socepted thom; for who could refuse
excuse from such anangel. We nl.::i

—————— —

Jeannle's Lover,
Did you ever soe & protty young

been sent by cable. She did not sa
much when she finished the dispate
until her mistress told her not to

An Anclent Love Story.
In an old mpoﬂ_l_;w like Newport

schooner's papers, and
us any one on board
| tunity offered. After & cruise ing
| three mon

1 tas
oy

]

ths she returned to Rhods

up and down one street, then npon an-
a&m, chatting and all the
time, T never felt happior in my lifo. |

1t was n besutiful evening, one that I
shall never , The moon was full
of little ¢ which gave the hes-
s T :l?lll]. l;l;lﬂ:‘: hue. Itw.uonldunndd

1, amali voion, , 8 suow lay on tue grou

sevae 1 ohvonod A e !rmn’n and hard. I?’w love-making

one may often listen to tales of painful Island in Au 1813, “aa dee
vicissitudes—tales of privation and suf- | Fy lrim"n:itl'h valusble: goods '.l,':

fering, of ships that went down tothe | poard, and she bad also sent in seven

, of tligsad, heart- | prizes,
sea, never to return, 0 ppolloek rowed in the first boat that

rending suspense that gro® oul of an )
rtainty, whether the loved ones who | came on shore, and it was with fear ang
gy - 7 agitation that he asked for Ethel. Four.

t out into th 1d are yet alive,
g or b teen years had elapsed, and 1o one could

worry sbout Stewart, as he was prob-
ably all right. Then she begsn to
sob and cried out.
“Iv 1soa’ all right; it was Stewart’s
train and Stewart's drowned! "

Next morning came the particulars
of the disaster, and a list of the

Scotch girl, who had been carefully
educated and bronght up in the mid-
dle class of Scottish society 7 If you
have never had the good fortune to
see one, your life has not yet reached
the zenith of its possibilities. A bon-
nie Seoteh lassia with the “lint white

I 10 be
5 "':J
. Lask wud wronght,
- S‘.‘%.u.. thought.

M P ¢
I i .E‘um.mlvhoq%m there,

] toroed
Lh‘ i g" tn‘f;;t
. 2 L

way yet return, or have gone down un-

L, whio had resolved
X ker of my destiny,

ABa e 15 ik about renown

len; and I, who wan ler, fear,
‘nothlng more L0 Fed or L.
walls thal ward my pa:woine,

Are b o iwios.
L R00 B ol ¥4 0 be
maker of n{ destiny,
‘an only walt withioul szv gnte
And wit knd slgh—Too Inte! oo fate!

oo, Lo Koy il

A FLIRTATION, AND HOW IT ENDED.

OHAPTEE I
'We had never been acquainted; but it
soems fate throw her continnally in my
path. Wherever I would go, she would
eortainly be there, She would cast such
a sweet, inspiring glance at me, that 1t
fuirly tortured me. My pain was im-
placable. I suffered sloepless nights, 1
was unfit for business. Everything that
I touched or even looked at hore that
fatal name, which I will eall by the sob-
riquet ““Dot.” Bhe had conguered me;
over-powered me; fascinated me, 1 was
Jost! What was [ to do? T waited
patiently for the thard party to introduce
us, but Le was evidently not to be found.
I knew that there wus only one conrse
loft for me, and that was to introduce
mysclf. Bo I sat down and deliberately

wroto the following letter:

Bax Fraxcisco, Nov. 20, 1870,
My Dear Dot: 1t seems that it is
imfauib!e for us to become aequainted,
Buat why should we wait? Why not in-
troduce ourselves? [ soo nothing wrong
in doing sa, and 1 hope that you do nol.
Did ;ou ever lieur the story of the Fronch-
man? Here it is: “"More consistont was
the Frenchman who rolated to another
how he hud seen & man drown in the
Beine. Baid the diseiple of Chestorfield:
“I saw the poor man fall into the river
and struggle closoe to the bank for two or
three minutes, and then he tank and was
drowned."  “But couldn't you have
helped him if yon had tried much?" kel
other with some surprise, “Ob, yes,"
roplied the fastidious Frenelimun; *'1
oould have helped him out without any
danger to myself; but then you wmust
koow [ had never been introduced to the
gentleman.” Now of course you ean
#o0 that this was mero folly, and in the
samo way relatos to us, therefora I heg of
you tell me, when, and where oan I meot
on. Do not disappoint me, and if I
vo been too rude, forgive mo.  With

