to his help and pressed it
ome. The guards burst in and would have
seized him. ** Is this your fidelity ?" he mur-
mured, and expired, with staring eyes, to the
terror of all who beheld him. It was his last
and, as the , and, as the end of
such a life, it could not have been outdone,
“1Is this your fidelity?’ ‘‘He had never
made & more comic hit,” writes M. Renan.
* Nero uttering a melancholy pliant over the
wickedness of the age,and the pearance
of faith and virtue | Let usapplaud !
as the irama is ended and the curtain falls.
Once in history, O Nature, with a thousand
masks, thon hast had thewit tofind an actor

P n of grief which seems almost to
hreat gl\ynod flocation as well as to
ink the heart down to bottomless depths,
was mitigated. The clouds lifted a litile
from her mental view, and through the misty
y of life shone here and there a speck of

ue.

Ralph Pennicuick's letter, strange to say,
had done her good. 1t bad roused her from
the lethargy of grief, by compelling a reply
to him, and at the same time had given Ker
a rough inder of the i li ity
for exertion. She positively declined his of-
fer of pecuniary aid. She had no doubt of
the propriety of that course of action, but

rhaps she would have been puezled to ac-
count for all the causes that led her to adopt
it. His proposal was kind—if there was
some lack of kindliness in the termsin which
it waa conyeyed—and certainly liberal ; she
acknowledged that very readily ; she had
certainly no claim upon Mr. Peanicuick’s
purse, and he had opened it freely, but,
somehow she felt, even if she were ailing in
health, and unfit to gamn her own living,
that she could never have touched the con-
tents of it. He had seen her father’s friend,
it was true; and his present generosity
would seem to prove that that friendship
had been genuine : yet, somehow it failed
to do so. No far from accepting the gift for
her father’s sake, her very love for ﬁar fa-
ther would have urged her to decline it,
even had there not been more cogent rea-
gona for her refusal. Her mother's dislike
to Ralph Pennicuick was a still more unsur-
mountable barrier, The bounty her mother
had refused she for her part could certainly
not have accepted in any case. This con-
sideration was of course final and sufficient
for her : but she also felt a secret disinclina-

perienced a little satisfaction in the thought
that her rejection of Ralph Pennicuick's
bounty, would give him some alarm upon
his son's account though there would be no
cause for it.  And yet his letier bad not
wholly failed in its intention. She-had been
resolved before that she would never disclose
her tenderness for Raymond, however perse-
vering his importunity, but now she was
doubly sure of herself ; for tiiat her weak-
ness in this respect would be a cause of quar-
rel between his father and himself was now
made known to her fur certain.
She had taken her time—an interval of at
least two days—in writing her reply to
talph Pennicuick ; a circumstance that had
given him great disquietude, for he had at
once pictured her to himself as communica-
ting his offer to Raymond and consulting
with him upon its acceptance, or perhaps ar-
ranging with him some common plan of ac-
tion. Her reason for the delay, however,
was simply that her would-be benefactor
should und A that her rejection’of his
offer was deliberated, and therefore final.
She thanked him, of course, but without ef-
fusion ; nor did she hint at nnﬁ of the rea-
sons which, in truth, actuated her conduot,
with the exception of her wish for indepen-
dence. ‘1 lnl.'#;m “ that there is

[ for that T nrust have the incentive of ne-|

cessity.”

She did not consult with either host or
hostess, but told them all about it when
she had settled the matter.

“Well, my dear, I think you have been
a little too sensitive,” said Mrs, Wardlaw
(who, however, had not seen Mr. Penuicu-
ick’s letter). “* The man is rolling in wealth,
and keeps lus only sou as short as though he
had a dozen of them. \What could he do
better with his hoarded money than give
you some of it. He evidently thinks you
have some claim 2

““Nay,” interrupted Nelly, ‘“ that is not
so. Ih no claim whatever ; and indeed
he expressly stated on one occasion ™ (she
was alluding to that of the inquest). 1
think you are scarcely just to him.”

““Well, you know, my dear, I hate him,"”
said Mrs. Wardlaw frankly. **1 think him
a seltish, bad man, His treatment of his
son is alone a proof of it, if there were no
other,  When people are rich and mean, it
is quite right to get everything out of them
we can. It is Dke so much saved out of a
lire."”

*But I should not like to take that sort
of salvage,” said Nelly, smiling.

“ Well, perhaps not, though I should like
to see it taken. But this case is different.
If conscience induces such a man in any one
thiug to act haundsomely and hounorably, I
think it your duty—your moral duty—to let
him doit. Tt will probably be his last en-
deavor to perforin a good action of any
kind.”

1 don't see how his conscience can have
anything to do with it, my dear Mrs. Ward-
law. He is simply moved by a kind im-
pulse, though he does not express it, per-
haps, in the most gracious manner,"”

“ How should he ?" returned Mrs. Ward-

. #*He does not know how, because
s his first attempt. However, as you
ave said *No,” so let it be. Fortunately
we are not dependent upon him, my dar-
ling.”
She stooped down and gave Nellie, who
was at her easel, a hearty kiss, The use of
the word *“ we,” wus very delicate ; it sig
miied that the girl was as a daughter of
their own,find as such entitled to her share
of th ﬁmqnemy, Nellie understood it
thoroghly, but, except for the tender tones
of her{reply, ignored it.

““Yes, dear Mrs. Wardlaw, I feel that I
do not need much help. I have your lovo
agd sympathy, without which 1 should be
poor indeed ; and with those allies I find
myself -t.runﬁ enough, thank heaven, to do
my own work in the world, and in time, 1
hope, to earn my own living. What do you
think of my little sketch here? It is very
slight, but audaciously ambitious. 1 mean
it for Ophelia.”

