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CHATPTER XXI1V.

George Hanson searched hotel and
elty for his wife alike in vain. That
Tommy, the waiter boy, knew of her
abiding-place, he was thoroughly con-
vineed; and that the boy was somehow
in lengue with her, be strongly suspi-
cioned; but be had no time, now, to pros-
ecnle his researches,

The Morrison estate had been ad-
mitted to sale by a decree of the ecourt,
and, although the more wvaluable por-
tion, or that designed by nature for a
town site, had been declured wvacant
through some technicality of the law in
proving up its final title-deed, Hanson
had bargained away Madge's remaining |
interest al a round figure—a bargain
which was only a myth so long as he
could not procure her signature; there-
fore, but for the finding of Morrison's
dismond riog, he would have been, as
be had often been before, without svail-
able funds to leave a country which was
waxing decidedly warm for bim, with
Sara at his heels, and Morris Morrison,
like nn savenging Nemesis,
near,

A final efforl (o secure an interview
with the wronged mother of his child
bad ended in eomplete fuilure; and
Madge assisted bim to pack his trunk
and complete arrangements for his voy-
age with an salacrity that won for
“Tommy" some hearty eommendations.
B0 at six o'clock he went aboard the
out-hound steanmer, earryifig with him,
besides his voyage ticket, sufficient sur-
plus eash, as a reslization of his visit at

havering

ir!

child, and has disgraced you for all| Andrews' ehildren, and keep house,
time, you love him 2" they can get a little start, and that will
“YVes, Tommy. And I musi, so long|relieve my poor mother.” .
ns existence Jasts, He's gone forth| Mr. Morrison smiled sadly.
now, & fugitive—nobody knows where,| ‘You forget that one imporiant parly
aud pobody eares but me, Some day [to such a contract will be Jason Aup-
be'll see the folly of his present life, but | drews bimself,”” he said, dryly.
I'd gladly spare him every sad experi-| “Troe,” replied Madge; “‘I did forget.
ence if 1 eould.” Thers's always some horrid obstacle in
“Then you're not made of my metal," | the way of human happiness. But it's
sald Madge, “Just let any man prove |late, and I must be up early; so good-
to me that be's not the soul of honor|pight. Remember me in your prayers,”
and I"ll cast him from my heart or die| The sudden disappearance of Madge,

trying.” Hanson, and Morrison had awakened
“#That's beonuse you're not a wowan,” | po little commotion at Malalla Moor-
said Sar, land. Juson Andrews, like all men and

women of parrow minds, was an ineor-
rigible gossip; and, whenever he wml'
snber enough to go nmong the nelgll-l
bors, he kept euriosity on the gui vive
by dark allusions to some probable
erime, which allusions were remem-
bered and magnified till the newly-ore-
ated civil authorities, to whom u Iate
w'lmty organization had recently given
existence, were burning with impatient
desires to distinguish themselves iw
serving for their country forso much
per diem with perquigites.

The meeting of the first grand jory
that ever held sage eouncils in the dis-
I Joved him, He was my patron, my |trict gave Jason Andrews a favorable
guardian, and friend. He forgot that I | opportunity to lay befure that nugust
had & will of my own, and he sought|aoad hovorable body the information
constantly to mold me to his likiog. I|that led to finding o true bill against
was willful and ungrateful, and inevery | Morris Morrison for the murder of
way unworthy of him. But I was|George Hapson,
chaste, Tommy. If Iecould not be true| Tt was well known that the two men
to him, I was true—alas, too true—to | were enemies; and, though the precise
George Hauson." | nature of Andrews’ testimony before the

“Boat Hauson star-chamber- guardian  of  so-called
woman's love." | American liberties was only guessed at

“I know it, Tommy; but 1 love bim by the general public, the fagl was soon |
because T cannot help it. He's s erea- | apparent that testimony bad been given
tureof elrenmstances—more to be pitied | of sufficient circumstantial directness to
than blamed., Don't speak evil of him |seem to warrant the search for and ar-
in my presence agnin.” rest of the missing man,

“Very well, ma’am; but let me goto| All unconscious of his impending
Mr. Morrison, and ask him to visit you | doom, Mr. Morrison, the next moming
here. ' after his last talk with Madge, visited

““To receive one of his sanctimouious | an exchange office, where the officlal
leciures? No, Tommy, don't ask it |letter from his Colifornin business

Madge blushed painfully.

“What shall T say to Mr. Morrison 2"
she asked, abruptly.

“SRay I would rather not see him."

“Bat I implore you to see him,
madam."