kind regards, I am yonr sincere friond,

Patiently and anxiously, I waited for o
roply, but alas! None oame. Could 1
have mistsken hor? That very alternoon
I med her on the streot, snd instead of

ing me, and “lifting those blne win-
ows of the soul” up nt me, vhe avoided
me altogether; whethor it was done in.
tentionally or not, I never learned, |1
folt wbashod; cowered. T imagined all
sorts of things, Shoe most be insulted, 1
upiund'l l'nrlmpn it wan messivur de teap,
I wos vegarding myself as an insolont

follow,

CHAPTENR 11,

A fow doys attorwards was Toanksgiv-
ing duy, and 1 was allowed o half holi-
day, folt sopremely lappy. But
whero was I going to spend the alter-
noon? 1 wuas hopelessly despondont,
Just as T wos wndering  over this
woighty quostion, l folt a light tap upon
my shoulder, und turning aronnd I saw
D—, my llmrtirnlur friend,

“Where do yon intend gol ig this af-
ternoon,” says he,

“That is just what I have been think-
ing abont," I repliwd.

fo looked t me curi usly, and in w

" touo which bare mystery with it, toll me

to go to Platt’s Hall. T asked him why.

“Why," sayn e, “do you not know
that there is a fair in progross thers?”

I replied in the negative,

“Why, yes," answered ho, “‘thore is a
fair, and I was told to inform you, that
if possible yon should come there,”
had my suspicions, and as I nm very
oredulous, I determined to go. To say
that 1 harried thero would not express if.

1 Ilhmlx flow thence —in w streot car
But first taking the precaution to have n
friend with mo,
mission,

“Nothing,"

I puid snil walked in, oxpecting to
meet ‘Dot at the door. But 1 wis doom-
od to disappointment, for she was no-
where to soen, 1 began fo suspeot
foul play, [felt miserable, Prosoutly
ny friend dissovered a lady sequaintance
and was soon desply buried in converss-
tion. Moanwhile, I helped to support
the miling of the stage, and oagoriy
watched the door. My friond's conver-
salion grow so intonsely interesting that
ho notually became reckloss and weout to
the extravaganoe of buying o doll for his
friend’s child,

1 began to enjoy the affair hugely; it
was just recoiving & bit of romanes,

Prosontly Isaw u form rvush through
the door, Her face aglow; ler tyos
sparklod. 1in turn trembled, and hung
on to the railing for dear life. My leart
beat; my oyes swam, However, 1 soon
wocovored my sonses and searched e
hall for the third party. He hand not
yob arrived. What was I to do? My
rtmu became wore perilons, Sud

nly 1 perveived “Dot” rush to where |
was standing—hold out her hand with a
“how do you do, Mr, Z." How well Jo
I remomber that hand, so frail, fair and
tendor! I elasped it like a wolf olutches
his meat.

I told ber I wus “quite well,” and
thus we becamo acouainted.

CHAPTER 111,

1 an engagement with her
for neat evening, and as [ have had a
military education, I vas punctoally at
wto I have never yot known

A1 engagement on time,
ot J;'l,'l dﬂ.lql‘llﬁl by compa-
perbaps & headache! Of course,
no exeaption e the rule, for

I uskod the price of ad-
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under distressing cironmstances, the
thermometer being down to zero. 1 part-

ed from her that evening with a heavy |8
% tom zen lo:{!

heart, to say nothing of my fro

Next evening we met again, but “purely
accideutal.” She was just go to
ohurel, and [—well—I don't know defi-
nitely where I was going. She asked me
to escort her, whieh I did most gracious-
ly and happily. She was in u very talk-
ative mood; in fact she was as charming
in conversation as she was sweet, and
“lo my mind's eye Iy Lhe nweetest lndy that 1
ever loaked on,"

I bade her good night at the ehurch'
door, but I would a thousand times
:Jnther taken her hand and led her to the

tar.

