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DASIIING AND DARING. |

JAMES CHASTAINE'S BOLD CAREER
AND TRAGIC DEATH.

Was an Mild & Manvered Man as Ever
Senttled Ship or Cut & Throat—A Pol
fshed Gentleman In Soclety, and as »
Borglar He Hmd Few, If Any, Equals,

During the months of February and
h, 1581, the city wns stirred from the
periter to the eircumference by daily reports
of burglaries committed of the most daring
matura.  Forty bouses were entered on as
many nights, and (rom each articles of more

less value taken  Such a state of alarm
pad pot extstad in this usually peaceful com-
munity since the of Wilsons ever
memorable ruid The stroets wery
F'lr.-llml ar nizht by armed squads of citizens
@ the police foree
on extra men, Tl
the same nnture,
effectdd through

ndvent
i IS
wiis inereasid by putting
1 all of
the entrance or breaking
the from.
Andows, Which i this ity aliost }rn-:rmlal)

s b laries wore

Mg Senernlly

ppen on o veranda pod often open down
he Boor
HANDSOME “JUSEPE SUTTON,"
About this titme a carclful observer might
have noticed at one of our best hotels a mat
rikingly bandsome and faultlesly dresssd
rhioso classic features and polished manoers
ol bave mdorned any cirele of soclety
e was about 50 years of age, remarkably
ell proportioned, dark hair, large, full, dark
yes full of intelligence, that seemed to look
rou fro= bead to foot ns soon as their owner
ast them upon vou
A complexion that woulil excite the envy
pf & girl, long, dark mustache, slightly
rned up at the ends. covering lips of coral
ess, which, whben parted by a smile
n Hluminated the owner's countenance,
fisclosed tooth of great evenness and pearly
vhiteness.  This most enchanting smile, oncs
peop, can never bo forgotten.  The voice wel
modulated, each word and accent as clear as
he chime of a silver bell
I bad met this man, and he was intro-
need to me as My, Josoph Sutton, of Texns |
He frecly disoussed the fregquent burglaries
fthen nightly occurring, and even suggested
some plans by which the midnight marauder
might be apprebendsdl. Suttin was passion:
ately fond of card playing (poker), and fre
quently muude considerable losings, At times
he would excuse himself from the game in
whicls e was playing, saying he would take
p walk for exerciss, liaving what mone anc
checks he had before him on the table, After
an absence of nn bour or two he would re
turn, resnme bis seat aml play, apparently
ivery much exuidarated by his walk and the
fresh alr
Should any one of the playvers be in bad
ek, and, consequently, in bad bumor, he
ould smilingly recommend the same course
by o short walk and  fresh air, stating that
o always was greatly benefited by so doing.
At other times, when his finances were ap-
parently low, he would absent bhimself from
he eity for three or four days, always re-
gurning flush with money. These periodical
labsences at first did not attract my attention,
until ene day a stranger stunding on the side-

I§ walk heard me introduce Sutton to a friend
§ of mine,

Alter Sutton and wmy friend bad
conversed a while and then walked off 1o-

Beether the strangcer callsd me to one side and

¢l me what 5. name was, | unhesitat
dngly told bim “Sution,”

“You mistaken,”
James Chnstaine,
thieves that ever lived
speak.”

ho said; “‘that is
one of the most poted
1 know whaoreof ]

