-
&
3

(i —

A LEGEND OF »T. BASIL.

As related by s of the
‘sentary. " Tho last poem written by tho
late G J. Whyte-Melvile.

T?Jhnﬁ“d tromm mi.:t.hb.g‘o groy.

Ve 0 nr{ :

Basil, the picus, has gone to his cell

‘And flung him down on his knees to pray.
Poor his sj l‘u-it to bless or %
Fast und vigil have speift him sore,
And sleep comes over the holy man
he lays his w to the stone cold floor.

and v 0 oft
W aste the body but clear the mind,
urge the soul to soar alort, 3
And leave its coating of alt{ behind.
A cowl of s rge and a shirt of hair,
that lies in o heap where it fell,
With feet and hands and forehend bare,
Are all that is left in the lonely e+l
But Basil himself, assoiled and shriven,
Crowned with gold, in a robe of white,
His sorrows forgotten, his sins forgiven,
tilides a)))ve in & Innd of Jight.
Prophet, and witne. 8, and soluier o° Christ,
S1int apd martyr, in shining be. ds
Bid him refoice for the nolema trysy,
And gui 2 bim home with theur lovingThands—~
Leading him over the starry floor,
‘Where foot of mortal never hath trod,
‘rowm palnce to palace & d door to door,
Till they bring him stlast totoe Mother of God.
“Now welcowme, Basil] " Our Lady said,
“ Now wel ome, good 8t Basil | " said she,
“Bend thy body und bow thine hoad,
ForI trow thi,u seakest a boon from me.”
“A boon! x booa! Our Ludy dear,
war L v of 3ucior—a boon indsed!
And grant 16 r‘l‘.\ic y, for never, I fear,
¥iad idoly Ch rch so bitter a need ;
This Empéror Juiiun, af e to both,
'Gainst Gd ugd ma w his might provails,
Anltie A-ch-Apostite Lath sworn an oath
To tethes his hovse at our altar reils!”
“ QOut.and wgs!” Onr Lnly eried,
*1 he traitor harbors & foul design;
Now which of you all may orrand will ride,
And shiver & lance in th s quarrel of mine ?"
Then up and spuake a boll young knight,
Wus leaning apart on a silver shueid,
Fair of face, in an ar our bright,
With tho lilies of France on un azure flel 1,
Quoth he, Ly ber qua:rel the right I claim
To lay Quar Lady & lance in rest,
And I sw. ar by ths feit of my knightly fame
1> bury its 3a:ft iu the Bmperor's breast!”
Our Lady swmiled and straight there passed
From fu 'la [ r.;csl a uulylm?am,
08t in a bluzo of glory at lust
LAnd 10! S6. Ba.it aw ke from his drdam,
0 und fro, with the hour of prime,
Bwinag the bell ia the morning air;
Monk by tmonk at tue warning chime
i Creeps to his place in the house uf prayer.
But Basit, the plous, sits glone
And bents s breast in AhmE garprise,
A4 stares ot the niche, whero a statue of stone
Stands over against him, and ru-s his eyes
And doub is senses. Cuarven fair
In knightly guisé, 8%, Deunis, of France,
Btands, as ho stood for a century there;
But bis shield is sone, and so'is his lance!
He looks uzain 88 he stands to si g,
Ho looks agnin as he kyeoels to pray, :
And he suvs vo his hears, “A wiraculous thing
Hath ves 1 wrougat vy Qur Lady of Buccour to-
day

Y.
vow by the throns, whora sho sits in prida,
Of Ave Marins, vach a 830re
My brothors shull offer, ere eveatide,
asil, the pivus, ons hundred more
the vesper bell
for the close of day ;

o the

1 his accustom:

ayos ut & wond

i mpms complete,

shivld like o warrior knight !

dinted with bg:tle blows,

from gragp to haud,

od & hundred foes,

ted, and stained in red|

quoth Busil again,

jnine was of hewvenly birth;

s surely slaim

1 hiath been sy

peaking the

8 mui‘ed troad;
i nartial clang,

d on earth.”
ters rang,

Bteo by step, t

For a goodly knieht, wit

Strode to the altar and barad his head.
“Now, tell of tho tidings that brought thee here,
‘‘hou warrior bold from the Chris itn host;
Hath Holy Church with sword and spear,
A enged the Arch-Apostate’s bonst ?
Doth Holy Church in her right prevail,
By the i

oghy arm aud gauatleted hand,
ith the might of her saints in mail,
and treasures aud laud ?'
ea 1" th warrior said ;
C den to-day from a stricken field,
From fallou horses, und kuigltly dead,
The broken lance and the cloven shield ;
11 the infidel turn and fly—
a huro him well |—

n my sto-l
Man by man in therr
1 vow by Our Lady, my Lrothers in groy,
It had warmed your hoarts like u cup of wine
To have looked on the lances in level a:ray,
Pennon by pennon, and line by line;
To huve beard the cra-h when to it we went;
Plum=s wero falliug like flukes of snow,
Surcont and harness were riven und rent,
Knights were butfeting, blow for blow,
mhe war horse roded wud the pennon reslod,
5 ind A and soine wero sped;
battle field
1hered with dying snd strewn with dead.
or inildel host outnu.wbered us sore,
His shafcs foll th.ck ns & summeor.rdin §
The Christian spoars wore but one to a score,
Our bauner wus down and its bearer sluin,
Firm our faith, und our hewrts were brave,
* But néver were gnights so hard

o yet,
When out from our ranks a chiujpion rode

i an armour of proof, with a sitver shield
That shons in the sun, and his qognizance

showed

The lilies of Franee on an agure fleld,
1 trow 'twas a sight to see how fair

And knightly e laid his lance in rost,
As he ran u ¢ urse at the E.uperor there

And bore the Apostute throfigh the hreast |
Ho seomed an ungel shoathed 1n steal,

With helm «nd hauberk, buckler and lanoce,
And his voice rang out like s traompot

e

/

Listowel

!

Pt

2ID SHE KILL HERSELF?

Miysterions Death of a Young Girl From
Conl G
mient in Love Which Mighs fhave Led
to Her Despair.
(New York Herald,)

A romantic story ending in the tragic death
of ayoung Irish girl, recently arrived in this
country, was revealed yes through
official sources. Sarah McGurek, belonged
to a prosperous family in the town ol Mag-
hara, Derry, Ireland.  Being good looking
and modest, and besides being heiress to &
fortune of £100, she was regarded as an
eligible ‘“matoh” by the young unmarried
men of her aequaintance. The man of her
choice, however, was a certain dashing mem-
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contents were a profound mystery, but they
were all the worldly possessions of the
wanderer. The peckets at least pro.
duced the good effect of toning down,
to a certain extent, the velous ellipticity of
his legs; and in doing this they performed a
valuable service.

» Hollo ! - Who are you?” was the graff
demand of a porter employed ia the hotel, as
the stranger was picking his way with great
nicety up the broad interior stairs, as if afraid
of defacing the polished brass under bis ugly
boots.

* Baker,” promptly replied the man, in a
small, timid voice, coming to & halt, and
humbly toaching his hat.

The porter gazed at him with unbounded
wonder, as if uncertain whether he beheld an
emissary from Pluto or a foreruaner of the
millennium.

* Baker !

* Mine ?”

“ Yes."

The stranger was somewhat pnzzled by the
question, It was ontirely unexpected. He
looked vacantly around the ceiling, until hi
gaze rested upon a chandelier above him, §

Well, what's yourother name ?""

understand how he could put on his shirt
while his hands were chained.

;Your hands are not tied.” i
* This revelation was 80 un ab
almost starfled him. He nmud, and
palled ont one hand slowly, that a sudden
jerk might not eause the ckain to lacerate the
wrist ; for his movement was more an experi-
ment than anything else. He resumed his
shirt and hat, picked up the imaginary weight,
and followed his leader.

* What is your name?"

“ Hendred'n One.”

They were traversing the hall in the ser-
vants” quarter, when Baker suddeuly halted,
and ventured to say '

1 reckin you are in the wrong curryder.”
Heo was examining the ceiling, and the floor,
and the numbers upon the doors.