In answar to my question, as to who
intended soeing her home, she answered,
and intaitively, “My father!” I conld
sé0 no objection and received the an-
pwor satisfuctorily. But imagine my
surprise when 1 saw her an hour after-
wards walking down Kearny stroot with
my rival, Marc Antony! . I could hardly
control my passion. But I was not to
be ont-lone. I eagerly watched their
action, and was soon ** Knluwing“ them,
Seeing that they intended going straight
home, I turned up a side stroet and
wilked in the direction of ruy residence,
I then took a cigarette from my pocket,
commenced smoking and walked slowly,
as if T was just coming from home,
Weo met, face to face. Bha bowed; so
did I. That was all, But I felt n bit-
ter sting in my breast, and it has not
entirely vanished yet.

CHAPTER 1V,

Our nequaintance grow st ron[fer. We
met nearly every evening. I began to
feel that I was fully prepared to answor
Mr, Malloek's great question: “‘I4 life
worth living? " After mature geflection
I discovered that T was deeply in love;
desperately 80, Now thix was dangerons,
for 1 was treading on forbidden gronnd
and eating forbidden fruit. DBut how
could one help loving one so goo,
kind, pure and true? At least I credifed
her with all these virtues, although I
Anew sho was faithless in some of them.

Ho one day, after a desperate and con-
tinued struggle with myself, I concluded
to propose. 1 determined to do so that
very evening. 8o I worked hard all
day, nud wore myself completely out,
I then drank several glasses of good
inger ten, 1 smoked continually,

mashed my band: 1 had my

hair eut and was cleanly shaven. Donned
my Smulu{ apparel, and had my boots
nicoly and tastefully blacked —jus for
the ocension.  The bootblack  said
looked charming; and I wm certain ho
never flatters, 1 paid him o dollar for
the unasked for but accepted compli-
ment.  "Hound went the clock. and
round cameo soven. As usual, “Dot"”
win late, She said I looked “*nwful
onte.” I thanked ler for her keen
obsoryation, T thought I wis progross
ing. Presently my heart grew boldor;
I folt brave, I consented to present her
with a piece of candy. 1 then watched
the play of her features. Her eyes swam
with delight; so did her tongne, 1 then
wsked bor in w free-spoken  out-and-ont
wanner if she would consent to be my
botter-half for the rest of her natural
life. For tho momoent she seemed sorely
wrploxed. I had evidently startlod her.
he tproed her hewd evasively, and in
o voice s unnatural that T was almost
ashamed of mysell for having proprosed,
sho told me that she was already en-
gaged, and then bowed her head and
wept.  Was 1 thunder-strock; and did 1
ery “Creat Henvens?" Oh, no, I sim-
ply escorted hor home, and bul her
“good-night,”  Although I folt my dis
appointment bitterly, vot I bore it like o
man. 1 did not even ask her who it wos
that hind told the story before me. Tt was |
nseless, I conld easily conjecture,
“"Alus! poor Yorick," like Othello, 1|
loved not wisely, but too well.”

I sought eomfort in Tennyson, who
Hiys

“'Tis botter to hnva loved und lost

Than vever ta have foved st wiL'"

Tae Wire's Powes,—Miss Kate Field
badl an interview with Hepworth Dixon,
the ULrilliant editor of the London
Athanenm, shortly befere his death,
She says: “He was oxeeedingly fortu-
nate in his domestie life.  His home was
ono of the pleasantest in London.  Onee
in  conversation with him I asked
whether he thought the majority of
marringes were happy or  unhappy.
‘Happy, cerfainly,” was the roply. ‘1
think most men marry for love, aud got
the right woman, with whowm they are
perfectly satistled throngh life.  Of
course, however, there are wives who
fuil to fuil to hold the hearts of their
husbands,"  *Will you tell me,’ I said,
in what you think is the secrot
of n wowan's lasting power—what
quality it s in her which makes her
hold her husband's heart forover? “That
sho should bea pillow," answersd Mr,
Dixon, soriously. I mean that in her,
asoona pillow, her hnsband most find
repose,  He gets hard knocks enough in
the world; peoplo stick their sharp
corners into him; thoy hart his pride or
wound his sensibilitios Let him bo
able to go home feeling that there, at
lenst, is some one who belioves in him
aiterly. He has no noed to tax himself,
if hois tired.  She will be contented
even if he does not tell her hix best
stories,or tolls hor the old ones three times
over.  She asks nothing of him but that
he will be himself, Do you think years
miake such refuge of less worth? Noi s
man will nover stay long away from such
companionship—the sincerest flatter, the
most perfect rest." '

- -——-—-.-‘_....—

No hnman scheme ean be so acon-
rately projected but some little cireum-
stance may intorvene to spoil it.—
Bossuet.