A

POLITE TO THE LAST.
Iwas so horrified and dumfounded that
X did not notico that thestranger bad walked
gway, aud from that doy until this [ have
ver seen that strangs’. uor do 1 know his
ame,  Recovering my wits | began to think
an it bo possibile that the gentlemanly Sut-
ton is the thiefl that s causing so much alarm
in this city/ My suspicion being thoroughly
aronssd, from this time on | Kept close watel
over Satton and his movements. | noticed
another mportauat fact, that when Sutton
Svas n bsent from the city there were no burg:
daries committedh. e left one day to wvisit
Eufaula, Aln., and remained thers one
night. That night the residence of My,
suce, a wealthy citisen of that place, was
urglarized and a larvge quantity of valuabie
ewelry stolen.  Sutton returned the next
morning to Montgomery loaded with plun-
der. Having in the meantime been busily
pngoged o tracing up Sutton’s antecedents,
¥l found out that his resl oame was Jaes
LChastaine, that be formerly lived o Memphis
and was the trusted bookkeeper of a large
mercantile tirm of that city, und bad default-
to them in o sum of several thousand
blars; also, that he wis an escaped convict
om the Missouri State prison, where he was
ndergoing a sentence of twenty years for
burglury, nnd was also wanted in Texas, |
I was pow thoroughly convinced that
Sutton was the man thad was causing such
nation among the citizens. 1 comumnu-
cated the facts to Capt. John W. Martin,
nd located Sutton in a room. Capt. Mar- |
procesded there and bad no difliculty in
placing Sutton, now Chastaine, under arrest, |
he wason bis way o polics beadquarters
bastaine made a desperate break for liberty
il was tired upon by Capt. Martin, strik-
bim twice, both bullets passing entirely
hrough his body, and either would bLave
iproved mortal.  Chastaine lingered a fow
hours and dicd, pever revealing bis identity
his coufederates, f be bad any. His
teness nover forsook bim even when the
y hand of death was upon him and the
¥ film glazed bis eyes. Asking a by-
der for a drink of water, which was
en bim, be f(aintly murmuered, “Thank
M Those were the last words 8f Chas-
8. The famous burglar was dead.
“He was ns mild a mapoered wmen &
er scuttiesd ship or cut a throat™
Upon bix person was found o guantity of
——lzz esonang Woar. Guibe
were articles of different wvalue

ellocts
) alinost overy bouse that had bevn one
It wus whon bie excused blmself frow
@ cord table to take a walk and get fresh |
that be comuutted his burglaries His
ips @l were for the purpose of disposing of
s piun ler, couverting it into casl, geoers
MY iu Now Orleans, (rom which place a cute
abile quantity was recovered.
s man was an soowaly of bis class,
0 very embodiment of gentility, liberality
personal beauty, He welther sumoked,
Ik, svore, nor Nldl.lw |17 w:’. and
all of the modesty and reticence of o
—Moutgomery (Als) Advertiser, |

RED LILIES. s |
Strike fuller chords, or et the musie rest! |
OF tetider sotigs the work! e yet no dearth,
Which searoe sirvies the moment of thelr birth
Be thine in passionate cadences expressed,
And tanish morning glories from thy breast!
A purple dresm fower of the woods is worth
o little in the gardens of the earth:
If gift thou givest, give what we love best
Since life is wild with tears, and red with wrongs,
Lat these redd (e typify thy songs,
If with full fame thou woukl'st be comforted
Sincee fe s red with wrongs, and wild with tears,
Oh, move us, haupt us, kill our souls with fears,

| And we will praise thes—after thou art dead

=Camilla K. von K

The Barber's Sponge.

Barbers have entirely diseanded the sponge
in all first class tonsorial establishmonts for
the mors cleanly and more pleasing towel,
and every castomer £ now treated to n sort
of facial Turkish bath for the small sum of
The

fiftevy cumts ilea of applyving to the

face a towel dipped In boiling hot water
originated in Boston amd
After removing the hirsute
growth the varber instead of mopping the
dips a
wol in hot water, srings it thoroughly
and wrps 1t around the bleeding jaw of the

The sensntion that follows s one of

weame Unmensely
populir at onee

face with M il smelling sponge now

resh

vietim,
unmixed misery, @ if 0 cautertzing iron had
lren passed around the Tace,
ing it. The towel Is hastily removed, again
plunged into the hot water busin,
This process is continusd as
long as the patience of the helpless subject
When the last towel
the face is allowed to covl down from its

comphitel v sear

and once
more applied
lnsts, is removed and
glowing nind boiled lobster stato a delicious
feeling of freshness follows, and the sharp,

| stinging pain, due to the romorseless passage

of cold, sharp stecl over the face bas disap
pears.  This is the great advantage claimed
for the system, and it really seems to  possess
it. The towel {s altogether proferable any-
way, as the soap which soaks into a sponge |
soon becomes malodorous, and the small hoirs
which collect in it rasp the face like s0 muny
pins.—St Louis Republie.