¥No, no, Tommy. He'd only inflict
another of the Jong moral lectures upon
me with which be tired me oul so many
times while he was sending me togehool.
He's a good man, Tommy; too pure and
good to look upon poor mortals like me
with the least degree of allowance, I
was his affianced bride for years. |
thought, till I met George Haunson, that

isu't worthy of any

the business office of a well-known old
clothes anil jewel broker, to place him
temporarily at ense over the suhsiatenm|
problem.

At the earncst request of Madge, who
had not coneeived the remotest suspie-
fon of the whergabouts of the stolen
ring, Mr. Morrison bad kept out of the
way of hie epemy; and it was not till
the steamer had fired bher departing sa-
lute, and turned well upon her way
down the rivir, that he ventured forth
to examine the register to aseertain the
number of Sura’s spartment. Failing
in his search, for, really, the little
apology fora room to which she had
been assigned beeause of the overcrowd-
ed condition of the hotel, was not desig-
nated upon the books in terms intelligl-
ble to any but designing men, the gen-
tleman was compelled to bide his time
till Madge should be at liberty, which

Tell him thst I feel deeply grateful for | proved satisfactory as collsteral for any |
his many acts of kindness; that I always | reasonable amount.
will revere sud bonor him; that I tried

A check for a thouzund dollars was
my very best to love him and be worthy | soon in his possession, to say nothing of |
of him, and eould nnt.”

sundry bank notes of lesser value, when
“What do you Intend doing foralive- | his eyes were attracted by the sudden |
lihood, ma'am ? It mayn't be a fuir

gleam of & valuable dinmond ring in a i
question, and you may bave an annuity | little show-cnse, where a pumber of
orsomething, but if you haven't, it'll be | other choice jewels were on exhibition, |
necessury for you to be looking upem-| “Where did you get that ring?"* he |
ployment; T've had bitter experience in | asked, impulsively. :
that line myself."

“0Of an old elothes broker down street,
“But you're a boy, Tommy; and boys [sir. 'Twas pawned for a couple o'

can nlways make their own way in the bhundreds by a worthless ¢thap who went

world. My foster mother is out in this | out on thesteamer inst night. Of course |

country somewhere. If I could find |be'll never redeem it. They never do.

her, and we could keep house together, | I bought it this morning, sir. A bar-|

I might get our living with my needle, | gain. Maybe you'd like to invest.”

and she could care for little George.| “‘Notto-day."

But T don't know. She never has been| FPocketing check and bank potes, Mr.

friendly since disgrace came to me. 0O, Morrison went his way, sayiog to him-

George Hanson! I wonder that I do |#elf in an undertone:

not hate you !"" snd the poor girl rocked

was not till 8 late hour.
“I'll go first, and break the news

gently, and see if she'll be willing to}

meet you,"” said Madge, “You ean

“How the mischief did that rnzeal get |
nervously to and fro. Madge's ring? Is it possible that she
S0 do I wonder,"” said Madge, impn-

gave it to him to get him away 7"
tieutly; “and if I should speak my mind

wait in the ladies’ parlor till T speak to
her.”

“Who's there ' cried Sara, in a trem- |

plous volee, for she had been in mortal
dread of offensive visits ever since her
interview with George.

“It's I, Tommy."

“Oh! come.”

“Would you like to meel a friend,
moa'am '

“Alss! T have no friend !

“Don't be teo sure of that. Toere'sa
gentleman in the parlor waiting to see
you.”

, “A gentlemnan waiting to ree me? 1
don't understand i,

“Perhaps you'd comprehend if you
knew his name.”

“IDid be send his eard 2

“No; but his pame is Morrison—
Morris DMlorrison, at your servies,
ma'am; aud he says he'll be plessed Lo
meet you st once.”

“Did snybody go off on the steamer?”

“Oh, yes. A grest many."

“Did George Hauson go ?"

“He did."

“Are you sure

“"Very sure, or I wouldn't say s0."

“And Mr. Morrison reslly wants to
gee me? O, my God! I cannof meet
him!"

“Why

“Pon’'t sk me, Tommy.
tell you.”

“Then what shall I say to him 2

““That he will please exouse me.”

1 eanunot

"“Really, madam," said Madge, hesi-
tatingly, “I don't want to seem & med-
dler, and I beg your pardon, but it does
seem to me Lhat I'd see the gentleman
He's certainly your
friend, and he's very anxious to meet
You. Don't b2 afraid of me, madam.
Mr. Morrison has told me all, and I am

it I were you.

¥your sworn friend also.”

“0, Tomwy! And you don’t despise

L
me?"’

“No, my dear girl; but I bave no

words to express my loathing and hor-
ror of the treacherous dog who wrought

your rain."

