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A GOD AFTER ALL,

1, M .J——.dlnuhnfum

ﬁ"-ﬁ 33:.“-.'1.;‘3}& whshiu' for the morn.
in' to dawn,
epse wo eonldn't deop, Mister Judge, in that
oold, ace,

And Jlnllg‘e:l':um 10 doath at the wild, mad

e

That 'l-ll!uﬂ kopt runpin’ all through the dark
night;

That's Ighr we wero gind, Mr. Judge, 1o see the
deylight.

Pleass, Mr Jﬂlr. we e not very bad Vitle boys

And the mm’ an whal took w4 sald we're some
mothet's |9re i

He was wrong, Me Judge, and should oniy have

id

b
That we are iwo Utie outcasts and our mother Ls
eddt;

And 1here's 5o 060 1o care for us, a1 loast here be-
*,
And n.: rof thil ahellers us from the rain and the
DOW.

gebicr once 1A us that way ua in the Bins
'%;':- wks u‘ 'God that was watohin' all thes listle
boge doy
And lhu’lle Tered Liitle children. and His love It
vile ffee;
Put [ et s, Mr. Judge, He don’t love Jimmle or

For lm;:"arol and 1 prayed till 1 was moat out of
For w!:::::LI:ng 13 cat and keep Jimmie (rom death.
Aud that's why we're here, Mr. Judge, for you
Thtmk:;"::-: halp from above. 1 must find I} be-

e,

"Pwss oo we beggin' and be told (n God 1 masi
1

st
Por 1'd begged all the day and got never & crust:
And lhfnt::- poor Jimmie boidls' nie cold listle
fieet,
And :1 15’ and mosnln’ for sometbin® 10 est

Bol went (o s bosse thsl was not very far,

And saw, Mr Jadge,thal the back door was ajar

And & Lable was scitin’ right close (o the doar,

Just josdied with ples, aboul twenty or more

Ho | quickly silpped in snd grabbed otie to my
Lrrmal—

The priioeman (hen caughl us—sad you know the
rest

Ditchargad, 418 you sy, Mr. Judge® boik Jimmie
sod 1?
And—and we alo't got 10 be jailed ‘cawse [ took &
ot

And ‘-l-'c can cal all we waui® how fonny twill

- —
Bay, Jmmie, pioch me. for I—1 thiok Ity a dream,
And you'd give us work summer. winter and fall
Bay, Jimmie | thiek iere's & Uod Aflaral’

THE WIDOW LOCKERY.

I made her acqusintance at sn Old
Settless' rennion. The clnb, which held
its yearly meetings st Gersbom, was
composed of the surviving piosecrs of
18346, All perscas who, eitber as adulta
or children, bad settled in the district
covered by the organization previous to
or within that year wero cntitled to en-
rollment.

I was spending the summer with a
friend wlo called hersell an old sottler
by marriage. Her husband, Colonel
Hugh Hastings, bad come into the wilds
ti‘:t bLis parents at the age of two years,
and 80 had grown up with the country in
a literal sense. They lived at Barhan
Station, on the line of the one railroad
which traversed the county, Gershom,
the connty seat, was six miles distant.

It was arranged on the morning of the
rousion that my friend Marian and 1
should drive over early with the children
aud spend the ontire day. The colonel
kept a saddle horse, and would follow in
the uiternoon,

We started in the dew, yet whon we
reachied Gershom the village waa all
aslir, At ten o'slock the beautiful pie-
nic grounds on the banks of the Shoko-
beo [ake were swarming with population
of many townships. The Old Settlers
proper were not & numerous band, but
their sssemblies bad cowe to be gala
days with the entire community.

P.ssing among the groups guthered
hero and there, ono canght bits of cliar-
aotcristio talk. A group of wen were
discussing  wheat  prospeets,  They
seomed to belong to that ¢lass in whom
tho uncertainty of the farmer’'s hope had
bred a condition of chronie forebodivg,
One said the wheat was too strong, nnd
would a!ll be “lodged” Dbefore hurvest.
Another thought the recent hoavy rains
wonld produce “rust o the slalk,” A
third predicted o dry, hot time, that
wonld canse it to “fire at the root.”

*“How does yonr wheat look, Dave?"”

The question was asked of a tall stoop-
shouldered fellow, who bhad been listen-
ing to the rest and saying nothing.

“Doraod ‘11 know,” was the reply, I
sowed 1t 10 good time ani good style last
fall, and I bain't looked at it since,
Lookin' docs no good, nor croakin’,
nuther.”

