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AT HARDING'S POINT.

One Word Abont Camp Life and Ane
other About the Neighborhood.

They were five in number, a painter, a
philosopher and a poet, and two fox ter-
riers, Grip and Ned. They had, resolved
to leave ‘®e city for an indefinite period,
to pitch their tent wherever night might
overtake them, and to fully enjoy for a
season the pleasures of a nomadic life,
closing their eyes to all the discomforts
incident to such an existence. The first
thing to be done was to put the r camp
equipage in readiness, which was done
by the painter. This consisted of a tent,
capable of heusing sixteen men, wool
and- rubgl: camp blankets, a variety of
cocking Witensils, some camp chairs, an
axe and various and sundry tin plates,
tin cups, steel knives and forks, etcetera.
The philosopher suppliéd some cans of
corned beef and fish, a hamper of home
made bread, tea, coffee, sugar, pepper,
salt, pipes, tobacco, matches, etc. Camp-
ers should never forget the last mention-
ed items, including v e etcetera. The
poet contributed to the general stock his
massive brain and a lead pencil; Grip
and Ned added their bark to the other
supplies. For butter, milk and like ne-
cessaries it was proposed to forage on
the people with whom they might be
brought in contact. They left Milledge-
ville in a boat supplied by the « genial
Jacob,” and with the philosopher at the
tiller, in a very brief space, for the wind
was favorable, saw the' Brothers behind
them, with Kennebeccagis island to their
right, Boar’s Head to their left, and the
‘sunny southern shore of Grand Bay in
their front. Here they met the Clifton—

" it was late in the afternoon, and Grip
and Ned, having no handkerchiefs to
wave, saluted her passengers in the man-
ner of theirspecies. They passed Brund-
age’s Point and at Harding’s Point, op-
posite the pretty village of Westfield the y
disembarked, the painter with his easel
and paints and camp equipage, the phil-
osopher with his edibles, the peet with
his pencil and the fox terriers with their

_ bark. " When one’s impadimenta is pro-
perly stowed, going into camp is but the
work of a few moments. Spreading the
canvas on the beach near the famous
elm that is the observed of all observers,
a few pins were, driven in the sand, the
centre pole was erected and after provid-
ing a liberal quantity of spruce boughs
the campers we:e shortly housed. Then
a great fire was kindled on the beach,
over the rnddy embers of which the
evening meal was prepared, As the fire

was made in part of resinous woods and l

boughs, as it grew dark the flames and
sparks shot into the air like rockets illu-

minating the hills and the river for a half

a mile away on everyside. The philoso-
pher gazed at the display for a time and
then, taking his pipe from hig mouth, re-
marked, “just like those sparks we pop
into life, and just like those sparks we
pop out of it.” “Some of us do,” answer-
ed the painter, scratching a match on
that part of the philosopher’s person
which was most exposed, and applying
it to his corn cob. The poet smoked on
in silence, but the fox terriers growled
sleepily, whether approving or dissenting
from the philosopher’s remarks cannot
be told. Later the five retired to their
bed of boughs bat not to healthful sleep.
The fingers of the painter grasped un-
substantial brushes with which he traced
pictures, that no man shall ever see, on
imaginary canvases, the philosopher
muttered something of the futility of all
human pursuits, the poet listened to the
sobbing of the wind through the tree tops
and the melanchg'y murmur of the waves,
(it seemed as e river had risen dur-
ing the night, aud that the waves were
crawling under the door of the tent, tneir

« sound: was so distinct,) and he thought

how strange it is that all the utterances
of nature have an undertone of sadness,
while Grip and Ned in pursuit of phan-
tom foxes plunged into fox holes that had
no existence sayf in their dreams.

“What's that ¥ “exclaimed the painter
as he leaned on his elbow and peered
about in the darkness.

“It’s the rain on the roof” said the
poet.

“Not a drop of rain has fallen to-night,”
answered the philosopher, looking
through a slit in the canvas.

“Ghosts ! ” said the poet; “or it may be
it’s the leaves of the old elm talking to
one another, not dreaming that we are
awake.”

