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¥FOR HIS SAKF,

$Hold closer still my hand, dear love,
Nor fear its touch will soil thine own;
No palm i»s cleaner now than this,
8o free from earth stain has it grown
‘Hince last vou held it clasped so cloae,
And with it held my life and heart;
#or my heart beats but in yoor smile,
And lile were death, we two apart.

€ loved you so. And you? Ah, welll
1 have no word or thought of blame;
And even now my voice grows low
And tender, whispering your name.
You gnugad my loveby yours—that’s all,
I do not think you understood;
There is nspoint you men can’t reach,
Up the white height of womanhood.

You love us—so at least you say,
With many a tender smile and word;
You kiss us both on mouth and brow
Till all our heart within is stirred;
And having, unltke you, you sce,
No other interests at stake,
We give our best, and count that death
Is blessrd, when suffered for your sake.

NORTON BLAKES DILEMMA.

I.

“Is it true, Norton?
really dying?”

The speaker’s eyes were sparkling,
her cheeks flushed, her fingers toying
with the white robes of = baby upon
her knee, her intonation that of elated
Lrmmph.

Words and manner struck Norton
Blake sharply. He threw down the
telegram with a short “Yes."

“Are you sorry?”’ Mrs. Blake asked
in tart surprise. “Why, youn've wish-,
ed, a thousand times, I were mistress
of The Court, and now there’s baby.
Shan’t Ifell proud when I see himin
velvet knickerbockers riding about
that beautiful park on a white
pony!”

Norton regarded her with amaze-
ment—her speech sounded so utterly
heartless, .

“Sorry!” herepeated slowly. “Sure-
Iy, Myra, you forget that my uncle
has filled a father’s place to me from
my childhood.”

“0h no, I don't,” she retorted with
-& disagreable laugh; “nor the filial re-
-spect you have always shown him.
Also, I remember your many aspira-
tions that Providence would allow
the same—a—calamity—to end this
miserable concealment. Really, Nor-
fon, yon have neither courage to  face
the constquences of your own actions,
nor to grip the deliverance Fortune
sends you."”

With a muttered imprecation, Nor-
ton Blake left the room. Experience
had taught him the futility of arguing
wwith his wife; but through the ensuing
leng journey he had leisure in which
‘Yo ponder over and debate the truth
-of her words. The sudden shock of
~his relative’s danger had acted upon
“his mmoral consciousness like a

-douche of cold water on the physi-
- ealorganization of a drunkard, recall-
ing him to himself, but stinging him
with a sense of his own degradation.

Treated by his uncle with an indul-

:gence shown by few parents, he bad
idled at scheol and scraped through

~college. He wasno profligate—neither

:gamed nor drank; vet hisfatal propen-

-gity of snatching the moment’s pleas-

~uve, leaving.care for the morrow, had
iblighted ‘the sunny prospects of a Fife
‘whose crowning folly he was too cow-
-ardly toavow.

During = long vacation—supposed
by his uncle to be passed with a tutorr|
in Scotland—he met, at a fashionable
watering-place, .a girl—woman, rather
—whose  blueyed, golden-haired
charms and practiced graces had be-
wildored and captivated his youthful
Iancy. His superior in years and
Jinowledge of the world, but be-

+meath him in birth and education,
- whe was too keenly alive to the social
- advawtages derivable from an alliance
- with theheir of an old and wealth
- eounty family to let him slip througﬁ
| her fipgers. By artifice, cajolery, and
« theenisof ‘appealing to the elder Mr.
{ Blake—the bestthing which couldhave
l_H éd to .h:lmhedhadh he but known
i 1 accomplis er purpose, and
‘he married her. His coﬁe:;a life had |
wended, and, fearing lest his rash act
should be discovered, he
his uncle that a continental tour was
the fitting interlude between it and
;inétling down to the active duties of
“The couple were at Heidelherz when
‘the news of Mr. Blake's illness ar-|
rived. It betobaned some latent goord
in Norten’s<haracter that. although
these bidings might have been supposed
#£o sotvehis difficulties, they awakened
rim&is breast but a feeling of sorrow-
~ful remorse. leavened, perhaps, by sat-
1 ssfaction that, owing to theseason be-
iing winter, and the tender age of her
. child, his wife was debarred from ac-
- gompanying him to England.