Okl Soth Honseholdor hiad been a re-
markebly good shot in his time. Wo
pansad in onr sannter to hear him tell
abont it. He was s grotesque old man,
with yellowish eurling bair hunging over
the collar of ais clean calico shirt.

“I presome there's & good many old
fellors here,” said he, “‘that minds about
doggery Hank Sloan kep’ over on theold
State road, Ho kep' o hittle stock of gro-
eery, too, and about once a forni't be'd
hev a shootin' wateh, He'd tie up ban-
dles of tes and terbacker and sugar, and
wo'd ahioot for 'em. Well, one afternoon
in the beginuin' of wintor—it was the
31st of November,if I mind right—Hank
had a shoot. There was just seventy-
three of them packages, and when the
matoh was oul, and Hank told ‘em over,
all but four wos marked ‘S. Hounse-
holder.” Yas, that was rather fair shoot-
in', I was tol'sble handy with o rifle
them days. I tell"yon, gentlomen, it's
all in the vptie nerve of tho eye. There's
whera it lays.*

The band began playing on the ros.
frum, snd the maltitode moved tow-
and the musie.

“3hon'd auid arqua atance ba forgol

And bever odlled 1o mind!
Ehou'd suild sogLainmance be forgot,
And the daps of a2id lacg ™

The swoet Lorns seemed 1o speak tue
very word.

There was roll call, answered toin
voices varviog from the robnst, mellow
toues of middle age to the feebler quaver
of the octogenarian. A brief hiograph-
jcal obitusry of a late member was read.
Thes the orstor of the day was intro-
doced. After the speech came the
basket dicper under the trees. The
afternoon was devoled to musio and
story-telling. A veoerable Methodist
preacher gave an accoant of his own air-
ouit-riding in the early days. A Barhan
banker recalled tue fact that be had
come into the county, at the age of six-
teen, as chain in a surveviog
company, Anagel farmer named Man-
ning arose.

stuly hils books 1ill ten o'clock st night,
He's here to-day, friends, and maybe
some of yon know who I mesn. It's
Judge Tazewell, there on the platform.
He split and laid ap the rails that fenced
my first oloarin’. He's been to Congress
since, and I'm proud to say he's been as
bonest 8 law maker as ho was a fence-
maker. I propose three cheers for the
rail-splitter of the old tenth district.”

They were given with epergy, and
Judge Tazewell eame down and shook
bands with Uncle Eli Mauniog,

The president of the elub then asked
how many in the assembly had any per
sonal recollection of a two days hunt
for a lost ehild in the autumn of 41.

* Answer Sunday-school fashion,” said
Le, aud abont balf a dozen hands went
up.
I“h the widow Lockery here,” he next
inquired. y

"I reckon she is,” came (he answer in
a woman's voice (rom somewhere in the
crowd.

“Mrs. Lockery,” conlinued the presi-
dent, *found the lost child, and if she
will tell us all about it, I for one, will
be much pleased. 1 have a vagueim-
pression of the terror which the hunt
produced, and the excitement it arc nsed
in my childish mind; but I do not re-
member that I ever heard the cecurrence
fully deseribed by any one who took part
in the search."

He glanced again in the direction
whence camao that prompt response, und
sat down,

A tall, straight woman rose from her

seat, walked slowly down the aisle be-
tween the rude benches, and took a posi-
tion fscing the people, She seemed in
no hurry to begin her story, but deliber-
ately took off ber starched bonnet and
Iaid it on the grass beside her. She was
the most remarkable personage I had
seen that day. Though fully seventy
vears old, shie was as erect as an Indian,
and gave one the impression of great
physieal power. Her iron.gray bair
grew low over her forehead, and was
gathered in a geeat, rough looking koot
at the back of her head, and secured in
its place by a brass comb, Her com-
plexion was swarthy, and ber dark cyes
were shaded by darker brows which
almost met above her prominent aquiline
nose. He lips closed firmly, and her
whole face had an expression of unspeak-
able sadness.
“Friends and neighbors,” she began;
aud all at once I found myself smiling,
a8 I observed others doing, Never be.
fore did human countenance so quickly
trausform its expression. The dark eyes
twinkled, the corners of the mouth gave
a homorous caurl, the lips parting in
speech revealed a donble row of perfect,
natural teeth gleaming with drollery,
and the whole changed physiognomy was
langhter-provoking.

“Friends and neighbors: Seein’ s
Lhow Mr. Evans has sort o' give ont that
I'm the herowine o' this tale o' terror,
maybe it would sound betler for some
one else to tell it, 8o much by way of
proface.