Monkeys Stealing Corn,

Dr. Hopkins does not seern ever to bave
Leard of the way in which monkeys prepare
to rob o corn fiehl. let os deseribe it
When they get ready to start oo their expe-
dition, an old monkey, the leader of the
tribe, with a stafl’ in his hand, so as to stand
apright more easily, marches aliead on two
legs, thus being more elevated than the
others, s0 as to se¢ signs of danger more
readily. The rest follow him ou all fours
The leader advances slowly and eautiously,
carefully reconnoitering in all directions, till
the party arrives at the corn flield, He
then assigns the sentinels to their respective
All bieing now in readiness, the rest
of the tribe ravagoe and eat to their heart's
content.  When they retire, each one carries
two or threeears of corn along, and from
this provision the sentinels are regaled on ar-
rival at their lair. Here wo ses ability to
rule and a willingness to submit to rule; o
thoughtful preparation of means to the end
in view, and a recognition of the rights
of the sentinels to be suitably rewarded
at the close of the expedition. Wherein does
all this differ from a similar foray of a tribe
of savage men! Theonly difference that really
exists 15 in degree; otherwise, it is mueh the
same, —Popular Science Monthly.

posts

Benjamin Fronklin's Watcoh,

Levi W. Groff, of Lancaster, Pa., has in his
possession a very old fashioned looking silver
watch, shaped like a biseuit, and which was
the property of Benjumin Franklin. The
watch is of the open faco pattern, and there '
is engraved on its back, *Ben Fraokling 1574, |
Philadelphia ;" and Mr, Groff says it was the
personal property of the great philosopher
and was carried by bime 1t still keeps good
time, The watch was made by W, Tomlin-
son, of London, and it is numbered 511, In
the insido of the case is Thomas Parker's ad-
vertissment of his jewelry business, No, 13
South Third street, Philadelphin, on which is
written “‘Mainspring and cleaning, January
24, 1517, The owner of this relic has been
offered #1000 a year for the use of it in a jow-
elry window,—Washington Cor. New York
Star.

Purging Melancholy,

A druggist recently received a visit from a
lantern jawed, bollow eyed man, who asked,
in cadaverous tones, if be could give him any
romedy that would drive awany a nightmare
like eare that was preyving upon his bealth,
The man of drugs noddmd, and compounded a
mixture of quinine, wormwood, rhubarb and
epsomn salts, with a dash of castor oil, and
offered it to the despairing patient, who
apathetically gulped v down,  History avers
that for six wonths be could not think of
anything except new schomes for getting the
tasto out of lis mouth. — Boston Globe

YouthTul Euglish Mail Carriers.

It appears that in the little Cumberland
village of Adderston Low Mills the work of
ber o jesty's postollice Is largely performed
by the school children. The letters are in
trusted to the youngsters by the village post |
master for delivery on their way from school, |'
but sometimes the recreative instinct over- |

comes the sense of duty, and the missives are | the poet, was blind. Do you think you can | ngain.

dielnywd or lost in transmission. The villagers

to whom the receipt of a letter is still an |
opochnl event, are consequently agitating for

& reform in the postal system.—Baltimore |
Bun.

Where Respect Is Due,

Weowe repeet to the man who, however
ignorant, makes no fulse pretenss, but strives
to repair bis deflciencies by attentive listen- |
ing or malest questions; but we can have |
anly scorn for the conceitad assumptions of
ofis who strives to make Lis narrownes ap
pear broad and bis shallowness deop.

A Safeguani.
An old ledger has reconuuly been brought w f
light in Edintwrgh, Scotland, having at the |
107 of the luside board, written by the book
Eetper, this luseriptioa, which might be & |
sfosuend o many & bookikesper and cashior |
of toduy: "Lod bigs this buik, wnd kelp me |
and it bouest. "= Youths Companlon

urious about the “white stuf™
tho strawlorry His mother
eXxprlainand how (it was msde, and pretty soon
' gly “Plogse give me aacther
o Ln !']-l.lll.l-“‘l oroam, ™ '

Baobiby was «

o shinrtrake

Tamsl)

The gold vm the dome of the Massachusetts
slate house = taenly thres carst Une—which
akos wvery true tistoolan ook up W u
with o s of satisfaction that Lthere s no
piochtas kb sbout I k

irlmrnn:,g daughter was receutly beard 25

The Right Owoership. |

Btranger (in Boston street car, to aged elt- |
izen)—~Excuss me, my venernble friend, but
1 think you have dropped your spectacies. |

Aged Cltizen—That's something | never |
WrAr, sir

Young Lady—They belong to me, sir. I
was about to ask the conduector to kindly
come 1o my nssistance. —New York World

A Man of His Word.

“Promise me, Johin, that you will not et
fnto any terrible rallrond accildomts, or be
burued o death st a Promise ma
that, Jolin, or my heart will break!”

[John promised faithfully that he would
nob J—Lafe.

hotal

A Susplolons Man.