“1 don’t know the young lady,” replied
Mrs. Wardlaw, putting up her glasses, ‘“ and
thetefore can't speak as to her likeness.
She's certainly very pretty, but seems to
have rather & wild look about the eyes."”

Mrs. Wardlaw was certainly not & connoi-
seur in pictures; and even her husband
could be scarcely said -to be an art-critic,
though he had a certain rough-and-ready es-
timate of the merits of a work which was
not without its value.  Nellie had had but
little teaching and knew how much she stood
in neel of it; but for the present Sandy-
beach would at least afford her objects for
study, and ufterwards she would place her-
self under professional guidauce; at the
lowest the place would give her ocoupation,
which she felt to be essential to her.

They took rooms at a pleasant hotel on the

gin of the shore, and at first lived
a very secluded life. Nellie and her hostess
were all day in the open air; the former
sketching, the latter kuitting, or intent up-
on a page of some novel procured from the
little circulating library in the place ; I say
““ a page,” because she seldom went beyond
it; #ur literature had so immediately sooth-
ing an effect upon Mrs. Wardlaw, that she
dropped to sleep under its influence, Then
Nellie's pencil would drop too, and her eyes
rest upon the far-stretching solitude of the
sea, in melancholy thought, chiefly upon her
dead father. The sea had always separated
them, and the sight of it perhaps suggested
their eternal separationnow. . She had not
set eyes on him since she bad been a child,
yet 80 long as he had been in the world, al-
though so far removed, had seemed near to
her. The consciousness that his loving
heart was beating in unison with her own,
though ever so far away, had annihilated dis-
tance ; but now all was distance, solitary
space, infinity, The sense of loneliness
seemed almost more than she could hear.
Why should she think of working? What
good would it do, even if she succeeded in
her works, beyond keeping her alive? And
what was there to live for? She was well in
health, she had felt herself getting better
and stronger ever since her removal to Rich-
mond ; but she almost regretted it. She
believed that she would some day meet her
father in heaven ; oh, would that it could
be soon! He friends were kind to her, be-
yond all expectation or her own d but
they could never fill the void her.
She was alone, and must needs remain alone
htill her dying day.

Oune afternoon Mrs. Wardlaw was indis-

d a headache which the hi

jarture for Sandybeach ; but he had not
come down to Richmond to see her. She
d d both his reti aud his ab-
sence—she would have done 20, even if she
had bot received bis father's communication
—and she had persuaded Lerself that all was
Jost.  If he would remain silent and absent
lony euough, her image would gradually fade
from his honest heart and be replaced by
some worthier ubject : 1t was in process
fading now, nv doubt : the knowledge of
Mr. Pennicuick’s aversion to his suit, com-
manicated to bim long before the present
date, and probably with great force and di-
rectness, must needs have its cffect. Ray-
mond must have given up all thought of her
— as a lover—as she herself had him
do. There could be no great harm, then,
in letting her mind dwell upon him, since
the punishment of her folly would be all
her own ; it would Le severe, she knew—no
vague regrets, but an exceeding bitter pain;
but the ptati ad come suddenly u;
her, and she could not resist it. Shé called

B pped

ther's lip‘-, or Mr. Peunicuick’s, had sug-
gested - that they were not upon terms of
pertect equality ; that he would be rich and
she would be poor. Then Mr. Pennicuick
had made long absences, and Raymond and
herself had been thrown more and more to~
gether, and these suggestions had ceased
(her mother perhaps had had her own rea-
sons for not recurring to them), and love
had grown up between them before they
were, As in childhood so in manhood, Ray-
mond had ever shown himself unselfish, gen-
erous and devoted to her; and what was
still rarer, young as he was, he had won her
respect from his behavior to others. Her
mother had been very fond of him, in spite
of the dutifulness toward the fathershe had
hated, and which had forbidden him to lis-
teun to her, even when eloquent on his own
wrongs. Mrs. Wardlaw would have loved
him like a son, if she had not stood in just a
little fear of him ; she had once advised him
to take a high hand in certain dealings with
his futher—respecting pecuniary matters—
aud had been rebuked for her interference.
Nellie wgs aware of the total want of sympa-
thy between the elder and younger Pennicu-
ick, and admired the latter beyond measure

» then seemed %rtain, 1 shou'd (he told me)

am not come to trouble you, Nellie,” he went ,
on H ‘Mhl: ¢;nhly to sy a few words |
ather wiote to you some

weeke ago, 1 think. " z '

*“ Yeu, he did.  He was good en: ugh to
renew the same offer to myself that he made
through you to my poor wother. An allow
.“.o' N: £400a year. It was very hundsome

i ‘Ralmv' shook his head.

* Well, so I thought, at all eVents, and I
think 8o now. But I refused it. I am sure
you lﬂnk that I did ;ight. "

*“I am uot sure I do,” said Raymond
thoughtfully. “ May I ask if that uﬂyor was
made withoot conditions ¥

Nellie hesitated ; the conditions had been
only implied.

“*There was no condition stated,” she an-
swered after a little pause.

““Then vou ought to have taken the al-
lowance, Nellie. My father would have
never felt it ; it would have been a mere flea-
bite. He is a much richer man than you or
I ever imagined him to be,”

‘I have never given my attention to the
UIEOM of llr. Peonicuick’s fortnne.”

‘1

be & very rieliman. Four hundred a_year
ont of my incape would certainly not have
hurt me.”

‘“ That maked no difference as to my case,”
observed Nellielwondering whither all this
should tend.,

[T0 8& coNTINUED |
e, ———

Parties.