 No ! this is right,” ssid the gentleman,
Again Baker hobbled along in monoton-
ous shuffle, never varying the length of his
steps, and never releasing his hold on the
invisible weight. They halted at number
thirteen. Said Baker, with a shade of pity in
his voice for his new turnkey :

but, finding no in the p

colors of that ornament, his gaze wandered

to an oriel, in which there wasamocking-bird

and a hanging basket.

 Joss Baker—that's all,” he said atlength,

in his thin voice, and slow, earnest man-

ner.

“ What ! Don't kn>v your other nama ?”

“ No; Ireckon mot,” said Baker, after

a pausa, ** Ireckin it's jers Baker—that's
L

« Didn't they ever call you anything
else P
“ Me 9"
* Yes ; you."
Again Baker looked around tifl Le found
the chandelier, and then his eye sought the
oriel. Then he suddenly started asif an in-
visiblo something had struck him, and im-
mediately afterward reached down and felt
his ankles.
* Yes."
** What ?”
« Hundred'n One,” he sail at length,
gnietly, looking at his quostioner, with &
shade of fear and suspicion passing over his
face.
The porter was-troubled, and firmly believ-
ed that s live lunatic stood revealed before
him, He asked :
Where are you from ?"
“ Georgy."”
 What part of Georgia?"
Again was Baker at sea, and again did his
eyes seek the chandelier and the eriel.
 Jess Georgy—thnt's all," he fiually said.
“ What do you want here?"
« 1 want you to hire me,” he replied, with
a faint look of intelligent expectancy.
« What can you do ?"
« Oh, well, I'll tell yon. Most everything.”
* How much do you want?”
4 Me?"
“ Yeu."
* Want ?”
Wy
 Oh, about five dollars a day, [ reckin.”
The porter langhed coarsely.

he proprietor.”
»" asked Baker.

'm not

“The boss.”
“Qh, ain't youn? Well, I reckin he's a
white man then,” and ho seemed pleased with
bis oyn perspicacity. The porter had had
sufficient amusement, so he demanded, in a
brusque, insulting tone:
 Now, say —you get away from here guick !
You hen
Baker did not stir, but stared at the porter,
mortified and sarprised.
« (3et out, or I'll set tho dogs on you "
The look of mortification in Baker's face
deepened, bat he was not {righteped. 8till
he did not maye & muscle, with the exception
of glancing around as if looking for the dogs,
and then regarding his satiok.

o
‘When he shouted “Mountjoye nud'ﬁc Denis
for France !"
Doywn went the Emoeror, fairly slain,
naer bis horse he lay stack and doad ;
And the ti le of battle tarned again,,
myp Christisns coarged and tho infidel fed!
lll*ut_v is done. '1is yours to say
Ybur ua:dnight mass for the aid divine;
But far and fast [ have ridden to day,
And I pray ye wy brothors, n cup of your
wine !"
The cup of wins was strong and doep,
The i inight mass was sung and said ;
Monk by monk, ere he sank to slecp,
Patter.d a preyor in his bomely bed.
But Basil, the vious, remamned on his kuee®,
Never u jo thegood wan stirred;
vor he liftel u limb for eass,
Nor moved & finger n.r usteced a word,
For lo! at matins, on Jto of the bell,
Swift and silent an _angol passed ;
Aund Basil, the mounk, lay dead in hiscell,
And Buagil, the saint, was in hoaven ut last.
—Whitehall Review.

A MAN FROM GXORGI L.

(From the Californian.)
I.—Smapows AXD MEMORIES.

On a sveltering July day, a long and un-
gainly shadow, stretehing thirty feof upen the
grouud, crept noiselessly up anavenue leading
to a great summer resort. The sun was set-
ting, and its slanting rays ¢ wnsed the shadow
to assums the appearance of an anamorphosis
of ludicrous proportions. It was a oruel
caricature of the probabie cause of its exist-
enoce.

"The original of the long shadow was worthy
of profonnd study. He was a man, short and
stoop-shouldered. His hair was ragged and
dusty. His beard was straggling and scant.
His vieille clothing consisted of a braad-
timmnied. slouch hat, torn around: the rim,
worn'on the baok of his head, and covered
with dust ; a woollen shirt, a pair of cotton
pautalcous, the original color of which had
Jong since disappeared under a covering of
dirt, & pair of suspenders made of raw hide
strape, fastened to his pantaloons with wooden
pins, and boots that could be identitied as
such ouly by broad inference, inductive rea-
soning and exhaustive analoy, The difficul-
tios that presented themselves in establishing
n theory with regard to: the -nature of the
podul coverings affccted by this individual
arose out of the inadaptibility of the human
mind to a sudden grasping of subjects con-
cerning which there hal been no, previous
knowledge, by expericnce or tradition. The
foes turned up like twin canoes, and at tho
tips stood at least fourinches fromthe ground
They had no heels, but the plioss where they
dhould have been weraunder. the hallowa. u}
Phe nuhn's feet | “und” his ‘owr heel found
cosy ‘Pesting placé in tlie leithera' légs of the
boots. The boots themselves appeared to be
& pair of superannuated roues with a diaboliral
"xpren_sion: and while they could not haye
g«:n called disljona-t lygking hoots, they Were
yet pervaded Ly an aii of woakn, s that would
gaase g breaking down of rtavncher princ\plen
wnder eertyiv jnflvevecs U g hetpuyal of
ponfideuce for patent consideratjons.

The man's face was a golomn protest

gsinst bilarity. Io his oyt ird appearsnge
he had all the’ appurtenauces aod ~heredita-
mente of a natural mankood. He had life,
strength and an appetite. He had arms, legs.
& brain, the five senses and all the necessary
functious of a healthy organism. ¥et his
¥hole expression would at guee have aroused
gywysihE w8 heayt quickengd by thpse
fluer feelings whigh ally mankind $o th

ipgi or it wasa mixsure of El.ll!l'lillll@!!_.
gimpligity, confidence, fear, timidity, ignor-
ange, hgmility and honesty. His look was
vague snd ungertain, and scomed to be seaych-
ing, beartless, for & frisnd —g s:jent and ejo-
quant appeal fo npatyres thaj were stronger
aud minds that were greater ; s longing for
something indefinite, and poasibly nat upon
the face of the earth : apitiable, helpless look,
and one that would bring tears to the eyea.
He could not have been older than thirty-five
years, and yet his hair and beard were turning
gray, and his face was covered with wrinkles.
Occasionally he would maske a strange move-
ment as if to ward off a sudden and angry

©

blow ; but this might have been s nervous
Thera was no evidence that the

affection.

light of & far-reiching intelligence, illu-

minated, to any degree of rvefulgence, the
dark places in the man’s mind. Indeed,
there was little left but the bones from a

1+ Ain't you going, you crazy old tramn ? gt
lock you up and send for the Sheriff,” and the
porter rattled some keys in his pocket.
Tustantly a great horror overspread the
gountensnce of Baker from Georgia, He
looked wildly around as 1f to run, but seemed
to ba held to the spot by an imaginary weight
that clgng to his ankles. He took a singlo
step in Lis agitation, and sudddenly realiged
that no such encumbrance detajned him. He
shook off the ghastly hallucivation, and
sprang to the bottom of the stairs, just in
time to escape an imaginary blow aimed at
his head. His wholo appearance had changed.
Humility had given way to wild and inde
gonibable frar. The man had changed into a
beast that is haunted down forits life, aud
that clings desperately to existenge with a
tenaticy unequalled by a higher intelligonce.
He sprang throngh the door and reached the
ground in another, bound and gathered his
strength for an immediate escape from ter.
rors without a name,

“Stop there | called a stern voice.