“This is a high-handed outrage,” ns
the boy remarked when ho found that
his mother had put the cookies on the
upper sholf.

Busis on put.?o stamps: On ones,
Franklin; twos, Jackson; thress, Wash-
ington; fives, Taylor; sixes, Linecoln;
tens, Jeflurson; ns, Webster; thir-

tion, Hamilion; nineties, Commdailore
0. H. Perrvy.

locks" that Bobbie Barns loved to
ak of, with big blue eyes, that are
almost childish in their modesty and
shyness, with pretty, round cheeks
that wear the lovely pink tints of
perfect health, with a supple, slender
figure and neat foot, encased in &
sonsible, thick soled boot, and & slim
band, slightly browned h?' the ab.
sonce of gloves. A “lassie” with all
this is as pleasant a sight as one
could wish for on these cloudy, disa-
greeable days. Just such a dainty
“lussio” could have been seen in
household in Allegheny a little more
than a week ago. She is not there
now. She does not exist save in the
memory of her frionds and in that
great receptacle of sorrow, the past.
In her place there is a woman with
nothing of brightness or happiness
about her. She hus “big blue eyes,”
but they are dull aud expressionless,
all their brillianey being washed
away by frequent weepings, Her
fuce i pale, colorless and thin, The
sprightly grace that once gave a
cﬂarm to her walk and ber figure,
bas gone, and she walks about like
anold woman who has lost all the
hope and has discovered that the
world is full of bitterncss and care.
The first and second pictures are of
the same person so fur as actual iden.
tity and name are concerned, but oh!
how they are at variance in heart
and soull The change is striking,
and it came nbout so suddenly, that
the writer sought to learn the cause
of it all, and thisis the story that was
told to him: Sometime ago o gentle-
man who lives in Allegheny went
abroad for a pleasure trip, taking
with him his wife and young chil-
dren.  Some of the gentleman's im-
mediate uncestors had been born in
Scotland, and be desired 1o spend
cousiderable time in that country,
und did so. During the visit of the
party one of the children was taken
gick at Dunkeld, a little town in
Perthshire, on the left bank of Tay.
The town bad but few accommoda
tions, but as the child was too weak
to be moved, the family were com-
pelled wo take lodgings in a hotel and
wait for the little one’s recovery.
Tho mother became worn ont with
watehing the sick boy, wnd his futher
asked the doctor if' he knew ol any
ong who could be obtained us a nurse,
and promised liberal pay., The doe-
tor said ho knew just the right Kind
ol'a percon, provided she would con
senl Lo serve u8 porse.  She was
Jeannie, daughter of the clorgyman
who had formerly bad charege of the
kirk, nnd who bad died, leaving lis
only child ao orphan, poor and ul
most friendless.  She had always
been good to the poor and needy
during her  ftuther's lifetime,
and after he had letl
her she lined gone to
the house of a friend to remuin until
sho could obtuin some kind ol work.
The dovtor told Jeanuie how matters
stood and she at once declared her
willingness o nurso the sick child,
nud necordingly took her plice at
hig bedside.  The bright, cheerlul
luce of the givl and ' Ler winning
munners muado her u grest fuvorite
with the children wnd their parents,
and when they were about to loave
Dunkeld, the mother insisted on Jen
nio coming to this country with her
as governess of the children and &
companion for herself. To this Jean
nie objected stoutly, and said, with
miuny blushes and much contusion,
thut she could not leave Dunkeld.
Thon the reason came out. She was
engagod to be marvied to the young
man - wiaon. she had konown sinee
childhood, and who was to marry
her as soon as he was able. He was
a guard on the Noreth British Ruil-
l‘UH.(L

“Why could not Stewart come
to?" said the tuther ot the voy whom
Jeannie had so fwithfully watched.
1 will find work for him in Piuts-
burg, amd yon need not be sepa
rated,”

