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THE PLAINDEALER.

VOLUME VI'E NO. 38.

DETROIT, MICII., FEBURARY 6, (891,

AFTER MANY YEARS

AB'LL TO REWARD CAPT. MATTHEWS
BEFORE CONGRESS

A fketch of Mis Life.—Slave Catchers at
Bay.— Awaiting His Comminston —The
Ruling Spirfit. —An Object Lesson.

Written for THE PLAINDEALER.

Justice is lame as weil as blind, which
is prohably the reason why Canta'n Wil
liam D. Matthews, of Leavenworth. Kan.,
is stil awniting recegeiti n fer services
rencered the country twenty cight years
8go.
A bi'l askimg for this recogunition is now
before the Senate in charge of Sevator
Stewart. It wili te taken cere of in the
House by Hon John M. Lang-tonand will
vo doubt be acted upon favorably.
Matthews served &s a recruiting officer,
comnanded a company and fought gal-
lantly without pay and it is for these

gervices, it i3 now proposed to reward
him.
The bill has awukened Interest in the

part played by Afro Americans in the
struggle aud the bistory of Matthews as
told by himself, is ful! of interest.

I was born.” he said, *‘on the Eastern
shore of Maryland, Oct. 25, 1827. My
father, Joseph Matthews, was a full biood"
ed African, of Delaware and my mother
was the hulf white duughter of Noah
Wryalt, who was a Freochman and owned
her moth¢r, by whom he bad six children.
who were left free at his death.

My father was a farmer and with 13
brotbers and sisters, I was raived on his
farm in Maryland. I never went to school
a day in my life, for so strict were the
laws in Maryland against educating col-
ored people, that it was dangerous to be
seen with a book. The Eustern shore has
always been a hard place for colored
people. It is 80 even now and in the days
of slavery a free man fared worse than a
slave, for the master’s interest in his
prosperity, sometimmrm-xx=d hir to belp
his slave but a free mao bad no protection
Ileft the Eastern shore at 21 years and
going to Baltimore shipped and followed
the sea till 1834, when I refurned to Balti-
more, hought & vessel and cruised the
Potomac river and Chesapeake bay, 1ill a

law was passed forbidding a colored man
to be captain of his vessel. I was therefore

forced to seil mine aimost for oothing and
started for Kansas in 1856, where I found
a great fight Tor freedom in progress.

“In Leavenworth I opened a large eat-
ing house where | was patronized by most
of the wealthy whites of the town and
while I entertained them in the front of the
houre my tack door was alwars sjir for
the fleeing traveler on the Underground
Railroad which had one of its terminis at
my bouseand in connection with Johuo
Brown and cther anti-+lavery mea I suc-
ceeded in e fllipg the pursuers.

* At one time I bad secreted in my house,
one hundred slaves every one of whom
were safely luuded where they could be
free.

“With the assistance of Col. D. R.
Anthony, bro'her ot Miss Sucan B. An
thonv and other true and tried white men,
I have more than npnce resisted the slave
hunters who were backed up by the U. 8,
Mur-halls ard even troons and more than
obee we were under $10 000 bond-.

*In '8l I gave up my white boardere
and turoped my house into a home for
slaves., At thiatime 1 organized a com-
pany of 100 men and stood guard pight
and day protecting tbe slaves as they came

10 Kansas from their ma-ters. :

7 ] also off-red @y services witn m
company of 100 men to the goveromeat
to aid in the war but was told that it was
a8 white man's war an1 we were not wart
ed. But in 1862, necessity forced them to
seek the att which they had before des-
.pised and througb the cfforts of Genersl
James M. Lage, we were put in shape to
afford the government the assis‘ance they
needed and we were rlad to render.

**For my career duriag the war J refer
you 1o an account from the Globe Demo
crat, which only errs in not depicting
strong enough, the sufferings »nd bard-
sbips and outrageous treatment we re-
ceived hecause of our color. I stond it
without pav, for the cause sake, and aside
fron the suppression of these indignities,
this acconnt from the pen of *W 8. B.”
in the G.obe Demecrai is eubsiantially
true:

" When Senator Lane reached Kansas, in
August 1883, with his aurhority from
President Lincoln to ‘“‘employ” a regiment
of “‘men of color” the ‘‘first man of color’
taken into the scheme was Matthews. He
not only raised bis own cormpany, but be
brought in 200 ex slaves to swell the ranks.
Ais ivfluence with his own peop'e was very
strong. White men were to hold the com-
missioned offices in the first colored regi-
ment. But it wan sgreed by the leaders of
the movement to make soldiers of ex-<laves
that one captaincy should be given to
Matthews, in view of his invaluable ser-
vice in recruiting and boldlnﬁwgabcr the
men. When the regiment imfermally or-

nizscd Matthews was known as caplain of

and allows him pay for it.

bestowed. Daniet R. Anthony was the

CAPTAIN W. D MATTHEWS.
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brother of the Negro Copeland, who was
hung at Cbarlestown for bis conuection
witn the Jobn Brewn raid on Harper's
Ferry. Then came the long wait of
months for formal recoguaition by the mus-
ter in. But t'.: eonwsinstian proclame.
tion had mot been is.ued. ,The white men
were mustered as recfuiting officers
Even that was evaded in the case of
Matthews, The Assistant Adjutact Gen-
eral was Maj. Weed. He didn’t believe in
“nigger oficers.” The idea of mu-teriog
in a man of color, even as a second lieuten-
ant, gave him a chid. The M»joris not to
be blamed too much. Prejudice against
colored soldiers was very great in the North
in 1862. Even the War Department re-
coiled more than once. There were only
two places in the entire country where the
recruiting of colorcd men was actively and
persistently  advocated. Massachusetts
wan'ed to see the black man in blue clothes.
3o did Kansas. KElsewhere the expediency
of the movement was questioned, A
couple of years later the whole Noith came
to it very readily.

Out ou the Missouri border the 1st Kan-
sas Cnlored Voluoteers wanted to learn
what would become of them. Matthews
was the ruling spirit with the men. He
more than an ' one person, b'ack or white,
held the organization together. No oath
was taken. The service trom diy to day
was purely voluntary. But the men of
color drilled and marched. snd -ven fought
a battle which brought out a letter of cum
meond:tion from President Lincolo.

At length, after six months of uncertain-
ty. the order came ifrom Washington to
muster in the regim:nt, and it was dope.
Unfortupately, Matthews was not in camp
the day the mustering tnok place. aud was
left out. There has always been a sus-
plcion that some of the white officers
although they ecommanded wmen of color,
were hardly willing to sassociate with an
otticer of color, and that the muster in dur-
iog Matthew’s absence was connived at.
At any rate a white man got the caplainey
of Company D. Matthews had white
friends, and they prowested. A paper was
drawn up setting forth the act of injustice
done. It was sizned by several of the offi-
cers and was sent to the War Dep-riment.
Buack came an order by telegraph to Maj
Weed to muster Matthews as ap officer it
there was a vacancy in the regiment. The
truth of this was established a few weeks
sloce be the di-covery of the original order
signed by Col. Henry Vincent in charge of
the recruiting of colored troops. Thbe
order was isued by direction of Secretary
Stantor. Maj. Weed rnceived the tele-
grapbic order, and 31id he would attend to
it when the arder arrived by mail. A few
d .ys later, at a time when Matthews was
again abeent, the mustering officer was sent
to camp, all vacancies were filled, and the
regiment was returned as ° full” Mat
thews was out again. The bill which is
now before the Sepate recognizes this nine
mooths’ service of Matthewe as & Captaio,