There was an old graveyard in the im-
mediate vicinity of the camp, and it oc-
curred to him that the ghosts of the de-
parted might have been disturbed by
their intrusion. For once the poet was

_partially right. The sound which was

* mot unlike that which would be made by
& visitor tapping at the door of the tent,
was the rustle of the leaves of the old
elm, whose arms almost hung over the
«pot where they lay.

The graveyard at Harding’s Point is on
& pleasant eminence above the landing,

and borders on thes river. Nature made
the spot a beautiful one but of late years
it has been sadly neglected. The lands
on this side of the river for a consider-
able distace above and below the Point,
weer originally granted to John Sher-
‘wood and this is the inscription on the
simple stone that marks his grave,
JOHN SHERWOOD,
Died June 26, 1800,
AGED FIFTY TWO YEARS.
Very many of the graves in this old

burial place are unmarked, some of:

which are doubtless of a remoter date
than that of John Sherwood.

Other inscriptions which were pointed
out to the GAzrTTE representative are as
foilows :—

To the memory of :
JANE ORKNEY,
wife of
ALEXANDER MATHER
Who died the 21st of April, 1824,
AGED 52 YEARS ;
Also of her gon
DAVID MATHER, ESQ., NEREPIS,
Who died 7th October, 1839,
AGED 49 YHARS.

JAMES CLARK
A mative of Dumfries-shire, Scotland.

Died , 1875,
AGRD 78 YEARS.

In memory of
JANE 8. BUCKLEY,
Born March 15, 1855. Died Jan. 13, 1885.

Thou wast too pure, too frail a flower
To bear the many cares

That cluster round the path of youth,
Inereasing with thy years;

Thy Master’s summons came for thee.
E?re youth’s bright morn had passed,

To dwell with him in Paradise
A welcome, happy guest.

In this graveyard the resting place is
pointed out of Wm. Kerrigan, his wife,
five children and two Women, all of whom

while laboring under an attack of insani-
ty thirty-five or forty years ago. After
the tragedy Kerrigan wandered down to
the river and perished from exposure.
It is said the murderer and his victims
were buried together on’ the same day.
Their graves are unmarked, but this, the
most terrible tragedy in the history of
the prevince, will never be forgotten by
those who knew the murderer or his vie-
tims. .

Btill the painter paints, the phileso-
pher philosophizes and the poet and the
fox terriers amuse themselves as best
they may.

<

Katy Glean Brown.

Thou art gone to that land where the dumb shall
sing,

Where the lame shall walk, and the weary shall
rest, g

Q’er the river of death, as with angel wing

the west,

To repose on her Saviour’s breast.

Why weep for the weary at rest.
Three times on thy death bed with upward gaze
Thou did’st stop id the *midst of a moan,
And I saw in thine eyes, by their mystic glage
That three visions to thee had been shown,

Three scenes from that land of the blest,—

‘Why weep for the weary at rest.
Oh flower of my heart, mygirlhood’s firat care,
These words will come as a check to my grief
When alone on the past I reflect, till there
Seems nought in this vale where life is 80 brief

But trials our faith for to test;

Why weep for the weary at rest.
Why weep for the weary, when eye hath not seen,
Nor ear hath heard, nor heart hath conceived
The glory of that great hereafter serene; .
Wkich all shall ece. when from this life relieved.

"Tis, surely with our loved one best—
Why weep for the weary at rest.

Then we lay thee aside, the flower of our home,
That hath bloomed in our *midst for years,
And when out in this world, alone we may roam
We will see thee again through our tears—
Bee our bright cloud in the west—
Why weep for the weary at rest.
Fannia Haxirrox.

Thy Will Be Dene.

Thy will be done :
Beneath Thy chastening rod,
While all our pride lies humbled in the dast,
We bow the head, and own that Thou art God,
All-mercifnl and just.
Thy will be doze!

Thy will be done,

Though o’er our hearth apd hearts
Doath’s spgel epreads the shadow of his wings,
Theugh sorrows deepen as the day departs,

And morn no gladnees brings,
Thy will be dove!