Then it came ot that Stewart had
a sister who was bedridden, and who
ho huad to support, and this was the
renson why the marrisge had not
tukon placo before.  Jeannie was
persunded to go to Dandee to see
Stownrt and ask las advice, and he
was urgent in his counsel that she
should accept the liberal offer that
bad been made to her and go to
Amerien, He told ber he would fol
low her here when ke was able to
provide for his sister, Stewart added
that the doctors said that the sick
girl conld not outlive the winter,
Poor Jeannie was all toars and sor
row when she left with her friends,
bul sbe heard regularly from Stew
art, and oo arriving bere she soon
became accustomed to her new life
and liked 1t greatly. About s month
ago Stowart wrote to her that his
sister was dead and that he would
loave for America about the first of
Junuary. Jeanuie's songs and smiles
bocamo more frequont, and she look-
od forward eagerly for the arrival of
the new your.

On Tuesday last the papers con.
tained the mccount of the terrible
accident to the Edinburgh train ou
the bridge over the Frith of Tay.
Jeannie heard about it, and burried-
ly read the meager account that had

names of those drowned, Stewart's
name was smong the list of the train-
men, and when Jeannie read it she
went to her room and would not see
any one until the following morning.
Then she came quietly down stairs
and went about her usual daties
without a word to anybody. She
looked ten years older than she did
before, but she made no complaints,
and has not referred Lo her loss since
that flrst day, and her friends in their
pity and wurm sfmpnthy ure wateh-
ing her anxiously to see that she
does not do berself some harm. And
thus even this faraway calamity
shows how long reaching are the
shadowy arms of affliction and sor-
row.—Pittshury Telegraph,

How Far Twenty-five Cents Will Go,

The wife of the man next door has a
fertile brain, which is kept actively em-
rluyed in o variety of directions. Among
her honseliold goods are a dozen of
plants in pots, and o variety of these in
# box mounted on a pedestal. The box
she got at the store; the pedestal shie and
the boy together made. After it was
done she wanted it painted.

She might have sent it tothe painter
for that purpose, but he would charge
more than it was worth. To save the ex-
tra cost she would do it herself, She
could get a pound of paint mixed in a
pot and a brush for twenty cents—the
pot and brush to be returned after the
work was done. It was a simple thing
to paint, and she could put it on as eas-
ily and nicely as a trained hand eonld
doit. The man next door didn't think
about it. It was not in his line, but he
got the paint,

It was a great surprise to the wife of
the man next door to see how little of
the paint was required to cover the box
and pedestal, and how mueh was left af-
ter the work was done. What shonld
she do with it? Not return it, of course,
for she would not be allowed anything
for it. Now that she hnd it, she might
us well nse it.  There was undoubtedly
something it conld be used on,

She looked nround for the object in
l.Flt!!ilinn, and was not long in finding it.
There are more or less dingy, batteraed
articles aronnd a honse which a cout
of paint wonld improve. Her honse
wis no exception.  Her eves light-
ed on a box holding her weonring sand.
Ing fow moments it wesa delightfnl
green.

Then she looked round for other ficlds
to conquer, and presently she found
them, and continned to ﬁml them as
long as the presemee of paint wade it
necessary to search for them, She was
nearly the whole afternoon using up that
pot of paint, bnt it was time well em-
[rlu_\'uli.

And it was amazing, ns she admitted
to herself, how far twenty cents worth of
paint would go, judicionsly applied.
She knew her husband would Lu ST~
prised when he cume homoe at night at
all she hind done,

And he was,

When he observed the green elock
caso and looked at the green paper rack,
and found that he had a green writing
desk, anid contemplated the green foot-
stool, and saw the green coal senitle, and
got aguinat the green clothes-horse, he
was too full to say 0 word.

Then he picked up his green bootjack,
ond when he did that he gave n wild,
seared look about the room, sank Jdown
in o chair and fohnd his voice,

He sl

“Holy fish-hooks!"—Danbury News.

Where Bid Man Originate!