Matthews had iofluentie] white friends
who felt outraged at the treatment he 1e-
ecived at the hands of the prejudiced
army officers. They set to work 0 see
that some recognition of his services was

power in Leavenworth, He made Mat
thews a policeman in Leavenworth ia 1863
immediately after the failure to get bim a
commission in the army. Anso Matthews

mpasy D. His Heutenanis were two

colored men, Patrick Henry Minor and a‘ United States. But his backers did not

stop with this. His next step upward was
by appuintruent on the Provost Marshal's
staff.  Massacbusetts employed him to
recruit for ber colored regiments, and he
was wonderfully successful at it.
Then came the truin of circumstances
that gave Matihews the right to wear a
Captuin’s uniform, o which he was photo-
graphed for the St. Louls Fair.
A few engigements showed there was
no doubt about the ex¢live fghting his
old master. 'l he opposition to th- enllst-
ment of men of color rapidly died away
as the North was draloed of its best blood.
Gen. Curtis baving his headquarters at
Fort Leavenworth, obtained permission to
enlit a full battery of colored men. to be
commaunded by colored men. The flist
Captain was Henrv Ford Douglass, a
light colored man, with ability asan orator.
Fhis colored Douglass obtained fume
while Btephen A. Deuglass was stumping
[ilinols. The Republicans, in a spirit of
bumor, gave the colored man the sume list
of apprintments that ‘‘the little glant” was
kecping, and let bim follow & day or two
Inter.  Stephen A. Douglass didn’t ap-
preciate the joke, but not knowing Henry
¥'ord Dougiass. he thought the man after
bim was the renowned Fred Dougias. 1In
his speeches he was wont to gay, I am
followed by a nigger.” and then he would
let into the supposed Fred Douglas with all
of the sarcasm he possessed. The story
reached Fred Douglass after a time, and he
wrote an ariic ¢ which was one of the sea-
sations of the campaign. The Captain
was *‘followed by a pigger.” :
When the war came tHenrv Ford Doug-
lass eniisted in an lilinois regiment as a
white man. He was light enough 10 pas3
muster for that, He was even offered a
¢ mmission if he would swear that he was
white, It it said that he could have tiken
this oath under the laws of lilinois, which
_were at that time quite liberal in allowing
a tioge of Negro biood to count. But
Pouglnss refuscd to swear himselfl white,
and when he had served his time in the
Illinois regiment he went to Kan as,
where Richard J. Hioton and others took
bim up and made bim ciptain of the col-
ored battery. Mattbews was sepior First
Lieutenant. Douglass died, Matthews
succeeded to the captaincy and to the uni-
form in which he was photograpbed.
Thbe battery bud a notable set of officers.
Patrick Henry Minor was pext in rank to
Maithews. His father was rich and a
very prominent plantes of Louisiana, His
mother wus a place woman. but was after-
ward recngpized and married by the mas-
ter. Tuls act ostracised the elder Mioor
sc::u:lly, but didn’t{ interfere with bim
ohaining great notoriety &s a raci maa.
Wheo Geo. Butier 100k New Or?gam he
seized and coofiscated Minor's horses. *
Youog Minor was educated in France.
He atiended the French West Point, St
Cyr. He married a French womas, and
when he came bick to bis native land he
obtaived a position as bead waiter on a
Mississippl steamboat. Early in the war
he made his ':l’ to Kansas, avd was as-
sociated with Matthews in the raising of
tbe First Colored Volunteers. Had Mat-
thews been given the promised capiatacy
of Company D, Minor would bave been
commissioned First Liecutenant. He was
killed while in battle with his battery dur-
ing the lmrlec raid.
e offi er next to Minor was
Lieut. Willlam B. Copeland, whoee brother
was hung for the Harper's P raid
The junior Second Licutenant was les

‘inent men

lature, seems to be carrying off a large
share of the honors, and to be leaving his
colleacue, 8ol Van Praag, very much ia
the shade.

WHOLE NO. 400.

and nuw member of Coogress.

In the closing year of the Missouri cam
prign these colored «flicers distinguished
hemselves.  Oone of them was Adjutant
General of a brigrade of colored troops
which Col. ITin'on commanded during the
Price raid. Just before the close of the
war Matthews found bimsclf in commard
of 800 coloed troops at Fort Scott, the
worst pro-slavery center in Kansas, The
goverpment had over §35 000 000 worth of
slores in dejot there.  Price detuched a
strong detail, and sent it toward Fort Scott
to eapture the place and burn the stores.
Had Price’s men reached Port Scott there
wouid huve been linle left of it.  Mat.
thews., with bis cclored trocps, met the
Coufederates, whipped them sand saved the
town.  For this he was compiimentcd
highly in genera) orders.

Matthews and his colored tranps went
hack to Fort Leavenworth {p high favor
wirh the commander of the departiuent.
About that time a regiment of *‘galvanized
Yunkces” reached Leavenworth onthe way
west for Indian cammeigning. “Qalvan
ized Yaukees' were Confederate prisoners
of war who tonk the oath of allegiance and
enlisted in preference to prison life  The
Guovernment did not require them to fight
their Southern friends, but sent them out
on the frontier 1o keep the Indians wnder
contrnl.  These *galvanized Yackees”
reached Leavenworth soon after Matthews
and the colored arti.lery marched in from
the Fort Scott victore, They saw, for the
first time, ‘'nigger officials” and they pro-
ceeded to give vent to their outraged feel
ings. The time came when it wus Mat-
thews’ turn to be officer of the day. And
‘his brought some of the ¢x confederates
directly under his orders. They rebelled.
Matthews ordered the mutinous corporals
and prifates to the guard house, where
colored guards were on duty. Thereupon
the whole regiment of ‘‘galvanized Yan-
kees” turned out and mobbed the guard
house and demanded the release of their
comrades. Matthews ordered up bis
battery, shotted the guus and trained them
on the crowd. Then he disarmed the
whole regiment, and that night the irault
was rubbed in by Matthews commanding
the post parade. ’
Since the war Matthews has resided in
Leavenworth. For some vears he held
the office of Justice of the Peace. He is
raid to have made & good citizen. As the
first man of color to receive a comimnission
in the army. be has a place in history.
The long struegle against prejudice and
red tape is the most interesting feature of
the story. Men of co'or are good enough
for soldiers now, It is less than a week
since the 9th cavalry rode in and s1ved the
7th from an Indian ambush, and the pa-
pers have not yet done giving credit to the
colored regulars fcr their timely presence.

GOES TO CINCINNATL

The Afro-American Editors to be the Guest
of Buckeyes.

The address written to the members o!
the **Colored Press Associaticn” is as fol-

lows:

Greeting: After due deliberaticn and a
thorough consideration of all of the cir-
cumstances, I find it necessary to have an
early meeting of the Association.
It is decired and expected hat matters
pertaining to the interest of the race will
be discussed, and steps taken to better the
condition nf the Afro-Awmerican press of
the country by the adoption of some plans
for tbeir material advancement and mutual
benetfit.
It is hoped that this meeting will be a
model oue of its kind, ana that such ideas
mav be orfgioaed and propositions offered
as may be of practical value to those of us
who may attend. Allbona file editers of
Afro-American newspapers, magazines elc.
are requested to be present in per-on, re-
rardless of the fact as to wheth-r or not
they hive_ been heretofore connected with
the Assoziation. The program wili be
anrounced hereafter.
Therefore hy the power vested in me, a
meeting of the Colored Press Association
of the United States is called March 17th,
18h and 19 h. 191 in the city of Cincin-
nati, State of Oulo.
Signed:

JoaN MITCHELL, JR,
Ipa B. WELLSs, President.
Secretary,

Memphis, Tenn.

They Oppose Him ¥Yor Reasons.