We are told that in some places, wedding
festivities are now made to extend over three
days. Ou the bridal day there is the marri-
age feast; a dancing party on the second
and the childreus festival on the third. All
this speaks to expense, and those who prac-
tice it must be among the wealthy of the
land. W¢ mention it ust for that reason,
but because it is added that pleasant meet-
ings wre it this way secured, which break
up at an early hour to the great comfort of
the guests, aud the great relief of the neigh-
bours. Why such a reasonable plan should
be confined to marriage ies, it would be

for his pati and filial sub She
felt that the relation which in her own case
had been the chiet happiness of her life, was
in his a sore and grievons trial. Altogether
this young fellow was her ideal of what a
young man should be ; and—and—he could
uever be hers, but only one to be admired
and worshipped a long way eff, or if he
came near, to be repressed and put aside.
Only, in her thought, to-day, he had
not been put aside, but brought very,
very near to her, as he had been, in
spite of herself, when the tidings of his fa-
ther's death had come, and he had seemed
to be his own master, to wed with whom he
would. Ob, if only that might have been,
she would not now have been alone in the
world, without hope, or ambition, or a fu-
ture—to be called such. Her hope would
have been that she would never lose his
love, her ambition to be worthy of retaining
it,"her Future one olear blue, or if ‘clomlml,
only as the heavens above her, with such
hurrying clouds as passed and left her sky
the purer. She was dreaming thus when a
shadow from no cloud fell on’ the sand be-
fore her, and looking up with a quick start
of alarm, she beheld the, object of her
thonghts, Raymoud Pennicuick himself.

CHAPTER XXXI
REJECTED,

If in the long picture gallery of Hallington
Manor, the ancestral home of Ralph Penni-
cuick, but into which he never willingly set
foot, Nellie had been contewplating sofiie
full-length portrait of Raymond, and had
seen it suddenly slip out of its frame, she
could have been hardly more astonished
than at his appearance before her now in
flesh and blood—like an illustration to the
biography she had been compiling of herself.
1f he had been his own ghost, she could
never have stared at him with more tremu-
lous affright.

“[am afraid 1 have alarmed you, Nel-
lie,” said he gently. ‘“Iought to have re-
membered that the sand gives no warning
of one’s approach, though it is such a tell-
tale when we have passed by.

“ But it was so unexpected, Raymond.”

“Why should it be, Nellie?” The hand
she had held out to him, he retained for a
little, and then relinquished with a pressure
that he had of late omitted to use. ‘It
was surely only natural that I should come
to see you as soon as circumstances admitted
of it. "I called at the hotel and Mrs. Ward-
law told me where to find you—you are not
sorry to see me, are you ?”

“Indeed, 1 am not, Raymond.” What
were the ‘‘circu " she dered
to which he alluded ? Why had he come
down now, and not before? Why did he

ress her hand with such tender meaning?
A hy did he look at her so lovingly as he had
not ventured to do since their talk in that
Richmond garden ! Was it possible, after
all, that he had gained permission to speak
to her—as he had been speaking to her in
her day-dream five minutes ago? If he had
not, he was very cruel, and yet—

“You are looking better for the Sandy-
beach air, dear Nellie; 1 am delighted to see
you have got back your own sweet roses.”

“1 am very well,” answered she qnickhll' 3
““it is a very healthy place. How is Mr.
Pennicuick "

Raymond's face grew dark ; she knew at
once that it was not by bLis father's leave
that he had come down to see her ; she even
suspected there had been a quarrel between
them.

[ father is much the same,” he an-
swere o Stnnqely altered from the man
he was before he left England, but the same
as he has been since his return,  Dr, Green
does not detect anything organically wrong ;
but i ing seriously amiss with
him. It is more di nhneur.".l;uld-

after a pause, ‘‘to overcome pre-
;ﬁij?ﬂ or preconckived opinions upon any

subj 7
“"That is only to be expected, Raymond,"
d Nellia 255l bigbish

would only aggravate—and as she would not
hear of Nellie remaining in-doors for her
sake, the girl weut out alone,

Mr. Wardlaw was in l.nml&n, to which ke

id pretty frequent visits, the picturesque
|[|:t hg\-ing a continuous attraction fomm.
Nellie took her sketch-book and sauntered
across the sands to her favorite bay. It was
a less retired one than many others, and
therefore—though it seems a paradox—was
always more deserted ; the happy pairs who
formed the majority of the visitors to San-
dybeach, affecting the more secluded coves
and dells. The day was lovely, with a fresh
wind that drove the shadows across the sea,
but was hardly felt. in the sheltered s
which Nellie had selected for herself. She
took her seat upon a rock with her little
box of water-colors beside her, intending to
have a long afternoon’s work, But as usual
when alone, under similar circumstances,
she fell a-thinking. Only—what was most
unusual—her thoughts on this occasion es-
caped from her control, Instead of dwel-
ling upon the dear ones she had lost, or fac-
ing the difficulties of her future, they pl:ied
truant and took holiday. Who is there of us
who, at times, has not ventured to picture
to himself the Unobtainable ; to portray the
happiness which he knows can never befall
him, and which in his more collected mo-
ments he resolutely ignores ! Ifis a foolish
indulgence, and brings with it certain pun-
ishment ; for, though we know all along we
are but d ing, the life to which we wake

tion to become the of Ray d
father. It behoved her in all things to be
Raymond’s belongings, It made no differ-
ence thet certain phrases in the elder Penni-
cuick’s letter had their full si,
her : that she quite perceived

d a tacit und: ding that his son

blush of in
i Ent ::l.i 'uRnﬂ i
iscarding” Raymons
though she was quite resolved not to it
him to become her suitor, Perhaps

worthy of such a role.

s
independent of any bond with Raymond or
ificance for
¢ his offer
and she should be no more than friends ; the

words, as she read them, had called up a
ignation into her cheeks, as well

is all the sadder for it. Indeed, this is one
of the few weaknesses which bitter experi-
us to forego ; to contemplate

the Might-be is bad enough, but endurable
because of the bare possi e
alised ; but to ﬁll:l::: ltha ll.h
been, the Irrevoca e Imposai is
severe an ordeal even for the best dnmphx
mind,

Nellie’s errant thoughts had strayed to
Raymond. He written to her once
since her mother's funeral ; a kind, but un-

him of her approaching de-

e

demonstrative letter, in her reply to which
the had inforiied

gently.