The various writers and thinkers on
the subject of prehistoric man generally
concede that the races of to-day hwve
ridlinted over the globe from some point
i Asin,  Indeed, the traditions of dif-
ferent nations lead to the conelusion that
this point of dispersion wias located in
the high central rogions of that country.,
There, apparently, the dog, horse and ox
were first domestiosted, and can st
present time be found in their natural,
wild state, Hudson Tuttle says, in his
"Arcans of nature,” that **man originated
near the ci uator, where the climato wus
better adapted to his defenseless con-
dition aud food abandant,” This con-
clusion seemed to be based upon the im-
pression that the different zones of the
earth ocoupy the same reletive positions
now that they have always done, and ean
bardly hold good in view of recent de-
velopments. Colorado, an almost unex
plored conntry, compartively speaking,
to the scientitic world will be apt to
change the logical reasonings that have
80 far been advanced upon this interest-
ing subject. Senor Altamirano, of
Mexico, the best Aztee scholar living,
claims the proof is conclusive that the
Aztecs did not come to Mexico from
Asin, as has long bween universally be
lieved, but that they were s race origin-
wted in the unsnbmerged parts of
Amerien, us ol ns the Astatics them-
selves, aivd that that country may even
have beon peopled from this. From the
ruins recontly found, the most northern
of any yot discovered, the indieations of
improved architecture, the work of dif
ferent ages, can be traced in » continual
chain to Mexivo, where they eulminate
in wassive and imposing stroctures, this
giving some proof by circomstantial
evidence to Altlamimnio’s ressoning,

: s

The happivess of your life depends
upon the quality of your thoughts!
therefore guand accordingly, and take
care that yoa entertain no notions un-
suitable to virtue and unreasonable to
nature—| Marens Antonias.

Nething counld be more natural or
wroper, when a defanlting clork fails to
fep lus accounts straight, than to send
his to the house of correction,

Good intentions are at last the seed of
good actions; amd every man ought to
sow them, and leave it to the soil and
season whether they come up or no, or

whether he or any others gather the
frait.

tell him anything about her. At last ho

wept 1nto the great deep, Here 15 a guse
in point:
ne of the Sonthern families thut early
came to Newport to enjoy the advantages
of its climate was that of Coloncl Thomns
Pollock. He was not the Pollock to
whom reference was made by Mr. Burke, |
in his speech before the House of Com-
mons in 1781, as having formerly livedin | h
Rhode Island, and as having been sirip- | o
d by the British at the taking of St.
Justuting; but he came from North Caro-
ling, where his grandfuther, who had
been w deputy of Lord Carteret for a
period of twenty years, was elected Gov-
ernor of the Colony in 1712
Colonel Pollock, who had frequent
business relations with the merchants of | g
Newport and Boston, and who passed
mnc]t of his time in Newport, became in-
volved in 1771 or 1772, when Jolin Scol-
lay of Boston sued him in the Conrts of
Rhode Island, and recovered judgment
to the amount of more than £500 sterling.
Walter Chaloner, then Sheriff, went bail
for Pollock, who took himself off, and
was never after seen in Newport.  When
the time of payment came round Chalo-
ner was thrown into jail, and there re-
mained till the British took possession of
the island, when, learning that the Sheriff
was o royalist, they released him,
Colonel Pollock left a son and dangh-
tar in Newport, the latter being the eld-
est, Dr. Olyphant was tlie family phy-

sioian, and the interest the doctor had |say
posed Falstaff dead, we “could have

better spared u better man He
wus born George Jones in London,

taken in the futher led him to be kind
and fatherly to the children, particularly
to the son, who had shown a love for
reading. Ome of the places of resort for |
the young was a book store and ciren-
Inting library, kept Ly Joseph J.'Tdod,
near the Postoffice, This was in 1797,
Todd's library contained about B0 vol-
umes. There was more than one circu-
lating library in the place; but the only | 4
one that Todd had to contend with was | ¢
kept by Jacob Richardson, the Post-
master, who nsserted that the library
gontained more than 1000 volumes, Tadd,
not to be outdone, promised to inerease
his collection to 2000 volumes, and, in &
spirit of enterprise, issued proposals for
publishing the poems of Ossian. In
this shop voung Pollock almost lived,
#0 fond was he of reading, devouring
books not only in his own language but
also in French, for, after the arrival of
the frigate Medusa in 1795, with o num-
ber of distinguished Frenchmen on |t
board, he applica himself fo learning the | t
French langusge under M. Bonnemot,
who tuught classes alternately in New- ||
port un. Providence. f