*0, Tommy ! Don'tsay bard things

of hitn. 1 can't bear it!"
“Do you love him, then 77

“Love him! O, Tommy! He's the

Tather of my ohiid !

“And, deapité the fuct of his tresch-
ery; despite the fact that be's willing to-
assign you to a life of prostitution; de-

Determining to question her closely |

I'd say you haven't the highest pringi- |88 soon as he hud opportunity, he

ples in the world, or you would hate |eotered the Lotel at dinver time, and

him ! Tommy was bringing his order when
“Can the leopard change his spols?

the sherifl, whom she iostantly recog-
or the Ethlopisn his skin?" cried Sara, | nized as the deep-voiced parson of Mo-
bitterly. "I know I ought not to love

Inlla, to whom she was indebted for
him. T always fought against it, but I | mueh of her present trouble, walked in
never could help it. Tommy, I'm sure | with & warrant, of the nature of which
I ehall some day see him with his inner

she was wholly ignorant, and, with the
| senses so aroused to duty that be will | aid of two city policemen, carrisd him
realize the openess of our lives., He's

|terrupted the woman.
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terions way. He was Iast seen In the nelghbor-
hood by Juson snd mysell. Jason lestifies
that he heard me make savage threats, and I
guess he did, T do not know what the end will
be, but you know 1 am not gullty.”

Then followed a long account of such
Mpolalla matters ns he knew would in-
terest the refuges. The letter was hope-
ful aud earnest, and did Madge a world
of good, despite the news of ber friend's
imprisonment.

“Zara Perkins has seen Hanson since
Jason Andrews did, and so have I.
We'll save our benefactor,” she sald,
earnestly; “yet it's awful to think of
keeping him in jail six months.”

[To be continued.]

—

Wouldn't Do Because Sha Had a Beaun.

She was st one of the union school-
houses hulf an bour beforé school opened.
She had “Linda” with her. She was a
tell womau, forty years ofd, with & juw
showing great determination, and
“Linda'" was sixteen, rather shy, and
pretty good looking. The mother said
she hadn't been in the eity long, and it
wns her duty to get “Linda" edoeated,
When the teacher eawme; the mother
boldly inguired :

“You kuow enough to teach, do you?''

“I think I do,’" replied the teacher,
blushing deeply.

“And you.feel eompetent Lo govern
the scholars, do you 7V

“Yes'm."

“Po you ponnd "em with a ferrule, or
liek "em with a whip?"

“We seldom resort to punishment
here,” replied the embarrassed teacher.

“That's better yet,” continued the
mother. *I koow if Linda was to come
home all pounded up, I'd feel like kill-
ing some one. I suppose you are of re-
spectable character, ain't yon ?”

“Why —ahem — why—" stammered
the teacher, growing white and then
red.

“f expect you sre,” continued the
womsan. ‘“it's well enough to know
who our children sare associating with,
Now, then, do youa allow Lhe boys and
girls to sit together 7"

“No, ma'am."

“That's right. They never nsed to
when I was young, and I don't thiok
Linda is any better than I am, An-
other thing—do you allow any wink-|
ing?"

“Any what 7" exeluimed the puzzled
teacher,

“Do you allow a boy to wink at a
girl 7" asked the womaun,

“Why, no!”

“1 was afraid you did, Linda is as
shy as a bird, and if she should come
home some night and tell me that she
had been winked at, I don't know what
I'd do. Now, another think—do you
have a bean 2V

“Why—why—" was the stammered
reply.

“T think you do !" resumed the wom-
an, severely, “I know just how it
works. When you should be explain-
ing what an archipelago is, you are
thinking of wyour Richard, aud your
mind is way, way ofl I’

“Rut, madam—""

“Never mind any explanations,” in-
“] want Linda
brought up to know joggerfy, figures,
writing, and spellograpby, and if you've
got a beau and are spooning to the the-
ster one night, a eandy-pull the next, a
borse-race the next, and so on, your
mind can't be on education. Come,
Linda, we'll go to some other school-
house,"”

And they jogged.—Defroil Free Press,

The Last Words of the Dying.

The lust words of the dying are ea-
gerly sought after, and enchuined in
memory's bosom, by loved ones. The
hero standing upon the field of battle,
amid the booming of eannon and the
rattle of musketry, is stricken down,
and, dying, be uttered some sentiment,
which tells the living he fought hm\'eh}'
and died loving hiscountry. His words
thos oitered are chanted in his praise,
pass immediately into history, and are
preserved to be handed down from gen-
eration to generation,

It was all in vain that Morris pro-
good at the bottom—I know there Is. Ifl tested against being sent to prison with-
[ it were not that I feel so sure that I will | out having first been made acquainted
|mmo day save him, I know that 1| with the nature of the misdemesvor
should die.” | with which he hud been charged. The
| “Foolish girl " thought Madge, con- | new sherift was after business, amd In
|temptuously. *The dog isn't worlh | no mood to be trifled with.

