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St. Maur ordered the men to stand out for her, I 
and when near enough, to hail her. They did| 
so, and the brave captain, who was never known 
to show signs of fear, actually stumbled, and 
was near fainting when the answer came to his 
ear :

“Captain E Igarton has been murdered !

wish 1 could have seen him once more ; but
I will not detain you long.”

“Will you remain here, then, until I call 
for you?"

“( Certainly."
St. Maur left her, and went on deck to

was inexpressibly sad. He knew not if 
Olive 11 chestor would care if she should 
never see his face again. His stay must 
ne essarily be short; and if he would know 
his fate, it must be important that he should 
tell the story of his love for lier as soon as 
she should reach her home.

To one as reticent as himself, it was no 
en y task to broseh a. subject upon which 
he wasko wholly in the dark, as that of Miss 
Rochester’s feeling in regard to himself. 
By no chance show of affection had she 
ever intimated that she felt fur him any- 
thing save the calm courtesy and serene 
trust in his hnor which all must feel to
ward a man like St. Maur. At all times 
and from all people, ho received this cour
tesy and this trust.

“Listen, then. You know Edgarton, who 
sailed a fortnight since. He was my particular 
friend. We have been in port together often, 
and were constant companions. We were hop- 
ing to meet again, as I was to sail soon after 
him. But last night and the two preceding 
nights, I was tormented by ugly dreams about 
Edgarton, which have left an impression on

HATTTERS r’s California Vinegar 
ly Vegetable preparation, 
i the native herbs found 
res of the Sierra Nevada 
fornis, the medicinal pro- 
are extracted therefrom

Joetry.

THS FIRERMAN’S WIDOW.

Down on the sands when the tide is low, 
1 J sit and dream of the “long ago;"

The children play al their mother’s feet,

superintend the arrangements he had sag- 
ge-ted. When all was done, lie guide I theA What brig is that? . lady to the deck, from which all traces of

The mate caught up the speaking-trum-
of Alcohol. The question 
ked, “What is the cause 
dsuccess of Vmroan Brr- 
wer is, that they remove 
se, and the patient recov- 
They are the great blood 
giving principle, a perfect 
avigorator of the system.

And the chime of the waves is brushed and my mind that I cannot rid myself of. There 
sweet; were strange confused scenes, in which his was

the recent tragedy had been hastily rem •- 
ved, an I where she took leave of the mde. 
In a few in in nts she was on hoard the

pot which his captain had dropped, and 
answered :

"The Ariadne—St. Maur master."
"For God’s sake, come on board the baric!"
Stunned and shocked as he was, St. Maur 

managed to leap into the b at and gain the 
leck of the Arabella. What a sight mat 
his eye ! Thore lay his friend, the lifeblood 
poured out like water on the dock; and 
aroun I the boly stood several of the crew, 
with faces blanched to the hue of death. It 
was horrible, indeed.

"Wh > has done this frightful deed ?" he 
aske I, in a voice that strove to be firm, but 
trembled with emtion which could not be 
controlled.

The men pointe 1 to two of the crew who 
were la led to one of the masts, and were 
heavily ironed. One of the e men was a 
negro, lie was weeping violently, and 
shudere 1 whenever the seono on dock met 
his eye.

In the dim twilight that soon came on, 
it was fearful enough, indeed, for any be- 
holder. What must it be for one who had 
committed the deed, and was compelled to 
look upon the terrible evidences of his 
crime?

the prominent figure. Strife, and blood-shed, 
and death were all there ; and in each, Edgar-

But a voice drifts over the quiet shore. 
And whispers, "The sea shall be no more." . Vbrig, ail sailing quickly away, where she 

was unknowing of any greater disaster 
than the death of one she bad known so lit
tle while.

Not until she was comfortably situated 
and supper was over, did St. Maur reveal 
to her what had happened. Shocked and 
sorrowful, vet inexpressibly grateful for

ton had his part. I know not what it betokens, 
Down on the sands when the red light pales, but I feel that wherever he is, he is not safe. I 
lwit and watch for the fishers' sails ; I would give worlds to be assure I that nothing
And any heart throbs still with the old, old evil had befallen him; but the presentiment 

laite, is strong, and will not be controlled."
For the b at that will never come back again; “But it was only a dream, my dear fellow.