There wero hall a dozen of us smoking and
talking on the veramda, ona evening, when
A voung man came along with a vauk note
in his hand and asked:

“Canany of you gentlemen break a twenty
for mef

If we could we didn't eare to, and when he
had gone the man at theend of the row said:

“I've got plenty of smull bills, but he
looked like a sharper to me.™

“Omn the contrary, he had a very honest
look,” observed n Boston man,

“Well, the bill was probably eounterfeit.,”
“Come, now, but don't be so suspicious of
human nature” |

“But I'll bet it wasn't a bankable bill
Why didn’t he go to the hotel officer”

“My dear sir, 1 should hate to be suspi-
cious. lHave you any mowey to losei™

“How ™

“Any money which says the bill is badr

SN es—£00. "

“Done"

The young man was coming back down
the street and we called to him. Mo still
bad the bill in his hand.

“Let mo see it,” salld Boston, Ie seanned |
the bill closely for ten seconds and then
handed it back with the remark:

“l seo. Berved me right. I'll pay the
bet.™

It was a bustad Canadian bank bill, and
tho man on the end nmd the bearer of the
bill were confederates.  Boston didn't raise |
any row overit, but he rotired very early
that night.—Detroit Free Press,

|

A Fund of Information,

Countryman (to the celebrated Hindoo
snnke charmer)—l1 s'pose you know a good
deal about sunkes, misterd

Hindoo Buake Chartuer—Snakes, sir, have
been the study of my eventful Lfe. I kuow
all about them. !

Countrymiati—The hull bnsiness?

Hindoo Snake Charmer—Yes, sir,

Countryman—Well, | wish you'd tell a
fellor where the body laves off an' the tail |
begins.—New York Sun, |

Tho Womds Are Full of Snch Mon. |

A “Blizzard” roprosentative witnessed a |
novel sight in a country store yesterday |
where o farmer actually refused to buy his |
wife n calico dress because he ecouldn't nl-|
ford the expense, but before be left the store
invested half a doller 10 cigars for himself, |
Our judgment upon such a man is that be
should be kickad to death by wooden h‘zg“d |
women or stoned to death in the streets of |
Gaza. —Oll City Blizzard.

The Great Atlantle Cable.

Every day brings us fresh proof of the
groat advantages afforded by the Atlantio
cable. For instance, n Now York daily paper
prints a cablo dispateh stating that *'a new
device isa Louts Puilippe cravat, like those
our grest-grandathers ware,” If the cable
bad not been lakd we should bhave been
obliged to worry along nearly two weeka
longer without this vital bit of information.
—Norristown Herald

A Cute Customer,

Justice—Do  you know that you are
charged with the thelt of a poor laborer's
dinner! g

Tramp—Yes, sirl

J,.—And did you know that you violated
the law?

T.—No, sirl It was a case of necessity, |
and necessity knows no law.—Boston Bud-
gut. |

|

Answoered. |
“Iave you any data on which to base a
prognostication of the duration of the pres |
ent period of excessive calorie in the circum-
ambient ntmosphere " asked 4 young woman |
with spectacles of a man at the Union station
yesterday. “Yes'n,” was tho roply, “‘the
next train for Boston leaves in half an hour.”

—Pittsburg Chronicle Telegraph.

s Great Misfortune.
Teacher—Try to remember this: Milton,

remember 147 |
“Yes, ma'am.” |
“Now, what was Milton's great misfort- I
unai™
“He was a poet."—Linnoln Jourual I

A Bmart OfMlce Doy,
“Is Mr, — iul" asked a visitor, of the |
l’- .
“Do you know where he {aT™
“Nope; his aunt’s dead, an’ I gness he's
either ot the funcral or at the ball game,”—
Exchange,

Variety Is the Splee of Life. |
i=s Nanuyvgote, of Harlem (visiting in the
country)—Lsn t this cow's milk, Aunty?)
Aunty-—Yes, dear; dou't you like it
Mism Nanuygote, of Hurlem—Al, yes, I
dnd it very wice for a change.—The Epoch,

Not Taught Right,

A somewhnt unpolished mother of a very \
say: "1 don't intend lettin' Emily go back to |
Mme, Warings school, They dou't teach
e right.  Now, | don't know so very much
mysell, but I never would tell my ehild that
IX spells nine,  IVs absclutely ridiculous. -
Harper's Magazine,

Crusity.

Dentist— Well, how do the new teeth work? |

Fatient—Not very well They sewm to cut
the others,

Dentist—That is perfectly natural. They
belong to an entirely different set, you koow,
—&an Fragcisco Examiner,

{
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LOVE'S WHISPER.