The shops of book-sellers in those days
weee like resding rooms, and were fre-
quented by both old and young readers; [
and it was in Todd's library that young | |
Pollock met Ethel Fergurson, the pride
and solace of her widowed mother. Ethel
was the only dunghter of Adaw Fergur- | (
son. Adam and John Fergurson were
snnfl-makers, who came to Americs from
Scotland and settled in Newport, Dr.
Moftut, snother Scotehmun, had previ-
ously curried on the business of snuff- |1
making in Rhode Island, and for a time
was very suceessful,  The Fergursons
had w sbop on the Long Wharf in 1774,
whoere they made snuff, but their retail
trade was carried on chiefly in a little
shop near Trinity Church, Almost every

L

(*

H

was unexpeeted to E
first excitement was over they had much
to say to cach other, and o tale to tell of
suffering and painful disappointments,
To Newport they never returned, but
when their hands, as well as their hearts,
were joined, they left for North Carolina,
where Pollock Loped to recover some of
the property thut had once ‘belonged to
his ancestors,

ain and Ireland with success.
duughter Avonid, named after the
Avon of Shakespeare, who was also
an excellent aciress, married Gusta.
vus Vaughan Brooke, the tragedian,
und died young.
original “Clande Melnotte” in this
country.

love of notriery.

learned that, finding their income ip.
adequate to their snpport, they had gona
to New Yurk, and from there to Long
Island. Nor was this his only disap-
Jointment; his sister Elizaboth had dieq
in 1801, and his kind friend —one who
| had been to Lim a father—Dr. Olyphant,

ad gone to rest in 1805, Qver the grave
{f Lis sister in Lrinity Churchyard,

where there is a slab to her memory,
placed there by his hand, he give vent
to his tears and then sailed for Lon

Island. There, after & persistent search,
for he had nothing to guide
fonnd the object of his aifections living
with her mother in straightened eireum.

him, he

was as happy as it
1, snd when the

tances, The meeti

e ——

The Count Johannes.

The Count Joannes, who died in

New York recently, was a man of
little value in the world, yet one may

ay with Prince Hal, when he sup.

ixty-three yeurs ago lust March,

and began sn actor at 22 in Boston,
where ho
was u good uctor, too, und married s
wiie who had a good line on the

had his education. He

tage, and together they “starred”
hrough this country and Great Brit.
Their

Mr. Jones was the

He was somewhat eccon.
ric a8 an actor, and started out as

an author with a tract Lo prove that

he American Aboriginies were iden-
ical with the lost tribes of Israel,

This was a symptom ol the obtrusive

unucy that made theman o nuisynee
or years nfterward, solely from b s

sonis Napoleons friends during that
rince's exile in this country, and

after Le beeame Emperor, he was
made & Count Palatine by some swell

rerman Prince, who had the right to
onfer that title. Ever after he wrote

lis name “George, the Count Joan.
nes, eitizen ol the

United States.”
Le turned lawyer, and made a good

living at that in Boston, and after-
wurd in New York.
ton paper for calling him a “so-dis.

He sued a Bos-

nt Count," and called Governor

Andrew, General Butler and others

He was one of

he

OI‘Inlmu.

ineome,

one took snufl 1n those days, and the
l"ergll'lru‘mri had the .-ul'lnl:h‘t;n!l of know-
ing that they conld sell an article “*equal
to anything imported fiom Eogland” at
a less price than the imported article
]n'r‘l'. IlIl.ll
business, found
there was little to go 1o the widow and
With Ins part he removed to
New York, and there went into business,
With care and prudence Mrs. Férgurson
and Ethel conld just livé on their il
Ethel was fond of reading, and,