“Yes, but there is + limit to the forbear-
ance due to an invalid, even when he is one's
father : that is to say, our duty to him must
not override censiderations that affect the
happiness of others as well as our own.”

ﬁauic bowed her head ; she knew of course
to what he was alluding, but she would
give him no encouragement to pursue the

topic.

i Perhaps I had no right to say ‘of
others,”” continued he, after a pause of ex-
pectation, ‘‘even when speaking to you
alone ?” =

1 think you have no right to talk at all
to me upon the subject—if it be the one
which we agreed together should for the fu-
ture be a sealed one between us.”

 Except under certain contingencies,” he
put in hastily. P

“ There was one, and only ong¢, Raymond,
and you have 'kun informed me that has not
taken place. You are breaking your plight-
ed word in reopening any discussion con-
cerning—" g

“One moment, Nelly,” interrupted the
young man ionately. You must have
patience 'wi _me, hear me and Ty

lifficult to say. If people will have dancing
why should they keep it up to untimely
hours ? If they delight in Imfla is there any
reason why they should not have them at
reasonable hours? It would be better for
dancers ; infinitely better for the entertain-
ers ; and a relief almost unspeakable to all
around. Afternoon dances are in some pla-
ces becoming fashionable. Why should they
not? What is to hidder people from meet-
ing at 3:30 p.m. and brtufle up at 6:30?
No reason at all. They would sleep better,
they would be healthier, and their return to
quarters would not render the night hideous,
or their neighbours angry.

But is there not another reform as much
needed as eatly hours? Is there any need
for all the foolish finery and expense of many
modern entertainments in order to express
true kindness and hospitality ? Must there
be white kids and claw hammers in order to
have a religious festival, or tritle and turkey
in order to ordinary sociality and a friend-
ly talk * Perhaps so. Bat if it is, then all
who may not feel justitied in incurring a
similar expense must stay at home or rob
their creditors in order to keep their callin,
connections. Truth to say with all the ef-
fort, the talk on such occasions is off the
dullest; th:;ﬁoui is very small ; the stories
are very stale; the guests are often awk-
ward ; and the look of weariness is generally
unmis Why will people fancy that
all this is necessary to enjoyment, or that
its p ilpm{ questionable of civili-
zation aud refinement?  Even tolerably poor
people mustapesome thing of the kind, though
they pinch for weeks both before and after.
Of course all say that it was delightful ; that
the music was ohumiuf; the host the prince
of good fellows, aud the hostess a perfect
lady, and society’s queen. But they know
in their hearts that 1t is a lie all the same ;
that they rather laughed at the effort, and
painfully counted how many ordinary din-
ners were sacrificed to this one blow-out.
Will people ever learn that after all it does
not require much to make a meeting pass
off happily, and that kind hearts and genu-
ine friendliness will tell far more at an eve-

h

The Religion of Buddha.

Its Doctrine and its Hostility to Christi-
anity

CEvLoN, August, 1877. —Accompanied by
Doncarolis, ‘a well-to-do Baddhist gentle.
man, and Mr. C. Alwis, a teacher and tran-
slator of Singhalese and Pali, I went out to
the Widyodaga College, established in 1873
There were over sixty priests in this educa-
tional institution as students, besides a num-
ber of youthful laymen in the pre,

a for priests. While the natural
sciences are not i in this college, they
are considered of much less importance than
morality or religion, and, accordingly, most
of the time is devoted to the lt:ﬂy of the
Sanscrit, the Pali, and Oriental literature
generally.

There are three High Priests in Ceylon,
two at Kandy, and one at Colombo. The
Iatter, Prof. Sumangala, is the High
Priest of the Adams’ Peoa diocese, and the
President of this Oriental that 1
visited. The priests in this college are celi-
bates. That eat but one meal a day, and
that before 12 o’clock at moon. They take
no life, not even that of & worm or ¥:nu.
When ous u e they

for their ~
money services. live b,
begging, or upon the alms 'ivz;hxm. v

Entering the college ground through a
broad gateway, a group of young priests,
some thirty or forty in number, flocked
around me, attired in their gracefully fitting
%ellnw robes, exposing their right shoulders.

hey own nothing but their robes and their
rice howls, They were barefooted, and
their heads shaven, for the triple Lurpose
of comfort, neatness, and uniformit;

Introduced to the high priest, he plea-
santly invited me into an outer’portico of
the temple, overshadowed by palms and
tropical foliage. The seat was a sort of
sofa, decidedly Oriental in conception and
primitive in coustruction. After a good
square look at each other, we were at once
in the full Hlush of conversation. This
priest spoke a little English, but finding it
difticult to clearly convey in another lan-
guage the philosophy and metaphysical sub-
tleties threading the whole system of East-
ern Buddhism, we conversed and argued
our various, points through the two interpre-
ters accompanying me.

My first inquiry, after a general conver-
sation about America, Ceylon, and Eugland
was.  “‘Do you consider Gautama Buddha
and his teachings as embodied in your sacred
scripture, infallible ?”

‘“We do not. Infallibility pertains only
to Intinity., Sakya Gautama was a man, a
brother of humanity, who, by walking in
the divine path, became a Buddha, Al
may become Buddhas, and enter Nirvana.”

““What do you and the Buddhists of dif-
ferent countries understand by the word
Nirvana ?”