Bomeahody whispere] to me vest're'en,
Somebody shipaperad o me)
And my bheart gl a utter, and flew awa claan
As somebinly whitspersd to me,
Aod the rose, that | fand in my tangled balr,
Was o token o° love, | ween,

An airm gasd foun®’ my walst yest're'en,
An Al =an strang an tree;

An® 1 ladd mn 1 s Hroast yost're'en,
For Lo psadde thing do?

An’ iy bt

AD" naelin

wihnt
I8 s Tordyer malr,
s D Wty

~1vonald Ramsay
TiE OLD HULK.

My faths enptain

ng will

of the Enelish
he distriet,

v near liis

r Wis
Lo RN L]
he might
the waters sdoe. bei
I had beern vy
e AN chargo of

. who would o

when

o the beautios of the ol
Here, on this spot, the
Sover Lhiere was ¥ 1

fdifed
b ur,ui

-I” 3 E
a0t eane Ih'l\-n-,_i]
hiiin fall on my
berin looking to see il there vt pemaineld
any of tho horo's blomd that the vain ad
time had not washed sway
DBreslin would  take me forward and
bold we over the bows so that 1 could nd
wire the fignrelcad—a beantiful lady,
pold eyves and blue hajr Fhe nose
had gone years ngo, but there scemod a
coriain i thie look even thoen
e art it was! BPreslin
agreed with me fully that there had been
like it sineo. But, indeed. with
Breslin the good old days were long passed,
and he would have placed the decadence
of thoe Enghsh navy with great exaotuess
at 1840—the your he left it and got his

wiera the
and 1 would

e

| pension,

Yes, it waa |~I-':|-Anut to row abont the
ild SIH;‘ and listen to the old sailof's
stories of her—storles of the times when
she sped through the waters like o swan,

| with a merry crew und Ler white sails vet

in the breeze, a terror to the enemies of
En nd wherever met—poor thing! shie
wa y helpless now

But even now there was somo mystery

| connected with the Bellona, us sho lay. a

hulk, chained in
the harbor. Drestin hinted strange things.
It was known throughont the town that
my futher had given strict orders that no
one should go on board exeept Dreslin and
mysell.  Vague conjectures wero fndulged
in by more than oue village gossip. Thero
wis some wystery, uo doubt an awful
mn

Each time I had visited the ship I had
poticed the hold full of leng black bones,
Jdl stamped with the government seal
What the cargo was 1 would bave given
my ears to find out

At length | could eontnin myself no
longer and 8o made known my suspicions
to Breslin as wo sat together on the quay

st less old

broken and

| one sunny afternood.

“Why don't people go on board the
Dellonad™ I esked. **Is it hannted? DPlease
tell me.”  Dut the old sailor puffed at his
pipo very sagely for o moment or two and
ventured hils opinion that he hud no doubt
that there were ghosts there, no doubt
whatever, such things were nutural, most
patural.  Had | never hoard the story of
the *Flying Dutehman'™  And thercupon
he Lggan to relate a tale of such a horri
ble and bloodthirsty nature that 1 was
frightened near to death of the phantom
ship and the ghosts who bhad to appear by
night and as misty forms set the airy
suils and elear the deek for actlion and act
wer the fight again untll some kind mor-
tal wonld release thewm from thelr dread.
ful task.

It seemed to me an awful story, but
Breslin said it was true, for he had salled
once with a man who had seen the Flying
Dutehman and the phantom crew, What
more proofl could I ask?

That evening I went home in a strange
stato of mind At dinner my father
noticed my silence and asked me where |
had been. 1 told him, and he Inguired if
Breslin had left Lis pipo on shore, a ques-
tlon which seemed to e ut the time to be
most singular, and only strengthened my
belief in the old sallor's tale of the
ghosts. My father knew the faots, too,
then: but what relation eould there be
Lotween ghosts and pipes? Did he wish
to turm my thoughts Irom =0 terrible
sibject? Truly, I must learn more abont
ghosts, To-worrow | would ask the
cook. who was au suthority on the sub-
That night | went to bed early, but not
to sleop; visioms of eclondy spirita
haunted mo continually.  All the terrible
stories of Breslin came unbldden to wmy
mind. | began to count a bundred in hopes
of bringing on sleep; it was useless. The

| village clock began striking the hours as

I lay there awake. Eloven—twelvel |
arose timidly and upl:mm'hcd the window.
There in the mooulight stood the old
ship; a sli{ght mist seemed hovering
around it. My breathing on the window
pane bLad hid it a moment. [ looked
No: | could make out nothing.
Perliaps the elock was not right; perhaps
the spirits were invisible except from I[:u
deck of the ship, Truly, it was a hard,
hard task to seo them—so 1 went to bed
full of great ideas for the morrow.