he history of the world has 
i compounded possessing 
alities of VINEGAR BITTERS 
k of every disease man is 
ire » gentle Purgative is It was only when lie parted from her at 

her own door that she showed emotion, and 
the kindly care St. Maar had taken to keep the sight of it sent a thrill this heart. He 
her in ignorance until now, and thankful never forgot her look, nor the clasp of her 
to be still under his protection, she could hand at that parting.
only express her sense of it by her tears. : When the Ariadna sailed from Porto Ri-

St. Maur had watche I her from the time co. Olive Rochester was the promised bride 
she had come on board. While they were or s. Maur. In her beautiful homo, six 
in the cabin of the Arabella, he was too ex- months afterwards, she became his wife. If 
cited to observe her at all. Now, he was we fail to give more than this passing re- 
ware that she was a very lovely woman. Cord, it is because the wooing was so calm 
Her face and figure, her quiet and molest and serene—so free from passionate emoti- 
demeanor, the interest which her, lonely on, that it needs no burning and fervid 
and unprotected state gave her, all awaken- words to depict it. And in the tranquil 
el an interest unfelt by him before The years that have passed since the meeting 
"Leila" about whom Stephen Millwood had of those two souls, St. Maur has grown into 
attempted to jest with him, was a protège the realization ofall his hopes of happiness, 
of the mother of St. Maur. There was no and can truly say, “How much the wife is 
attachment between them that could possi- dearer than the bride."
bly conflict with hi* marriage to another, | The murderers of Captain Edgarton met 
if h ■ hold find a per on suited to his f - with their punishment, when the bark ar- 
tidious taste. rived home. The negro affirmed to the
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But a new world waits fur my love and me, 
A world of peace—where is no more sea.

For God in good, and the gift He gave 
is held awhile by that silver wave;
Not lost, but hidden ;—I may not weep, 
While he is at rest in the solemn deep, 

And the voice of an angel speaks to me 
of the fair new home where is no more sea.

and like a thousand others, has no foundation 
for alarm. You will laugh over this with Ed
garton, when you arrive in port and find him 
there, unharmed, before you.”

| "Pray God I may, Steve ! If your prediction 
proves true, I will never trust to dreams again. 
J never thought myself superstitious, but this 
has really almost unmanned me. I dwell upon 
it constantly. Even through the foggy atmos-

;phere of this morning, I have had glimpses ofLines by a German Soldier,
1 horror that made me shudder ; and in every 
one of them, I have seen Edgarton’s face.”

“But see, Arthur, the fog has cleared away, 
and even so will the mists that have tempora- 
rily obscured your mind. Promise me that you 
will try to exorci e your demon, and till his 
place with some more agreeable object—Made
moiselle Leila, or any other that pleases you."

St. Maur tried to catch a ray of consolation 
from Stephen Millwood’s sunny temper, but in 
vain. Un board Captain Edgarton’s bark, the 
jaunty little Arabella, named after Edgarton’s 
wife, St. Maur had noticed, on the very morn- 
ing of sailing, a countenance which had sent a 
thrill of mingled disgust and h ir rt » his im
pressive nerves. He had even spoken to Cap
tain Edgarton, calling his attention to the al
most demoniac face ; but had failed in obtain
ing any other any other answer than the laugh- 
ing one of, "0, Priest is no beauty, I know; 
but he is not a bad fellow, I think. At any 
rate, he will not show me the wrong side of his 
temper but once. I am not such a tender- 
heartel chicken as you, St. Maur, and I should 
make nothing of stringing him as high as Ha
man, if I discovered any attempt to molest any 
one on board.”

Hence were engendered the distressing vi
sions that had so tormented St. Maur in regard 
to his friend ; and, after dreaming of the bark 
of Edgarton and the ugly-looking sailor, for 
three successive nights, St. Maur had become 
almost a victim to the embittered thoughts 
which, until now, he had kept in his own 
breast. -

St. Maur sailed on that day, notwithstanking 
his convictions that a storm was at hand; and 
the consequence was, that the brig was driven 
back again. A storm, such as seldom arises in 
the balmy month of May, came on, and the 
only safety lay in returning. There was a tem-

COMP, ix TIE HOSPITAL AT CORBEILLE, Nov. 1870.
When softly chime the evening belle,
My heart within my bosom swells,
Às in a dream away I roam, 
And see again my own dear home.

The lowly church once more I see.
The village, known so well te me— 
In evening sunshine, fair and bright,
There lies my home before my sight.