““1t is an open question,
teachers among us differ upon the point,
something as do Christians lﬁut the mean-
ing, the duration, and the location of hea-
ven. Some consider Nirvana to mean the
complete cessation of existence. This is my
opinion. Others counsider it to mean a ces-
sation from further incarvations, and a per-
fect yet conscious peace in the bosom of the
Infinite.”

“But men not only love existencé, but
they hunger for and desire a future conscious
existence,”

““Yes; and just so long as they desire
existence—just so long as they lust after it
for the gratification of what they denominate
happiness, just so long will they have it by
re-iucarnations or re-births back from other
worlds into bodies human or animal, the
grade corresponding to the deeds and moral
conduct of the person’s life upon earth.”

“Well, it seems to me that upon the
principle of the conservation of forces, once
in existence always in existence. I certain-
ly can have no conception of annihilation—
no ption of the extinction of exi i

“* But neither your conception or non-con-
ception proves anything. The desire for an
endless conscious existence is based in selfish-
ness, and selfishness istherootofallevil, * *
Inapproaching this bulding you firat perceived
orhad a perception of it.” ** Yes.” *‘ Sitting
now within and examining its proportions,

ou have conception of it.” “k'es." “lIn
eaving you will not take away the build
ing; only the conception of it.” *‘ Yes.
““But will you always carry with you the
conception ?'

“ Doubtless ; unless—unless I forget it.”
““Ay ; but forgetfulness implies a loss of

Priests and

ning party, than all the drosses
forgeoul ; than all the brands however cost-
; than all the compliments howsvar la-

memory ! Most uaruiul?' you
have no memory now of your infantile no

| 1t is six bells, three in the

i Fishin - in the Okhotsk Sea.
A Six Months’' Cruise in a San Francisco
Bark—How itis done.

T'he bark Sh:rlzpm.?falmut three hundred
tons burden, started from San Fraucisco for
the Okhotsk sea by way of Honolul Ho-

. Met by Chance,
The Two Men' From Stiverton and Their
Confab.

o §ow, in Silverton, Nevada, we used to
““Silverton "

“‘ Weil ! you're the tirst man I have seen
from Silverton in & coon's age. I left. I
left there six years ago ; left my wife there.”

‘I went there nearly six years ago.”

_Bucl:mw:'the pl:uga in & conversation

: ween two ing a

ina Utah mtu;rm‘:‘:ﬁi‘:; Mﬂm‘ o
the attention of myself, eating at a different
table.

The man latest from Silverton was a short,
stout, sandy-looking man, with beard closely
cropped, and a scar, beginning, as I sup-
polos: somewhere in the hair of his head,
thence running down the forehead along to
the right of the nose, making nicks in the
!.o‘wer part of the nose and in the lips, then

nolulu was out of our cource, but we went
there to take in a supply of Kanakas to help
to catch the fish. A Kanaka can be taught
to fish as well as a white man, and he does
not put near so high a valuation upon his
services. Passing to the northward of the
islands of Japan and through the barrier
formed by the Kuerile group, we found our-
selves in the Gkhotsk sea, and after proceed-
1_? about two hundred miles, we anchored
off the bleak, inhospitable, harborless shores
of Kamtchatka.

The crew consisted of the Captain, two
mates, the splitter, cook, steward, four
whitg fishermen, and twenty-one Kanakas,
Fishing is carried on both from the vessel
and in the boats—in the boats all the time
except in storms and darkness; from the
ship whenever the men have a minute to
spare from their other duties. Our minia-
ture fleet is. of thi i
(Rt 2
$ morning, day-
light just gleaming over the barren and
patched hills which form the coast line, a
swift, chilly breeze blowing, and a drizzling
rain falling, altogether not a very comforta-
ble-looking morning. There is no one yet
up but the “ Doctor,” who from the galley,
is sending forth the fumes of coffee. n
the cook informs the mate that breakfast is
ready. The mate tumbles out of his bunk
into his clotl es, and hurries forward, shout-
ing as he goes, “* Now then, rouse out, rouse
out, there, d’ye hear ? or do you want your
breakfasts handed into your bunks?” In a
few minutes every one is dressed and almost
awake. The white men go aft and eat in
the cabin, and the K:mu‘{(ax eat by them-
selves.

Breakfast is over in a few minutes, and
every one goes on deck, sheathed in oil
clothes and sea boots. The dories are hois t-
ed one by one, the mag,belonging to each
boat jumping in as she goes down, and be-
ing ready as soop as the boat touches the
water to unhook the tackle and shove off.
A few moments suffice to get the dories
over the side, the whaleboats have already
been lowered from the quarter davits, and
the whole fleet of fifteen boats is spread out
in a semi-circle, ahead of the ship, each go-
ing its own course.

Every dory man is his own master while
in his dory. He can go where he pleases,
anchor when he likes, and shift his moor-
ings again whenever he feels like it, the onl;
thing incumbent upon him being to cntc]“:
fish. Gradually, one after another, the boats
anchor, -and the men standing upright in
their dories, are sawing away on their lines,
up and down, first one hand and then the
other, with unvarying regularity. Sudden-
ly one line is dropped and the other is pull-
ed in a fathom at every haul, and almost im-
mediately two white-bellhed fish glisten and
squirm as they aré yanked over the gunwale
ot the dory. Auutf‘l’er instant the line is re-
baited and is finding its away again to the
bottom, while the fisherman is speedily
bringing to the surface the pair of fish wait-
ing for him on the other line. No more
thought of rain new ; off comes oilskin coat,
and -with a will the fisherman buckles to
make the most of his chance, From side to
side, pair and pair, for nearly two hours, up
they come. Then suddeniy the fun stops ;
No more bites, not even a nibble ; all gone
uickly as they came, except the hun-
dred and fifty odd that fonnd their way in-
to the dory. The man fishing next to this
lucky fellow, about twenty yards away on
one side, got about twenty ; the one on ‘the
other side %ul not had a bite yet.