Baker vbeyed instantly ; obeyed a3 does &
man long accustomed to the most servile
obedience—as does a dog that has been beaten
until his spirit is broken. He humbly bared
his head, and stood in the warm glow of the
fading light. meek and submissive. Fear and
torror had disappeared from his countenance ;

but Bakér wWAs no longer the
Baker from Georgia, who a few minutes
ago trudged along graveled walk after the

| lengthy shados. 16 voice that checked him
was not a kindly voice. It was thal of a sus-
vicions man, who believed he saw before him
a thief who had invaled his house; and was
waking off with the booty stared in yaluahle
assortments in aluple pookets. Yet his face
had » geaerous look, though anger made his
eyes harsh ; whereas in Buker's usually
expressiouless face there was recontly a
hungry look for something possibly unattain-
able, there wan nothing, when he wug brought
to & stand, but cmpty sorrow and complete
resignation. He had songhi a thing and had
not found it. He had bitten a rosy apple
and was ehoked with ashes. Even the mis-
guided boots seemed to evinca tokens of
submission, and showed their brass teeth in
silent acquiescence to the inevitability. Some-
how they looked not mear so rakish as for-
werly, and turned up their dusty faces to
snrvey the situstion with aimless, idle epr-
josity— indiffercut, patient, without a shade
of anxiety. 3

‘I'he two men surveyed each cther, anger
haying dlup{:red from the face of the one
tb give plroe to profound’ pity, the oflier re-
garding himh with mild docility.

 Come along with me,” said thegeutleman
to Baker. 2

Raker had heard the words before, and fol-
lowed quietly and tamely, with' kis dusty old
Lat in{ilii left band, and his head bowed more
than usnal. He walkeq sq glowly that the
gentleman turned to obserye him, an found
him moving laboriously, with his feet wide
apart, and his right hand grasping an invisible

ing that led his pi ss by

weighing down hii!‘(‘iﬂ'- They Were passing
the end of the hotel on their way fo the rear,
when they came neat a hitchiog post, in
which were driven a staple and ring. Baker
had been logking around for something, and
as the gentleman stopped near the qost. Baker

walked straight ug ta it withogt logking t
the tight of to thé left. l{n regehing {t hie
dropped the inyisible something ¢ at he car-

ried in his hand, laid his bat on the ground,
meekly slipped the raw-hide sugpenders from
his shqulders. ygbuttoned his ghirt. pylled it
off over kis head, and l;{l it an the grass
alangside his old hat. He then humbly em-
braced the past, and crossed his hands over
the ring, to which a chain was attached. }ie
laid his head against his right arm, pressing
his cheek against the post, and waited patient-
ly, without evey having ntered & pratest ar
looked an appeal. The ald boots looked up
into his sorrewful fage and sympathized with
him o his endlese afffictions,

His naked back glistened white. It was s
map on whigh were traced the bloody eruel-
ties of many years—a fine piece of mosale,
human flesh inlaid with the venom of the
lash. There were scars, and seams, and
ridges, and ghastly euts, that erossed and re.
crossed one another. There were brown

feast where Imbecility had held a greedy car- | patches, and gréen patohes, and pugple moles

nival on & ragout of reason. So strange and
unuatnral was the man’s appearance, that it

seomed as if Noture, in her efforts av uniyer
ghewed hi
i out, disgusted with the flavor.

* Jle cayried a knatty stick. qnd his
poukets were filled to

od digéstion? hat but ‘Balf
jen she eonfemptaously spit

such an exun%m

they made him appear very wide in the hips
snud very narrow in the shoulders. Their

surmounted by tults of hair, and “siakenisg
sores from whiob fesid exudations’and Izloody
corrupiion oozed. eri i i .
# Baker stood's6 patiently and uncomplain-
ingly that the gentléman ealled to him Rindly
* Pyt on your shirt” ' ° =
He proceeded to obey silently. but was evi-
dently confused and embarrassed atthe unex:
peoted turn that events had taken. He hesi-
tated at first, however, for he did not seem fo

“ Yes; but this is better,’ replied the
gentleman as he opened the door and Baker
walked in. The room was comfortably fur:
nished.

+ Hain't you yot it wrong?" persisted Baker.
* Lifer, you know. Hundred’n one—lifer—
plays off erazy—forty lashes every Monday.
Don't you know ?"

* Yes, I know.”

They gave him a good supper, and he ate
heartily. They persuaded him to wash in a
basin in the room, thongh he bagged hard to
bo allowed to wash at the pump. The door
liad been kept closed, but not locked. That
night the genjleman went to his room and
asked him if he wanted anything.

“ Weil, you forgot to take it off,” Baker
replied, pointing to his ankles. ‘The gentle-
mau was perplexed for a moment, and then
stooped down and unlocked and removed an
imaginary ball and chain. Buker seemed re-
lieved. Said the gentleman as Baker was
preparing for sleep :

« This is not a penitentiary. Itis my
house, and I do not whip anybody. I will
give you all you want to tat, and good clothes,
and you can go wherever you please.
Baker looked at him with vacant eyes. He
undressed, lay down, sighed wearily, and fell
agleep.

11.—Tae Praaug.

A stiffing Southern September sun beat
down upon the hills ard fields, and the
ripples of heat that constantly arose from the
baking carth imparted to the horizon a
trembling, shifting, quivering outline. The
Jeaves hung fainting, and bot, and still, and
panted for breath. The hogs were lying in
the cool brook, and the cows, standing in
shady places, shook their heads sullenly to
drive away the flies. Flowers hung their
heads with that drowsiness which foretells
death, and silently implored that the dews of
evening might fall. The thrush and the
mocking-bird were driven to their hiding
places, aud their songs were not heard in the
trees.

The hotel was crowded to its utmost capa-
city with refugees from Memphis. A terrible
scourge was sweeping through Tennessee, and
its black shadow was crawling down to the

Gulf o exico, through thelimestone regions
A ma. It was a parched and hungry
sconrge, and sucked the life blood of children,

while it mowed down gray heads, and strong
men, and lovely women.
1t crept throngh the apen daor and rattled
its dry bones ns 15 sat by the bedside, gnd
rubbed its hony hauds upon each other, and
hugged its bony arms acrgss its chest of naked
ribs, and shuffjed its bony feet in & mtl'\ng
death-danee upon the floar, and stared with
empty sogkets, aud grioged with ghastly
lenm{ of cheskless jaw, and rabbed its flesh-
less shins in solemn glee and chuckled until
its bones rattled, and its wheezy joints cracked
and creaked. It hid in the closet, and larked
on the stairs. It frightened children in their
play. It stole upon them in the night, and
terrified them 1n their dreams. It stretched
forth its trembling arms, and thousands were
swept away like violets in & atarm. It cgmie
in the night, and poisoned the bread
and  water. It stole away in the
darkness, and carried  in its skeleton
arms tho life of & cherished brother or a lov-
ing sister. 1t returned, and poisoned the
wilk that the dimpled babe drew from its
mother's breast ; there were white flowers,
and a tiny white coffin, and a mother's broken
heart. Still it was not satisfied. It breathed
upou the father, and he died. Desalation
and death were everywhere. The ouicast
died alone in the ditoh, and his bloated corpse
pufied and blackened under the scorching
rays of the sun, The rich writhed upon their
beds of down, and fell a prey to the destroyer.
Tuere was no chosen people—no mark of the
angel of the Passover.
“ Well, Baker, how are yougetiing along "
It was the cheerful round face of Mr. Clay-
ton, the proprietor of the fashionable summer
resort.
The man from Georgia was stooping over &
pail,.and seouring it with sand and a cloth,
On bearing the greeting ho hung the cloth
across the edge of the pail, and came slowly
to the perpendicular, putting his hands, dur-
ing the operation, upon the lower part of his
back, as if the hinges in that region were old,
and rasty, aod required care
 Qu, wall, 'l gl yay. Northin! parkickler
to complain on. JPxpept—"'
o Well 2
« T don’t believe'it's quite exactly right.”
+ Tell me about it."”
“@Vell, now, you see—there ain't nobody
-listenin’ to me, is there ¥
No,"
+ Ithink they ought to give me more picee,
any way." e
+ Pieoe of what ¢’
+ Mebbe two picees."”
« Of what ?”
« Pie. It waspie I was a-talking about all
the time.” 1
« Don't they give you enough ?”
“ Pl 2"
" Yeﬂ."
+ No, sir ; not nigh enough. An'—au'—
eame.bera close  I'ma-gostin' weals I'm a-
tarvin," ha whispered. - T
% Stdrving 1 N
 Yes, sir ; starvin’."”
“ What do yoy wint
« Wall, now, I was'jess a-thinkin' that one
or two moré pieces fur dinner &very day—

every day—" .
+* Pieces of pie ? '
¢ Yes, sir. Pie. B

Dle

« You shall certainly have it,but don't they
give you any ?"