Towards my own small house I tread, 
The bells ring sweetly o’er my head.
It is the mother’s voice 1 hear !
She softly soothes my babe so dear.

With tender heart I hear her pray
-4 For me, lier husband, far away, 

And my sweet infant’s lisping cry 
Goes up to God beyond the sky.

<

St. Maur felt himself no urly unmanned. 
He had known an 1love ! Clip ain EIgart in 
i re a b. othe . And n w to fin I him thus As yet, the name and circumstances of last that the white man was the instigator 

his passenger were wrapped in mystery; of the crime, and compelled him, by dread- 
but this did not prevent St. Maur from ad- ful threats, to perform his bidding. God 

grief and indignation. But he felt called miring her as ho had never admired wo- alone knows! 
upon to make un effort, and he tried to bo lnan until he saw her. ------------— _________

O how could he bear up against it? Nev
er had he felt so completely overcome with

alone knows!

brave, and to look this dreadful matter in Before the evening was over, sho had 
the lace. regained her composure sufficiently to ex-

The mate, who Lad received several hea- plain her situation. 2
vy blows in defence of his captain, and who Rochester, the daughter of a West Indian, 
was suffering greatly in consequence, called a merchant, who had recently died. Her 
him aside, to confer with him privately. mother had died long before, and Olive had 

He informe! him that be did not feel se- been under the care of a governess. Mr. 
eure as to the character of an other whom Rochester had made it his dying commun 1 
they had on board. This mum, with the that Olivo and the governess should go to 
white man now lashed to the mast, was ta- Unite I States, where her mother was born 
kon from a wreck a week before. They and where he supposed some of her friends 
had also saved from the wreck a lady, who were still living. They had embarked 
he hoped was in ignorance of the drealfal flOm Porto Rico in a vessel bound to Bal- 
affair on deck. .She was in the cabin, and timore : had encountered heavy gales, and 
ho trusted she was sleeping, and would not were taken from the wreck by the Arabel- 
come on deck until all vestige of the deed la. Only one man was saved. The poor 
was removed, » go verness, whom she could not mention

“And do, for Heaven’s sake, Captain St. without tears, was too ill and frightened to 
Ma ir, transfer the la ly to your I rig; for boar up under the hardship she was under- 
there is everything here to terrify her im.v going, and had died the night before. Mis: 
gination, and I am too weak to offer her Rochester was more courageous than her 
such protection as she needs, friend; but when she saw her committed

St. Maur promised to convey her to the to the waters, she, too, lost all presence of 
1rig as soon as the darkne is should hide mind and gave herself up.for lost, until the 
the dock from her sight ; als > to put on | welcome sails of the Arabella caught her 
board the bark two strong able men capa- 
b.e of standing by him, in case of further 
mutiny. He decide 1 to send the bark to 
the port from which sho had Failed, in or-

low Jons lost His SUIT OF CLOTHES.— 
John Brice is a young man in the bloom of

Her name was Olive youth. He dosen’t live in St Louis, but he 
was in that town on a visit recently. Stroll
ing along the lerce at the foot of Locust 
street about eight o’clock in the morning, 
his attention was called to the rather de
monstrative actions of a fellow who picked 
up something from the sidewalk just in 
front of John. The fellow seemed to bo

Alas ! tis but a dream. I roam 
In foreign land, far, far from home.
Oh, wife most dear 5 what joy ‘twould be
To kiss once more my child and thee 1

immensely tickled over his find.
"What’s that?” says John.
"It’s a $23 gold piece."
“No; is that so? Is it good?"
“1 don't know. Let’s ask this merchant.” 
The two accordingly inquired of another 

man leaning in a door-way close by, and 
whom the tinder pronounced to be a “mer- 
chant."

The merchant said it was good. He 
wished he had a bushel of them.

Mr. Brice thereupon asked what the find
er would take for it. lie had a bundle un
der hi.arm containing a suit of clothes for 
which he paid 818.75. He offered it for the 
gold piece.

THE: CRUISE OF THE ARIADNE.