As the first misery lessened came the
remembranteof a forgotten complica-
&ion in his affairs. Mr. Blake's house-
#iold numbered another besides his
mephew. This was the orphan daugh-
‘ter of an-old fellow-officer, to whom
‘Mr. Blakeihad given the shelter of his
thome anfl the affection of a father,
“That Nortern and Helen Venne should
ibe ‘united—so sharing equally the
~wedlth and station he must in time
resign—was his dearest wish. A tacit
-understanding to that effect had ex-
risted for some time. No definite
-promises had been exchanged, but
_ﬂomﬂ knew what was expected of
thim on his return. .

Also that were his uncle alive when
he reached The Court, the disclosure
of his marriage would becertainly fol-
lowed by disinheritance; were hegﬂlﬁ‘
it wan]gd iveHelen oi home and

i he looked

fortune. er Wa
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‘the dark night,
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en.
- It was to 1iblen bat ths sealing

Court asNorton drew up to thefamil-
iar door. Only a watch-dog’s baying
broke the stillness. Brilliant moon-
beamssilvered thesharpsnow-crystals
covering lawn and flower-beds; ruddy
firelight irom within touched with iri-
descent tints those clustered on win-
dow-sill and pane. Sohadheseenthe
old house wrapped initssnow mantle
on many a winter night. Itsunchanged
beauty awakened a yearning pain as
for something unvaluned before, whose
&o*-a brought shame, remorse, misgiv-
ing.

The warmth rushed out to meet him
as the heavy door opened. More red-
Iy fell the firelight on the oaken pan-
elled hall than on the snow without.
It flickered soitly on Helen’s burnished
head as she greeted him with out-
stretched hiands, tender, shining, wel-
coming eves, cheeks carmined with
pleasure.

Her loveliness struck him like a rev-
elation. The touch ofherhands made
hjm shiver. Imazination placed be-
side her the figure of the woman whom
he had made his wife. He turned
aside with a gesture of dismay—an
inward groan.

“He is alive—he ig, indeed!"”” Helen
said eagerly, mistaking his movement,
thinking Norton feared her uttering the
grim ‘Too late!’ “He heard the
wheels; yon must go to him without
delay. He has watched for your com-
ing. oh. so anxiounsly!”

The doctor came out of the sick
room as Norton approached it. He
had known Norton from boyhood, so
understood somewhat of the anxiety
he had caused Mr. Blake.

“Your uncle longs to see you,” he
said, laying his hand impressively up-
on the young man's arm; “but Ican-
not allow you to enter hisroom unless

ou are sure you can control your
eelings. Remember the least excite-
ment may—nay must—be fatal. Gain-
say him in nothing. Let him die in
peace.”

A choking sensationrosein Norton's
throat as Lie passed to the bedside.
The gray head lay motionless upon
the pillow, but thedimmingeves flood-
ed with affection, fastened on hisface—
the feeble finzers caclosed his lovingly.

“You have come at last!” he mur-
mured, trying to lay his hand on Nor-
ton's bowed head, as he knelt heside
the bed. “What has kept you from
me 0 long—my boy, my son?”’

Norton muttered something unin-
telligible, the realization of his deceit
bowing his head vet lower. With a
sudden gathering together of his ener-
gies, Mr. Blake roused himself, and un-
heeding any reply, continued:

‘“You are my heir, Norton. I have
left everything to you—everything!
Even Helen have I trusted to you.
But now, lying here, I misdoubt if I
have acted  wisely by her.
Promise, by all you hold mostsacred,
that you will make Helen and her in-
terest the first and chief consideration
of your life.”

A warninz pressure from thedoctor’s
fingers and Norton promised, Sinecer-
ely, too; indeed he felt a seizse of relief
that the pledge exacted was one he
could aceept. IHe would makeHelen's
well-being the study of his life.

*It can be done but in one way,” re-
sumed the old man with Zangerous ex-
citement, “t it i2 by making hevvour
wife. You will fulfil the wish of my
heart—ratify the tacit bond betwesn
you? ©Oh, Norton, say you will—do
not derry me the only thing I ask!™
Agniw the warning pressure as the
doctor vainly tried to soothe his pa-
tient. Nortonbesitated. Whatcould
he say—what do? The color mouzt-
ed to his brow, his lips trembled.
“Say something for heaven’s sake®
whispered the or with Energg:.
“Pacify himvin some way—any way—
or I cannat answer for the conss-
guences.”’