* What? Pie?"

“ Yes." >

* Oh, well, they do give mo some.”

“Every day &' -« .

Bout evary day, sir.”

“ How much do they give you "

e Y

¢ Yes."

** Well, abqut t%q piaces, ¥ hakieye.!

1 Argn'} yoy afraid that much 1jore than
that will make you sigk 2"

+ Oh, well, now, I'm a goin' ta tell you sbont
that, t00 ; beeanse yoy doy't kugw ahout it.
You see, I'ny mastly used to glttin' sick, an' ]

in't mostly used ta eatin’ of pie.¥ He spoke
a\eq, as he always did, with the most impres-
sive earnestness,

* L4 there anything else you want, Baker 2"

“Who? Me?"

+Y-s. Do yoy want anything elae "

© (b, Yo a¥e a-gain' tg tell ‘em about the
pie, ain't you 3"

*¥es ; but is there nothing elae y™

* Well, you know I kill 'em all?”

* All the what "

“ Chigkens,"

“ Yes,"

“ An' seald 'em ?”

“Yes

A’ pick 'em?"

b YCE.“

“An’ clean 'em ?"

. "

 Yeg.

« An"ginges the hair of'n 'em 2"

! kgl

a 3 3 hun every mornin §”
“Yepr gt :

%n‘ ) hundred'n fifty every night "
¢ An' feed ‘em, and tend fo 'em ?’

;l !-_n
“Well, I was a-thinkin'—"

“ What #" ‘

Wrong eurryder. Cell | and the
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“ You see I'm a-gittin’ weak."”

“ Well 2"

« An’ a starvin'.’

“ You shall not starve.” 3

+ Well, mebbe they ouhmx'n 1
a bne, briled sorter tender.’ bbe s
one."”

Raker had undergone a marked
within the two months that had
him at the hotel. Kindness frigh!
away the vacant look in his eyes, and
mind was stronger. He found that
which his meagre soul had yearned—a 8yu
pathizing heart snd @ friend. He was
and sleek, and strong. His old boots—!
same as of yore, for he would part with th
for no consid 1 less_d ted
in fact, seemed almert cheerful. Did they n
have the best associstes in the whole
try 7—and did they not daily tread tho v
ground pressed by the richest and bral
boots in the land ? It was true that
were often spattered with slops, and
mented with ochickens' feathers ; but
things served only to bring out in bouder re-
lief the manifold advantages of polite §c 7

ing influencte o

ality and & generous prosperity. There are
many boots that would have boen spoiled by
so sudden an elevation into a higher sphere
of life ; but the good traits of Baker's boots
were strengthened by not only & rooting up
of certain weaknesses, but by also gaining
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The dootor shook his head sadly.
* There will be panic,” he said.

Mr, Clayton looked at Baker. The latter

¢ without another word to the farther end

the hall, and rapped upon & door. A man's
called out :

;mo;..‘hm ”
1 ispered a single terrifying word
agh the keyhole.

“ My God I" greaned the inmate, as he was

to bound to the floor.

Baker rapped at another door, and the
dialogue ensued ; then another, and
er, another, and many others. Occa-

s frightened scream from a woman
beard. e vast hive of human beings
began to swarm aad buzz. Mothers
haif-naked children along the halls.
he panic increased. The servants all fled.
verybody was demoralized. Men and wo-
, and children, crazed with fright, rashed
ugh the halls with bated breath, and in
stages of an incomplete and hurried teilet
out into the chill night air. Mr. Clayton
the physician stood at the door and im-
them not to expose themselves te the
damp air ; that the next train would not
until to-morrow. Bat the frightened
guests frantically rashed to exposare and al
most osrtain death. They walked about the
roads, and went out upon the hills, or sat in
groups in various places ; a few remained in
the hotel.
‘Where was the man from Georgia ? Stag-

to a hundred

eir

and looked up gratefully and humbly wheo-
ever they met a friend.

They were six hundred guests at the hotel,
and they all had a kind word for Baker. They
could never learn anything about himn other
than thathisname was Baker—*jess Baker—
that's all,” and thathe was from Georgia—*'jess
Georgy.” Oceasionally a stranger would ask
him more particularly about his past history,
but he would simply look helpless, and say
nothing. As to his name, it was *'jess Baker,”
but on rare oceasions, when closely pressed,
his lips conld be seon to form the words,
~Hundred'n One,” as if wondering how they
would sound, and then the eld, hard, suffer-
ing look would steal across his face. It was
quite seldomn that he dodged an imaginary
blow, aud the memory of the ball and chain
was buried with other sad and bitter associa-
tions of the past. He had access to every
partof the house, and was disoreet, diligent,
faithful, and honest. The porters would
sometimes impose upon his unflinching
willi and i gth, by making
him carry the heaviest trunks up three or
four flights of stairs. He promptly obeyed a
command from any one, and when promised
a nickel five cents, would perform the most
laborirus and fatigning work, He would ae-
cept no other piece of money, and would take
no presents whatever. Heinsisted on earn-
ing everything that was given him.

Ope day the shadow of death, stealing to-
ward the South, passed over the house con-
taining so much life, and vicality and happi-
ness, and wealth and beauty. The train
passed as usual, and among the passengera
who alighted was & man who walked to the
register in a tired, uncertain mnnner. There
were one or two persons present who knew
him. and on grasping his hand they noticed
that it was cold. This was strange, for the
day was extremely hot. There was a look of
restlessness and anxiety in his eyes, but he
said he had only a pain across the forehead,
and that he needed rest and it would soon
pass away. Ho went to bis room and fell
across the bed—quite worn ont, he sgid. He
complhiined of a few cramps in hig legs, and
thought they were caused by climbing the
stairs. After thirty minutes he rang his bell
vialent]y, aud sent for the yesident physioian.
“The latter came down after remaining a few
minutes with the patient, and ! Ea?ﬁﬂ
sh e of palior and an intense an:

fage. He wasa tall man, with white hair
and a calm demeanor. He was in a dezp
study, and had an abstracted look. He asked
for Mr. Clayton, but that gentlemen was tem-
porarily abeent. He reflected a8 moment
longer, and then asked for Baker.

+1s your patient very sick, dactor " gsked
the cashier privately, with § certain dread in
his face and tope.

» I want Baker,” said the dootoy.

* Nothing serious, I hope.”

¢ Send me Baker.”

The physician had a secret. It was a secret
of life and death. To keep it, or to use it
properly, required men of nerve, qud diligenge,
and tact and prompt decision. There were
only twa men to whom he could iwpagt it,
Qne was the proprietor | the ather, the man
from Georgia. .

The physioian preceded Baker up stairs,
lod him to a window at the end of the hall,
and turned him so that the light fell fallupon
his face.

+ Baker, can you keep a secret 7"
** Well, let me tell you how it is,
know ; mebbe I can.”

« Have you ever seen people die
* Oh, yes, sir.”

# A great many in the same house ?"’

* Yeos, sir ; yes, sir."”

“ Baker, are you afraid to die ?”

¢ Die?"

¢ Yes.”

There was no expression whatever upon
his face. He gazed past the physician
through the window, and made no reply. -
* Are you afraid of decth, Baker 2’
“Who? Me?” >

I don't

u'}il there was no evidence that he wonld
answer the question, or that he even compre-
hended it. He chavged his gaze to his boots,
and communed with them awhile, but made
DO Answer.
* Thera is & very sick man here, Baker,
and I think he will die, 1 want some one to
help me with him., If you go into his room
perbaps yeu will die, too.”

* Was you -a-talkin’ about wantin' me fo
! wait on him " £
“ Yes."
A brighter look came into Baker's dull face
—for what reason it is difficuls to conje¢ture
aud ho said : ! ’ .
+0Oh, now, I will tell you; I will go,!!
They entered the giranger'a '&Wm ud' found
him sfering ternibly.  Tho physician: hiad
aiready put him udder vigorous treatment,
but bo was: growing rapidly worse. Baker
observed him attevtively & moraeut, and-hen
felt his pulse gud hands and ﬁe-ﬁ. 3 % 150K
of intelligense chme ovbr hiis sad, earnest face,
and theére ‘wis not ' a trace of pallor or fear.
He beckoned the physiclun to follow Lim iuto
the hall, and the #wo Went 8iida, “gh'li?k the
door. i
“He's a-goin® to die,” whispered Baker.
“ Yes, but how do you know ?”
* Well, I waut to tell yon. I know.”
 Have you seen it before ?"
“ Hundreds,”

* Well, they all onght to know it," he
:l:xﬂ, with asweep of the hand toward the

g mgry aud find Mr. Olayton, and tell
him. Then come bgek."