BY RICHARD FAULKNER

A LONG low line of ragged coast lay half en
veloped in fog, one May morning, years ago. 
The mists were rolling off the green hills above 
the sea, and the air was full of the rich scent 
of apple blossoms, from the orchards beyond. 
A light breeze stole up softly from the west- 
too softly, as yet, to fill the sails of the trim lit
tle brig that stood outward bound. At inter
vals. the fog was pierced, for a moment, with a 
bright ray from the sun; but its flimsy curtains 
close 1 again, as if to warn the commander not 
to trust the deceitful ray. The sails loosely

eye. Worn out by suffering, she had slept 
away most of the time after she was resell The other man wanted three dollars “to 

boot." They finally settled on a dollar, and 
the lucky fir. lor departed with the new suit. 
Mr. Brice depitel for his hme in Dyers- 

“And, strangely enough, Miss Roches- Larg, Ten, last evening. His “twenty” 
ter," said St. Maur, “I am bound for the "...........  1-

ed, and even the unusual noises on board
the bark, on that fatal afternoon, had failed 
to arouse her benumbed senses.der that the prisoners might bo secured in 

jail at once.
The mate, or rather, captain, as he now 

was, agreed with him as to the necessity of 
so doing.

flapping, seemed to answer the appeal, and to pest—a dark rainy sea, dense gloomy clouds 
declare that some time must yet elapse before overhead, and the Ariadne came back. spiel-mark.

port from which you sailed. Do you wish 
to see home so soon ?"

“0,1doinded ! It will seem so much bot-
the brig would "walk the waters." Again all a sailor’s superstition seized Cap-

On the deck of the brig a young man was tain St. Maur. It was an unlucky voyage that 
standing in the half careless, half commanding did not keep on its unbroken route. If St.

Being asked what made him so dirty an un 
washed street Arab’s reply was: “I was made"But 1 frankly confess to you," he said 

‘ that in my present state, i dread to. en- 
Maur did not rouse himself to soar above this counter the passage home, with such des-

tor than to go among strangers, in the worn I 
and listless state I am now in. Though Ir 
shall sadly miss my p or friend when I get 
there. Sie had been my compa ion from 
childhood, and was the only mother I everi

as they tell me, of dust, and I suppose it 
out.”

worksposition that denoted his authority. This was
Derate men on board ; and yet, 1 fear you 
will be seriously inconvenienced by losing 
two men from your crew, and I feel that I 
ought not to take them from you.’

"No," answe ed St. Maur. "My brig i- 
only on a cruize, and we shall soon be in a 
port where I can supply their plices. Do 
not distress yourself on that secount."

“Thank you, sir; and thank you, too, for 
taking the lady. I should have suffered on

Captain St. Maur, the commander of the little weakness, let us remember that greater me n
Bret Harte once worked for his board up in 

one of the Sierra valleys, but the old fellow he 
lived with thinks he hardly paid his way. "Do

brig, and half owner of the same. :than he have also proved themselves weaker
Low in stature and somewhat broadshoulder- than he.

ed, the figure of Capt. St. Maur was not one i But on the last day of May the brig sailed 
that generally pleases a lady’s eye; yet few anew. The sky was propitious, its blue dome 
could look twice upon the thoughtful and in- reflected in the sea below. The winds were 
telligent face, with its calm smile, the firm red fair, and the Ariadne danced upon the waves, 
lips enclosing teeth white as ivory, the wide amidst the glitter and glow of their shining sur- 
lr.w, with its wealth of glossy brown hair, and face. The eyes that watched her until she dis- 
the* pleasant blue eyes, that lighted up the appeared from sight, were those of maiden, 
whole, without feeling that ho was no common | mother, wife. The lips that had kissed the 
man, oven if his form were not of the Apollo beloved at parting sent up prayers to Heaven 
build. for their safe return. They were gone—but

The thoughtful face, however, wore, upon the every wave that rolled upon the shore would

knew.”
"But will you not carry out your fathers you see that fence?” said the old man to a par- 

wish in visiting tho United States?" ty of visitors lately, pointing to a stump and 
"Perhaps I may; but it will be some time bush affair around his garden, “Well, Bret staid 

before I shall have courage to try the occan. With me two year, en' ‘bout all he done was to 
again. Then my home is very dear to me help me build shat.”
desolate in it is. I should never have left 1,

can express. But it,had I been left to my own free will. And, Alady the other day meeting a girl who had 
I think I must wait now until [ ascertain I lately left her service, inquired, "Well, Mary 
if I have any relatives in Baltimore, who where so you live now?" "Please ma’am, I 
care to see mo. Besides, no one can take don t live nowhere, now,” rejoined the girl “I 
the place of my poor Juanita, in accom- au* married!"
panying mo on a voyage."

er account, more than
let me introluce you to her. / She must be 
awake now.”