At noon the ensigu is hoisted on the bark
as a sigoal for the boats to aboard to
dinner. Kach boat goes on the side to which
it belongs, and the fish are thrown from the
dory to the vessel’s deck, and counted as
they go in. After dinner, off they go until
the flag is hoisted for supper, which will
probably be about eight o'clock, After sup-
l)el' there are a few yarns of fishing or wha-
ing adventures,a nd then it is time to turn
in.

Once in a while something varies the mo-
notouy. 1t was pretty well along in the
season, and the whales, walruses, sea-lions,
and seals were beginning to move south,
Two of the dories were being pulled along,
when suddenly the occupants found them-
selves surrouunded by sea lions, The huge
animals immediately began going through
the most extraordinary antics, They threw

tions. Youth even is to us all only a half-
bered dream. And if memory, if

boured ; than all the
new? The old fashioned quiet ‘‘tea’ has
fuue all but entirely out. The bright spark-
ing conversation, or if neither bright nor
sparkling or at least friendly is reckoned
slow, and to be home by eleven or midnight
is voted absurd and intolerable. It is neces-
sary to be in the fashion or to die, and a
talk in which there is any thing but the
smallest of small gossip is voted fogeyish and
fled from as from the plague.

Even so-called religious ies are not
free from the imputation. To talk religion
where all profess to be religious is thought
out of the question. Any exception that
may be e, consists in dragging in one
uneighbours church, md\_f}lying fast and
loose with t_}u_oh‘nmghf of ones neighbour’s

dotes are pre-

cious, and the record of ministerial Mdll;iel
is thought capital as & time killer. Rains-
ford will be talked about with great gusto,
and Potts will be quoted as at once an ora-
tor, and an oracle; Presbyterians will
settle the merifs of Macdonnel and will oc-
casionally take a quiet shy at heresy and
the Confession of Faith ; while Baptists will
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rints on the market at an
yard lower than ones
uly considered. Yet how
to quote a text or breathe
a ptzl.ln “‘I:i! Pshaw !
don’t feel, are really
ing, that they keep so discrete a
silence, and give religion so wide a berth,
when it comes up to be considered as a long
force or & inheritance. It may be
ight as it is. We don't say it is not.
ly it 18 queer, and not easily explained on
ordinary principles, and b‘y ordinary prac-
tice.
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Eerceplion, if conception, ‘and other attri-
utes aseribed to the soul, may perish, i. e,
become extinct, may they not all? And
are not change and extinction of existence
taking place around us every moment?
Where 18 the hair that covered the baby
head at birth? Fallen, perished, extinct—
gone into the whirl of matter! Whereare
the glimmering thoughts of infancy? the
dreamy memories of childhood ? the dimmed
perceptions of the past ? That whioh is or-
ganized must become disorganized—that
which is formed must enter the void again.
Earthly existence is a shadow—an evil—a
selfish, troubled dream ? Who does not de-
sire extinction from ib—entrance. invo Nir-
vana ?”

“ But,” said I, *“the soul is immortal—
being an emanating anrk ; & divine princi-
ple ; a spiritual force !

How do you know ?’ was the calm,
meditative remark. It was a stunner.
He immediately added : *“A certain combi-
nation of mnohmux produces a watch that
keeps time ; but destroy the combination,
break the connection of the wheels, and the
motion ceases—the force is gone,”

““Granted,” said I ; * but because ‘gone,’
because it eludes your grasp, it is not logical
to infer the ihilation or the extinotion of
the force itself. It has simply been'trans.
ferred.”

“ Transferred where? or transferred to
what :” Anpother stunner! And before I
had gathered up m{ reply, he added, ** You
spoke of the thoughts of the soul, do you
consider them attributes of the-soul *”

“ By no means ; they are rather the effects
of the soul's activities. They may be com-
pared to the s from striking

At point it is but justice to say that
this priest alone, out of twelve or fifteen
viﬁ-h-louwn-‘dvzl;ihin(lﬂ.lm, m

their about in a reckless manner,
and in dangerous proximity to the two little
cockle-shell boats. They reared themselves
almost upright in the water, and glared with
their red eyes into the boats ; then threw
themselves backward with snapping jaws,
and with a cry which was something between
a bark and a growl. They dived under the
boats only to appear on the other side and
repeat the performance.  Then they disap-
peared as mysteriously as they had come.
Fog is the chief annoyauce of the fisher-
men. He hears the fog-horn or bell on board
the vessel, and pulls in the direction from
which the sound appears to come, Again he
hears the big boom of the big horn on board
the vessel, this time in a new direction. He
alters his course again, and palls on a
straight line, as near as he can guess. Sud-
denly the fog scales, and there i1s the bark
away astern of him, and there is he pulling
straight away from her. Three of our do-
ries were lost once in a fog, and we heard
nothing from them. They found their way
ashore up the coast and remained there un-
til they could return to the bark. The bark
remained in the sea until October, having
arrived in May, and in the six months were
caught ohe hundred and forty thousand
fish.

The Modern English Cottage.

( From Appleton's Journal. )

For some distauce toward town the houses
on the right-hand side of the way are of the
better class,drawn up in gentlemanly reserve
behind their hs and at the farther side
of their ,non wns ; we catch blurred
mpuo them through the interstices of

ly as we pass by—of their bowed windows
their decorous their careful flower-
beds, and their conservatories, Here
live the retired Indian oolonelba. and other
reverend personages, who are to be seen every
Saturday during the criminal season on the
bench in the neighboring County Court in
their i But farther on

these | g

he believed in a future ist
and in the return and reincarnation of
spirits. But far nlonF in the measureless
ages, the soul—the all of conscious man—
will, so he thinks, return to its original

headway

principles.
“Is Christianity making n{
on ! I in-

against Buddhism here in Cey!
uired.