Mr. Clayton was enteying the houge. Baker
met him and beckaned him to follow. Baker
entered a dark room stored with empty boxes,
and went inta & corner. He stood Mr.
Ciayton with his back against the wall and
looked straight into his face. His move-
ments were 80 mysterious, and there was such
8 strange expression in his eyes, and his fam-
iliarity in touching Mr. Claytqn's person was
80 ext dinary, shat thet i wWas
yneasy. Haker leaned forward and whis-
pered mysteriously in his ear that ternble

on the physician's face . was intensified ;
conseious-

many good qualities that proved beneficial ;
and to the full extent of their limited capa- | gering and toiling under the crushing weight
city did they app thei di of i trunks, li i

orders at onoe ; carrying children and fainting
women iu his strong, gaunt arms, laboring
until the peripiration poured down his pati-
ent face and saturated his shirt, uatil his
knees quaked and trembled with exhaus-
tion. He did the work of fifty men —a hun-
d;ad men He was everywhere and did every-
thing.

Toward morning the physician retired to
his room. The plague had strack him. Baker
administered to his wants, and exhibited a
surprising knowledge of the maladv. A few,
exposed to the night air, were stricken down,
and brought to their rooms moaning with
fear and pain. Baker treated them all. Mr.
Clayton and a few other stout hearts provided
him with whatever ho ordered, and assisted in*
watching. He instructed them in the treat-
ment. He was the physician in charge. At
the first premonitory symptoms, coldness and
ernmps, he put his patients between warm
blankats, administered a glass of hot brandy-
and-water, with suger and spices, or gave
them pepper and salt in hot water, as his judg-
ment decided, put hot bricks to the feet, and
had the pationt rabbed vigoreusly with spirits
of samphor. Many recovered before the dis-
ease struck in, Others grew worse. The phy-
sician was saved.

At sunrise Baker was working vigorously
on a patient, when he suddenly straightened,
looked around wildly, and staggeréd back.
ward to the wall. All his strength had sud-
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2HE FASCINATING WOMAN.

A Subtle and Complex Meing.

more complex being.

only generalize upon the latter. The charm-
ing woman has but one chord to her lyre,
upon which she plays her summery little
tune of cheerfulness and passing sympathy ;
the fascinating woman suggests endless pos-
sibilities of various harmonies and interesting
discords.

The fascinating woman fascinates without
effort ; it isin her a native power, as much a
part of her idiosynerasy as attraction is of
the magnet. Her certain spell is the witch-
ery of simplicity ; any betrayal of design
would destroy the illusion she creates. She
sometimes even seems o little careless to
please, and this gentle indiffereuce, joined to
her attractions, stimulates and excites curio-
sity. There is also a suggestion of mystery
about her, of which she is unconscious, the

jelrno one can fathom, perhaps
because there is no secret, only the look of
ome. Hhe may or may not be beautiful ; her
face is more frequently molded after an ir-
regular than after a classic type ; it has indi-
viduality, yet it is soft and glows with alluring
charm. It is & countenance that often has
a sort of dual expression, and almost repels
if it does not entirely enthral. Her attitude
and gestures have a lythe expressiveness, yet
there is ever about them ihe pleasantest of
of repose. In dress she knows the value of
details, and the art of bringing out the loveli-
ness or character of her appearance.  There
is ever about her something like a haze
of delightful negative qualities ; thns she
elicita the positive qualities of those who ap-
proach her ; they put forth all their powers
to please, and credit their own agreeability to
her.
The fascinating woman ie, as a rule, heart-
lees, but she has a thousand pretty ways, fe-
line and caressing. She is very good-tem-
pered, and always intensely feminine; win-
some in manuer, having an unstndied grace,
exquisite in little things,and skilled in all the
trifles of conversation and conduct. She is
always absolutely natural, yet the longer you
linger by her side the stronger grows the
sense that you do not understand her. She
puzzles, enchante, throws a glamor over you,
and the wilder grows the wish to comprehend
and win her, still she ever eludes and per-
plexes you. Hers is an endless, variely of
moods, & chameleon-like power of changeful-
nees. f3he may be very quiet, but in the re.
pose of her manner there is no apathy; it is
the calia of concentration, the magnetic still-
ness of the serpent that draws, but does not
pursue, its victim. The calin is sometimes
broken by uuexpected brusqueries, by bright
raillery that does not hurt ; or the delightful
retenne of her demeanor may be suddenly ex-

1

denly left, and the strong man peed.
Leaning against the wall, and spreading out
his arms to keep from falling, he slowly worked
his way a few feet to the door, and then fell
heavily upon his face in the hall. He lay
stunned for a minute by the fall, and raised
himself upon his hands, and crawled to the
end of the hall and lay down. He had not
eaid a word or uttered a groan. Mr. Clayton
found him a few minutes afterwgrd. Others
were symmoned, and thay put him upon a
bed. His eyes were greatly sunken and ex-
pressed anxiety.

*Now, let me tell you," he
and slowly, and puinfally.
eare of 'em."!

His look was sq snxious and imploring that
they all left but Mr. Clayton, and the look of
anxiety pasged um{.

"g)ﬂ'li;. IBlker, take this.” 5
oA , I reckin I will, But it won't do no
good. I'm IJM 'l do it quick. This
time, ‘Caunse I'm so, Tired.”

He dravk the brandy, but sadly shook his
head as Mr. Clayton applied the other reme
dies. He sank rapidly. His extreme ex-
haustion had made him s quick and easy
prey. Beath sat upon hie face, and its image
waa refleoted from the hollowsuffering eyes.
Tu an hour bis eyes were more sunken. Then
he became cold and purple In another hour
his pulse was not perceptible. Alter two
hours more his suffering had ceased.
+ Baker do you want anything ? "
“ Oh, Well. I'll tell you.,., Fiftegn years.
They found out. Inever. Killed him....
My brother, Dyin'.  Tald ‘ewn. He done it.
1 eaw bhim. Do it. The Gov'mer'll. Pardon.
"
In anothor half hour he faintly whispered,
¢ Pardon....Me."
Tha old boots stared blankly and coldly at
the ceiling. Their pitiably patient expression
no longer contained & trace of sufferiug ; and
their ealm repose was undisturbed by the
song of the mocking-bird in the oriel,
————
STRIKING PHESENCE OF MIND,

said faintly,
“Go, an' take

(From the Car-builder.)
A passenger train on the Chicago, Burling-
ton and Quincy Road was rounding a sharp
eurve, jast under a piece of tall timber. The
watchful engineer saw a tree lying across the
track sixty feet ahead of the'locomdtive. The
.rain was running dt the rate of thirty-ive
miles 'an lioar, ‘and to” cheek ifa women-
fami‘belore reaghing the ebatruotioa was out
of we quedion. ‘The englneer took in the
situation st a glance. He threw the throttle
wide open, the engine shot ahead with the
vuloeity of an arrow, and with such tremend-
ous force that the tree was picked up by thé
cow-catcher and flung from the traek as itis
had boen & willow withe. A man with not so
gnal a head wonld have made the best possi-
ble uge of those sixty feet in the way of check-
ing the speed of the train. That would have
cansed a disaster,
Bradford, su engincer, was bringing av ex-
xnn trajn'over the Kankakee line from In-
isnapolis. As the engine shot from the
deep ent and struck & short picce of etraight
track leading t6 & bridge, & head of colts was
discovered Tiuning ‘down l‘ﬁe rdad.” The dis-
n60'80 the river- was' ‘only 100 feet.” Brad-
d knew he cbuld not stop the train, gud
dlso knew that if the colts beat the * losonio-
tive to the bridge t%:w wouid f4l) Between' the
timbarg, aud {b¢ obstruction would throw th

vith off, dod probably result in a frightin
e e
ﬁtn g of all e qnt:’l;t half was
utili giving hig engine such a guantity
gz-&? )eumz‘mmdnﬁu 100 hal“ol track

abont the same thne that a bolt of light-
ning would travel from the tip of a lightning
red to the ground. The eolts were struck and
hurled down the embankment just as they
were entering tho bridge, :