Onlce g;lolr:i;ﬁ' qﬁﬁm"ﬁ_ factal lv:je:;knesa-‘

ralyz will. Thaeoghhishome -
g?l.rd journey he Fad aaded him-—
self that noshing should induce himto
et his uncle die'im igmsrance of hiss
tsme positior. lis offenseundorgiven as:
mmknown. Disinhexitanes; pamn, igno-—-
miny, were hstter faced & thatt]
Sohe had tokihimself—amd now?

science yielded to the fascination of
the hour—allowed himseli to drift aim-
lessly down the stream of circum-
stances.

Alas! the seductions of the moment
were all too sweet, the flowery path
only tooalluring. Vainly honorspoke,
andduty called, he was deafand blind
to aught but fear. Only when a letter
from his wife arrived—coaxing, plead-
ing, threatening—did his cheek pale.
and terror gnaw his breast. Helen's
clear brow wore, sometimes, a furrotv
of perplexity as she saw the strange
handwriting on the missive lying by
hiz plateat breakfast-time, and noted
his futile efforts to conceal the effects
of its unwelcome appearance.

“Guileless by nature, and singulariy
unversed in the world’s deceits, Helen
trusted Norton with the whole-lheart-
edness of one who, estimating others
by herself, scorned tosee spot or blem-
ish in those she loved. Norton szaw,
too late, what he had thrown away
=0 recklessly—what infinite capacities
of lifelong happiness he had blotted out
forever.

Yet no thought of sparing her cross-
ed his mind. If any remembrance of
the angunish surely awaiting Helen
momentarily disturbed him, he guiet-
ed it by reflecting that chance often
solves time's riddles in a manner
equally nmexpected and pleasant, and,
unfortunately for all, chance was his
fetish.

So the year budded into spring, and
the charmed dream neared itsend.
Letters from Heidelberg became more
imperative intone, demands for money
more urgent. Nor were threats for
following Norton to England. and dis-
covering for herself the cause of her
husband’s detention, lacking on the
part of Mrs. Blake.

The master oi The Court was intent
upon accomplishing his nephew’s mar-
riage. Helen was busy making her
bridal preparations—the wedding day
itself all but fixed. Norton alone was
listless, rpreoccupied. depressed. A
horrible fear, a terrvible foreboding of
calamity, had taken possession cof
him. The bright sunshine, the singing
of birds, the scent of violets, the up-
turned, placid primrose stars, made
him faint and sick. Night and day he
pondered over a way of escape, but
none presented itself as feasible. He
literally dared not encounter his un-
cle’s wrath or Helen’s scorn. Noth-
ing remained to him but flight—flight
from a danzer he was too cowardly to

face.
1v.

But two days remained before that
fixed for the wedding The court was
thronged with guests, and gay with
merry voices, badinage and jest. In
the ivy-draped windows lights were
bezinping to twinkle as Norton Blake
walked homewards, wm.pped in bitter
—almost frenzied—musmzs. So ab-
stracted was he, that he scarcely no-
ticed a station fly which, entering
through the lodge-gates, sleavly passed
him in the dask. Neither did he ie-
mark a faee which, peering tivough the
glass, swiftlly recognized himy and as
quickly disappeared into therecesses
of the vehicl. As hewearily mounted
the last stepr 60 the door b became
awareof astremge hubbub of serivalin
the hall. Hissaves fell on a Hoe-eyed,
blonde-haired Hgure he knew Zoowell—
his ears were psereed by a highe pitched
voice only toor Zamiliar. Thens; too,
stood Gretches). the maid—esven her
stolid German ghleem stirred tointer-
est as she presenteid her whitaxrobed
bandle to the astomished visitors-and
servants whoss- s acress- the
hall, or chatting by its wide fireplace,
had been arresied to ascertmin. the
cause of the tuimadt.