They descended to the cabin. The lady 
was awake, and was about to ascend to the 
deck. She started at sight of the mate’s 
bruised head, but ho hastened to as lire her 
that it was nothing serious. Ho then told 
her, gently, that the captain was dead, and 
that Captain St. Maur’s vessel being better 
adapted for passengers, ho had thought it 
would bo pleasanter for her to take pass- 
age with him.

She was shocked at his news, but profess 
sod herself willing to do what her preser- 
vers thought best. , IIe then introduced St. 
Maur, who asked her if she would go on 
board imme liately.’

"When 1 have taken my last look at Cap 
tain Edgarton, I shall be roady,” was lier 
answer.

“I entreat you not to think of it,” said

morning we speak of, a graver look than was 
its wont. Something was busy beneath those 

* white eyelids, besides the care for the brig. The 
• yog lifted and cleared away—but not so did the

captain’s face. Tiat was still half clouded, as 
if there was some memory that disturbed, or 
some anticipation that knocked unpleasantly 
at the door of his mind.

• “You are grave to-day, Arthur," said his cou-
sin, Stephen Millwood, who had come on board

bring back their memories—every storm would 
wake new fear and dread in loving liearts for 
the dwellers on the sea.

It was near the sunset hour of tho fourth day 
of Captain St. Maur’s outward passage, that 
the man at the lookout called his attention to 
a bark, the wavering and unsteady, course of 
which had awakened his curiosity for some 
minutes. Sometimes approaching, sometimes 
putting about, as if to sail away altogether, she 
attracted the eyes of all on board. The cap 
tain raised his glass to his eye, but dropped it 
almost instantly.

"My God !" he exclaimed, “it is Edgarton’s 
bark !”

At the same moment, two or three voices re
peated the name of the bark. One man bad 
made two voyages with Captain Edgarton, and 
declared that it was the Arabella ; and Clark
son, the mate, was equally sure.

“I should think you would be ashamed to
Every day spent by St. Mner in tho soct- 1 pitch into that little boy,” said a pedestrian yes. 

ety of this charming girl deeponed the in- ‘ terday, as ho caught a big big boot-black cuff, 
terest ho and taken in her. Ilo was too ing a small news-boy, "Ye would bey?" sheer, 
thoroughly honorable, however to acquaint I ei the lad, as he gave his nose a wipe, 
her with any sentim ents he cherished to- think I’d go for a big boy and get all pounded
ward, her, save those of the greatest kind- 
ness an ! f. ie lines. She felt the delicacy 
and nobleness of his conduct toward her, 
and showel her sense of it by trying to ap
pear cheorful and even happy.

St. Maur had supplied himself with read- 
ing matter of the best and most refine 1 sort; 
and this was a source of untiring interest 
to both. Both, too, were skillfull chos- 
players, and this, too, helped to wile away 
the time. Each had inward griefs; but 
they strove to hide the pain that they in- 
dictel.

Up?"
When Rudolph Augustus was a little boy his 

parents were not quite decided as to whether 
they would make a President of him or send him 
over the water to marry into the royal family. 
He is now working in a saw-mill at sixteen doL 
lars a month.

An IIlinois editor bought his ink by the jug 
full, because ho could get it cheaper, but his 
wife went to fill the inkstand one morning and 
fund it wasn’t ink, by a jug full.

How true, as Dr. Johnson says, that “every 
man endeavors with his utmost care to hide

to bid him farewell. “Are you ill ? or lias the 
parting from Leila proved too much for you ?" 

“Don't jest with me to day, Steve ; L, cannot 
bear it- 1 have unpleasant thoughts which 1 
cannot conquer. 1 will make a clean breast of 
fl to you ; for a trouble shared is half cured, 
they say, And yet, it is foolish to disturb my
self with an idle dream, or-to repeat it to you 
either.”

“Say on, my dear fellow, «Perhaps I can com- 
f p+ you, somellow,”

St.Mmr. "The men are making prepara- 
tions to enclose the Ioly in spirits, and i. 
will be important that they shall do i 
peodily—” He hesitated to say any more. An I so tho voyage wore on, until the do 

tine I port came in sight. T i i came the 
thought that all this companionship might‘I am sorry. He was very kind and his poverty from others ind in. idleness from 

bloudly to me. 1.ogre: hl cat, qn.albo ended forever. Ty St. Maur this ilen, himseh.” ,The bark was now making signals of distress.t 4
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