Thy will be done :
For still beyond our sight—

Abeve the clouds and earthly shadows drear—
Shine the sweet beams of everlasting light
That shew Thy purpose clear.
Thy will be done !

Thy will be done
On earth as ’t is in Heaven :
Teach us a holy fuith to say that prayer,
Tiil from our teils and griefs release be given,
To join our loved ones where
Thy holy will is done |
W. P. Dovs,

The Brook and Maid.

I knew a brook most fair to see :
That laughed and danced right merrily.
Like light its leap

From rocks to deep
Of sweet pools, wooing it to stay
And bide & mountain-stream alway.

I knew a maiden fair to see
With blithe ways full of witchery.
5 ‘0 maiden pure,
True lover endure!”
Sang True-love. wooing her to stay
And bide in love’s content alway.

I knew a brook that snni:o" Igo!”
Almaid that laughed at Love, * No, no | "’
Ab, bitter day;
hen, far away,
The brook sobbed lost within the sea:
The lost maid moaned : ““O wo is me | "’

BoGar L. Waxmuan.

NEWS OF THE WORLD.

'PICKED UP EVERYWHERE.

Odd Items that are Overlooked by our
Contemporaries, 1

-

b

It has been decided thatin fature lock-
ing on all the St. Lawrence canals and
the W-lland canal shall only be discon-
‘tinued on Sunday between the hours of
8 in the morning and 9 1n the evening.

Snow was plainly visible until Tuesday
last on the South Western slope of Mt.
Katahdin. The old mountain still pre-

sents a rather frigid appearance.

Policeman Dayvis; of Biddeford, Me.,
was driven 'almost frantic the other day
by a rat running up his trousers. After
Jumping about the room for & minute or
80 and calling upon invisible help tosave
him, the terror stricken officer dislodged
h}ils tormentor and sank exhausted into a
chair.

It is reported that a package received
at the dead-letter office in Washington
last week contained the scalp of a white
Woman stretched out on a bent willow

were murdered by him at Land’s End, Th

She has passed sweet ehild through the gates of

frame. The hair was long and dark,and
the scalp had evidently been removed
hastily. It is supposed that some one is
“out” a rather ghastly curiosity.

Few people in our Stute enjoyed a bet-
ter dinner than was served to the patients
at the Insane Hospital on the Fourth of
July. Four hundred and five unds of
fresh salmon with good vegetables, and
ice-cream in abundance, were sent into
the several halls. Lemonade was also
sent to the boarders during the day.—
Bangor Commercial.

Mr. and Mrs. Herbert Strattcn, “faith
cure specialists,” were charged before the
magistrate at Toronto recently with ob-
taining money under false pretences from
Mrs. Thomas, who paid them for going
through certain contortions or antics to
produce a cure of heart palpitation and a
crippled Jeg from which she suffered.
€ magistrate fined the male defendent
$75 or three months, and the female
member of the firm was directed to pay
$50 or to go to jail for thirty days.

Prince Krapotkine a man of learning
and culture thinks that with s system of
cultivation similar to that practiced by
the French market gardeners, enough
would be raised off the land to support
comfortably one thousand human beings
to the square mile. According to. this
computation Great Britain and Ireland,
throwing out one-sixth of their area as
unproductive, could support a population
of one hundred millions without import-
ing one pound necessary to their susten-
ance, while the soil of the United States
could be made to yield enough to sustain
three thousand millions of human beings
or twice the present population of the en-
tire world. \

The philosopher who edits the North
Star at Presque Isle wrote the following
essay on strawberries last week: The
first strawberries are in the market at
big prices. Our relations with the straw-
berry are a good deal strained when it is
selling at a cent a berry.

There is a doctor in Portiand, Me., who
evidently intends to be prepared for any
emergency. He has a cane which is es-
Eecially useful to his profession. Itis a

amboo rod, having a half-tube shaped

receptacle within. There are small vials
of ammonia and morphine, and needles
and thread and other surgical articles in
the concave side of this.