Tt has not produced so much as a rip[ple
upon the great tody of Buddhists. The few
converts that Christians have made were ei-
ther from the very lowest classes or a sort

ty as mag
begin what, for lack of a better name, I sup.
pose must be called coti . And yet it
should not be so profaned, that storied ap-
pellation !  Perl Mr. Ruskin has coined
a fitter word for these unhappy povertybins;
but Ican think of nothing hopeless and
beautiful enough. We have fallen upon evil
d.fnyl. l:x::l‘:.:u not his dream or renunisence
of an English cottage—of a something low,
latticed, y-hha:ﬁed, black-framed, white-
plaste: nestling in greenery, mossy with
l?u: ‘broad of t.hmholgd, rugged of floor,cozy

of policy men, who inall ve adh

to hrilytiqpity touc\lrecler‘-:? and Gov-

ernment employ. The most of those return

to Buddhism at death.” & %
“But what,” 1 inquired, “‘is to you

Buddhists the most unreasonable and dis-

tasteful doctrine connected with Western
hristianity ™ i s

o roer, quaint of fi e, -
Gl with Bl , wallflower, o
and oyster-shell,dwelt in by bloused farmers,
ﬁirtlsd dames, red-cheeked lassies and stout-

mbed staring children ?  Such things do
still exist, and these days have beheld them;

ad h a
h he replied : *“ The doctrine of sac-

“WaAT have you to

about -“ " said
5 e,

cause ore g it—an fou
ever. I have not broken faith, as you will

knowledge, in thus addressing you
in thus, if you will have'it so, importuai
you in. I am sorry to address you,
woula give my life to save you—but then I
am pleading for more than life. Moreover,
I have an excuse; Iam in a different posi-
tion from that I occupied upon the last occa-
sion. when I dared to say, ‘I love you dear-
est.””

"+ In a better one, then, I ho
for ‘m she added

“

the words had passed his lips he peroeiv

that such au interpretation 'ugu-ibk. “1

rificial substitution ; or salvation through
atoning blood. To tis, not only the life of
man, but that of the insect is sacred and in-

{et. in view of these BX“"“"" preparations,
am di d to distrust my memory.
What miraculous reformer, I-should like to
know, first hatched the plotagainst

and property which has substituted square,
bare brick boxes of uncleanliness and dis-
fort for the antique, rustic nests of Gurth

violate. Our first is ‘Do

oot kill.’ And then to ask us to believe

that the God of all worlds could only save

the human race by the killing, or the shed-

ding of the blood of his innocent Son, is to

me, and must be in the opinion of any Bud-
b Blashal

dhist, abb t, if Our

Savyiour, or rather our great exemplar, Gau-
tama Buddha, discovered the path, walked
in it, living & holy life, and lly died
at a good old age under thg sacred bo-tree.
His constant command was, ‘ Follow me.’
Thére is bat one way to secure salvation—
hut one way'to reach Nirvaoa—and that is
to pursue the path, to keep the law, and to
treasure up wmerit.”
J. M. PeeBLes.

-

“ WHAT is an idol 7" asked the Sunda
school teacher of his boys. Quick as winl
one bright little shaver : “ Please,

sir, I know ; an idol’s a lazy fellow, sir.”

and Hodge? Be he who he may, the result
of his enterprise, wherever it has been carried
into effect, 1s the extinction of sturdy Hodge
and Gurth, and the spawning of a breed of
ill ditioned ls, & cross b
squalid misery and geery impudence. ~ Such
is the British workingman of the present day,
as I see him in my walks about Byemoor.
He is still aman and a brother, however;
and that is the reason why I prefer to reﬂd
him as the effect of his new-fangled dwelling
rather than to cl e him with the insup-
portable iniquity of being its cause.
e e

ArTER a lapse of seventy years the her-
rings have returned en masse to the shores
of Sweden, and the fisheries are now in their
glory in, to the great relief of the coun-
try. e last disappearance was in 1808,
and according to ition they should be

and
el

P ing in the beard of the chin. It
looked as if some one had. started to skin him
and gave it up on the offer of a better job.
The other man was tall, uickspoken, ner-
vous and dark-Jooking, with beard stricken
with gray ; and he would have been cross-
eyed if he had had two eyes, as it was his
one eye was set, crossing,

** Well, how ie Silverton now *" continued
the dark-looking man.

“Oh, pete: » E

““ Anybody there "

““ Few old fellows sticking to claims that
they think there's something in. They’ll
stay till Gabriel's trump races them out.”

** Did you know Tom Slemmons "

* *Yes; killed himself drinking whisky.”

* What became of John Littlefield »'

*‘ Mose Lawlor killed him in a fight over
the Sweetly Dreaming claim:”

‘; Reckon Sandy Jones ain’t there mow "’

enltivat-

ily.”

** Dick &:nigln made money there ?

““Yes ; but he's dead—whisky got him.”

*“ Did Harry Martin get rid of his money ?"

“Yes ; went to the Black Hills; got kiﬂe(l
by the Sioux.”

**Did his brother Thad go "

‘“ He went, made a big i:rtune out of the
placers.  Is member of Congress from Ne-

raska now."”

‘* Alvin Sanders, that kept the Dew of
Heaven saloon, has left, I suppose ?"" pro-

ceeded the one-eyed man,

** Left for good. Got loaded with a stray
bullet while a row was going on in his saloon
one night.”

** Wonder what became of Pat Pyburn,
that run a saloon there—the Ang e

‘“He's a banker in San Franci

** John Blogden had a bank in Si!
where's he banking now ?"

** He's herding sheep for Tommy Pugmire,
on Mud Lake,”

*Tommy, the bootblack !”