[saving. *Twould be better for you if s| Daily mails and daily DEWEDUpLTS
mill-stone were about his neck and be| were unknown in the early history of
were ¢ast into the sen." the particolar commonwealth of which
But she abstained from further com- | we write, and for s week Madge lived in

ment, and bade the wretched girl good- | dread uncertainty concerning the fate of
pight, pitying even while she fuirly en- | her friend.
vied her the freedom she so mueh re-| Sara Perkinsrecelved the check which
gretted. Yet one was bound by human | the last free act of her benefactor had
law, from which no escape seemed pos- | been to draw in ber favor, and Madge's
sible, and the other by an absorbing | heart sched almost to bursting as she
love which resisted alike the disgrace of | gasisted her to depart for her own moth-
the world and the seorn of its object. | er's clouded sbode.

Was not one as free as the other? “Oh, If 1 only dared to send s letter

“You've been gone a long time, |to my poor mother!” she thought.
Tommy," said Morrison, as Madge re-| And then eame the question, “Why
turned to the parlor. shouldn’t [ write? Sara doesn’'t imag-

“I beg pardon, sir, I was tryiug to|jpe that I'm George Hanson's wife, and
persuade Bara to see you, but she will | she'll deliver it for me.
Innl.. Bhe is blindly iofatusted with|anyhow !

George, sir, and she firmly belleves that|  So, while the couch was waiting Uiat

be will yet love and honor ber. Poor| was to convey the girl and her ¢hild to

girl! But oh, Mr. Morrison! what a|(be abode thnt Muadge's hands hud
woaderful, subtle, sweet, and awjful|builded, the refogee from haman luw
thing love 18! | seribbled the words :

“Why, Tommy 2 | “Madge remembers you.  Be hopeful and pa-

“Nothing. I wasjust thinking.” tient. Youshall bear more anon.”

“And so was I, Tommy. Since I have| “There! thought Madge; “that will
been waiting here, a letter has been |comfort mother, and will tell no tales,
handed me conveying the welcome| po matter who sees it.”
news that my miving claims in Cali-| The return post brought her a long
fornia are yielding large returns; so I|letter in a large buft envelope, not from
am po longer poor. I want to sssist|her mother, as she had hoped and
Bara io some way, and I want you to be| pruyed, but from Morrison, who in-
the messenger between us.”

4Bt I ean't revesl myself to ber, sir”

“No matter, ’'Tisn't necessary. I
want to give ber a check to-morrow for
8 few hundreds. She must bhave help,
or be driven to the bad. Bhbe is dead to
me, but she isn’t dead to herself. I'il
give you the check to-morrow at lunch

off as a prisoner,
| under a cloud of bad habits, but there's |

trial and probable sentence and execu-
tion, upon the testimony of Jason An-
drews, for the bigh crime of murder, A
part of his letter ran thus:

| Inst words,

i risk it |

formed her that be was in juil, awsiting

“Of cotirse you know I'm innovent, dear
Tommy. But itwill be six long months before
my trial, snd in the mean timeo I must lie in

time.” . Juli, Jason will lestify strongly aguinst me,
Hunson 1s missing. Nobody In Portland knew

name, He left Molalla in a sudden and mys-

The mother, bending over the eouch
of her dying child, eagerly listens for its
As the heart’s pulsations

grow feeble, Lhe respirations become
| more laborious, she silently listens.
Now tire pale lips are parted, and she
| draws nearer, until her ear comes in
contact with the cold breath, when she
catches the Ilnst faint murmurs of the

and fit it perfectly for its work, must be
determined by individual experience;

ought to be indulged to the extent of

sleep at shorter intervals than

ounly fifteen minutes a day and enjoys

of some missionaries in Coba who re-

slatements is eredible,

Jeremy Taylor, during part of his life,
slept only three or four hours in the

How Long to Bleep.