A State contemporary speaks of the
shooting of Alex. McKenney in Monson,
July 3, as “the latest Maine murder.”
As a matter of fact there has been one
since that date, and possibly more.
Hardly a day passes that a murderous
assault or murder outright is not com-
mitted in this State. *Third-rate punish-
ment for first-rate crime is beginning to
tell.—Bangor Commercial.

It is announced by the Health Depart-
ment of New York city that no sick per-
son need suffer for want of a doctor. In
every police precinct there will be aphy-
sician ready

at all times to minister to
the sick, free of charge.

By visiting the
nearest station-house and presenting the
case, a physican will be assigned. Me-
dicine can be procured at any of the city
dispensaries on a prescription from a

physician of the summer corps.

Miss Gertrude Hutchins and Miss M.
Smith,two women who have been viewing
the mountain resorts in northern parts of
California arrived in Sacramento a few

days ago and viewed the sights of the
capifal city. They are accompanied by a
large dog which they call Sullivan. They
carry pistols and blankets, and sleep
wherever night overtakes them. They
now propose to travel over the southernm
part of the State, with the avowed object
of writing a book. They refuse to tell
whence they came, but ‘some say they
are residents of San Francisco, while
others think they are two eccentric resi-
dents of Plumas county.

Pasqualo di Giacomo, an Italian with a
red moustache, who looks like an Irish-
man, has eloped with Miss Margheretta
Murraffino, the voluptuous daughter of
the King of Little Italy, who is the
wealthiest Italian in the district. The

girl, before her departure, stole $400 in
cash which her father had placed in a
trunk, and he has sworn out a grand lar-
ceny warrant for her arrest. He does
not want her, he says, only his money.
It is believed that the couple went to
Kansas City or Pittsburgh.

The new clock just placed in the tower
of the Glasgow University is a tremend-
ous affair. The main wheels of the strik-
ing and quarter trains are twenty inches
in diameter. The weight of the hammer
that strikes the hours is 120 pounds, and
it is lifted ten inches. There is an auto-
matic apparatus attached to the clock
which stops the quarter peals at night
and starts them in the morning. The
pendulum is of zinc and iron, to counter-
act influences of temperature. The bob
of the pendulum is cylindrical, and
weighs 300 pounds, and the heat is 13

seconds.

THE ARIZONA “KICKER.”

Fresh Society and Other Xtems from a
Unique Journal.

We extract the following items from
the latest issue of the Arizona Kicker :

“IMPORTANT Norice.—We shall next
week begin the publication ef a weekly
column devoted to society gossip. The
meyements of society people, balls, par-
ties, visits, &c., will be chronicled as far
as gpace will permit, and this will ke done
without increasing the subscription price
of :te Kicker, which is $2 a year, in ad-
vance. We ’hope to receive the assistance
of the ladigs in this enterprise. When
anmything occurs let them send us an out-
ling of it, say as follows :

“On Wednesday evening last Mrs.
Chuck -A. Luck received a few friends at
ber; elegant abode on Coyote avenue.
Seven-up and old sledge were indulged
in (s well as whiskey punches) until a
latg hour, and the guests departed to
the#r homes in the happiest mood. There
are no flies on Mrs. Luck. Her former
expfrience in Chicago as a hash-slinger
in a{cheap hotel fits her to play the part
of hpstess to perfection.”

“LLEFT FOR THE SEAsHORE.—Sunday even-
ing last our friend and fellow-townsman,
Col. Bivans, left for the Atlantic seaboard
to spend the heated term among his old
frignds.

“He was accompanied by a detective,

to see that he did not lose his way.

“It is said that he will stop off at Sing

Sing for a time.

“The Colonel left in a hurry, and had’

no tifme to bid his friends good-by. We

wish him bon voyage, and hope the sea

breezes will do him good.” b
“Liazs AT Work.—The liar is still with

EDGAR L. WAKEMAN,

' THE FOUNDER OF THE CURRENT,

|
Is Interviewed by a Gazette Represen-
. tative.