“It was Benjumin Nyfer's child that
was lost, Ben started one mornin’ in
Ootober to get some grindin' done.
There was no mill nearer than the one
on Taylor's Fork, twelve miles off, and
the way ronds was then, it would take
him wway ‘long into the night to gei
bhome. That little boy o' his'n, just five
year old, took s notion to go 'long, bnt
pa wouldn't let him. He whipped the
poar little fellow in the mormin' for
eryin’ to go; but when he started the
eliild just follerad the wagon and bawled
to be tock in. The other young ones
told me that; and that precions mother
o' his'n, instesd of coaxin’ him into the
house and fryin’ him a dongh horse, and
twistin' him five or six yards of tow
string for drivin® lines, jnst went on
abunt her work, and paid no ‘tention to
hi=n il ont o sight. 'Long towards
noon Mary Aun Nyfer, the oldest gal,
came over to my hounse, lookin' real
seairt, and said Sammy was lost, He'd
follered lis pa & ways in the mornin® and
badn’t come back. 1 says right away:
““‘He's all right. Your father's give
in to bis yollin' and took him 'long.’
“Bat the gal shook her head, and re-
marked:

“Pathier nover gives into nuthin’. He's
druy him back, and Sammy’s lost.'

“I went homo with her, and found
Lake Wilson there. We three families
lived purty cloast—all within a mils.
Luke “thonght just as I did, that Nyfer
had took the boy along, but the mother
and Mary Aon seemed to donbt it. Wil
son said he'd go down the road, and stop
st Fell's and Harder's—maybo little
Sam had stopped to ‘!I&]. Well, he
dido’t find him, and the good feller
hoofed it on till he met Nyfer, three or
four miles this side of the Fork, There
was no Sammy with him. He said the
ehild had turned baock at the big shingle
treo stump, abont a wile from home,
“When Ben druv up to his house,
there was quite a company of the neigh-
bors waitin' to see if he had the boy. A
soarch was startoed that night with lan-
terns and kep' up tili morning. Word
was sent fur and near; Jhefore noon the
next day thres townships were on the
bnnt. Horns wero blowad, bells ruog
and the poor baby's name called in hun-
dreds of voices. The woods and swamps
were scoured and every brosh heap and
holler log peekad into,

“The sarch lastad another night and
another day, tillin the sfternoon some
began to give out, mysell among the
pumber, I went home and throwed my-
self onto my bed with my clothes on,
atd slept as I'd never slept before,
Abont ten o'clock I awoke s wide
awake as [ am at this mioute. My mind
was seemed upcommon clear and qnick.
*That ohild ean't be for awar,” I thought,
‘He's been with the rest to the black:
berry swamp this summer. The trail
leading to the blackberry swamp leaves
the main road mot fur from the shingle-
troa stap. I'd often heard that chiliren
lost would never agswer, when every
thing was qaiet, they'd cry and make s
noiss. It seemed as though the bull ken-
try bad been well sarched, bui I kil
belisved he was stickin’ somewhers in
that blsckberry marsh.

“Now, I don't want anybody to think
I was a berowine, for 1 wasn't. 1 think [

for Rachel Nyler, be-
osnse I'd h-dn:ghhh to her for quite »

spell. It growed out of an egg trade.

wantad a settin’ of goose eggs; she had
some and said she'd let me havo s dozen
for two dosen heos’ eggs. Well, we
traded, and I o'posed it was all right, till
ono day she come over and maid she
thought ahe orter bhave snother hall

I | were hopelessly bad from the first. One

it, and it wasn't quite fall, ‘Twonld bave
beld easy hall another egg! I connted
out six eggs, and she lngged ‘em home;
then 1 told Miss Luke Wilson and one or
two other women that | was purty thick
with, and we made no end of fun about
it when weo got together,

“I didn't like the goueral make up of
the woman, She had five purty children,
but she didn't seem to tuke po kind o
comfort with 'em; just pushed ‘em one
side and druv abead with her work, She
aod Nyfer botli seemed to think all the
duty they owed their young ones was to
wake 'om mind from the word go, and
dig away like all possessed to make prop-
erty for ‘emn. Bat I was there thateven-

other’s faces, like the end of the world
bad come, and neither one eould help
the other. Then she wont abont puitin’
a bit of supper onto the table; bat when
she set ont Sam’'s little tin Lnln!a and
mug, ail the mothor in her bro

and she flung berself down, shudderin’
and sobbin' ina way ['ll pever forgit,
Well, seein’ as how 1'd kinder misjudged
the ereetur for havin' no hoeart, I felt
pushed to make one more try for that
poor lost kid o' hern; so I jumped ight
up and said ont lond:

* “With the Lord's Lielp, I'll find him

yet!
" “Qlit my lantern and shaded 1t so it
let just s little light down onto the
gronnd. Tlen I wentover the rond, just
us I guesacd the boy had done,trrnin’ off
on the trail at the big red-oak sinmp.and
took right down to the swamp. There I
stopped and listened, still us death, Sare
us there's merey for us all above, I heard
him almoss right away.