How much sleep is necessary to re-
new the exhnusted energies of the brain

bot as to chilidren, it is safe to say they

their inclinations. They require more
sleep thdn adults, and old people, if
their slumbers are sound, incline to
persons
in the prime of life. The differenece in
individuals in this respect is very great.
Dr. Conehh mentions & man who sleeps

good health,
Blaine, in hia *“Madieal Logie,” speaks

duced their sleep to the minimum, that
they might pursue their labors with the
least possible interruption. When
foreed to rest, they threw themselves on
a eouch with & brass ball'in band overa
brass basin, The moment they lost
their consciousness, the. ball drepped
from their fingers, and ringing on the
basin, waked them; and this sleep they
found afforded all the recrnit that na-
ture demanded. Seneca declidres that
Macenas passed three years without
sleeping a single houor; and Boerhaave
affirms that he passed six weeks at one
time without sleep; but neither of these

Blaine was Informed by Gen. Piche-
gan that during bis active campaign in
Holland he never for & year slept more
jhun one hour in twenty-four; and the
sume is related of Charles XIIL, of
Sweden, during his wonderful career.

twenty-four; and Napeleon slept ouly
four or five hours during bis military
eareer; but he was able to fall asieep at
any time in the midst of his work when
he fell drowsy. John Hunter, the great
surgeon, slept four hours at night and
one after dinner,

Sir Jobhn Sioelair gives the history
of & man who bhad reached the advaoced
age of ninety-one, and all his life had
slept but four hours in the twenty-four.
Sir Walter Seott sald that he was not
entirely himself unless he passed seven
hoursin tolal unconselousness. Southey
required ten hours, going to bed =t ten
and rising at eight.  Sir William Jones
Iaid down the rule of life studentsin the
couplet,—
vEeven hours to booZks, to pleasant slumbers

sV

Ten o the workd's allot, and 4l 1o heaven,”

Yankee Doodle in 1814,

Americans, when questioned what is
their “national air,” or tune, some-
times hesitate whether to say they have
none, or three, The tune called *Amer-
ica’" is perhaps oftener performed as
such than any other, though 1ts music
Is not native to our country. But, ina
sense, “America,” “Hall Columbia,”
and “Yauokee Doondle' are all “national
airs' of the United States, The follow-
ing incident shows how the question
stood in the miuds of our statesmen
more than sixly years ago.

At the ¢lose of the last war in Eng-
lan.d, by the treaty of peace signed at
Gihent, in Belginm, after the Ministers
Plenipotentiary of Great Britien and
the United States had nearly concluded
their pacitic lnbors, the burghers of that
quaint old Dutoh eity determined to
give an entertuinment fu their honor,
and desired to have tha *“*natiooal airs'
of the two treaty-making powers per-
formed as a part of the programme. So
the musieal director was directed to
eall upon the American Ministers, and
to obtain the musie of the *“*pational
alr’’ of the United States,

Noone knew exactly what to give,
and a consultation ensagd, at whieh
Bayard apd Gallatin favored *'Hail
Columbis,” while Clay, Russell, and
Adams were decidedly ino favor of
“Yankee Doodle.” The musical di-
rector was culled in and informed of
the decislon.

He then ssked if any of the gentle-
men had the musie, and, receiving a
negutive reply, suggested that perhaps
one of them could sing or whistle the
air.

YT ean't,” said Mr. Clay. *'I never
whistied orsuug a tune in my life. Per-
haps Mr, Bayard ean.”

“Neither can I,V replied Mr. Bayard,
“Perhaps Mr, IRussell can.’

Mr. Russell, Mr, Gallatin, and Mr.
Adams in turn eonfessed their lack of
musieal ability.

“] have it,” exclaimed Mr. Clay, and,
ringing the bell, he summoned his col-
ored body-servant.

“John,” said Mr. Clay, “whistle
Yankee Doodle' for this gentleman,””

liying one, Oh, how she treasures in
| that last token of going to Heaven !

| The husbaod, through weary days
and nights, bas been watching at the
bed-side of his darling wife, until now
the dread moment approaches when she
shall be wafted beyond the River of
| Death. TUnder no pretense will be now
leave her, and why? Ab, he iswaiting
und listening for the Iast whisper. As
shie speaks, her words echo and re-echo
through the chamber of his soul, and
remuin there throughout the mystic fu-
ture.

As a young lady reads over the list of
the siaip in battle, and her eyes rest
upon the name of her lover, almost her
first thought s, “Did be leave me a dy-
ing message 7

The sweet sister of a shipwrecked
brother impatiently awalts the arrival
of snme rescued from the wreek, to learn
If her brother, as he was swept beneath
the dark waves, sent her a dying word.
| Yes, the dying words sre those most
sought after and cherished by the hu-

muan heart. Amid all the cares and dis-
appointments that may surround vs in
life, we never can forget the last faint
| whisperiugs of the dying.