It is & question if any of our summer
vigitors more thoroughly enjoy the holi-
days that they spend here than the
“literary fellers,” who make it a point to
putin print, once or twice during their
lives, the impressions evoked by a tour
through the Maritime Provinees. Ameng
the first to visit us was Louis L. Noble,
with a company of artists, whe landed
on Grand Manan and were so enraptured
by the magnificence of its scenery that
they spent an entire summer on the

us, and his venomous tongue is still at
work. He has, as his latest transaction,
covered the town with the report that we
attended Mrs. Maj. Gordon’s birthday
party without a shirt on, and in'a coat
borrowed of Sol Jackson, the livery stable
mani

“It is an infamous calumny !

“If is a lie steeped in malice!

“Tt is & slander worthy of the days of
Nero !

“We not only wore a shirt, but we had
another at the office.

“Wiz.not only did not borrow Sol-Jack-
son’s coat, but we wore one which we
have owned for fourteen years. We be-
lieve this lie emanated from the Widow
Stevens, who set her cap for us and got
left. We are tracing it home and the
authoress of it had better be prepared to
skip.”

“ArreMPTED Surcipk. — On Saturday
evening last old Bill Towner, whose
drunken carcass has obstructed every
gutter in town by turns, got an idea that
he would be better off in heaven. He
therefore went down to the bridge and
rolled himself into the river. It was the
first tumbler of water he had struck for
thirty years, and it made him lonesome
to get back to whiskey. Some people
heard his yells, and supposing. that he
was somebody worth saving, they hauled

Island. Then Fred Cozzens, an eminent
New York wine merchant, who handled
a charming pen, and was one of the
favorite writers in the old Knickerboker
Magazine, made a journéy through N. B.
and N. 8, and got stranded in Cape Bre-
ton where ke wrote some of the funniest
chapters in “A Month Among the Blue
Noses.” Then Dudley Waraer sprung on
the world his “Baddeck and that sort of
Thing;” Arlo Bates, his romance of
Campobello, and Mrs. Reeves published
her charming stories of life in the
provinces, Other writers have visited
us whose notes, frequently illustrated,
have graced the pages of “Harpers,”
“Scribners,” the “Century,” “Woman,”
and other magazines, as well asg the
columns of the leading newspapers of
the country; still ethers are constantly
arriving among us, of our country and
ourselves, each of whom hag something
new to say.

About & month since the GazBrTE Ob-
served the following among the editorial
paragraphs in the Beok Record:—

.Among the names that are not born te
die in the literary world, and whose
fame is steadily Increasing, is that of
Edgar L. Wakeman, founder and former
editor of the Current. His articles are
among the contributions of highest merit
which grace many of the leading journals
of the country. There is a acefulness
and beauty in them of wondrous excel-
lency. All honor to the writer whose
articles will live, and whose nawme will
retain an immortality of renown.

The writer was not wholly unacquain-
ted with Mr. Wakeman’s work, much of
which he greatiy admired, and when he
observed his mame among the arrivals
at the Royal about a week since, he re-
solved to avail of the opportunity to make
his personal acquaintance. )

Mr. Wakemanis a middle-aged gentle-
man, engaging in manners and a ready
conversationalist, and to gratify the
writer's euriosity, he proceeded togive him
a sketch of his literary career which was
at times humorous and at times pathetic.
In the space allotted to this article it is,
of course, impossible to do more than
teuch lightly upen a few of its notable
incidents. The father of Edgar L. Wake-
man was eminently practical in all his
views of life and its duties, and when his
son, at the age of eighteen or 80, placed

him out. We hope ‘he will try it again
soon. He spoiled the water for twenty-
three miles down stream, and it’s no

wonder he is ashamed to show his face
on the streets up to date.”