“{0Oh, ma! suchia pitifal call! Then ho
eried and whimpered, very weak, like his
breath was 'most gooo, and his heart
'most broke. I followed that sound and
found him easy. He was mired to his
srm-pits in mnd and water, I conidn't
at first sce how I was to getto him.
There was the body of o big walnnt tree
Iyin' back on the hard ground, and the
bark was looss, I pnlled it off in slabs
and throwed ‘em onto the bnmmooks,
and so bridged my way out to that little
yaller head. He stroggled wild when I
first pulled him out; then gaye up in a
kind of faint. T carried him home in
harry. There was still a good many peo-
ple at Nyfer's, They made some milk
warm and put a taste of liquor in it, and
forced a few drops down his throal, ns
you've done to a chilled lamb on a win-
ter's morping.’ He was bathed and
rubbed and wrapped in soft flanpin and
laid in the baby's warm nest slore the
fire, Nyfer and his wife stood lookin'
down at him,

* ‘Raich’ said he—and she looked up,
hor black eyes n-swimmin' and Ler face
all a-tremble. Then he took her into his
arms and held her eoloast—‘Raich, we
hain't loved one another enongh, and we
hain't loved our children enoungh.
There's that that's better'n money and
land, and for the rest of onr lives we'll
try and keep holt of it.'

“And I believe they did, The little
boy Lid a fever, but he came out all
right at last. Mrs. Nyfer died abont five
years alier that, and he took the family
and went back east, Of course, [
wouldn't have told this story just asz 1
have if any of "em had been aronnd.”

The people had listenal closely, and
whon Mrs. Lockery put on her bonnet
and resumed her seat the hush was so
profound that we conld hear, high above

and buried them with her own hands!
Ope morning, some three weeks later, as
I went ont of my house just at daybreak,

She looked changed wnd bect, and Ler
hair was loose and tlying in the wind., 1
can see it all pow, The sky was such s
clear, pale gray, aod she looked so dark
and wild agsiost it! I ran to my old
post, from which I had bailed her daily
for weeks,

“Thomas died at midnight, she called.
*Make his coffin as light as possible to
liave it strong enough.' "
| *Then I shouted back:"

“‘Rath Lockery, you lave done

| enough! Giles and I will come to-dny;
in' when Ben came home withont the boy | and bury your dead.’ At this she threw | aceident of fright was that of the Duteh
and I saw 'em stand and look into each | up ler bands and nttered sn awfnl | painter, Penteman, in the seventeenth

[ \‘l’_"-"

1 saw Mrs. Loekery waitine on the hill,

casions, were resorled to, and the poor
follow was flagellated with twisted eloths
on the arms and legs, in view parlly to
arouse him, but principally to drive out
the evil influence (spirit) that for the
time being hal taken possession of him
With the first dawn of light the cause of
the fright was diseovered in the nhalpo of
a harmless lizard, which was lying
erushed aud half killed by the side of
the poor drummer; but it was too late,
From the moment when he bolieved a
poisonous suake had bitten Him he
yissed into an increasing collapse until
Lo died. The drummer was uok a strong
lad, aud the shiock was too much for him,

The wost remarkable death from the

centurf. He was at work on a picture

| " 'Don't do it, for the love of God! I've | in which were represented several death

| gone throngh this alone, that no other
ylace need be desolated as mioe bhas been.
Jan't let it be for nothing.’

{ dares to come near that awfal bhouse, 111
| draw my rifle on them!”

“The Canadian was by thi= time well
enongh to render her some assistance,
and together they coffined and buried
poor Tom. They drew the body ons
stone sled over the snow, and laid it in
the new grave beside the other. The
| next day we saw s red flame shoot up
| throungh the timber, and we new Huth
had fired her eabin with all the little
effects it contained, There wasn't
much te be sore—nothing that
she valuod after what had gone before.
We left a pound of sulpknr and two
suits of clothing on the hill by her or-
ders. The stranger got into his fresh
garments aiter Rath had smoked them
well, Then she cut his bair short, and
rubbed his head with sulphur till, she
gaid afterwards, she knew he'd carry the
scent into the pext world with him. He
took n gun and & pouch of provisions
and went away, promising solemnly to
enter no human habitation for at least u
month.