LAVGHTER AS A MEDICINE.—A gen-
tleman was suffering from an oleerated
sore throat, which fioally became so
swollen that his life was dispaired of,
when his household came to his bedside
to bid bim farewell. Each person
grusped his hand for 8 moment, and
then turning, out weeping. A
pet ape, which bad modestly waited nn-
til the iast, then advanced, and grasping
his master's band for an instant, slso
turned apnd went away, with his hands
to his eyes. This assumption of deep
grief, which it is hardly possible thean-
imul could have felt, sinee it could
searcely have comprebended the prob-
lem of mortality there so powerfully
rmnmﬂ to the human mind, was so

udierous in its perfection, that the ps-

tient bimsell was seized with such an
uneontroilable fit of laughter aato break
the nleer in his throat, whereby his life
was saved,

her pure heart that lust “Good-hye-,".

John did so. The chief musician
noted down the air, and, at the enter-
tainment, the Ghent Burghers Band
played the “national air' of the United
States, with variations, in grand style.
— Roaton Jouwrnal.

Havringss ConsisTs 1IN LOVE.—As
the affections are the noblest ivgrediant
in human pature, 80 the elevation and
happiness of & human being mainly de-
pend on the right bestowment aud am-
ple exercise of these aflectious, To be
seif-suMicient and self-seeking—that is,
to keep all the affections to one's self—
is the meanest and most miserable pre-
dicament a cresture can be in. "he
homestend spirit—much more the cham-
ber of a sinful heunrt—does not contain
resources enough for its own blessed-
ness. The soul must go out from itself,
if it would find materials of joy. And
just as Its happiness depends on going
out from itself, so its eievatlion depends
on its going up—depends on its setting
its affections upon something higher
than itself, something nobler or holier
or more engaging. The main part of
true religion is the right bestowment of
the affections. When they are set on
the things above, they are set as high
as @& seraph can set his, They are set so
high that they cannot fail to lifv the
character along with them, and make
him & public character whose ends in
living are so lofty,—James Hamilton.

In Germany the movement for the
higher education of women and for the
opening up of new avoeations is making
headway by means of the fonndation In
various towns of (irst-rate grammar
schools for glrls equal to those for boys,
as well as by the exertions of the differ-
ent Frauen-Vereine, or women's associ-
tions, which recently met in a dele-
gates’ conference.

A hill exempting from taxation build-
ings for religious worship, with one scre
of land, has both houses of the
Rhtode Islund Assembly.

Barnum as & Yoﬁng Lover.

That was a blg book P. T. Barnum
wrote about himself. It is very com-
plete, too; but there is one little incl-
dent which he either forgot to mention,
or which got pled when the forms went
to press. It occurred when Lhe great
showman was & young man and & resi-
dent of this section. He was paying
impetuous attention to a lady living in
Newton. Being a son of r but hon-
est parsuts, he was obli to walk over
to the village which contained his
adored, on the Sunday nights he visited
her. When there, he labored under an-
other and more awkward disadvantage,
The young lady’'s father conceived a
singular and most violent dislike of the
amiable embryotic showman. This ne-
cessitated extreme caotion on the part
of the lover, and he was equal to the
emergency, as & matter of course. His
ingress to the house was by a window
on the second floor, which he reached
by springiog from the cover of & cistern
curb, and ecatehing hold of the window
ledge, His egress was effected by hang-
ing full length from the ledge and Lthen
dropping to the cistern cover, a fall of
about six inches.

On SBunday be took with him on the
vigit & young man who now carries his
silver hairs behind a Danburyigrocery
counter. They reached the place, the
young Iady saw the signal, opened the
window, aud the famous Barnum sprung
up into bliss. The young man was to
amuse himsell about the village until
the time of departure. Heamused bim-
sell. It don’t seem rmsible that aoy
one could be so brutal, but that young
man sactually removed the cover of the
cistern. Then he sat down by the fence
and ate currants, and ealmly waited for
the result. P. T. finished his sparking,
and backed out of the window the fall
length his hands would permit.
“Good-bye,” he gasped, in & whisper,
as he prepared to drop.

“(Good-bye, Phinny,” she whispered
back. Then bhe let go, snd lostantly
shot from sight into the yawning abyss
of darkness and rain waler, and if he
had been of solid iron, heated to & white
glow, he could not have created more of
s commotion in striking the water. It
is not necessary to repeat what Mr. Bar-
num said, bolth when erawling out of
the eistern and during the eight miles'
walk home, but shortiy after he became
a Universalist.—Danbury News.