BARYUN'Y -r.;_ﬁdoib HUMBUG,

num’s tattooed Greek sailor is on ex-
tion ia. %\mpy‘ aud the adveriisement
says s as upon Lis body 7,000.000
punctures, and it was all done by a female
savage. poor man lost a drop of blood
and sbed a tear for every punecture, and was
the ooly one of twenty-four who survived thie
. The woman who did the tattooing
worked six hours a day for ninety days before
the task was leted.” A matl ici
of the Albany Express figures as follows ;
+ The woman must have given him 3} pune-
tures & second. Then, if he lest one drop of
blood with every pnuctaze, he lost, estimating
the wsual number of drops to a pint. and tak-
ing & pint for a pound, 5,833 pounds. Or to
put it differently, just 889 gallans of blood, of
o trifle over twenty barrels during ninety days.
Tears don’t weigh as much asblood, #o bunch-

| Baker's evinedd nothing but s ealm well or four time he will lose all desire
iu.:h of hr:lponnbmly. They met Mr. Clayton | ~ gere.
gt b e BRS —A philosopher 1 “ You require in
v %e.- go;:. said Ih:h(:m. Py . marrisge .3: ‘same quality that
Mr. Clayton. Y e | EE I A Smongus— abook

whacked him sagainst the

ged for a fidential mood, & gentle fa-
miliarity. She is selfish, ard from this selfish
soil springs a host of ¥atalizing ways. She
always lets you feel you are near, or it is pos-
sible ; but you ars never snceessful enongh to
know you have at last grasped her. She sel-
dom flatters, but she lets you taste the subtle
delight of being understood. She is mistress
of the art of taotful question and intelligent
listening ; and she knows haw o drop the
ward that gives your secret soul the delicions
thrill of being guessed. She never makes the
blunders the sympathetic ones of this world
make in their eagernees to anticipate, to round
cornerg, She has none of their fits of shy-
ness ; herais aregal sell-dependbnee, a splendid
self-possession.

§ The aseinating woman may not talk much ;
she seldom- gives birth tojeuz d'esprit ; her
sayings are seldom on record ; but what ehe
says is suggestive or original. She can amuge
and interest with materiale that in anether
hands would be ernde and bald, but which,
thrown inta her alemio, comes out brightened
and delightful, or seem to doso. She turns
dry leaves into pearls and gold, at least
in seeming and for the moment. She is a
sort of Circe, without perhaps, the palace.
Cleopatra, as painted by Shakepeare, had
the gift of fascination,—gorgeons, capricians,
jealous, selfish, slingivg, secret, yet confiding.
She wound her nets abouf the strong man
who, had he understood her arvight, must
havo oasé her aside in scorn as a4 toy. The
glamoar of fasoination blinded him.

Mary Queen of Scots was the beau-ideal,
the type of the fascinating woman. None,
probably, had greater attractive powers, de-
lighted more in putting them forth, and was
more heartily i different to the fate of
her victims. Of ber personal charms it is
difficult to judge critically. The portraits we
have anything but a lofty idea of her beauty ;
rerhaps tHis is due in part to there having
been no superlative artist to paint her. About
forty portraits of her were brought together
at South Kensington some years back, all
widely varying, bat none in any degreg beau-
tiful. Her fascination most Lave lun in
her consummate tact, wis, and thé plamor
which sha Luew huw ‘10 throw dbout her.
We know that'dll who approached her,even i
he' rugged Séotch Courty weré moved and
influenced. Bothwell, peyhaps, at last found
her o Theye wore many  violent scenes
bet n theni, in whioh the weak, passion-
ate, womnu's nature betrayed itself, but for
long she held him in her silken leash. Hers
was the genius of coguetry ; tha halo of it
still surrounds her. If the Doyal sorecress
lived now, men wauld stillbend bofore her,
worsliip We¥, ‘and think it heaven to kies
her hand ; we would still see in her myster-
lons perfections that never existed, —f{ouder-
nesses that were as morning gosaamers,
puffed away by every Lieath ot heaven,—for
she, morg thau sny othicr, had the power of
1§a faseinating woman, to create illusion,—
A."C. Chicago T'ribune.
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WOMEN AS ¥RAVELERS,

A Fable ab. Women by One of "Bm -~
* ¥ne Tiavellig Bag apd the Lunch
Baske!,

“ Women are Eccu,lisr 1" said the Travel
ing Bag, * there is nouse denying it She
has opened me twelva fimea in half an houy {
what for, | ecan't see. She dogsn't always
takg things ont. I believe she likes to hear

i)

my eal nap."

* Perhaps," said the Lunch Basket ; ** but
waioh her with me—two sandwiches, two
apples, four cakes, one orangeand one bavana
since we started, besides any quantity o
chocolate creams. I am rather new, you see;
this is my first journgy with a lady. Do they
always eat like {his 4

+ Bhe does it to ocenpy her wind, I sup-
pose,” said the Bag, ** | have often noticed
that peoizle eat when there is nathing else
toda. Ysaw it on the steamer when we
went nboard.™

“ Well, ¥ hate it,” said the Basket,
« It looks so greedy eating all the time.
I don’t think I like traveling with ladies, any-
way.”

* Like it !" said the Bag. * I shonld think
not indeed ! They arenever quiet a mowment.
A man, now, just dumps us down, and that's
the end of us until the train stops, when he
snatches us up again end, rugbes off, Buta
woman | First she gets ipto the Pullman
car, and wonders where her seat is; can’t

nd the number, and wcn't believe the
porter ; eo losks over everybody's head or
under everybody's feet until she sees it her-
self.”

“ Well, really,” laughed the Basket, “ I
don't much blame her for not finding the
number. Of course, I have traveled very
little yet ; but it seems to we whey try to put

word, it just where peopla esn't possibly see it.”
o gt v ophr g o | 15 T L i e
Cholera ! Great God! N der that | fluids within three months.” Barnnm’s p FAV% 0 W 365 RO LTI LW 0N
M#; Clayton tared Seadly pdoo zg .i:.n«: agent retorts that, if the Greek had not b‘e;‘m doﬁs?‘:mnlehnny cll'aat -hﬂerenoe'.' i
beavily against the wall. No wonder that | & wenderfal man, he would not Ve Bitn' ez |, T hops she spttios dowi sow.™ sald the
his limbs trembled, and his hands shook, | hibi : e A "1 Mirey 1
and his eyes stared vil-:ly. l;!o won:lur 1 =4 s wulgu% o u:;'m' o nm;h The
he bit his lips, and pat his henda upon hils | —+ How is your wife, Ay, Smith 3" u | Segloing. Blie tokoe Soe o | Mg g
breast. e i hod e i | Smith, pointing to Where hie wife wat in the :‘Eﬁ’é’,‘“ :g'd uneuﬁle :ha ;I'i::l:' ::ﬁed :g:mif
G :it ::unk:l tl:"“h' stravged dll:d. b’l&m men | wext w;h ﬁnﬁ wpon biscost : ** Bhe's | \1en she tries to wedge her bag between two
385 hul ‘in‘le:ll' o‘o;n‘_ . bat' ki & . Jongs % “Oh I see she i | ghqirs, and when the old gentleman in front
ﬂ'ﬁ.;‘“y ‘l'x' : ‘*"’,‘ ‘a& me- . ) sure iy & Toosi stoer of her wants to wheel his seat round hecan't,
ﬁpnid\\rmh“;dbéﬁns the door and i don't Im‘ fo run away. Btand still uatil ;?:ﬁ.?’ﬁm :;,‘f;::] eh;: iv{w E,;,‘:’kk:. z
the key in pocket. « The a up, oateh him by the horns, and | potice of him, and he makea some exclama-

tion to himself, which we don't wish to re-
pegs. Theén my lady wants a footstool, and