*'Thé weather had turned very mill—
it was the lnst of March—and Mrs, Lock-
ery begged us not to ask her in for &
little while longer. She built herself a
wigwam of poles and bark; we took her
some bedding, aud for three weeks she
lived out of doors, Then she chanped
her clothing again and came amoug us,
pure enough, we thought, to mingle
with the angels of Lheaven. The people
got together and built her another house,
and furnished it with everything for her
comfort, She lived alone for years, a
brave. clieerful, sctively helpful life.
Then she adopted afriendless babe,
whom she reared to womanhood, and
who is now well married, and gives to
Mrs, Lockery 1n ler old sge n child's
love and daty."”

Q1d Settlers’ day, with its Jane glory
of greenuess and brightness, was draw-
ing ton close. At 5 o'clock the bustle
of breaking up was at its lLeight, and a
murmur of geninl talk and friendly
leave-taking was heard everywhere. We
were examining the society’s musenm
which wes under a tree near the speak-
er's stand. Glancing up, Marian saw
Mrs, Lockery standing quite near, She
shook hands quite warmiy with the old
lady, as I did also npon being intro-
dueed.

*We were looking at these Indian
batohets and ornaments,” [ remarked.
“I supoose they were picked up in this
vicinity?"

*Yes, mostly,” said the widow, *‘The

onr heads, the twittering clamor of &
nest of young tanagers, to whom the
mother-bird bad brought & worm,

The pext to adidress the assembly was
a noble looking old man with silvery- |
white hair. It was Luke Wilson, or
‘Squire Wilson, as he was generally
called. He bad a firm, intellectual hoad,
anil when he spoke his language was cor-
rect and chosen,

“The Widow Lockery," Lie began, “*hins
disclaimed all right to the title of
hereine. Do not let the verdiet be ren-
dered till T have finished what T am
abaut to relate. My friend and noighbor
for forty years will, 1 know, pardon me
il I for onee lift the veil from a passage
of hor experience to which she seldom
alludes, and of which many in this andi-
ence have never heard, Nothing has
becn tald here to-day, nothing counld be
told, more strongly illustrative of the
courage und endarance of the pioncer
spirit, ot least of the spirit of one brave
ploneer,

“QOue winter evening many Years ago,
a stranger presentad himself st the cabin
of Thomas and Buath Lockery and begged
a night's lodging. Hae was a Canadian,
completely tired out, and far from well
Neither Lockery nor his wife had it in
them to tuni & sick stranger from their
doer, so they gave him snpper anda bed,
The next Jday he was unabie to rise, #nd
before night he broke ount with small-
pox

“The following morning when I went
ontto foed my eattle I happened to look
towsard Lockery's, and saw on a sharp
risa of ground, about half way between
the two honses, a woman standing and
beckoping to me. It was my neighbor
here, I went toward her, but while I
wus some disiance away she halted me
and told me in & few words about the
man with the small-pox and charged me
to wateh tho road and wara the cowma-
nity. She told me she had been inocu
Inted and would not take the diseaso, bat
she feared for ber husband and children.
That day I rode eleven miles to the near
est doetor. His wife eried and woald
not let lim go, He read his books for
an honr while my horse rested, thon he
made up a package of medicine for me
and I started back. I left the modicines
and stimaloats on the serub-oak hill and
Tom came and got them.

*As Ruth bad feared, her hosband and
their two childres were taken down.
Several ont of the pearer families then
offerad to take all risks and belp her
nurse ber sick, but she firmly refused
their assistance.

“ ‘T can get alone,’ she wonld say from
her post on the hill. “The Lond pive me
sirength for all I have to do, and this
horror must not spread.” Everything she
peeded was furnished promptiy and
abaudantly, and this is all she would saf-
fer us to do, The stranger had the dis
ease 10 its mildest form, but Lockery
and the little boys, Amos and Willie,

morning the poor woman called to me
that both the children were dead, and
told me to have both coffios brought to
the hill that eveming st dusk. George
Giiles and I dug & short, wids gravest a
spot on the place which she desigosted;

Pottawattowies nsed to have a camp on
Blater's Croek, about ball way between
bere and Barbao, I'd like to show yon
something I found over on the old trad-
ers' route, once when I was huntin’a
stray yearlin', It's a queer old knife,
and it'sin this chist somewlerss, forI
gave it to Mr, Evans for the musenm.”