Mr. Hile G. Parker, of 8t. Louis, wishes
to be a world fair comm{ssiorer and is said
10 have removed his family 10 Cbicago so
that he can claim residence there. Mr.
Parker is strongly recommended by prom
ft. Louis but the fly in his
olutment 73 the fact thet he is said to have
hitherto set but little store oo his race con-
viction aud uaturally those of the race who
believe that be han before thought himeelf
better than bhis people sre averse to his
appointment to a position which he can
ounly obtsia ss a representative of tbe peo-
ple he has sougnt o disown. Mr. Parker
degivs the statement said to have been
made by his wife that thev ‘‘never assoc-
{ated with colored people.”

Hie Cellesgue Distameed,
Chicago Inter  Ocean.—Representative
Morris, the enly colored mao ip the Legls-

sz | G00) NERVE TONIE

INCITING AFRO-AMERICANS TO NOBLE
ACHIEVMENTS.

The Piaindealer in Washington.—8'xty-one
and Ninety-one Contrasted.— Going 1o
Raise Cain.— Astunished Hin
Chief,

Sprcial corresponde nee of THE PLAINDEALER.

TBE PLAINDEALFR can alwayr be found fn .
Wash's gton at the « fice of the Correspond ng,
Mr. 1. J. Calloway, 93v F. s reet K. W,

8} ecial correspondence to 1 g I'LAINDEALER.
WasuiNGTON, 2—1t does not show good
taste fer a newspaper any more thn for a
p-rzcn to be indulging in self-laudations.
The very good reason why some do it is
because if they didn’t do so they would be
sadly without apy praise. Such however
can never atiributed to THE PLAINDEALER
because all who read it have but one ex-
pression, It is the leading Afro-American

journal.” 1 shall therefore intru'e uron
the modesty of its editors in coneratulating
them upen their new departure in the formy
of a neatly fitted vup office in this city.
Marking a new era as it does, it places Tur
PLAINDEALER in the van of anv other
Afro-American journal, for no o ber ruch
jouroai not having ite headquarters here
maint ins an office in this city nor s» far
as the writer knows has everdoneso Such
marked enterprise on the part of 'THR
PLAINDRALER will be beartily appreciated
by the people of Washington and this they
will show by a still larger den:and for ita
columns,

As one passes along F street Northwest
and sees the :hiogle inscribed *'PLAIN-
DRALKR" dangling in tbke breezes of
Washington’s Wall street, in the same
block as the Columbia National Band. e
Atlantic Building and other magnificent
structures, he will point to it with pride
and contrast if old ecoough the ‘*days of
’81”" and the days of '91. Let us all give
three cheers and a ‘‘growler” for 'l ym
PLAINDEALER, and may its columns g®
they are perused by thousands of readery,
become the instruments of {irspiration fo
nerve fultering Afro Americans 1o yet
nobler and grander archievements.

Hon, William Windom, B8ecretary ot
the Treasury, died on the 29ih ult. at the
close of a speech in New York from heari’s
disease. All departments and city sehools
are closerd today a8 the last sad rites arp
paid to bis memory. No man was moro
beloved by those under him than Mr. Win-
dom. Although 63 yearsof :ge he was
active and doing double work every day,
bence bis early tsking off. Born in a log
cabia like the immortal Liocolo and too of
Quaker parents, he has made his way to
fame apnd power by @is own unaided
efforts.

The laying aside of the Elections bil last
week has taken public attention from Con-
gress, and the Democrats, proud cf their
victory, have allowed things to go on rather
smoothly in both houses. It is alleged,
however, that the Democrals bave
announced tnday that unless the Silver bilb
is brought up in three days. they wilk
‘‘raise Cain.”

As showing the capacity of the Afro-
Awmerican wben placed on equal footin

with any other race an incident occuncg
in the Record and Pepsion Divi-ion of the
War Department last week which will be
very ioteresting. Mr. James Bteele, of
Atlanta, Ga, who was appointed here
under civil service, was put te copying
muster rolls of the }ate war. In the ropy:
ing of the rolls, each name with all its his-
tory is put upon a card eight incbes long,
threce aud a quarer inches wide. Ever

card must he indorsed, n- me writ'en uy

it, also rank in aimy, date of roll, whin
j ined for duty, whether present or absent
at *muster” and any remargs about the
soldier snd in addition the pame of the
clerk put upon it. Ordinary @ir-t clerks
wiil write in a dav from 250 to 800 of these
while medium clerks write from 100 te
200. Mr Steele, who is an Afrn-American
on Wednesday Jast week wrote 620 of
these. 8¢ astonished was the chief cerk
that he sent for his work, to ‘‘see if ho
was Dot peglecting -bis penmanthip.” but
to increase his astonirbment, fourd ikte
cards “‘exceelingly well written,” and not
an error made. The Afro-American clerks
a8 a rule are good, Mr. Chas A Johpsoo
of Missouri for a long time held the honors

as the fas'est penman. Mr. Jolin J. Belb
Jr. of Savannah, Ga., also 1anks far in the
Jead. . T.J. C.
936 F.8t. N W.° '

A Noted Woman Pead.

Mrs. Mary Garnet Barboza daugbter of
Heory Highland Garnet died December
20d st Brewerville, Liberia. Mrs Bar-
boza bas been engaged in teaching in
Africa ever since the sppointment of ber
father as United States Minister to Liberis.
Sbe ieaves two gitls one of ' wbom is fu
Afiica now and the other is being educated
in Philadelphia where she will graduste
next Juoe and will leave at once for Liber-
ia 10 continue ber motber's work.
A tiny little fellow named Jobnaie ’
was picked up on a train on e
Chicago aud Alton railroad. He bad a
note in his prckejs stating that bis paicats
weres dead and that he should .be sent to
the poor house. It has since been learned
that his parents are living in Atlanta, IIl.,
234 are perfectiy able to take care of him.
The poor litle six year old will be sent
back to them but it Is not likely 1hat hie

became the first colored policeman in the

H. Laagston, a brother of John M. Langs-

Read Txs PriwrpmaLES

future life will be & bed of roses with such
unaatural proteciors. .
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To Correspondents: Don't Be Late.

We cannot ipsure the publication of cor
tespondence which reaches us luter than
Tuesday. A number of our correspondents
should psy attention to the hints below.
Don't blame us if your letters are not pub-
Nebhed. —{Editor. ‘ :

Al matter for publieation muat
reach us by Tuesday newn to insure inser-
tion in the following issue.

" Write your notes on one side of

Epa'onlyud ou separate paper f{rom
ttexes on business,

€3 Personal jokes are not wanted.

6" Do not write matier for publication
and business orders upon the same sheet of

paper.
& Want of space will nct permit of
ex’erded notices of entertainments, parties,
* receptions, etc. Bend us the xEws, Make
your letters short and readable,

" Make your letters and. communica-
tions as short as possible.

§¥8ign your FULL XAME, uot for pub-
loation, but as a guarantee of good faith.
N> matter if you have been corresponding
for years, always 8s1GN YOUR OWN NAME.

37" Be brief, on time, and donotsay Mr.
‘80 and 80" ip sick when he only has the
finger-ache;

" Currespondents will please remember
that advertisements, lists of wedding pres-
ents, Jengthy obituary notices, speeches,
resolutions, poetry and inquiries for rela-
tives must be ¢ for. Our advertising
raZas will be sent you on application.

Agents, Attention!

I Our agents are required to make
retuins and remittances fcr the papers of
the preceding month not later than the tenth
of etch month—and no papers will be sent
:.i):“ agent who fails to comply with the

ve,

(3" No papers will be sold on eredit
unless the agent chooses to pay for them
and run the risk of collection.

(" Excuses and promises do not pay our
sxpenses, elC. PraixpeaLrR Co.
Bept. 1, '90.

Baptismal SBervioces.
ANN ARBOR, Feb. 2.—Mrs. Emma Saun
ders of Cleveland, Onio, is visiting her
mother Mrs. Banks.

Rev. Gillard of Adrian left for home last
Wedpesday morning.