XNorton saw it =il as In a vivid'pho-
tograph. He beard his wife's. shrill
vous exciaiming. with a toss sf her
flaxen head, and the sarcastic lsugh
which jarred his 1erves so acutelix:

“0Oh, there’s no mistake—nonewhat-
aver, I assure yow¥ I am Mrs. Norton
Blake, and this  our little sam, I
Basve every proof of what I asserti. I
pwssed my husbasd intheavenue:. In
@ few minutes he will be here too cor-
reborate my stastemeat. Greischen,

“Promise, Fortom. pramisal™ '_I‘he-q
shrill voice resg piescinglzimperative. .

the-dying evesdookediup witha p]eadl‘
ing-agony, the-thinBands elutched at |
hisas if they wouilll ving from hinzj
more than Lfe itself, snd Norton

“Pring Helon!' WWlere: & Helen?
Mr. Blake criest'in féwerishuinpatience..
“Leit me hear her pramise 500. Only
then-ean I resiin peacs:’’

Heden came
bed with an expressisn of ealm reposex {
of trastiul stoengtii, onhwer beautiful

face. Quicklythis<clinngedito one ofi
shrirfing awsirneok raserwe. as shos
glanced from e gray,. imperious feas ||
ures of the dyping mante those of hewll
—as shie helieved-—limar set in a whita-|
look ofipain md fean:. Leoking wons-|
deritgly froms: one to tlw other, tie-
poorgirl faltered out tlie promise ns
quirediof her, Mr: Blalie bolding in his
a hand of eacliag-theawvords were spckie~|

i
vow—unuttered, indesd. Bnt long ax-
isterst. No dbubt ef Narton’s trmth
or henor assailed Bier: Yet, lookmg
up iato s pale, drawn face, a vague
panic struck: coldlyr toe her hears, so
joyless, so Gespairing; were the ayes
that met har owi.

“Munc dimittis!™ the sick man mear-
mueed, andi sank »ack mpon his pillows
faist and Qghaustﬁdi.

Tb the amazement alike of divetor
andifriends, Mr. Blake rallied frem the
stupor into: whigh. he fell after his in-
terview with Noxten, dramk the
dramght prescribed Sor him. saak into
aealm ed‘uull‘bin; h:: nﬁoke so much
improved that " whis; anew
thnpénmo\'e was 1:;0sl.-all{haiflf‘?‘:l Time
proved hope right. After many fluct-
uations between hife and death, dan-
ger gradually retreated; health dawn-
ed onee more.

Through the week of convalescenee
the same imperious mandate wield-
ed its iron sway. No excitement, no
thwart;ﬁ was on any account to be
permitted. :

Meorning by morning Norton Blake
rose from his bed, vowing that, at all
risks, he would before night disclose
the fact of his marriage to Helen and

Night's silence b;ooded over The

She- drew mear to tho—i':

raise baby's veil, cad Iz Mr. Blakesee
‘how tlosely he resembles his fatlher.

The old man hadl tottered intmthe
hall to see what tkecondusion msant.
Narton saw his faes harden intoater-

'rible sternmess of disbefiefl as hecon-
promised. ifronted the intruder.

~ He saw the
whitening of Helends- lips and tS3ede-
fimmtt angwish in heweyes.
The creat door=iiilstood open.. Thas
iy waited, with its: piled up luagagey
bedow theterracesseps. Norton press-
edi yet closer into.the shadow of the
ico, and caugit his breath twhear.
is wife's next wovds.
=My bmnsband’s.continued mbsence
was so unaccountwla,."she continuned,
witth again the hewrshilsmeh she fancied
so fascimating, “thnt | determined to
ascertain for myselfl the cause of his
detention. I hope myx advent is not

‘witterly inconvendent, but Nerton—
i iear, easy fellow!—will be delighted

with the pleasazt surprise I hasve plan-
wed forhim.”

He slumk noiselessly down the steps;.
ed away in the darkness of comicg:

night.

Hidden rll.wayt- mon:i: thh:ﬂga.d:ij:dﬁ
the park lax a cid, -fri
mere. Feathery E:chu virved over;

lilies spread thewr broad leaves and
silver cups agem,its still viaters.

But the morrow’s sunbeams, pant-
ing tue fragramt larch-plumes with
slender, shining fingers, fell on seue-
thimg whicliithe spreading lily-leaves
tried pityingly to conceal. From the
fdiow hazal eatkins the dew dropped
ite tearsiupon the dead face of a man
whose bedy drifted umder the shelter
@f the bank, and thas dead man was
Norton Blake.

Out of his dilemmsa he had found
a but  whether that
road was the coward’s ene of sui-
cide, or that, in his bewilder-
ment he had wandered wnwittingly
to the mere, missed his footing in the
darkness, and slipped into its treach-
erous depths, it was an hnpessibility
toA&e k - ing his early rounds

gamekesper, goin earlyro ,
found him iny:hre pool. Hewascarried
back to The Court, and “Death by
misadventure” was the verdict at the
inques$. “Death through selfish weak-

his uncle. Evening always jound him
forsworn. Gradually the stifled con.

ness"” would have been a truer gne.