Just then she spied it and brought it
forth., It wasa long French dirk of the
finest steel, Tha handle, a mere shell
of silver filagrea, hud doubtless onee
been filled with ebony or other precivus
wood, long since rotted away. On one
side was o tiny plate, bearing in minute
lottering the inseription:

“Jean Deleore, Bordeanx, 1760."

Colonel Hastings came up and in-
formed us that our phaeton was await-
ing ns, We bade goodby tothe old lady,
not however before shie had given Mrs.
Hastings and myself an earnest invita-
tion to make her a visit

“Come soon,” she arged, *“*We have
lots of strawberries now, and yon never
sce the like of Lavynie's green peas and
reddishes.”

As we wers driving home Marian said:

“We must surely accept Mrs, Look-
ery's iovitation. Bhe affecta ona like
Bhakespeare und Dickens, After spend-
ing a day in her company yon can hardly
tell whaither yon have laughed or oried
the most,"—Angeline Teal in the Con-
tinent, August 221,

Deaths from Fright,

The distinction between fright and fear
ought always to bo borae in mind. Fear
can be mastered by an affort; fright lLas
comae and gons before the brain has had
time to come fo the conclusion that an
effort is poasible, There is no fear so
etrong in huwan beings as the fear of
death, and yet “there 1s no passion in
the mind of man," says Bacon traly
enough, *'so weak that it mates and mas-
ters the fear of death. Reveoge tri-
umphs over death; love

ooccupietn it.” Pity, which is the *‘ten-
derest of passions,” led many to kill
themselves from compassion for Otho's
suicide, Even “‘tmlinm vits,"mere viter
weariness of doing the same thing over
and over again, will lead a man to defy
his inborn fear of death. But what pas-
sion can guard agaiost fright?

A Jew, aocording to Lodovicus Vives,
onee crossed & parrow plank over a tor-
rent in the dark, aud, visiting the place
next day, saw the extremity of his last
night’s risk and died of—what? Not of
fear, obviously, because there was
nothing to be afraid of, bat ibly of
fright. So, sgain, perscus have besn
known who always fsinted at the scent
of certaiv flowers, notably that of May
blossom, but it would be ridicnlons to
socuse them of being afraid of haw-
thoroe.

Surgeon-General Francis, of the In.

dian medical service, tells of & drummer |

who waa suddenly asroused from his
slesp by something crawling over his
naked legs. He imagined it was a co-
bra, and bis friends collected by the out-

cry thought 80 t0o, and he was treated |

and that night she took those coffins
ker cabin, put her childrea into them,

g

It shall not |
@ loose, | be for nothiug, If a man or woman |

heads, grinniug skeletons sod other ob.
jects calenlated to inspire the beholder
with contempt for the vanities and fol-
lios of the day. In order to do his work
betier he went to an anatomical room,
and nsed it for a stadio. One suitry
day, ns he was drawing these melan.
choly relics of mortality by which
he was surrounded be foll off into a
quiet sleep, from which he was snddenly
arouscd. Imagine his horror st behold-
ing the skulls and bones dancing around
like mad, and the skeletons which hung
from the ceiling dashing themselves to-
gether, Panie-stricken, he rushed from
the room and threw Limself headlong
from the window to the pavement below,
He suficiently recovered to learn that
the causa of his fear was a slight earth-
quake, but his nervous system received
80 severe a shock that he died in o fow
days.

Frederick L of Prussia was killed by
an accident of fear. He was one day
sleeping in an arm chair, when his wife,
Louisa of Mecklenburg, who had for
sometime been hopelessly insane, escap-
od from her keepers and made her way
to the king's private spartments, Break-
ing through & glass door she dabbled
bersell with blood, and, in a raging fit
of delirium, east hersell upon the king.
The latter, who was not awara of Wie
hopelessness of her lunacy,was 8o horri-
fied at the appearance of & woran elad
ouly in linen aund covered with blood,
that Le imagived, with a superstition
characteristic with the age, that it was
the White Lady, whose ghost, according
to time-honored tradition, invariably ap-
peared when death was arouud the
house Bradenburg. He was seized
with a fever and died in six weeks.