Next Sunday afternoon the Second Bap-
tist church will have baptising at the First
Baptist church the exercises will be at balf

. past three,

Mrs. Bilb's neice from Sagiraw is visit-
ing her for a while.

Mrs., Clay and Mrs. Cornelius visited
Ysilanti last 't hursday and Friday. Mrs.
Clay’'s bro'her, James Preston, lest his
baby.

Miss Carrie Cornelius returned from her
visit to Poutiac !ast Tuesday. Miss Palmer
accompanied her back to Ann Arbor.

The Bethel church will continue the
revival meet ngs through this week. Many
souls in both A. M. E. and Baptist churches
have been brought to the f-id.

Clara M. Jehnson deparied this life last
Tuesday pight, aged 23 yerrs 8 months and
8 days. She was buried on Fiiday after-
noon. Bervices atthe Bethel church, Eider
Cotman asaisted by Elder Sciuggs con-
ducted the services. She was a Chbristian
and left a dright testimooy of her faith
which would be grand fur all young people
to emulate. Her mother seems to huve
great troubles. After getting home from
the cemetery she received a dispatch from
Canada saying if she wished tu see her son
alive rhe must come on immeaintely. She
left the same night for Buxt .

Mrs. Mulder has taken her mother Mrs.

Simons to Canada to ber people as she is
quile sick LorTig.

The Color Line Broken.

Fr. Wayne. 2—Mrs. Harper left forLer
bome at Columbus, Ohio, last Monday.

Mr. James Smith bas resigned his posi-
" ion as cook on the diningcar. Mr. 8. Bass
hi» assistant also resign d. Mr. - Smith
re:i yned on account of ill health as he is
very feeble,

A child of Mr. Rome Peters is very sick.

Me. John Brown the old veteran cook is
very sick with neuralgia at bis home. Mr,
Brown has cooked at the Avelin House for
over 25 years.

Our revival meetings are still growinzin
iaterest. The color line 1s broken down
bere at last. W hite aad black alike come
seeking to flad Christ. 'There have been
21 added to the church, nine converted in-
cluding two white ladies one of whom
joined our church saying thatshe would
stay where she was converted.

Elder Jefferies held his 2od quarterly
meeting last Sunday assisted by Eider B.
Roberts of Kalamazoo, Mich. There were
68 communicants the Jargest number that
ever went to the table in our city: Col-
lecton for the day 23 07

Elder Jam«s M. Henderson., P. E,
preached Monday nigbt one of his power-
ful sermons after which he with the officers
of the church withdrew and went iato the
Parsunage to hold quarterly conference
while the services was continued ia the
church, The presiding E'der goes from
here to Warsaw, Ind.. to bhold quarterly

coaference. ? %

" *Our repott will show for this guarter
both spiritually and financially that Eider
Jefleries has done a powerful work in our
city for the church, and the work is still
golyng on. The ~tewards have paid the
minister this quarter $193 16, Presiding
Elder §3 55 total for this quarter $202.01
Showing that God is blessing the effort of
Elder Jeffries and the congregatioa. The
trustees collected this qnarter $154 54 and
paid on church debt $100. Kvery aepart-
ment of the church is meving along nicely.
The revival meetings will be con}ingedﬁ.

-

| }

Fred Ford of Phailadelphia who by much
reading bas become convinced that he is a
Jew, is seeking admission to a Hebrew
church but is refused because of his color.

NO PREFERRED RATES.

Recoguoltion Desired By Afro-Awmericans
On Groande of Merit,

THr PLAISDEALER always for sale in Chicag
by Charies Landre 111 Harrison st., W. H. l(on(:
rond9)viate st. T. A. Chinn 339 3xhst,J C
Crapehaw 456 56th s*.. T.J. Birchler $724 State
st., E. J. Qu:nn 281 20th st., M. Martin 2.1 North
Clark st., and by Edward Ross general agent, 149
miznm?' t i t'e t and

News ite~ s of ioterest and subscriptions for
" AR PLAINDEALFR in Chicazo can
Edward Ross, 149 Illinois -treet. bo seat to

Cuicaco, Feb, 3—-A termporary build-
ing is being erected for the use of the
architects of the Worids Fair on lake
froot and work will soon be begun at
Jackson Park.

Sometime ago THE PLAINDEALER gave
especial mention of the resolutions passed
at a mass meeting of citizens. ‘The com-
mittee appointed to present them bave just
performed tbeir miseion, presentine “the
recolutions to the Hou. George R. Davis,
Director Genersl of the World's Colum-
tian Exposition. In support »f the resoiu-
tiuns the commi tee wrote as follows:

We desire to suggest that the colored cil-
iz-ns of Chbicago recognize that thev con-
stitute only a small part of the millions ef
the race who have interest in this matter.
Al the same time we are assured, by the
nublic utterances of our ablest men, and
the almost unsnimous voice of the cnlored
press, that the sentiments expressed in Chi-
cago will be indorsed by the colored peogle
of the United States generally.

The large msjority of the colored citi-
zens will be fouud earnestly opposed to the
establishment of any celor line in the com-
ing exposition. We desire to be represent
ed in the exposition s American citizens,
with no special favors hecause we are col-
ored and under no disadvantage interposed
by race prejudice.

The fact need not be concealed that the
colored citizens sincerely regret that thus
far no colored man in America bhas been
deemed of sufficient ability and infAuence
lo secure some recognition in the manage.
ment of exposition woik. We do think
that out of the six million colored people,
copstituting as they do in some states the
ms jority of the population, and proving in
all states to be honest, law abiding and cap-
able citizens, that the President of the
United States would have found at least
ooe of our number worthy of the appoint-
ment of commissioner among thoee it
tecame Lis duty to name.

We desire representation iu the exposi.

tion not upon grouads of coior, but merit.

While we should be pleased to bave one of
our race appointed because he is capable
and worthy, we do not desire to have any
representation that shall claim prominence
by isolaiing us from other American citi-
zen-.  As this is a matter of grave import-
ance and an application has been made to
the commissioners for separate exhibit, we
submit these resotutions to you with the
hope that no such exhibit will be decided
upon. We desire no preferred rates to
prominence. With a fair ficld and no
favor we sre willing to abide by the work
of our own hands. Respectfully submit-
ted,—F. L. Barnett, R. V. Hancock, J. H.
Porter, H. C. Carter, C. F. Adams.

The Chicago Inter Ocean editorially
takes the same grounds that THE PLaix-
DEALER did some months ago and ends by
siying: ‘‘The suggestion is now made that
the National Commission appoint some
colored man to work ©p an interest among
the colored people. This ought 1o be done
and probably will be done in time. Such
g man as Mr. Bruce could render valuable
service to the exposition.”

The Western Refrigerator Storage build-
ing burne ! for four days doing $20,000
worth of damage.

The Drum and Bugle corps has disbaud-
ed. Some going to the Nioth Battalion
and others purpose organizing another
drum corps.

Communion services
Bethel church Sunday.
was unusualiy large.

A vleasant social was gliven Monday
evening at the residence of Mrs. Young of
Armour ave., for the benefit of the Episco-
pal church.

Western Star Lodge gave a successful
entertainment at Central hall Monday
evening.

The North Side Republican club met
Monday for the purpose of transacting bus-
iness.

were held at
The conygrezation

His Fiftieth Mill Stene.

Ni1iEes, Feb. 2 —A very pleasant surprise
was given at the resldence of Mr. Gamaliel
G. Hill ive miles south of this city in bon-
or of his fiftieth birthday the 27th of
January. Many useful and elegant pre-
sents were received. Among wh'ch wasa
gold-headed umbreila presented by Mr. C.
F. Wilson in behalf of the ladies and gen-
tlemen of the 2ud Baptist sabbath school
of Niles, with appropriate remarks.