Norton waitsd te hear no more. |

swiftly theough the gardens andil;

Mr. Blake never recovered theshock
and disappointment of his nephew's
death. Ee sank into dotage, and for
many tedious years Helen—asad-eyed,
prematurely-aged woman—wuas his de-
voted guardian.

The only bright thing in her life was
Norton’slittleson,whom—humilinted,
frichtened and subdued by the dread-
ful result of her mancuvre—NMrs.
Blake had consented to relinquish and
leave in Mr. Blake's charge, on the
condition that his future should be
provided for.

On an allowance, also supplied by
Mr. Blake, ghe returned to the asso-
ciates of her early life, and soon re-
married—to the no little satisfaction
of others besides poor stricken Mr.
Blake and his dear adopted daughter.

General Forrest’s Stake,
From the Nashville American.

I was sitting in & room in the Max-
well House with General N. B. Forrest,
several years before his death.

war you were a terror at the poker
table.
one hand?"

“He replied: “I have played a few
heavy games and many a light one.
In New Orleans on one hand I won
$47,000."

“And what did you hold?”

“Three kings and two nines."

him what his opponent held, but Idid

eyes filling with tearsduringits recital:

ad $7.20, not a cent more or less.
We spent one entire afternoon ran-
sacking an old portfolio hopingto find
some old uncollected account or
‘I. 0. U.” which I might realize. There
wasn't a thing. I said to my wife:
‘Rhoda, you have always been agninst
me and poker; I never played a game
since I first knew you that your ab-
sent face was not a haunting rebuke
over one shoulder. Now I have been

and I knowtherell becards. If you'll
give me your blessing this once, my
dear, I teel mighty sore Ican come
home a richer man.

“Said sher ‘Forrest, we've got
along without that, so faras I have
known. and by the Loxd’s help we'll
still go on without it.’
“sYes,” maid I, ‘but the

time?” Ske never consented, but she |
didn’t opgpose it very stro
wouldn't go over the $7.20.
just as I expected. Four tables were

running at ¥need’s and' I won enongh
at fifty-cent ante togo i at & higher |
table later on.. Well. sir;. §F won—and' |
I won right along froay the first—Ijust |
dropped the money intor my hat en|
the floor, sndl wher we broke up at |
daylight I put my Bat om with thse |
money in it. without zeuntiag it oves,.
and went bmine. A=I came near te
mmy house I eaught a zimpze from the
sutside of mx wife’s white figure wait-
ing rizht where'she knd: waited all
might, pale and: anxions,. andi when 1
went in [ jus®took off. my hat and
emptied $1,500%n her lap. I felt sor-
ry for her, wfie couldn't bless that
night’s doings: but, sir,—i% was a
great relief to-me.” . i

Amother Steay of the Baitle of”

1 was at therlrome cif the late W..
H: Cherry, at Savannaii;. Tennessee, )

just before the-battle of Shilohe. “The |

fasé table of M3+ Cherry: whien: the first
caamon of that eventiud contast was
firadhk The Reneral was: an little-

thersfor to Mms. Cherry remalkiing that

he Bad not retived as earlyr ae usuali
thamight befo=e and co uesstly had.|
the-beadache.. Though = %attle Was
knewn to be-immineniy; . neither the-
General nor his staff e tediit to be-
that day and shey sat dowm calmlw-
tova breakfzst whichs was- destined:
ns¥er to be cempleted.. Miss Cherry;.
a lady of gres& refineme=bandculturc;.
was extending the couxtesies of hen
bense in a mimsner which: by its uns
formity, seermd to hasewonupon the
raspect of thie foermarn ohiaffain. He
ogeupied a sest Immediately to hor
—ight, his stedf arrangedi ascand  him.
Mrs. Cherry poured ozt a:eap ofcoflse
witich the GGweral recesiiadi and placad
i front of him with ac‘tlank yan,
madam.’ e was in {Hle-wet of rais-
ing it to hisdips, whesntlie- boom of a
‘cannon wig heard m the distance.
The cup was for a tmomeat poised in
{air, while the General half tirninghis
ilhead and zxelaiming; “What's that?’
seemed to)be listening: fstently. The
words wese hardly attered before the
ominous sound was mepeated. The
General sprang to his feet. ‘Gantle-
man the-ball has epemed. We must
be going;"he exclsmed. And ie five
minutes he, his sta® and orderlies
were abaard the. ssasll steamer an-
chored at the fept of the hill, and
steaming up theTennessee.”