More ridiculons was the death of the
French Marshal, Ds Montrevo, **whose
whole sonl,” says St. S8imon, ‘'was but
ambition and luere, without ever having
been able to distingoish his right hand
from the left, but concealing his univer-
sal ignorance with an aundaeity which
favor, fashion and birth protected.” He
was & very saperstitions man, and oobe
day o salt cellar was upset at a public
dinner in his lap, and so frightened was
lie that he arose and annonnnsed he was o
dead man. He repched home and died
in afew days, in 1716, literally scared to
death Ly the absord casnality of asalt
cellur’s turning over.—London Globe,

Summer Coasting,

Thomas Alexander, a typo at the Uni-
versity Press office, has & novel inven-
tion, which be styles an artificial sliding
or coosting hill, foruse nll the vear
round. It is claimed that by this inven-
tion accidents, which are too frequent
from the use of slads on ice, may be
avoided. This artificial bill, for which
A patent has recently beon granted, is de-
sigued for use all the year round, but is
especially adabted during the heated or
milder seasons for nse at seaside resorts,
public gardens, poarks and private
grounds. It may also be erected in
large Lnildings devotsd to varied public
amusements. The il may be erected
of any desired length, the elevation of
the platform being made sufliciently bigh
to give the required incline and impetus
to the sleds, It may be placed on level
ground or ons natural hill or incline,
the expense in the latter case being much
less, The invention iy part consists in
constructing the hill with grooved ways
or tracks, to be used with sleds of pe-
culiar copsiruction and adapted to the
grooved ways, s as to insars
perfect safety to the ocenpants of the
sleds while gliding swiftly down. Each
sled will be supplied with comfortable
seats, also alrnEe to control its speed.
The sleds rest on a starting table ona
platform, and, when loaded, sre started
by weans of this table with force down
the Lill, At the lower end of eaeh track
is a curve by which aleds are conducted
to & side relurn course, on which isar-
ragged an endless chain or belt, with
hooks, which engage with loops on the
sleds, whereby the latter are drawn to the
top of tha hill again, with or withoat
their occupants, The sliders descending
amd thosa ascending the hill will bs in
full view of each other, thus enhancing
the pleasare acd excitement of the ocen
pants of the sleds. The plattorm, which
will be a pleasant resort for spectators,is
reached by means of staire with Jand.

1ngs.  An elevator may also ba nsad if
necesaary. It s thought by
tnose who are competent to juige

that this novel coasting hill ciano: fail

to be popular with old sud young, all

| the ordinary objection to.this faccipat-

|

‘ 3; love slights it; honor | avercome in this invention.
aspireth to it; grief flieth 1 it; fear pre- | dicved it eanrot fail

ing aod healthfocl amusement being
It is pre
{0 prove s very great
sttrsetion. —Boston Transeript.

How the Wiad Stirs up the Sea.

_ Onpe of the first things to be observed
it 8 siorm 1sibe way the wind acts, It
dues not blow regnlarly, but in gusts,
At one moment it bends over the
branches of the traes; in the pext, it has
lwen&q its bold and let them dy back.
Wo see it swelling out a ship's sail intoa
full pofl; » minute later the sails bang
flapping as if they they had been strack
down. We can aocount for tnese phe-
nowena and explain the intermittence of
the wind pufis by assumiog ¢hat the
molecnles of air, displacing each other,
excite @ vibratory movement, which
gives rise to little nndalstions following
ooe after acother at istervals of a few
seconds. The resultant of a series of
these undulstions is & poff of wind
which comes onwsaddenly, and is follewed
by a sbort Iull. A series of puffs consti-
tutes a squall, and an ageregation of

ualls forms the aimospheric wave
which is called & gale of wind.
We should matarally expect to observe

¥. Incantations, such as are | the same phases in the formation of sea-
castomary with the ushives oa the-ue-lnm; and, in faet, if we carefully ex-

[ L] ——
amine a wave, we shall {
covered with very fing r}pﬁlﬂ, :E‘:‘ i
respond to the atmospher, vib Lo
The ripples give rige 1o wavelsts
correspond $0 the undulutiog, ot'zh:”ll
and are seen on the nppar oy o A
waves. The wave proper Appear o thy
sist of & series of wavolots = o " 00,
of waves constitute & billoy; o . oo
billows gives riss to & besyy ;"Mm..,
‘l]tf mer) ;'a series of heavy egs Piocll“‘u:
0
i n{ru swell or tidy wave of g
From the nautieal i
ripples are of no impop:thfc: / ;lw Yy
are seldom more thana few Q.m?
in q:nmeter; but from a 'Ielunli[mm.
of viow thoy may be considers] iy
origin of the swing of e liqni:‘ thy
ment, for they engender the e
The last are still of no interagy 4
sailor, Dut are important iy the&o
tion to works of art, which ure disiy
grated by their blows, apparent)y ; >
nificant, but infinitely mu!lmliﬂfw
wuvelets are from tea to thirty ceg b
ters in diameter and not very lon
very heavy wind breaks thom yo 4
contributes to the formation of 4
dust of salt water or salt spray which |
weryddﬂstruouv;hto vegetation on 8
posed costs, 0 Wave pro
the English Channel, b :hag‘:r :::’i 4
high, thirty feet or more broad -
eighty feet long; its proportions do
disturh the large ships, but it i §
tive, in the loug run, to port works,
is dangerons to small orufts nh:f‘
breaks, We may estimate that tey Yary
make o billow. The first of tie tay
be relatively small, but the othery "
increasing to the last.—Emil Serg Y
Popular Scienoe Monthly for Aun'gn

INDUSTRIAL NOTES,

Chicago has twenty miles of eable rogg

Key West turned out 75,000,000 fisll;
last year.