‘“The same ; he got feet in the Sweet By
and-By, and sold for twenty thousand.”

** Did you know the Sloper boys ?’

* Well, Harry Sloper is the Co. in Blasdale
& Co., a niercantile firm in Hong Kong,
China. ~ Luke Sloper killed a Chinaman in
N,ngwwlll, and got six months in the Carson
penitentiary. ong sentence just for killing
a Chinaman. He'll be pardoned out, though.
Lige Sloper got into a shootin’ scrimmage
with Montana Jack and killed him. Lige
afterward went to the Arkansas Hot Springs ;
he was not very well."”

““Where did Charley Madden go *"
“Dead

“Why, he was a stout, ‘healthy-loo king

erton ;

s wife and mine,” continued the
tall stranger, ** were great cronies. My wife,
somehow, never liked my name ; heard she
changed her part of it as soon as I left, and in
a rew months married without a divorce un-
der her new name—arried a fellow named
Scraggs,”
‘* Scraggs !
‘“ Scragys."”
** Ahem—ah—waiter, another cup of cof-
fee. + Suppose you know Charley's brother-
in law, Dutch Louis, that busted in the brew-
ery business ?” said the sandy-looking man.
““ First-rate ; where's he !”
‘‘He's in Silverbrockbury, Arizona.
big brewery there.”
*“Remember Alf Sykes ?" said the stranger
with the one eye set crossing.
*‘Got twenty years at Carson for robbing
the mail.”
o “vl,iurd Ward Smithers had some trou-
e

Got

““ Five years at Carson for robbing Wells,
Fargo. He didn’t play it fine like they say old
Blivins did ; I believe that was his name
nick-name, I guess,”

“0ld Blivins ¥

““Old Blivins, You see he robbed Wells,
Fargo, just out of Silverton ; that was be-
fore I went there; heard of it. The mes-
senger was the only witness against him, and
on the morning of the day of the trial the
messenger was found shot dead at the door
of the room in which he slept, and which
opened on a narrow alley. It was not known
tor certain who did it, but the vigilantes
suggested to Old Blivins that perhaps his
health would be benefitted by a change of
climate.”

Said the dark stranger, with an expression
of countenance whichshowed that he thought *
he was looking the short man square in the
face :

““Name-—my name is
‘“Old Blivins. ’
Passing out of the door just at this point,
I did not learn how they reconciled their
conflicting locations.

is Scraggs ; yours?”

—— . e

A Romance of Fifth Avenue.

The Extraordinary Story Told ef & New
YOrk Laay Lswely Uesa
w York Letter to the Baltimore Sun.)
On d'uesday there were borne from a sump-
tuous high up on Fifth Avenue, for inter-
ment in a Connecticut town on the New
Haven road, not far from this city, the re-
mains of arevered wife and mother whose
distant girlhood had supplied the heroine of
a romance a8 dramatic as ever found exposi-
tion in novel or on stage,  Half a century
ago, when she was the only unmarried daugh-
ter of an old und wealthy family of the town
in whose cemetry her body u‘ rests, she
came to New York in the bloori¥and . vivaci-
ty of a youth just conscious of its own power
to visit the friendly household of one of our
first merchants. A prolongation of her so
journ here did not excite the remonstrance
of her parents until they were surprised by
information that her delay was possibly oc
d by the f) calls of a gentle
a lieutenant of the British navy, whose at-
tentions seemed omniously serious, when her
mother took the family carriage precipiately
for the city, to convey back forwith tge gid-
dy damsel. Upon arraingment before the
maternal bar ihe youns lady did not deny
visits of the alleged suitor,
whom her New York friends had seen no
reason to i:;terfem with ; indeed, upon step-
ping into the carriage to go home (there was
nomﬁuw Haven railroad tﬁen) she said, quite
coolly : ““It's useless to find fault now, ma,
for 1 am married.” Such indeed was the
startling fact ; after a short and only finally
suspected summer’s wurﬂhip, she and the
Li had been ‘cland ly mafried,
and before horrified mother and roman:ic
daughter had been in their Connecticut home
twenty-foua hours the bold young sailor was
there too, to claim his wife! But he found
her a prisoner locked in her own room, and
both parénts met his appeals with a steady
refusal t6 acknewledge his authority.  The
girl was but a chid, they sald, not conscions
of her own mind, and they should resist with
every possible form of law: any attempt to
remove her from their custody. Thé hus-
band, urging that they loved each other, was
told that she whom he had made his wife in
name now bitterly regretted her sentiment i1
folly and wished to see him no more. As-
tounded at this assertion, the young man
E:niumuly impugned the trath., Would he
generous enough to give her up, he was
asked, if she assured him of her desire to
that effect ? Chivalrously, though too rash-
ly, perhaps, he agreed so to do, confident,
undoubtedly, that she would prove true to
him. And then came the most extraordinary
scene in the little drama. A married sister,
strikingly resembling the still imprisomed
virgin wife, had been hastily summonedjfrom
this city for the purpose, and artfully dress-
ed to intensify the resemblance hurriedly en-
tered the room where the licutenant was pre-
sent, with a friend for a witness, to learn his
fate, and with simulated sobs, hastily hii
her face on her mother’s besoms Supposing
her to be the wife whom he agitatedly called
by name, the deceived husband begged her
to go wiith him. “I wish to remain with my
mother ! was the apparently careful auswer,
without so much’ as a glance for him, and
and witnout another word the lieutenant
bowed to pareat and child, and at once with-
drew with his from the room and the house.
On his way back to New York by steam-
boat a favorite' dog that accompanied him
leaped overboard, and he, plunging instantly
over to the rescue, was drowned.

plentiful for sixty or eighty years.to come, |