LEGALITY OF SLAVE MARRIAGES.—
Mra. Belva A. Lockwood lately gained
an important ease in court, which the
Washington Republican of a recent
date reports as follows:

“Yesterday the important case was
argued before Justice Wylie, in the
Equity Court, that of Newbern vs.
Washington. The complainant bad
asked for the assignment of dower in
the eslate of ber decensed husband, the
defeudant demurring beesuse of unpaad
trusts, and, on the overruling by Jus-
tica Olin, had demanded striet proof of
marriage. Upon proof it was shown
that complainant was the second wife,
and was married In accordance with
the slave law of North Carolina, and
that she removed to this distriet with
her husband after the passage of the act
of 1868, regulating the marriage of col-
ored persons in the Distriet of Colum-
bia. Judge Wylie ruled that the mar-
ringe of the petitioner was legalized by
the stalute, and that she was ¢onse-
quently the heir to the whole estate,
the first marriage never having been
legalized, and the second murriage with-
out issue. DMrs. Belva A. Lockwood
appearasl for the complainant, and
George F. Appleby, Esq., for the de-
fense, This was o novel case of import-
ance, some $10,000 being Involved.
The

exhibited in the conduet of this case.
Some time since the complainant was
ejected from the premises in litigation,
but, sinee the strong arm of the law has
interposed Itself, she will be reinstated
in possession,”

A Very Goop ReAsoN.—Says Max
Adeler in the Philadelphis Bulletin:

other day in res
servant-girl, an
frout door & man with a earpet-bag.
The man said:

“[s your piuno out of tune 2"

Judge.

“Afn't you sure about it ?"

“Noj; I never tried it to see.”

“How long since it has been tuned '
‘It never has been.”

at ouce.
have it attended to.”
“1 don't believe I will.”
“Oh, yes, you will though.

tuned.”
“Do you think you ean tune it 2"
“Certsinly I ean.”
Judge.
“1'd like to know why not.
why you ean’t in thiscase,”
“I'd like to know what it is.”
“YEE.”

piano.”

onder hi= arm, rubbed his
thoughtfully and left,

pairs evils; he discourages, enfeebles

and keep np bravs cheer.
upon a sensitive
ble.

the flercest atorm.

sonal reproach to us, then the misery o
it becomes, Iindeed,

ness of a bome.

don't eare whether they write with thei

The art of life conslsts in being well
ved,

complainant’s counsel deserves
much eredit for the ability which she

Judge Pitman came down slairs the
pse to a eall by his
found standing at the

“No; I don't think It Is,”" said the

“Then, of course it ought to be tuned
You'll ruin it if you don't

Nothing's
worse for a pisnc than s{anding up-

“I don't believe yon esn,’” said the

I never
saw a piano yet that I couldn't tuckle.”
“There's one mighty good resson

“You waut me to tell you, do you?"
“Well, it’s because I haven't got apy

Then the man put the carpet-bag
nose

Frerring,—He who frets is pever
the one who mends, who heals, who re-

and too often disables thosearound him,
who, but for the gloom and depression
of his company, would do good work
The effect
person of the mere
peighborhood of & fretter Is indeseriba-
It is to the soul what a ®old, ey
mist is to the body—more chilling than
the bitterest frost, more dangerous than
Apd when the fret-
ter is beloved, whose nearness of rela-
tion to us makes his fretting, even st
the weather, seem almost like & per-

Most men call fretting 8 minor fault—a
foible, and vot a vice. There Is no viee
except drunkenness which can so ot-
terly destroy all the peace, the happi-

A Trenton editor makes the statement,
for the good of correspondents, thas they
needl not commence their communiea-
tions, “I take my pen io hand,” as he

toes or with thelr pen in their mouth,
80 they send the

Journalism in 1776,

There were no daily newspapers in
the time of the Revolution. Of some
fity papers which were born, and
lived, or died, between 1748 and 1788,
all were weeklies or semi-weeklies
There were forty-three such In exist-
ence al the end of the war. They were