About fifty guests were present from
Niles, Chicago and other places. A pleas-
aat evening was spent in songs, iiterary
exercises, and a bountiful supper was pro-
vided by the hostess, and when the hour of
parting came each wended his way home
with well wishes for he whom they bad as-
sisted in celebrating his half century mark.

The 8econd Quarterly meeting was held
here yesterdav. Elder Collns of St
Joseph was present and preached morning
and eveniog. Mrs. Cnllins and Mrs.
Lynch of 3t. Joseph attended the meeting.
They were the gucsts of Mrs. F. J. Jooes.

Mr. Dungy bas returned frem Cassonolis
where be wascalled by the illoess of bhis
mother.

Mré-C, F..Wison mlforggite aick,

‘butsie convallescent:” .

Y = - - ""J'
Miss Freda Curtis was visiting in=Eflke
hart last week.

Albert Curtis, of Chicago is on a visit to
his parents,

The Misses Gault attended the party at
G. G. Hitlls. MABEL.

Brewster Rochelle, a New York swell,
3nding himeelf in need of funds pawned a
fur cape and other articles belungiog to
Miss Louise Grant for which Lie was arrest-
od. He was highly inceased at bis arrest
and claimed that bhe hed osly bor owed
the things and that they would be returned.
His defense was not accepted.

Weldy Walker of base ball fame is viait-
ing Pitwsburg.

! countriex

SLAVES §TILL HERE?

STATEMENT OF A GIRL WHO DIDN'T
KNOW 8HE WAS FREE.

A Piantatioa Worked By Five Huadred
Afro-Americans Whe D4 Not They
Are Free Men.

Toreka, Feb. 1.—The Capitol has a
special from Valley Falls, in this state,
giviag facts in the history of Thomes Hun-
ter, a colored man wh2 has just arrived
there from Sabine parish, La, and who
until less than six months ago did not
know that slavery had been abolished.
He was owned and worked by Maauel
Lafi'te, a French creole, who runs a large
plantation and owns 500 Negroes. He
does not allow the colored people to speak
to a stranger under the penalty of death.
Ever when they went to the railroad to
baul cotton the master and overseers
guarded them with loaded shot guns aod
threatened to shoot them if they spoke to
a white man. Hunter has two broken ribs
and the scars of the lash interlace his back.
At one time not long ago he was tied up to

a post and given 200 lushes for a trivial
offence. He says that men and women
are frequently whipped.

They pever sell any of them, but in
every other way it is as much slavery as
ever existed. tie says no white men ever
come through there. He was uear the
Babine river, in Subine parish, La., a
region of country tbat is very swampy
and only very sparsely settled, one planta-
tion occupying all the tiliable land for
maoy miles in every direction and sur-
rounded by cypress swamps eo that it is
easy 10 keep the Negroes insolated from
the rest of the world. Hunter escaped
three munths ago to the river, hid on a
boat through the help of a coluored man,
and learned from him for the first time
that slavery had been abolished 25 years
ago.

A Richmond, Va., Planet representative
says:

We were sent for to see another color-d
girl who it is ulleged hus been in siavery
all of her life. We calied at the residence
of Miss Elnora Spurlock. 2212 E. Marshall
sireet, where we found there seated E iz-
abeth Willlams, a 16 yearold girl. The
white people with whom she lived called
ber Bettie Francis. She said: ‘I was liv-
ing with Mr. and Mrs. Crowell io Gooch-
land Co. My uncle, Cub Powells lived on
the place, and he hired me out to them for
$1.00 per mounth just to wait on her sick
grand-mother. My uncle moved off the
Crowell farm, about & nalf a mile to Mr.
Lawrence's place. In the meantime the
white people with whom I lived left Goocb-
land without my uacle’s knowlege and
brought me to Richmond about four years
ago.

They tied my hands and feet and beat
me when they got ready. I had never
been to SBunday school. They mude me
sleep in ved with a dog.

My uncle does not know where 1 am.
I lived near Goochland C. H., Va., They
told me that I belonged to them my life tigge.
They had given the lawyer $300 for e
and had it down in writing. They told
tbhat the colored people were my enemies
and would lead me astray  If I could get
along with my colored friends better than
the white ones I could go to them.”

I met her,” said Miss S8purlock on the
ccroer of 14th and Main streets.” I had
been knowing her. Isaw her smiling at
me. She had been attencing sewing
school at 18th st. at the Bethlehem Bap
tist Church. I asked her why she did not
come up to see me sometimes. She said
she couldn’t that she was in slavery.

The white people she lived with had al-
lowed her to go to schyol about 3 weeks
820 but she had to wush until 12 and 1
oclock at night to make up for the time
lost during the dav I told ber when she
came from school the next day to come to
my house and she could stop with me.
Sure enough she did so.

The Croweils lived on Carrnington st.
just outside ot the corporate limits. They
do not know where she nowis. #he heard
that her uncle had been seeking her.

PITHY SAYINGS.

Some men are born fools, but most fools
are made to order.

Every one prajses a success, and most
peopie think they can plan one.

If the greatest man who has ever lived,
should t:il you the truth, he would tell
you that how he come to he so great is a
wonder great to himself.

It is often the case that what A man for-
gets educates hiin more than what he re-
members.

It does not require great tact to write a
long letter. Lut to write a good postcript
to it does. / =

Patience is half-brother to laziness.

Whenever a man is anxious to confide a
secret to you. you can rest assured that he
has conflded it to a dozen other people be-
fore. ‘

The man who has a good deal to say, al-
ways says it in a few wonds.

There is no flattery so pure and so pow-
erful as to listen a‘tentively to others.

How are you to find out what kind of &
man your neighbor is. when he cannot
even tell you himself?

&, AGRJICULTURAL NOTES.

The heaviest carlaa | of bedns ever. ship-
ped from Califorria’.was recently semt ous
by Mr. Lombard. of Venta
There were five cars in all, the prize car
containing 721 sacks, aggregating 46,662
pounds.

In five mon:hs of the current crop year
the Pacitic States have exported to foreign
$.691.679  bushels of wheat,
against 9.511.4-0 during the same months
last year, and 714,153 barrels of flour,
against 653,525 last year.

They have probibited the manufacture
of oleomarg wrine in Russia. The article
will be altowed for sale only in exceptional
cases. and then it will have to be kept in
vessels pain‘ed a color, so that everbody
will at once know what it ls. '

’

Lima
Dayton
Hamiiton
Cincinnati
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I We send acopy of TRE PrAIN-
DEALER t0 & number of postmasters, as s
samp!s copy, and trust they will place the
same in the hands of some progressive
Afio-American and solicit his subecrip-
tion. THR PLAINDEALER isin its eighth
year gnd confidently appesals to Republi-
cans for the patronage {ts efforts may
justly merit.

The Press

(NEW YORK)
FOR (89l.

DAILY. SUNDAY. WEEKLY.

6 pages, 2 cent. 20 pages. 4 cents. 8 or 10 pages 2c.
The Aggressive Republican

Journal of the Metropolis
A NEWSPAPER FOR THE MASSES

Circalation gver 10_0_ 000 'Cnn‘i'es Daily,

Tae Prrss ie the organ of no faction:
pulls no wires; has no animosities to
avenge

The most remarkadle Newspaper Success
in New York.

The Press is a National Newspaper

Cheap news, vulgar sensations and trash find
Do place in the columns cf THx Paess.

THE Pruss has the brightest Ecitorial page in
New York. Itsparkles with points.

Tax Paese Sunpay EorrioN is a splend'd
twenty page paper, covering every current topic
of interest.

THE PrREss WrexkiLy EDITION contains all the
good things of the Daily and Sunday editions.

For those who cannot afford the DaiLy or are
preve ted by distance from early receiving it,
IBE WEEKLY is a splendid substitute.

AS AN ADVERTISING MEDIUM

Taz Prxss has no superior in Nxw Yorx.

THE PRESS.
Within the reach of all. The best and cheap

est Newspaper published in America.