Iti{‘li
t!l!‘

Adam
elosed

for witnesses, making a very amus-
ing ples for himselt, in which be
usked the jury to coosider how it
vould sound to eall Mr. Andrew a
Sxoadisunt Governor,” ete. The Count
Lrought so muny 2118 Lo sustain bis
personal dignity that he was finally
puv through for barratey, that is, as
u comnon suer of ol baseless litigu
tion, He was a familiae figure in the
New York lower courts, and among

the stories told of his eccentric ap=-

us 1 have said, she and voung Polloek
met frequently in Todl’s hook shop.
Pollock, from long familinvity with the
library, sided Todd in his duties, and
thus it was that he and Ethel had long
talks over their favorite authors, Isit|“
to be wondered at thatethey soon began
to love each other? But this was not of |
long duration, for as soon ns it was
known Ethel was not permitted to go
again to the library, and Pollock was
told it would be time enough to look for
& wife when he was in n position to sup-
port one, In amoment he took itall in,
and knowing there was no opening for
him at home, he detarmined to push ont | 4
into the world, and at once shipped on
board the Russell, a fine ship, then up
for Batavia. This was in March, 1709,
The Russell suiled in a fow days, and
on the Sth of the following August, |
while lying at anchor off Anger Point,
on the island of Java, under the guns of
the fort, she was captured by the French

'

e

with the exception of the captain, super-
eargo and two boys, were put on shore
ot Datavia, and the ship was enrried to
the Isle of France. The long story of
the diffienlties thut peset the captain,
and how he obtained the release of his
ship, [ need not here relate, He finally h
brought her home, resching Newport in i
August, 1800, The blow to Ethel, when |
it was known to hor what had befallen
the orew, was painfual, indeed; hard as
had been her trials, this was the severest
of them all,

Polluck was stripped of evervthing but | b

b

pearanees,

ecce

made a starring tour as actor with

he wis
mont."
person in his lnter years; he prided
himsell’ on Lis marked resemblance
to Ex-Governor Hoffman, and when

is that of a contested
lection ense  tried  before Judge
tudy, who interrepted a squabble

between the lawyers by saying:

Well, gentlemen, let vs go into the

merits of the case, I suppose that all

ither party wantis an honest count."”

At tlas point the Count Joannes,
who was in the voom, arose with his
hand upon his breast, and bowing
low, said: “May it please the Court,

homo!™ Three years ago he

n “adopted daughter,” Miss Avonia

Fairbanks, appearing in this city one

vening, and greeted everywhere

with enblage boquets and other un-

He

avory murks ol distinction,

made money out of his trip, and
more ot the notriety that was his

life, out of Sathern’s pers ion of
privatesr Hazard. All on board the ship | «¢ ' personatip

The Crushed Tragedian,” in which
the model for “Fitz Alta.
e was a strange looking

¢ lirst suw Southern in the alove
wentioned part, he turned to that

gentlerean, who was standing beside

im, and exclaimed: “Heavens! Hofl

man, is thut you or I, or onr third?”
Lately, te has been in u sort of

armless dementia, sitting in a New

the clothes in which he stood, when he | York square [ll:l)'il.l;.: with the birds

stepped ashore in Batavia, but it was i

sometlung to know that he had resched T

the port for which he sailed. His will-
ingness to work, his good mldress, ang
bis knowledge of English and l“rvl:‘cill
soon guned for him employment, and,
saving little by little, he Yad with him &
Irmpn-mtulu sum when he sailed for Eng-
land. But the vessel was captured by
Spanish gunboals and sent to Algeria
where everything was taken from all on
board, who were then rednoed to slavery
Pollock at length escaped and found h‘iﬁz:
self on board an English vessel, bound
for Liverpool. Till then he knew noth
ing of the war between the United States
und Eogland, and he had scareely
learned the particulars, when the vessel
which was hearing ham from slavery was
taken, closo in under the [rish coast. by
the American privateer Yankee, of Bris-
tol. This was & lucky tarn in tie affairs

of Pollock, who at once signed the

you
teaches.—[James Burgl.

like
stands for more than all that went be-
fore it.

nd children, like George Francis
rain.—Springfield Republican.

= LI
If you would not have aflotion visit
twice, listen at once to what it

If He prayed who was withont sin,

how much more it becometh a sinner to
pray.—| Cyprian.

The best of all players is to aet with a

pure intention, and with a continual
reference to the will ot God.—[Fenelon.

As sins proceod they ever multiply
fignres in arithmetic, the last

If Christians must contend, let it be

like the olive and vine, which shall bear
most and best fraits; not like the aspen
lm:l elm, which shall make the most
noise in the

wind,
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