Delaware countly, Towa,
crenmeries,

Richmond, Va,, has had
business and building revival,

French Canadian women work iy
New Hampshire harvest flelds at 89 e
day.

The shoe and leather interests of Ros
ton are represented as paralyzad by g
recent failures,

The New Yorkers, who are owners of
6,000,000 pounds of butter ara not fes
ing very strong—bat the butter is.

(old mines in the famons Wild
Spottsylvania county, Va., are
worked, it is stated, with profit,

The export of ostrich feathers from th
Cape last year, was uoprecedently larg,
The prices obtained were enormous,

The public lands remaining in fe
Southern BStates, which have been o
long neglected,are rapidly coming unde
settlement, .

One result of the great strike while i
Wis in progress wus to enormonsly eg
tend the telephone service aud enlarge
its nuefnlness.

According to n canvass lately made
there have been bnilt or begun this yesr
in Minneapolis, 1,622 buildings valued
at over £5,000,000,

The eleotrie light Las rocently been
putto use in the recaption rooms of the
house of the Marquis of Salisbury i Ar-
lington street, London,

The average volume of business {rane
acted daily on the New York stock e
chinnge bas shrank to abont onefourth,
and perhaps less, of what it wasin 158
and the first half of 1851,

The consumption of ice in Derlin is
reported to bave reached “‘almost Awer
ioun proportions” and the new trade is
;,-11\'1'ug employment to hundreds of peo-
ple.

On Manhsttan Island 100,000 children
are earning s living. The youngest child
employed as a bread winner is four yesrs
old, aud her services are valued at §1a
week.

Six years ago the sugar product of San
Domingo was two millions of pounds;
this year it will be forty millions. The
increase 18 due 10 American capital an
enterprisa,

From nearly every city in the United
States comes the chesrful report that the
nawber of new buildings this year will
exoeed that of any corresponding period
in its Listory.

It has been shown by telegraph ex
perts that a systom as complute and e
tensive as that of the Weatern Union cag
be built st an ontlay of §20,000,0) by
the government itself.

The special advices say the Ohio l\n!t
of sgriculture reports that wheat inthf
state is but 50 per ceut. of last years
yield. In Kansis one report is thal
wieat will be thirty bushels to the acte.

Lias sevegly
this yugry |

“Why Am I, Anyway!"

A short time sgo, says the Salt Lake
Tribune, & bright-looking Dauish ,hf'!
stepped into s lawyer's office and said: |

ll want you to tell me wholam,
laying » 85 bill on the desk at the same
linse,

The lawyer, pecping alternately st tbe
boy and at the 85 bill, shaking Lis besd,
replied:

*It seems you are a funny boy

**Not funpy at all, You will
\'or.r;alriionn ﬁ::;" 3 expliinit”

M 'B . go &n ﬂp' . .

“About twenty years ago s wesl!y
Dauish lady, being s widow, came OTef
to this country with her two daughters
There wasa Norwegian and his boy.
father married both the widow's dst .
ters, One year after the Norwegias
boy married the wealthy widov. o
result of that marriage was amother 0o
and, if I am sure, I am that boy. o
Norwegian's boy died. The Daai
widow was & widew agaip, bat ‘b’m.
Norwegian married her too. Afler
the lady died, and one year ago 15¢ 97
gentleman, too, after he had made
salf the owner of his third wife's 0
erty. Now, when I clsimed tha! PP
erty my sister said: ‘Stop, you ’”“; "
the beir atall! You are our lste b8
baad's grandchild. By her martisfl
with him you became your 0% %

dohild, too, and after she dicl, ¥

e your mothers, and you pever €5
inherit the property before we are 1% g
That's what my sister mothers a7, V% 0
think that can't be right, and there 20

be some mistaks in polfyn:- No, A

please to tell me what m—-'_h"‘“‘h'i’

The lawyer, thrusting his cbis 150

o
find e

peck, answered jeally, *You s a
polygamistake