“It Horrs "EM.—The show of live ads.
which the Kicker is now making hurts
some of the newspapers in this locality
awfuly bad. The Bullwhacker and others
are charging us with procuring our ads.
by threats ahd intimidation. It is a
monstrous lie. Business men advertise
with us because they know that we afe
reaching out after a circulation of 100,000
copies, and that we have already booked
134 names towards it. We drop into a

in his hands a volume of Poems of which
he was the author, he was astonished
and grieved. He wasg astonished that
one bearing the name of Wakeman
should so demean himself; grieved be-
cause he had mapped out for the young
man an honorable career, and he saw in
the volume a serious obstacle to his ad-
vancement. Writers of Dpoetry, in his
opinion, were drawn from the ne’er-do-
well’s of the world, and writers of prose
were little better. Thig being the case
it is'mot to be wondered at that the older
Wakeman remonstrated with his son,
and finally, after enjoining him to aban-
don poetry, advanced him $1,000, with

business house in a business way, ex-
plain the advantages of advertising in a
paper like the Kicker, and seldom go
away empty-handed. While it may have
happetied that non-advertisers, like old
Cobb, ithe grocer, and dead-beat Smith,

the driggist, have had their records pub-
lisied and been shown for what they
were, it was only a coincidence. Let the
jackals howl! We know our gait and
propose to keep right along.”

Come IN.—Will the individual who
telegraphed the St. Louis papers the
other day that we had been cowhided by
& woman please call and see us at an
early date? We want to tell him what
we think of his conduct and then break
him in two.

“The only foundation for such a sland-
er was the fact that the Widow Briggs,
who runs a cross-eyed eating house on

Arkankas Alley, called upon us to say
that the Kicker had belied her. She had
a whip in her hand. We offered to apo-
logize, and she playfully hit us about the
shoulders. Some base-horn hyena at
once wrote out a sensational despatch

and hurried it off, calculating to do us all
the harm possible. We have camaped on
his trail, however, and when sure of his
identity will make his heart ache.”

‘ Undeniably True.
]

“I bave nsed Dr. Fowlers Extract of
Wild Strawberry and found it & sure cure
for summer complaint. I was very sick
and it cured me ‘entirely.” Alexander

W. Grant, Moose Caeek, Ont.

which te lay the foundation to a career
in which literature should have no part.
Young Wakeman accepted the thousand
dollars (but twelve copies of his volume
had been disposed of ) and joined the
army, in which he served until the close
of the rebellion, all the time corres-
ponding with various newspapers in the
east and west, where he became known
28 a terse and graphic writer.

In 1867 Mr. Wakeman found himself
in Rochester, N. Y., where he joined a
theatrical troupe, as general utility man,
at a salary of nine dollars per week, still
writing for the papers, “which,” gaid Mr.
Wakeman, “no man who had once got
into the net is ever ready to abandon.”
He was soon prometed to the position of
walking gentleman, at fifteen dollars a

week, but his people, learning of the pro-
fession which he nad adopted, insisied
upon his abandoning it, as he had poetry,
and his last appearance upon the mimic
stage soon followed. After remaining at
home & short t:me, Mr. Wakeman went to
New York, where a chequered existence
culminating in despair, was succeeded by

an appointment a8 correspondent of the G

Louisville, Ky., Courier-Journal. Here
he had an opportunity to do literary
work, and his work was liked. His career
was opening before him:: propesitions for
the purchase of his writings came to him
from every quarter. 3

“People thought me brilliant,” said Mr.
Wakeman with a smile, “but I was no

more brilliant than any one slse, It was

work that made my writings acceptable,
and I worked like ——, Then people
wanted to make a money grub of me.
Thkey thought there was room in Chicago
for a first class literary magazine, and I
started the Current, the first number of
which was issued on Christmas day, 1882,
But there was a tleeping panic in the
west from 1882 till 1885; business men
had all they could do to keep themselves
afloat, and that was sometimes more than
they could do. I treated my contributors
right, put $100,000 into the publication,
and finally, worn out by the editorial and
business management of the concern,
abandoned it and left the city, because
of a liability of $1,000 which I was unable
to meet at maturity. The Current was
then a good investment at $200,000, and
the next day after I left $20,000 were
pledged te tide me over my difficulties if
I would return, but at the time I was in
the wilds’of Northern Minnesota, so com-
pletely prostrated that I could not have
returned, even kad my friends been able
to communicate with me.” A period of
Mr. Wakeman’s life that succeeded is a
blank. He lived for a time with a
wandering band of Gipsies, and finally
set at work and wrote an alaborate his-
tory of the Gipsies in America, which is
now injpress. The New Yerk World
says:— ,