Daily and Sunday, one Year, 85.00
¢ ¢ ' 6 months, 23.50

[ 13 [ one £ .‘5
Daily only, one Year, - 3.00
“ ¢ feur months, 1.00
Sunday, one year, - - 2.00
+ Weekly Press, one year, - 1.00
Send for TrE I'ness Circular.
Samples free. Agents waated everywhere,
Liberal commissions.
Address,

THE PRESS,
Porrzr BriLDING, 38 Park Row,
New York.

Railroad Time Tables.
TBE SHORT LINE

T FRON—
" Betrolt and Toledo to
Cineinnati, Ind’napelis
13 Louisville,
and All Points South,

Leave
Detroit, M.C.R.R.
Toledo, C. H. & I,

18.05 am *1 30 pm *9.30 prx
645am 10.15am 30 pm 1201 am

9.2 am 1221 pm 6.00pm 226am
1205 pm 255 pm 345pm 3.10am
12 vm 353 pm 948 pm 6.08 pm
210 pm 445 pm 8.0 pm 7.5 am
9.3 am

Arrive

Through parior cars on

traios and Pullman
lace cars ou n.ght trains ween Detroit and
ncinnatl.

*Daily. +Daily, except Sunday.
M. D. WONDULFORD, E. O. McCORMICK,
' Manager. Gen']l Pass. Agt.
D. B. TRACY. Nor. Pase,

Agen
105 Jefferson avenue tﬁeﬂ‘oﬁk Mich.

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY.
Depot foot of Brush street. Central Standard

Timn. Oct. Tth, 1869,

Leave. Arrive,
*8 00 a m..Toronto, Montreal and East. .{940am
*12 00 m..........Port Hurca. ........ 300 a m
*S$Wpm ..... Port Huron Express...... *610pm

#1050 pm...Toronto and Montreal Ex...*910 p m

DETROIT.GRAND HAVEN & MILWAUEKEE R'Y

] foot of Brush street. Tra.ns run by Cen
tral Standard Time. October 12th, 1890.

Lenve. Arrive,
*Muskegon & GrandRupids Ex650am 920pm
"l'hmuﬁl.nmul&cmcago...llmsm 400 pm
Grand Express ....... 430pm 1155a0
+Chicago Kxpress with sleeper 8 0pm 745aw
?ng::‘tly ress with sleeper.1030pm 72am
* , Sundays excepted. Dn.dy
Grand Rapids Express and Morning Express
haa:p;ﬂgc?;to(}mdmpldl.w

AD apids nas Wagner parior
Buffet car to tirand Haven.
Chicago has elegant Puliman sleeping
and Buffet cars to

Chicago daily.
d‘liilight Express has sleeper to Grand Rapids
y.
Sleeping car burths can be secured at geners
ﬂcketm ltg’ Jefferson avenue, cor. of Wood

E. J. PIERCE,
Citv Ticket Agt.

WABASH RAILROAD,
City Ticket OfMoce, 9 Fort street West
foot of Tweifth. street. Standard tiue
Leave. Arrive.

$8.30 pm 19.35 an
$9.50pm $11.30 p=
3146 pm $11.20 pr
$9.50 pm s.10am

2$11.90 px
Bar

............

{Dely, Dy cocc Sitay.

Agent. fhd

can be enrned ot vur KFW hne of work,
rapidiy and honorably, by those of
either sex, suung or oid, And in their
own lnralBies,wherever they live. Any
one can do the work.  Easy to Jeam.

We farnish everyihing. We start vou. No risk. You can devote
your spare . anen s, of #ll your time 10 the work. Thisinan
entireiy e w 1-nd,ind brings wonderful succes 10 every worker.
Beginuers arv corming from $26 to $50 per werk and upwards,
and more sfer a litrle ex re. We ean fumish you the em-
pleyment and teack you FREEK. No spaceto ex heve. Fuli
informatina FUNC. 'T'IRUEK & ? .o ATGUSTA, NAIDME.

QOuster’s Last Charge.

*‘Custer’s Last Battle” co::‘t::na in ful:
popularity sod fs etil regar as ope 0
the gruz-t sights of this city. Don’t

missit. Admuscion 35 cents o

duty to. keep
on the ‘‘doings of the Record—

ed for it, if you will
send your name and
address agamplecopy (ne-gent
will be sent you FrEE,
then, if you want to
try it for a year, it will
cost but $1. 50, a trifle
more than three cents sample cnpy
a copy.
send it 3 MoNTHS on
trial to new subscrib-
ers(only) for 35 CENTs.

sions to canvassers

The Plaindealer isalways forsaleat .
{he following places:

LANSING. —Crotty Bros. and F. F. Rus-

sell, newsdealers.

SagINaw.—Miss Hattie Butler, 636 |
Sherman ave. .

BosTON, Mass — W J.. Reed, 93 1.2
Cambridge s'. and J. W. Shkerman, 115
Cambridge st. :

KavaMazo.—Hiram Wilson, 717 Michi-

gan uve N

MILWACKEE, Wis.—S. B. Bell, 739 8rd.
ot.

MARION, IND.—Mrs. Anna Julius,

fouTH BeND, IxD. —C. A. Mitcuel!, 835
West I'bomas st,

BikMINGHAM, ALA. -W. H. Moes, 1908 ~

4th ave.

Fr. WAYNE, IND. —Rev. J. H. Roberts,
2035 Calboun st,

NiLgs.—Miss Mabel Banuister.
YP:1LARTL.—C. W. Rogers.
Bay City.— W, D. R:chardson.
ANN ARBOR.—G. F. Gruber.
CLINTON—F. Klrébge&-uer.

TRY IT FOR AWHILE

.’-
THE+PEINDERLER + +

One of the OwLpest
and BEst KNowN
Papersinthe country.
Contains each week
all the news of special
interest to Afro-Amer-
icans. An Eight-page
five column Newspa-
per, published every
Thursday at Detroit,
Mich., 1s acknowl-
edged by its contem-
poraries to be in the

12
Gomplete
New
Novels
to all

front rank ¢in typo-

e Eraphical excellence ;
Sllbscrlbers dfignity and loftiness
H of tone; in compre-
du"ﬂg hension and ability o*

editorial; in its exem-
plification of the true
newspaper genius o:
news gathering and
enterprise.”

You should not be
without a good Race 8th Year.
An

Parer. It is your
posted Unegualled

the year
1891.

b4
race. . Alwa)’-f on
To convince you Time.
that THE PLAINDEAL-
ER is all that is claim- -

Send Five

Stamps

for e"

Or we will

Paper
and
Complete

Two-cent stamps taken.
Liberal commis-

and agents. le'
Correspondence sol- "
icited. ovel.
Address all communications and make aff
monies payable to
The Plaindealer Co.,
Box 92. DETROIT, MICK

- The Bluele-Phafanx.” 1 :

finng Httle fortnnes have heen made ak
work for us, by Awna Pege, Austing
Texox, and Juo. Bonn, Teledo, Ohlo.
Beae cut. Others are duinguw.l‘. Wby
it vou?  MNome eamn over £500.00 &
nonth. You cando the work and Jive
t home, wherv-ver you are. Bven be-
iinuen ure cnsily rarning from $6 0
104 day. All agrs. Weshow you how
and start you. Can work fn epare time
or all the time. Rig money work-
. ers. Fallure unknonwn among them.
NEW aud wonderful. 'articutares free.