Next worning I arose rather <arly and
immediately sought the cave of tho sibyl
—or, in pluiner words, the kitehen. The
eook seemed rather astonished st my
question

“Did she know of ghostst Falth, why
shouldn't she? BShe was & lowly Chris-
tian woman, and bher own sister's hus
band, Mike Doogun, bhuad seon ghosts
often, tlll Father Tom MeGouigle wint
out and lald them.” 1 had sought the
["]},'_I:I whrine.

“How did he lay them?" 1 nslted.

“Fuith, | dunno; but he tuk vwa Blizeld
sandles un' some howly wather and spake
in Latin, and they just were lald and
miver Lhroubied "o Tamily rom that
du_\' o

“What J4id he say In Latin?"

“logrortah! 'm no schollard. Shure,
lsn't Latin Latin, aod lsa't it wll the
same, Lhe vidy thing the divil ean’t un-
derstand? And If he can’t understand
one Latln. bow will he know snothert”

The login was irrefutable.  Any Latin,
then dd do. Twould get my ' Cosar.”
which I proposed 1o take up scon, and
read thnl  The great guesilon was at
lust wolvond

Now | had some Idea, | don't know from
whot saisre it rose, Lthst Sunday, bemyg &
day of Lolinens, would be betier litled for
my undertakiog, so made my preparations
socordingly but with grout secrecy aud

Wil

EM Two wax candlea | stale from my

adviser, the eook My Latin
never left my pocket, and one afterncon,
just at dusk. | peeped cantionsly wnto the

old Catholie chureh upon the hill and, |

finding no one there, filled a small bottle
with holy water from the font near the
door  Now | was perfeetly squipped

For the next two or three davs | alter.
nated between foalings of doulbit and fear,
but at last the Sunday came O how i
umphant | folt s looked around in
church and thought of what n bvro | was
soon to beeome'  How ]mupl!' wionglil want
to notiee me then and not be blaming me
for everything that ook plue, as they
did now Failure in the great attempt
nevoer enterwd my mind

At supper | was very quiot 1 obeved
||'=]"l=-|'.1\ mird refused the thimd p‘.:-n'u --f
cake which was kindly offered e Ly
my mot ber ver known
to have happensd befors M.‘ Wwother wis

nirrumsianes ne

considerably li’\-’l-lwr“H{l‘ ard nmore so0
when | antonnesd my wtention of going
up 1o bed and hera ! iy
night Aa | lingered on the stops | could
hear her make some kind remark, to
which |'I|._\ tal e \Il'\‘l!‘ll!i;l -\"‘“"-‘L
“Bosh!™ and went on with his rewding
Ten o’clock struck on the church clock
1 conld hoanr them about to go oW
they were coming up the stuirs, now they
hid gone thelr room.  ere was my
opportunity, so | stole ---f!!_" down st .'u?‘.ﬂ
with my boots in my hand, looking more
Hke w thief thun a hero, s faet which 1 we
knowled, o to myself ns | eame face to
faco with the mirror in the hall.  To un.
loek the side door was short work: to run
down to the summer house in the garden
and got my candles, water and matches
was the next task, Then 1 went to where
my fathier's small boat lay under the gar
den on the rocks

The rope was easy to undo and the tide
pretty hich, =o | was soon rowing ont to-
ward tho black mass in front. The spirits
at Inst wonld have their rest.

That 1 was frightened8l will not deny,
but the night was so clear and the moon
seemed so friendly that [ took conrage,
and besides, it was ouly half-past 10 and
nothing would appear until 1% 1 had
nearly two good hours yet,

The old man o -war secmed yvery lnnol}'
when @ approached it.  The figure head
appenred 1o rogard me with a less friendly
glance than in day time, but 1 did not
care. Igot up to the deck slowly and

L with groat quiet. 1 could hear my heart
beat as 1 looked around and realized for
| the first time my utter loneliness.  Could
[ 1 bear to meet the ghosts if they should
appear? Clearly I could not,  And it was
getting later, too; what if anything white
should come before miduight? \\'l'l_\’, it
woutld be terrible! My courage was fast
| fuiling: 1 wouldn’t have stayed thero
until 12, not even to be Lord Nelson him-
| sulf.
But stav:

Wissead e gond
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evmothine might ha dana
even in my absence. A brilllant idea,
and n safo one!
the ship, trembling in every limb. 1 1it
my two cundles und set them down, and
then, in n voles broken with fear, T began
|slowly to read the opening chapter in
| “Cresar,” “Gallin est omnis divisa in
'r“nM tres"—and so | kept up until I fin-

shed the first page, and lald the book
down open ot the place.  Then I ponred
the holy water around in great profusion.
| “Now," thought I, “what wmore can I
{do? Here Is everything ready, all the
| materials at hand, and if the ghosts come
and want to get relessed lot them go
through the ceremony themsolves. The
candles are lit, my ‘Cesar’ I8 at their dis.
possl—I1 shall say I lost it; and now I'm
going home.”  And  thereupon 1 ran
q)ulr-ly to my boat and rowed as if a
thousand fiends were following me, no
longer n hero, but a much frightened boy.

As good luck would have it [ got ﬁl
safely. | gained my room, undressed, and
then, with u feeling of great restfulness,
took my position at the window. Twelve
| o'clock struck. Nothing could be seen on
board the DBelloma, but I had no doubt
|that strange things were taking place
| there. | watched carefully, | was getting
sleepy—so sleepy—and finully, without
my kunowing it, | dropped on the foor
asleep.

“Gireat heavens=!" what was that?" The
whole house seemed to rock and sway and
& mighty voise as of thunder sounded in
my ears. | rushed to the window. There
where the mun.o'-war had been a mighty
sheot of flame burst forth. It was a
frightful sight. The villagers were
crowding on the quay in abject terror.
My fathor rushed guwn and culled out In
auger: “‘DBreslin, some miscreant has
tired the gunpowder stored on that old
bulk. BSeo that po one leaves hero to-
night."”

I saw it all now; gunpowder had been
the mysterious eargo, after all. That was
why my father had asked about pipes.
My eandles had done the work. The old
ship was gone; the ghosts had been laid!
And 1 bhid my head under the sheets and
mude no wovement that night, and in the
morning, when every one was talking
about the explosion, there wus one young
rentleman who had noe theory and who
ad slept throngh it all—and that young

entleman was myself.—J, E. 8" in

Liladelphia Times.

“Lumsurable Life" for Children,

The London Society for the Prevention
of Cruclty to Children has, after several
years of carcful study of the needs of
street ehildren, prepared & bill for their
relief. It makes it u penal offense to send
a child into the streets to beg, directly or
indireetly, That is, no child must sing or
rlny or sweep crossings to attract char-
ty, under |4 yoars of age. The principle
Is that every child “*shall have an endur-
ablo life.” The old common law principle
that a father owns his child Is sbout
worn out.  The state has stepped in to
interfore and net as a supreme protector.
The little victims, when they are done
for, ufter n brief carcer of sufllering Lo
support thelr parents, are to be found
“sullering and dying on floors of atties
aud cellurs or In hospitals.” The tale of
beggar children is o terrible to be told.
It is murder of the worst sort, It is high
timo law stepped in everywhere to pre-
vent the pauperizing of children and to

rotect “even the children of trumps.''—

ilobe Dewmocrat,

At the Naval Academy,

Perbaps it may not be onut of place to
give someo Annapolis localisms, or slung
terma. Sux” I8 nlee.  “Bpuds" are po-
tatoes. “Nkinny” ls chemistry, To be
“projected” or “hung on the Christmas
tree'” is to be posted for a low mark.
“Bat" und “unsut” are short for satisfoc-
tory and unsatisfactory. “Tug Ends” s
the name of u book of jokes recentl
fsaued at the academy. "Tho “‘yacht"
the santee, where n man Is sent for light
imprisonment, in punishment for smoking,
drinking, ete. It Is three-quarters of a
mile from quarters, and the wen who get
there have to walk back and forth to re-
cltation, ete,, twelve times o day. The
“brig” Is the berth deck of the santee,
where u man s seut for serious disobedl-
ence of rules. To “shake & log” weans o
burry. —Now York Tribune

| misty

I went to the center of |

THE YOUNG PEOPLE.

A Young Philosopher Tackies an Egg
Problem.

Master Bobby's papa is the happy owner of
a hatehing machine.