Edgar L. Wakeman, whose life among,
and close study of, the Romany entitles
him to be ranked as highest authority
upon Gipsies, furnishes from time to
time, many interesting facts in regard to
their progress in this country. He states
that in Chicago thereis a clergyman who
was born a Gipsy. A member of the
Fenmsylvania Leslslature has the same
origin. In Canada there are fifty emi-
nent professional Xeople who are of the
Bohemian race. prominent civil en-
g{ineer on a Southern railway is a Gipsy.

r. Wakeman says thatin New York
Gity are half a hundred Gipsies, several
of whom are worth upward of 3100,000
apiece. A Boston lawyer in good prac-
tice is 2 Gipsy. A San Francisco cafe is
owned and conducted by a Gipsy, who is
very rich. In Indianapolis is & physi-
cian in large practice, who passes as an
Englishman. He was born in s Yetholm
Gipsy camp. One of the wealthiest resi-
dents of Washington is a Gigsy. Certain
business men in Richmond and Balti-
more have the same origin. Henry Stan-
ley, of 8t. Paul, owns property worth over
$40,000. ' The Cooper family, of East
Somerville, Boston, are worth $250,000.
Uriah Wharton owns $200,000 of real es-
tate in NewhYoc;-k. Ia Canada the anixount
of prope eld by Gipsies is very large.
Half a million dollars’ worth of proparty
in and near Dayton, Ohio, is owned by
Gipsies. ‘In Milwaukee, Elias Brewer
owns $50,000 worth.' of pmf)ert “In
short” says Mr, Wakeman, “I make it as
a statement of fact that I could £ll
columns with names and addresses and

roperty estimates of nearly a thousand
ipsies in this country whose combined
wealth would exceed $50;000,000.

Thus is it that the Gipsies have he-
come an interesting race to the student
of sociology. Their advancement and
%rosperity are not s pposititious. The

ipsies are becoming 111 reality an im-
egrtant part of the com:uunity. As Mr.

akeman hints, seme da the busy po-

litician w'll be scurrying ahont to catch
the Gipsy vote.

Mr. Wakeman, after a time dsified
around to Portland, Me. where he dis-
covered the graves of N. P. Willis, and
his sister, Fanny Fern, and got delighted

with the city and all of nothern New
+England. Thence he went, by schooner
| to Cuba, where he was employed as cor-
respondent ef the Chicago Kews, and be-
came thoroughly imbued with the great
warm life of the people, rejuvenated in
health and assumed the position to which
he wasentitled in the world of literature.

Mr. Wakeman’s sketches of the Mari-
time Provinces will be looked for with
no small degree of interest. He is a
keen observer, with a delicate fancy and
a facile pen. He is diligent and con-
scientious’and stands at the head of Am-
erican magazine and newspaper corres-
pondents. Aside from his “ Gipsies in
America,” He has two romances in course
of publication the scene of one of which
is laid on the New England coast, and it
i8 not unlikely but that he will be short-
ly engaged on a story of our own Acadia.

GOING TO PERBITION,

A Boston Man Thinks there are Plenty
of Heathen at Home.

At the session of the (fhristain Endea-
vor Convention in Chicago, July 7th,
Edward 8. Niles of Boston asked what
was thé use of discussing foreign missions
when there were 10,000 foreign infidels
and idol worshippers landed on our shores
every month. There was ample room for
foreign missionary labor right in- the
United States. Boston, with 600,000 peo-
ple, had no more than 25,000 members of
Protestant churches; New York, with 2,-
000,000 people, had less than 90,000 Pro-
testants, and Chicago, with 800,000 people,
had fewer than 100,000 Protestants. There
were 2,860,000 people in these three cities
who do not attend our churches. Why,
then, should they go to India or China or
ermany or Italy to preach the Gospel ?
It the Bible is ‘true, those who do not
believe on the Lord Jesus have r
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