H.Hallett & Co., Box 850 PPartlund, Ma'ine

“ EE gs B AENTS

WANTED
To Sell Onr Royal Book,

1' s o hbtory of the Ne-ra Rotdwes and it a
foll 2ecount of their « voee in Huehting for free.
dem aud the Uil 10 6 the Uovalution to the
redent tine SPLEND. D PICTV'PES of tun

&0 Ticopa. ol a7 e the gerandest ook
EVer written. i~ f iuorie v 1o e jadete . Hing i,
forevesy body wania it vou Can Blake Money.
Oue man b @iveods oy e %60 dothars on S0
books.  Bont £l 14y ~end it ones for Tirealars

and sev ourlicernt Terma to Azents. Address
AMERIOA"I_: PUBLISH{"'JC 00’.‘. Hartford, Ct.,

Fwron ¢ e Paac)
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Advertisements, say 7 '+ ww the adver
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Progresas.

It is very important in this age of vast
material progress that a remedy be pleas-
ing to the taste and to the eye,easily taken,
acceptable 10 the stomach, and healthy in
its nature and effects. Possessing these
qualities, Syrup of Figs is the one perfect
laxative and most gentle diuretic known.

Why is & crying baby in church like s
good resolve? DBecause it should be carried
out.

“August

Flower”

Mrs. Sarah M. Black of Seneca,
Mo., during the past two years has
been affected with Neuralgia of the
Head, Stomach and Womb, and

~writes: ‘‘My food did not seem to
strengthen me at all and my a

tite was very variable. My face
was yellow, my head dull, and I had
such pains in my left side. In the
morning when I got up I would
have a flow of mucus in the mouth,
and a bad, bitter taste. Sometimes
my breath became short, and I had
such queer, tumbling, palpitating
sensations around the heart. Iached
all day under the shoulder blades,
m the left side, and down the back
of my limbs. It seemed to be worse
in the wet, cold weather of Winter
and Spring; and whenever the spells
came on, my feet and hands would
turn cold, and I could get no sleep
at all. I tried everywhere, and got
no relief before using August Flower
Then the change came. It hasdone
me a wonderful deal of good during
the time I have taken it and is work-
ing a complete cure.”’ ®
G. G. GREEN. Sole Man’fr,Woodbury, N.J.

‘MY WIRK SHALL E

PERPETUATED.”

Tho perpetuation of Mrs. Pinkham'’s
work was guarded by Ler {forcsizht
from thestart. kverysuffering woman
apnlying to Lier received personal at-
tention, and the details of every case
were recorded.  These records are to-
day the larzest in the world, con-
tain facts not found elsewlere, now
open to all women.

LV 1220 Vegetable
LYCIA E. PINKHALY'S Jszseos
is the only Lezitimatn and Positive
temnedy for thes peculiar weaknesses
and ailments incident to women.
Sold by ail Druzyists as a standard
article, or sent by mail, in form of
Piils or Lozenges, on receipt of $1.00.

Ferd a*amp for * Guide to Mealith and
Etigueite,’’ & beautiful illustraied book.

Lydia E. Pinkham Mod. Co.. Lynn, Mass.

VASEILINE.

R ONE DOLLAR sent us by mall, we will
deliver, free of all charges, to any person in the
United States, all the tollowling articles carefully
packed in a neat box:
Onetwo-ounce bottle of Pure Vaseline 10 cts.
Onetwo-ounce bottle Vaseline Pomade 15 cta,

One eakeof Vaseline Soap, unscented.... 10 cts,

Oune cake of Vaseline Soap. scented....... 25 cta,
One two-ounce bottle of White Vaseline 25 cta. ]

«©r for stamps any single article at the price.

1f you have occasivn to use Vaseline in any form
‘becareful to acceptonly genuine Soods put up by us
in original packages. A great many dmﬁgtsm
srying to persuade buyers to take VAER B put
up by them. Never yieid to such persuasion, as the

article 1 s an imitation without value, and will nit
you the result you expect. A bottle of Blus
Vaseline is so1d by all drugfists at ten cents,
CHESEBROUGH N’{’g. Co., 34 Btate 8t , Xow York,

CTRIC BELT

AN -
L “' ”.l .
Pareates Avc. 16, 1887, (wraoved 839

306 North Braadwav, K¢, Lonia, Mo,

RINK
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Comblination MOCHA,
A True Comtn e Y.

" Picture . Card Giwen

- With every pound package. For
Sale overywhere. Vedns liin Co, Teela &

A NOBLE STRUGGLE.

THE MEED. A PLACE IN THE HIGHEST
RANK OF SCHOLARSHIP.

Who is a Here?—A Great Resolve.—A Suc-
cessful Career. —His Field of Laboer.—A
Tribute 10 His Worth.

Written by Mrs, M. E. Lambert.

Itis a most delightful task for me to
perform in thus carrying out the intention
of the genial editor of THE PLAINDEALER
in giving to its many readers a brief sketch
of the noble young life, in which I have
almost unbouuded pride and interest.

- Itis well perbaps that this sketch ie
strictly limited to the confines of less than
a few hundred words, or so much might
be truly and justly said as to awaken the
suspicion of some perhaps that we bad
even passed the limits of exaggeration.

It has been a living joy to have this
young life 80 much in part with my own,
and it has been more than this to watch
from day to day the beautiful development
of mind and soul until he stands today in
spite of all the environments of his boy-
bood & man four square to every demand
of goodness, of honor and integrity,

The son of well to do parents, who has
noneed to lend a hand to help in the
duties of life whuse only task is to follow
out the directions and intent of his parents
in acquiring the education that is to fit
bim for the noble wa'ks aud works of life,
howerer commendable his career may be
he 18 not | the hero of the
admiring wor\d, a8 is the boy
upon whose youung shoulders rest all the
burdens of responsibility in aiding his fam-
fly in their daily support, and who,
through it all, with only that self sacrifice
and hard struggling which only such can
know, can overcome all the obstacles, resist
all the temptations of that life, rise grad-
ually day by day to the very bighest ranks
of scholarship, winning the love of class-
mates, wearing the eolors of highest
approval and esteem of his teachers, loved
by all this is the hero whom we delight to
honor. This 1s the youth who will emerge
into a glorfous muanhood avd glorify his
Great Creator.

We claim this place and position for our
{oung friend the subject of this sketch.

f to driuk deeply of the adversities of life,
to know what its strugeles mean by actual
experience, 10 know better what it is to do
without than to have what we desire; if
these deprivations have aught to do with
developing the heart and mind into noble
purpose and bringing into full view all the
beautiful things placed therein by a
Maker's Hand, we thank our God today
for all the atruggling hardships of this deai
young life.

Tolling early and late, scarce knowing
xhat were meant by the ‘‘hours of rest™
antil tired nature was about to rebel and
re was ordered by his pbysician to quit
work. There is a day in my mind thai no
¢hanges for him can ever obliterate when
1e came as usual for a daily talk and that
tome great sorrow was nearly overwhelm-
fog him was too truly evident. He had
been told by Prof Huil his beloved teacher
in the Detruit High Scho«d)é that he must
**elther give up his stu ™0t his daiiy
work.” Hesaid "'l cannot give up my
daily work, I must t1ake care of my
mother.” A great resolve took possession
of me and 1 replied, **You shall not give
up your studies God being My Relper.”
and He has been our belp in every time of
need. He finished his course there and in
a letter to me from Prof. Hull where he
found that his entrance into college hud
been effectea wus this deliznted tribute: |

*‘There is no member of that strong ¢lass
of '87 whose work in the school and whose
promise of large influence in the world can
give me greater pleasure than your young
friend Mr. Willinms. [ have ne memory
of his wortk and conduct such as are not
delightful. He has in bim the making of
a strong, upright, influeotial man. Heis
one of the koys of whom I feel sure. His
aims and ambitions are bigh and he has
stayed his strength upon a power that no
one can appeal 10 without a consciousness
of strangth that unaided buman resources
can never give.” !