r affulirs, viewed In the light of the
r::mnllum of to-day; but, mensured by
their times, displayed considerabie en-
terprise, and exerted an immense influ-
epce. It was their charsoteristie that
they aimed pot so much to print the
news of the loealitier in which they
were published, as to bring to those lo-
ealities news from distant parts of the
eountry and of the world. In faet, the
newspapers of the Revolution had com-
ratively little to do with news of any
ind. The gathering of it had not been
reduced to a system. The publisher
was his own editor and reporter, There
were no telegraph tolls to pay; and, had
there been, there would oot have been
any money with which to bave paid
them. News truveled to the paper by
private conveyanee. I wans two
months coming from Great Britian,
and six months from Counstantinople.
That useful and widely-known individ-
oal, “a geontleman of undoubted verae-
ity,” lived, however, In the country at
that time, and rendered valuable ser-
viees, The papers were filled with po-
litieal sayings, satires and lampoons,
By many of them, the largest liberty of
discussion was allowed; and there were
nolicenble tendencies to the freest sort
of speculation. OF journalism in the
modern sense of the term—elaborated,
enterprising, competitive, Ilavish in
outlsy, and presenting a field for the
highest attainments and most earefully
scquired professional skill—there was
absolutely nothing. And yet, we must
accord to the jourpals of the Revolu-
tion, small, Irregular, struggling sheets
that they were, the eredit of & generally
heroie spirit, and a very noble schieve-
ment io shaping the patriotic temper of
the times.—Edward Abbott's Revolu-
tionary Times,

Woman's Worg IN GERMANY.—A
suggestive acvount has just been pub-
lished by a German woman in thls
country of the work done by certain
women lo Berlin in reducing the price
of living in thsat city. In 1

Lena Morgenstern, with two or three
other ladies of wealth and influence,
finding that the cost of provisions was
enormous, established several Volk's-
Kuchen, or people’s kitchens—restan-
rants where meals could be had at the
retail cost of the materials alone, In
1873 these women determined to bring
their ebarity into their own homes by
forming & House-keepers’ Association,
whose object should be the reduetion of
the cost of living, the promotion of
lain and eeconomical habits, and the
mprovement of the condition of ser-
vanis. In 1874 there were 550 members,
Co-operative laundries, bakeries, Total-
ligence-offices, and stores for groceries,
meat, and provisions were opened, all
under the supervision of women. At
the present time the raembership em-
braces 6,000 families, and issues u
weekly paper of a high order, contain-
ing ita price lists, ete. The central
bureau imports its supplies direct from
China, France, Java, the United States,
ete., and is thus epabled to supply the
co-operative trade throughout Kurope.
Coal is also purchased at wholesale by
the Assoeiation, avd sold In sccurately-
measured cars, an improvement on our
own system, which every house-holder
in New York or Pblladelﬁhis will ap-
preciate. The whole of this vaat busi-
ness enlerprise is managed—and aceu-
rately managed—by women. Theirlast
annuul statistical report is as suggestive
and foroible a commentary as any ser-
mon on woman's duties, work, and op-
portunities.—Ezchange.

Marrisge Maxims.

A good wife is the grealest earthl
blessing. A wman is what his wile
makes him, It is the mother who
mnl;:ims the character and destiny of the
child.

Make marrisge a matter of moral
Judgment.

Marry in yourown religion.

Marry into a different blood and tem-
perament from your own.

Marry into a family which you haw
long known. -

Never talk at one another eitheralone
or in company.

Never both manifest anger at once.

Never speak loud to one another, un-
less the house is on fire. e

Never reflect on & past action, which
was done with a good motive, and with
the best judgment at the time.

Let ench one strive to yield oftenest
to the wishes of the other,

Let self-abnegation be the daily aim
and effort of each.

The very vearest approach to domes-
tie fellcity on earth is in the mutual
cultivation of sn absolute uvoselfish-
Ness,

Never find fault, unless it Is perfectl
certain that a fault has been committed;
and even then prelude it with » kiss and
lovingly.

Never taunt with a past mistake.

Neglect the whole world besides
rather than one apother.

Never allow a request to be repealted.

“I forgot,” is never an exceplable ex-
cose,

Never make a remark at the expense
of the.other; it is & meannesa,

Never part for a day without loving
words to think of during absence; be-
side, it may be that you will not meet
, | again in life.

Too MucH FoR THE Winow.—A Fifth
Ward widow moved lnto her new house
the other day, and her first six callers
were llghtninﬁ rod agents. She bluffed
them off one by one, but when the sev-
enth came he said: *‘I don't elaim that
arod will protect the house, but I do
say that if I was looking for a second
wife, I'd never marry a widow who
dido’t bave a lightning rod on her
bouse. And that's the way all rich men
think.” “You may put up two of
f|’em ! she promptly replied, “and be

insupportable, | sure they are eonspicuous, too!"—De-

troit Free Press,

There is one thing about a hen that
looks like wiadom—they don't eackle
much till they bave lald thelr eggs,
Some folks are always braggiog and
cackling what they are goiog to do be-
fore hand.—Josh Billings.

Sanlinet 1. Spsmadiing, bt I Raurts S04
r ng ng, but t yet
got down deep enough to affeot arrear-
ages on country newspaper booksa,

gt;c Qew gnttljmwi.- :
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