The other day, ns the former was watching
a chick onergetically breaking its way
through its shell, he inquired:

U1 see how he gets out, but however did be
g0 to work to get inl"—Judge

Misfortune Rather Than Fanlt
An indignant parent, in rebuking & re-
fractory son, exclaimed: “Remember who
you are talking o, sir! 'm your father!™
To which the youth rojoined: “Obl, come
now, [ hops vou nin't going to blame e for
that."—Troy Thnes

The Correct Thing.

Tommy, ain't vyou nshamed of
to strike your little sister? You
ought to know better

lomumy—Yes, ma, [ do; bat we're playing
schoal, and U'm the teacher,  It's all pighti—

Laowell ¢

Mother
Yol

itireta,

leaMrmed.

A pedngogues threatensd to punish a mﬁl
whe hnd callesd bim s fool behind his back,
“Don't! don't!” said the boy; 1 won't do is
again, sir, pever! | never will aay what |
think agsin in my lifel"—=Milw _iee Sen-
tinel

A Nirthiday Present.

A boy was teasing his little brother aboud
the shinpe of his neso, when the little fellow
quietly remarked: 1 ean't help it; 1 dida's
buy it myself—it was n birthday present.™—
New York Evening World

Hard on the Young Man.

The younger soclety element of Philadel-
phin ars laughing heartily over an adventurs
that befell oneof their numbor some time
sincn, It appenrs that during a local boat race
this young gentlieman took occasion to express
in no measured wrms bis disapproval of the
devision of the referve, who ruled ont She
boat that our hero was interested in on acs
count of an alleged “foul” A fow nights
afterward this doughty champion, in telling
of the nffair while sitting around one of thae
tables of a prominent cafe, expressed his in-
tention of interviewing the offending refores
on the morrow, for the purpose, as he stated
in classic language, of *“doing him up™
Judge of his astonishment when on awnken-
ing next morning (with, it is troe, a rather
recollection  of  the Inst mnight's
conversation), he was handed a let-
ter  [rom tho gentleman agninsg
whom he had  cherished  these  hos-
tilo intentions. The letter stated that the
writer hud lenrned of his expressions and in-
ristedl npon an immediate apology or satis-
faction, where and when he pleassl. Here
was o dilomma truly, and, sad to state, our
young friend did not feel equal to the en-
counter.  The paternal advice was soughs
and the young fire eater, aided by his father,
a prominent lawyer, concluded that, as dis-
oretion was the better part of valor, it would
be best to prepare an humble letter of apol-
ogy, which was sent by the office boy, with
the favor of an immediste reply. It soon
eame. The other party knew nothing what-
ever of tho affair, and it slowly Jawned upon
them that the challenge was got up by soma
outside wag for the purpose of obtaining &
little harmless amusement, The explanas
tions all round are said to have been very
funny.—hiladelphin Times,

A Frank Admission.

A distinguished physician who recently
retired from practice has built himself a
fine house in the suburbs of Paris. Over the
portico e placed the following simple bab
signifieant inseription:

Who would have thought ity
Melous and cucumbers bought it!
~—French Paper.

Ho Was No Night Hawk.
“Young man,” he said sonorously, “are
you ever abroad in the early morning, when
the gegat orb of day rises in all his ma jestie
and brililant glory ™
Y Well—er—yes, sir, sometimes,”
the young man, “but I generally try to get
to bed sarlier than that,"—New York Sun,

Hard Luck.

“"Poor John," said Mrs. Bpriggins, “ha'
lost nearly everything. DBut George says
he's got lots of creditors left, and that's some
comfort. 'Tain't as if he didn't have abso-
lutelv nothin' left."— Harper's Bazar.

A Yolee from the Heart.
Chloe (ns they stroll by the silvery seaj—-
How beautiful de moon am to-night, 'Gustas,
Aungustus—Jus' Jubly; looks like a big slice
ob watermelon!—Judge,

In Ploas Doston.
Old Mrs, Litany (anxiously, stopping essy
—Do you go to Trinity ehurch, conductor?
Conductor—8Sorry; I don't get no time fos
church, lady.—Lifo,

Lay In Your Stock Early.
Ostriches are down to §1,000 each, ana
r family shruld be without one.— Detrolf
Press,

Miss Droacher is giving little Mr, Duvey &

spin along the ooean drive,
Small but  enthusiastle Merchant—Los
gongers fer der kid, lady I—Judge,

Bill Nyo on the Wushington Fiy.

Whashington isa mmmawm
asassivation and blulf jurk on every
band,  The Dies of W,
to the capital, 1 hclh::.wm
phlegmatio luseot, wi
culation h,:ouruulm lives seoms almosd
destitute ol