Oliwer Wendelll Holmes celebwrated his
T6th birthdax at Marblehsad, Mass.
In a pleasant cenversation with a news-
paper correspondent relagive to the
event, he said: “I do nok think there
is much to besaid about the occasion,
for Iam only 76. Now, when a man
gets to be 8D he is apublic benefaetor,
jor then he is an eneouragement to
men of TG or 75. A long row of men
80 years of age form asort of taikboard
fence separating younger men from the
chilly t. Yes, I consider living to
a great age the cheapest and easiest
benefsction & man can make. Glad:
stone is, I believe, within four mouti#
, and Barnum guite near it,

of my azge.
When men get over T3 all differences

are set aside.,™

“General Forrest,”” I asked, “it has |
often been said that previous to the

How much did youeverwinon !

I have always regretted I didn’t ask |
not. He told the following story, his |

“When my wife and I went to Mem- |
glsis after the close of hostilities we

invited to Sneed’s to dinner to-night |

Lord has |
been slow of late, and seems to be git- |
tin slower; what d'ye say to this one |

| - s
g.I?n“c'IMI | mueh interested in the mabter. It

that General Grant masbhis gparters ||

| Bill Arp--His Children and His
7 Grandchildren.

Our grandchildren are havingagood

‘ time now. They have finished break-
ing the bull calf and are very busy
 making flutter mills under the fishpond
dam. The fall is about five feet and
they keep the water busy and the
wheel, too, and are talking about a
little saw-mill attachment. I just let
them go along and use my tools and
dull my handsaw and gap my ax and
waste my nails and leave everything
 where they didn't find it, for they are
| on a big frolic now, and will have to
go back to school in a few days. 1
overheard them talking about school,
and one said: “I wish there wasn't
| such & thing asschool!” And another
said: “Well, I don’t, for the school is
all right, and I don’t want to growup
a dunce, but I wish my school days
| were all over—that’s what I wish.”
| But Jessie, our Jessie, my Jessie, has
| left us. She hasgoneto town toschool,

| and we will not see her but one day in
& week. It is mighty hard on us,
| for she is the light of the house and
the comfort of my age. One by
{ one they have to leave us.
i Ralph has gone to Florida to live and
! work, and we aregetting lonesomeand
i homesick. We missthem at night and
! in the morning and at the table. Even
| the dog looks sad and watches theroad
| for their coming. But all’'s well that
| ends well, and we are thankiul for the
| zood that is left us. Carl is here yet
and a lot ofgrandchildren. They car-
ry their sling-shots withas much impu-
dence as a town boy earries his pistol
in his hip pocket. Two of them made
a target of some fine pears in the top
of a favorite tree and left the little
rocks in the rs. I promised them
a whipping but somehow or somehow
else they didn’t get it. There isalways
| somebody around to interfere with my
| arrangements. So they wanted to go
to the baseball again this evening and
I just put my foot downamd said no.
I determined to punish them and now
my opportunity has come. When I
take a notion I am boss: at my own
house, and now I've taliem a notion
and I'll show the little raseals how to
shoot my pears. T'll teachithem a les-
BOM.

Later—They have gone tiethe base-
ball with their maternal ancestor,and
that’s the kind of a man L am.—At-
lanta Constitution.

The Aurora Boreaiin
| From the Literary World.

What is the Aurora Borealis? many
men have asked and asked in vain.

Scientific personages hawy> been

was as a participator in the-work of
the milernational Polar Research Ex-
pedition that Herr Trombolt visited
the mest distant parts of the Euro-
pean eantinent. His task wastotake
observations of the remarkable phe-
nomensw known as the Aurara Bo-
realis, er Northern Lights, and} rinci-
pally o eonjunction with the Norwe-
gian station at Bossekop,in Fimmark-
en,and'the Finnish one at Sodankla,in
the vers heart of the wilds of Finland,
to effect measurements tor dbéermin-
ing the height of the phenomeneon
above tie earth’s crust. Scienco: he
owns;. 1% still at fault; but in. answer
to popular bypotheses, it com de
clare tHat the Aurora Borealis is
not supsHime reflected from the ice
fields ofithe- Aretic regions, nor there-
flection ofisumshine on the surfage- of