everybody's chair, she gels up and

The qualities that constitute a charming
woman are not these that makeup the fas-
cinating ove, who is altogether a subtle and
1t is eary enough to
specify the attributes of the former ; you can

the porter cannot find one for the moment ;
80, of course she must have it directly and
cannot travel snother moment without it.
ute oon- LM last, after making the porter poke undér

ivers

ber of the Royal Irish Constabulary, named
Cromley, who was stationed at the neighbor-
ing village of Port Stewart. Between him and
Sarah a warm attachment hal existed. At
= | last a day was set for their marriage and all
the | Preparations were made. Sarah’s mother
wag op d to her daughter's i bat
argumentsand persuasions had at last won
her consent. At the eritical juneture, the
latter part of November being named for the
happy event, Sarah's married sister returned
home on a visit after a long sojourn in
Philadelpbia.  She  had  married a
rich man, and had, consegnently,
ambitious notions regarding the sort of hus-
baud Ler younger sister eliould wed. She, too,
was averse to the mateh. By her represen-
tations the half persuaded mother revoked
her consent to the marriage. Sarah was
overwhelmed with despair. She did net

don all hope, however, as she thought
that in time she would again induce her
mother to favor the love match. The Phil-
adelphis sister thought that nothing less than
very extreme measures would wean Sarah
from her i i d

{ A. 8T. GEO. HAWKINS,
EDITOR AND PROPRIETOR,

it under her own, where it has been all
time.”

 What women want footstools for I can't
see,” interrupted the Basket ; ‘‘one is always
stumbling over them in dark drawing-rooms,
I am told.”

« Oh ! it is & notion,” said the Bag, “and
ladies’ notions are very obstinate things, That
is the reason they get their own way 8o
often. Men have not time to bother about
a whim, and so they give up to it. It saves
temper.”

8o it does,” says the Basket.
on. After the footstool "

“ Then,” answered the Bag, * she takes
out her novel and reent-bottleand is quiet for
a while; but pretty soon she feels the dust
coming in from an open ventilator, and al-
though the thermometer is ninety in the car,
it has to be closed—the poor old gentleman
in front of her red as a boiled lobster. Then
she eats her lanch and afterward wants th
window open to throw away the apple.parings.
By this time the poor porter has wisely dis-
appeared, so she tuge and tugs in vain. At
last she looks around, in an injured way, and
: *Will no gentleman assist me ?"”

‘Women never do understand catehes,”
said the Basket ; ** 50 men say ; explain a lock
to them dozens of times, and they will always
pull the wrong way.”

¢ Quite true,” said the Bag; ** well, one of
the gentlemen in the car gets the -window
open for her and shuts it afterward. Then
she is thirsty and wants a drink of water, so
she goes to the ico cooler, swaying into every
body by the way, and comes back with her
eup full of water, spilling plenty of 1t and

“Well, go

and she d her
mother to make her a present of the wedding
dresses purchased for Sarsh, and having
gnined her point in this particular, she soom
returned to Philadelphia.
FLIGHT TO AMERTCA.

This last stroke almost broke the poor's
gitl's heart, and she at once took active
measures to fly from home. Packing up a
fow articles of wearing apparel, late at night
she stole from her mother’s house and pro-
ceeded to o neighboring town, where her
brother was proprietor of & boot and shoe
store. To him she confided her grievances,
and asked his counsel and advice. She took
with her iu ber flight £100, which was her
own private property, and this amount she
placed in his hands to keep for her. He
waking the old gentleman out of a sound | recommended that she take paseage for
sleep by a emall deluge on his bald head. | America, where if desiable she could
Presently the conductor comes for the tickets, | po  subsequently joined by her lover.
and hers can't be found, although she has Accordingly, on the 8rd of last September,
shown it before. She looks for it in her | gho left Londonderry on board the City of
purse, in her bug, in her lunch-basket, in her | Berlin and arrived at this port on the 1dth.
pocket, and at last, when the conductor loses | firgt it was her inteution to proceed to Phil-
all patience, finds it inside her glove very | delphia to her sister, but as she subsequently
much mashed, where she had put it for safe | explained, having in memory the knowledge
keeping.” AT .. | of thut sister's treatment, she changed her

*Good gracious !" said the Basket, *‘don’t | yind and concluded to remain in this city.
say auy more. You make me feel faint. We | Upon the steamer she made the acquaintance
have a journey of ten hours before us. Why | of g young woman numed Emma Dafinder.
don't women stay at home " : A sister of the latter, a Mrs. Meredith, re-
* Dear me !" gaid tho Bag; *“you talk like | gides at No. 1 Washington square. Through
proverbs —women don’t stay at home any | ge friendly interest these ladies took in her
more; that's exploded long ago—baven't you | ghe procured employment at No. 53 West
read the pupers? They are trying to be just | Twelfth strect. She proved to be a very at-
like men, and so, of course, they travel to see | tentive aud relinble girl. 8he but a few days
the world, you know." : an inmate of the house when, on Saturday,
*“ How can one see the world by openiig | the 17th iust., ehe made an appointment to
windows, eating bananas, and bothering the | meet the following day Mrs. Meredith and
conductors ?"' said the Basket. *Now, if they | Emma Dafinder. When she was engaged in
looked at the scenery I could understand.” the capacity of chambermaid she guve the
“ Scenery !" laughed the Bag; “precious | name of Sarah Cochrane, net wishing that
few people care for scenery iu this age; they | g,y of her old country. friends should learn
want to get over as much ground as possible, | of her menial ecoupation. She retired to her
that's all. | If they can only say they have | yoom at 10 o'clock Saturday night, the 17th,
been to a place it seems enough.  Why, our | g4 on the fullowing mornivg, as she did ot
lady slept all the way over tho Simplon, when |yt ju an appearance at the usual hour,
we were in Switzerland, and knew no more | jittle girl, n'eco of the landlady, was sent to

about it than the things in her trunk did, | her room to sce what was the matter. The
But never wind, she had been there, 8o 8he | jijtle 1acssenger quickly returned and
was satisfied.” . roported that Sarah was in bed and

* But," said the Basket, “does travelling | gpparently dead. This  cansed the

laudlady and other of the inmates te go im
haste to the room. 'The young woman was
uneovseious. The gas was toyped on, bus
was not lighted, and the apartment was filled
with the choking vajor. The window was
thrawn open and Sayah was removed to a
more healthy atmosphere. She” was subse-
quently conveyed $o the New York Hespital,
where she died the following day. Ske never
recovered eonsciousness, Her bedroom door,
contrary to her kuown habit, was not locked.
As she was familiar with the use of gas the
roystery remains how the strange oversight
could have taken place except that she had
determined to eommit suicide. This latter
theory is 1 bated by the landlad;
and others who knew her best. Covomer
Brady, upon the medical testimony in the
case, found that she died from asphyxia due
to escaping luminating gas. The Commis-
sioners of Charities and Correetion, however,
have set on foot an investigation of their own.
‘This has been dove at the instization of the
Philadelphia sister, who not knowing of the
whereabouts of deceased after her arrival here
wrote to Castle Garden for information. The
Commissioners detailed Speeial Officer Groden
to investigate the ease, and that otficial busied
kimself all day yesterday in collecting evi~
denoe of the wanner of the yaung woman's
death. Her body, which was buried in Green,
wood, will be disinterred and transferred.
Calvary Cemetery.

AD

pay 2 T would rather cat and sleep at home
comfortably.”

* People think it pays, I suppose,” said the
Bag. “They do it atany rate. You know
one need oniy go through the motions of
things now. They are quite dumb really,
but if they make the sigus the people are
content. What they sce in travel doesn't
matter ; they may go to eleep, or eat oranges ;
they have made the signs, that's enongh.”

+ Bigus seem to give a great deal of tronble,”
said the Basket ; *‘but I supposo § shall get
used to it. Dear me! she is geing o eat an-
other apple.”
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HOW TO KREPHECTH CLEAN AND
NEALTHFUL.