Shiloh lithe sea, nor the reflection of sun rays
5 {'in ice ermstadk saspended in the

strata. of the air. Further, science
‘tells us tHat the Aurora Borealis-is ol
{ Electriced natwre, and closely related
to the- magnetic forces of the earth.
{While: our awfthor was ot his post

Fedieral chieftxin,” saysthe Nashville | every might the Aurora Borealis. 'a.p
American, “was-sitting 2t the- break-|

peared; at any rate, thers was nmot a
single clearsveming when it wasabsant.
Bome times it filled the whole sky; of-
ten its-displays were confined to imsig-
nificant and faint phenomens,

lata-in leaving his apartment that | low in. the: morth, just like these
morning and ppesented his- apologies:

observed! inn Southern Scandinavmia;
but sometmmes they obfain a
magnificence: which defied deserip-
tion. Haoame to thecounclusiomthat
 the great mamny different forms. might
' certainlix be-reduced to a fewvsimple
ones. In mest instances the Awsrora
forms belts, er zones, which streteh
across tieeagth in thedirectionef the
etio- east-west, wlich zones are
formed!by & conglomesation: of thin
sheets afi lursmous mat ter, ranged one
behindithe ether, their direction being
arallall with the iucdinatiom needle.
E’he lyminoms mattesin thesa sheets
is even, o= diffuse, or divile into
streamers. The red solorin tie lower
edge efrares and bands oftes, under-
goes remarkable chapges, and lecomes
crimson, ar purple,. or pink;. or red-
ochra-or wiolet. T3e light, Hewever,
is weaker than was:to be expected.

Amerieans Rushing to tile Cities.

From. the Philadelpltia Press.

Popalation scems to seelt: its kind,
| and sueh inducements as aur cities af-
fondi prove too astractive-for therural
pe jon. Im 1880 omly one-ninth
of the populatism of Mianasota lived
imeities. If tha statecensus,just pub-
lished, may be-eredited. one-fifth of hexr-

t popudation lives in cities.

ing rousdly, it may besaid that;,
i 1790, one-thirtieth of the PC'P“‘?"
tion of the United Stabas was foundiim
eities of mowe than 8,900 population;
in 1800, oza-twentyiiths; in 1810 and
also 1820, ene-twentisth;in 1830, sme-
gixteenth: in 184&, one-twelfths in
1850, ors-eighth; im 1860, one-sixth;
in 1870, more than ene-fifth, and in
1880, half-way between one-fifth and
one-quarter. Thetendency of modern
civilization is to mass pulation.
The strong lights and shadows of our
cities, thﬁove of society, the satisfac-
tiom of better shelter, better roads,
st institutions, lead men to
ctvwg together, even when unable to
be anything but dependents inthesys-
“gm to which they unite themselves.

Sidewalk venders in Chicago pay
$100,000 a year to property owners.

Stepa are to be taken to compel the
payment of these revenues to thecity.

Lincoln on the Battlefield.

Mrs. General Custer in the Chieago Tribune.

Our Minister to the Argentine Re-
pnblic has been telling me of a seene
which has as yet been unpublished.
Being the personal friend of the late
President of the Baltimoreand Ohie
Railroad, he askedthe official to teil
himthe truth regarding an accusation
against the President during the dark
days of our war. A newspaper para-
graph went the rounds attributing to
Mr. Lincolna. want of selemnity in
singing a frivoloms song at the very
outposts of our advance pickets. Mr.
Garrett, who aceompanied Mr. Lin-
coln on many a journey to the front,
gave the true version of the story
from which the garbled aceount had
been first evolved. General Me-
Clellan sent for the President in a
eritical hour, and he responded by
starting at once. They had me soon-
er alighted from the esr on reachine
headquurters thun Secretary Stanton
approached General McClellan and
brusquely addressed him: by saying:
“Why are you delaying an advance?
What keeps you from hurling this
army on to the foe?” “T have asked
the President and yon to come
sonally,"” said the General, “that you
might see for yourseli the neces-
sity of reinforcements, the depleted
ranks of our army, the broken
condition to which the last engage-
ment has reduced us.” Meanwhile
the dead ard wounded were being ear-
ried from the battlefield. Thelantern
of the men as they moved among the
slain shone out liKe fireflies as they
progressed. As one stretcher was
passing Mr. Lincoln he heard theveive
of a lad callingto hismother in ageniz-
ing tomes. His great heart filled.. He
forgot the crisis of thehour. Hisvery
being eomcentrated itself in thecries of
the dwing boy. Stopping the carriers
be knels, and bending over him asked:
“What ean I do for you, my peor
child?"” “Oh, you will do nothing for
me,” Hee-replied: “You are a yankee:
I cannot hope that my messages te
my mother will ever reach her.” Mr.
Lincolnis tears, his voice full ofithe
tenderest love. convinced the boy
of his sineerity and he gave his good-
bye words without reserve. Thepres-
ident direated them copied and ordered
that they be sent that night, witha:
flag of truwe, into the enemy's lines
He onlytodd the soldier who he was-
to convince him that his word woukd
be obeyed,. and when told that time
was precions, as the distant outposte-
must yet Bevisited, be arosereluctant-
Iy and entzwed the ambulance. Witk
sobs and' tears he turned to Mark-
Lemon, his fiend, and said: “Mark
my heart is breaking. Sing me some
thing; sing the old song I love, ‘Oft iu:
the Stilly Night."”