As I am not aware of anything practioally
new in the way of dentifrices, I can ouly al-
lade to them as auxiliaries or assistanis in
promoting cleanliness, aud in neutralizing the
abnormal acidity so commonly present in the
oral eavity. No one has yet discovered the
magic prophylactic, notwithstanding the
absurd olaims of the vendors of various nos-
trame, such as ** Sozodont.” Of this article
1 will testify to what is also well known by
most dentists, namely, that it destroys the
color of the teeth, turning them to o decidedly
dark yellow.

There i3, of couras, guite g general vaa of
tooth brushea by the people, but not uncom-
monly an abose of them, for want of proper
instrtotion, It is getting to be better under
stool by both denists and patients now than
formerly that a crosswise brushing is not
wise, but that the upper teeth should be
brushed upward. It is a comwon mistake
not to brush thoroughly tho succal and pos.
terior surfaces of the’thitd molais, and the
lingual guréaces of the lower front testh, I
aw sure that nothing like an adequatc amount
of care is given to this preventive scrvice. Iv
cannot bv tog strongly impressed on the
minds of the guardians of children that they
shiould sco that the practice of brushing the
teeth ihoronghly is hegun as early as possible,
80 that it shall become a habit to be cantis
through life.

Concerning the formgs of brushes, I will say
that straight Lrushes are utterly impracti-
cable on she surfaces to which I have referred
as tho ones most neglected. Curved brashes
with a tuft end, bud shaped oy econvex, are”
the best. There are geveral favored forms
that are quitg eitoient in theline I have
spoken of.  One of these, vamed the
« Windsor,” I have faithfully tried for twenty
months past, and introduced i very gencrally
in my practice, and { feol that it moets the
indications hgtter than any other within wy
knogledge. The faithful use of floss silk be-
tween theé teetli ought to ba earnestly recsm- | 4 'No, 7 shos, and I like the looks of you.”
mended ; also the quill toothpick. The wood |~ « Yog, but don’t—don's talk that wag fo
toothpicks so generally furnished at public [ mop»

eating places are a source of mueh ¢vil to the « Stranger, it’ Y ) i

woft tisgues between the tecth. All kinds of | oo !S "\‘\;ﬁfrm‘:; ‘;J::,Fn);zn; :2:--‘ Lt
metallic topthpicka axe objectionable, thongh “ I—I'm alrendy married ! he faltered

1 am awaze that it ia the practiee of some den-  Honest Injun?” i
tiastato d thew to their pati 5 “ Yes."

The value of a decided pohuned surfaco of
the taoklh beeomes very apparent to those
who have had the operation perf d ; the
faeilily with which such teeth can be Mept
clean is evident ; and although t\‘xé,; eondition
may have been secured gi eonsiderable ex-
pense, yet it is qn iyvestment that will pay
a good rate of interest. I do not think mavy
dentists bave much idea of the beautiful
polieh that a human tooth will take. Many
teeth are capablo of & great improvement in
thig diregtton which are now a decided detri-
wen} 8o what might otherwise be a pleasing
face, We know that the general idea among
the people is, that interfering with the sur-
faces of the teeth destroys the enawel, but we
also know that this is a popular error.—G. 4,
Bialls, in Dental Cosmos,

TAKING TAGE OF LEAP
YEAR,
(Datroit Free Press.)

A Detroiter who was out in the country the
other day to look after some poultry got stuck
in a mud-hole, although having a light buggy
and a strong horse. He got out, took a rail
off the fence, and wastrying topry the vehiole
out, when along came a strapping young wo-
man about 26 years of age. She halted, sur-
veyed the situation, and said :
“You stand by the horse while I heave on
the xail, and don't be afraid of getting mud on
your hands and boots.”
Their united efforts released the vehicle,
and the Detroiter returned thanks and asked
her to ges in and ride. She hesitated, looked
up and down the road, and finally said :
“Stranger, I'm blunt spoken. Who are
yon 2"

He gave his name and residence, and she
continned :
*I'm over 23, worth $500 in oash, know
all about housework, and this is leap year.
* Yas, I kuow, but for heaven’s sake don't
ask me to marry you!” he replied as he saw
the drift,
* Sge here,” ghe continued, looking him
square in the eyes, * I'm a straight girl, wear

“Wall, that softles me and I won’t ride.
T'll take a cat across the field over to old
Hp ‘s, He's got four sons aud a fool
nephew, and I'll begin on the old manand
pop the erowd clear down to the idiot, for
I've sluwemixed aronnd this world just as
long as I'm going to! Good-bye gir—no
harm done !

S i
HOW TO GET RID OF GOSSIP».
A poor woman, wmuch given to gossip bat
anxious to soar to higher things, is explaining
to Miss Hopkins her means for ridding her
house of the gossips of the neighborhood. In
answer to a remark of Miss Hopkius, that
« the Bible tells us to be courteous, and that
to turn folk out of our house, however muth
= A ¢ in the way they may be,lie apt to look rude,”™
PR she replies : *“The tirst thing I did was to get
ol ‘”': diiat=s the brush and dust-pan, and lay $hem hnngd’
'gainst any neighbor comed in. Soon in pops
Mrs. Smith. *Mrs. SBwith,’ saysl, ‘you won's
mind my doing @ bit of dustin’, wili youw,
while you're talkin'?' OI course she couldn’s
but be sgreeable to that. 8o down on my
knees I goes, and beging to dust with my
might. But, somehow, it was a very curiol
thing, and the dust allus would gather just
under the ohuir my neighbor was a-sittin on.
She'd shift and shift, but I'd allas be arter
her with my old dust-pan ; and the dust ‘ud
get up her nose, and she’ begin to sneeze ever
so—keteher ! keteher | —and svon she'd say,
‘Well, i think —ketcher—I call in another
day, Mrs. 8i as I see you ketche
—busy.! And so, in less than a week, I had
dusted all my neighbers out of my house.”
———

—Father O*Haire, a Roman Catholic priest
who las been twelve years a missionary im
Scuth Afriga, is now in England with a view
of establishing an Irish colony in the nosth off
Transvaal, About twelve months ago a Pro~
testant gentleman being in Natal offered himx
6,000 acres of land in the Transvaal for the-
purpose of a Catholic mission. He takes ont
with him on his relarn a considerable num~
ber of tradesmcn | twenty or thirty fami.
lies in arder to ¢ 'ublish a white eolony.
Father O'Haie describes the Zulus ae stand--
ing in physical and intellectial capaocity:
supreme among the savages of the earth, andi
believes that they may be highly civilized. **

V—Vl.:y C;hrhlmu ‘]uperiment—uiumu &
-, 4  Why, whatever ip that smell, Jane #* Jane:
don't know why, for I was the wildest ong of | |, Please, m'm, the brandy got spilled, and X

theflook.” At this point the tramp burst a .
: Y —1IL done my best with the pudden ; but I'm
into tears. and his audience departed. straid it don't flare nice with paraflin 1

A wamp, who pretended to be the sen of an
English egrl recently told hia story in & Phila-
delpbia bar-room, and the entertainment was
conaidered sufeient to entitle him to several
drinks and a night's lodging on a couple of
chaira. Aflter describing his inheritance and
his varions adventures in peace and war, ab
home and abroad, he gave this picturesque
account of his more recent cazeer : *‘Right
weeks ago I was stag huntiog in  Devonsiire.
1 was engaged to be married to the prettiest
girl, the balle of London ; she was a Scotch

irl; she went fo Germany, and died at Baden

aden of gpnsumption ; I got & little reckless,
and taking a whim to roam the world, borrowed
$4,000 at 43 per cent on yeversionary proper-
ty. and aailed from Liverpool in the Abyssinia;
arriving in New York, I speculated a good
dgal iu stooks in Wall street, and got broke
up; the last 8100 bill I had T got changed
into silver dollars, and went through the
street giving every poor person 1 met one
Ithen gota job of work tranecribing for o
short hand writer in.Court.  Igof to Bristol.
The priest there gave me $5, and, I camo on
here. Ihave hed delirigm tremgens three
times, paralysia indpeed by intemporance five
times and acute alcholie rhenmatism. Iam
thirty five pounds lighter than I was three
months ago. As my mother used to eay, I
am & wonderfal monument of God's mercy,
I like the American people, and have met
them all over the world. 1 Legin to yearn
now to go home and gee my mother. I'must
return to her, 1 was her favorite boy. I