Too Much for a Bass.

A bat flesninto the billiard room o3t
anhotel at Greenwood Lake the other

evening, amd was knocked down by:
one of the players who struck it with.
a billiardene:. ¥ fluttered behind!
some wine-cases, amt was not found

until next nvorning, when one of the-
boys pulledlit from its hiding-place-
and tossed it inte a boat, in whichs
Cofair, the guide; who was about {o-
cross the lake:; A fisherman occupy-

ing the stermseat Inid aside his tackle

and picked up the bat to examine it.

He found thist omne of the creature's-
wings was bbokem. amd in turniing it

over got his. fisger too close to its-
mouth. [ aninstant, four needle-like

teeth were deivem into hiz finger-tip,
and with amexclamation of pain and

anger he shook: tBe-Dat loose and cast

it out on the surfage-of the lake. As.
the maimed creature fluttered about-
in the water:tho guide stopped rowing:
to watch it, and his nger sucked

his finger and! mutteved & few deeps-
drawn imprecations.

Suddesly, witdia swirl and splash,.
n magrificest bass, fully eighteen

inches long, engulfed the bat in. his

capacions jaws- and shot full length.
outof thewater:. “Served him right;”""
said thevictimuolithe creature’s teethy.
and, turning t# the guide, he asked:

“What's the matter with getting seme.
more bats for Bait?”

Before the guide could answer  the.
bat rose to tha:sumriace, crushed, but

still gnsping. . Cefadrsmiled as he.said:.
“I thonght that ablack bass was -lmﬁ;
enough to eat almest anything, but -1
guess a bat is.a little too strong-evem
for a bass.” —Rhilsdelphia Times,

That Peseending TDovey.
A New Hawan, Conn., dispatch sags:
“WHile the Bev. Mr. Clark was preach~
ing:in eas: Haven Comgregationail
Charch, andihad finished the pragyer
proceding e sexmon, a dove alighted
upon the senter gallery, m full view of
the congregation, and began ceoving.
VWhen heliad finished Bis prayerthe
dipve persited on the gajlery railing op-
posite the elergyman. When, he-read

the first shapter of St. John's. 1
at the thirty-second verse—*Lisaw the

'spirit diseending frcm heavam like a

dove, and it abode sbout him'*—the
dove flaw tothe desk and perclied mpon
the open page of the Bible. The pas-
tor’'s text was fromathe foupth verse.
It then settled upca the phlatform be-
low the pulpit during the sepmon. At
the cang:amn tke pastor mﬂ in
sacramental services and the
Bibla. The bird. thrice siepped from
the book and on agaim, and then
nestled by its side. Wheahe had con-
cluded the pastor referwed to thein-
terruption awd coincidence, and saikl
that the winged visitor might be taken
as emblematical of the spirit of the
church. Then the bird perched upon
the pastor's head. The effect was
electrical, and nmany ladies were in
tears. Thepastor took the dove and
held it te his Dbreast and m the
benediction. It wasStephen Bradley’s
pet dove <hich had followed his sister
:0 church. The rest of the family had
tried to drive the little thing k.
but it followed the young lady in, and
ilew by the way of the gallery stairs.
Much comment is madein east Haven,
and it is_regarded as almost miracu.
Express

lous.—Albany i