After graduating with al! hoonor in the
year above named be carried off the honor
of the class in English oration which was
1ecelved with a wild storm of applause,

The next trial for him was 10 give up his
bright hopes of continuing bis studies and
to seek for remunerative employment for &
year or two at the end of which lime he
hoped to gatn admission into some semi.
nary where be cou'd follow out his wholg
heart’s yearning, to enter the priesthood..
God was pleased however to have it other-
‘wise and so filled the bearts of His faithful
people to generous action that when his
classmates who also knew of Lis desires
'‘were ready to attend the University of
Michbigan, our hero with glowing beart and
mind went to the Theological Hall of Fari-
bault, Mion :

Of his career there, will not a quotation
from one or two appreciative letters speak
for him? One frum the venerable Bishop
of Minnesota, who wrote me in the first
yesr of his entrance iato Seabury; “I am
more than pleased with your young friend.
I find bim deeply in earnest, a thoughtful
christian, a loyal churchman and who if
true to Christ has a vast door open to hia
race.” !

In one letter of his own correspondence
from one of the Faculty the writer congrat-
ulating him upou his success and the regard
jo which he was held by all the fraternity,
concludes the most delightful epistle by
adding his regrets that this was his last
year at Seabury and said- *"You will have
some hard work to do this term but I have
po fear for you, If 1 dared 1 would not
aliow you to graduate this year.” ¥

And think how the time bhas flown by
and in & few months hence our dear iittle
boy and companion for s0 many years will
be an ordained Priest in bis Father's ser-
vice and will serve in the Diocese of
Nebraska under our beloved friend of ea1ly
days the Rt. Rev. Bishop Worthington. !

{‘hh is the hardest thing of all to bear
that he is to be no looger oneof us. He
will be ordained at Omaha and enter at
once into his labors at 8t. Phillip’s Missicn
as rector of the same. i

His mind is already full with anticipa-
tions of what he endeavor to do for
poor friendless boys. We feel that he will
succeed if he is spared for the great work
of his life.

I

JOHN A, WILLIAMS,

Resolutions of Respect,

ADRIAN, Febh. 8 —The very impressive
funeral services of Miss Roeeta Payton
were held at the A. M. E church last Sat-
urday afternoon at 2 o’clock. Despite the
vopleasant weather the church was crowd-
ed and as the fiower-laden coffin was borne
up the aisle by her S8abbath school class to
the lox accompaniment of the iotoned
burial service a solemn hush fell over all
as sorrowful tears fell. The deceased was
a young girl of more than ordinary prem-
ire and had bealth and life been granted
her would have made & mark in the world
of letters. Several poems written by her
during the fall of '88 obtained more than
local recognition. The sermon of Rev.
Collins was m-.st beautifu! and comforting.
The A. M. E. Sunday school of which
Roseta was a member adopted the follow-
ing resolutions S8unday Feb. 1st:

WHEREAS, The Grea* Ruler of the Uni-
verse bas, in his infinite wisdom, removed
from our midst our worthy and esteemed
Sunday school scholar, Roteta Payton;
tberefore be it ‘

Resolved, Thay the sudden removal of
such a scholar from our Sunday school
leaves a vacancy and shadow that will be
deeply realized by the schnol and friende.

Resolved, that we tender to her home
circle aad friends all the consolation &t ocur
disposal, which can only be our sincere
sympathy in this hour of deep sorrow, and
we sincerely hope that the comforting care
of the Father above may sustain them amid
their trials; and through His boundless
mercy admit the disentbralled epirit of the
lost daughter, sister and friend to the
resims of bles.edness.

Resolved, These resolutions be prioted In
THk DrTrOIT PLAINDEALER and a copy
sent 10 the family of the deceased.

JENNIE HARR1S
MATTIE TaYLOR
Eva Cox
Committee.

The quarterly meeting was a large suc-
cesss and the reports highly satisfactory,
Presiding Elder Henderson completely
winning the people by bis eloquence.

The A. M. E. Sunday school has organ-
ized of itself a bhecnefit society which shall
coniribute ten dollars toward the funeral
expeoses of a deceasd member. In con-
sequence last Sunday this amount was voted
Mrs Paytcn the widowed mother of Roseta.

Mr. T. Wallace has become city sules.
m:sn for M E Chittenden and Co., waole
rale tobacco and oil dealers. ‘This prowmo-
tion ia a wortby recogniiion of Mr, Wal-
lace’s merits he having been in the firm's
employ & number of years,

Mre«. John Howard is again very ill—a
relapse.

The condition of Susie Bell does not
improve.

The ground hoz must have danced the
Higbland Fling with his shadow yesterday.
Today is the co'dest Winter day of the sea-
son and the mercury continues to fall.

P G. 8. L

-

Have Joined Foriunes.

They say that love laurbs at locksmiths;
rmothers must be included for they get
slipped up as often as the lock. Mr. Edward
Carcer and Miss Fannie Crisup have long
loved each other, and have no doubt often
sworn elernal fidelity, like other poor mor-
tals who have mutial'ly contented to enter
the marriage relations. Last Wednesday
they coneummated the bhargain and were
quietly married by the Rev. Dr. Raimsey
at his ‘pesidence, acquainting friends and
relatighs of the eoffair after it was over.
The (parents took the affair kindly and have
pla their blessing on the young counle.
Other friends have shown their apprecia-
tion by sending costly presente, Mr. and
Mrs. Edward Carter are pleasantly situ-
ated at 86 Catherine street where they wil
be at home to receive friends.

There Is Ne Placs Like Home.

Willis W1lson and Charley Williams, took
it in their beads last week to go it alone.
Like many other boys of imaginative
turn, they dreamed how pleasant it would
be to earn ones own living, have whole
heaps of spending money and be free from
parental restraint. They started out with
bright anticipation, the start is always
made that way, but came to sudden grief
before they were 75 miles fram home. It
was rumored once that they were in Chicago
and anxious mothers were preparing to go
there for them whea word came that they
were penniless, penitent and stranded in
Maumee, a littie place near Toledo. No
one can nnderstand a mother solicitation for
ber boy but a mother. Mrs. Wilson started
Monday and brought the two little adven-
turers home. They know better than ever
hefore that a boy s best friend is his mother
if she does acoid a little now and then.

W3 aND occasionally a copy of our

f paper to persons who are not ' subscribers.

If you are not one this is s reminder to
examine it carefully, and then send in your
own name, and hand the paper to one of
your friends with the same request. tf.

A Belgian has been arrested in Paris as
a German spy.

-

$5.00 FORMER PRICE $1.00!

Permanent, Portrait enlarged, 14x

Forward at onoe Photograph, Tin-type or Daguerreotype,

—— F'OR $£5.00:
The Finest work and full Satisfaction Guaranteed in every Instance!
FULL, LEIFESIZE PORTRAIT AND FRAME $10.

M b .

.

(¢ {7 IR )tV B [ B
$6.00 FORMER PRICE $1.00!
and have a Beautiful,

17 elegantly framed and complete,

Marks, Business Carde, Letter Heads, Charts etc.

AGENTS WANTED
nd stamp for Li

In every city Sl;l the Union, good commission. '
323 DEARBORN ST. Rooms 13-14-18.

Cg -} - e 9
ENGRAVINGC AND COMMERCIAL DESICNING. :
Cuts for Newapapers, Catalogues, Books and publications of every description.* Monograms, Trade

. in ontline or line-work ; Zinc Etching, Photo-En-

graving, Crayo-Lithograph or Wood Cuts. Single column portraits for Newspapers $2.00.

Edward H. Lce,

ORICACO, ILL.

Cook Book

Over 300 Paz:s.

in every part of the United States, and ou
ever 300,000 copies of this eook book
the newest, best and most practical recipes of

been addeq, at great expense, making it the

N

Fritters, etc. Also for Preserves,

Teas, Luncheons, etc.
and Measures; chapters on the Various

Homes than Any Other.
To introdace the popular househoia journ

Lomes, tne publishers offer

ladies. Original or Selected Stories by e
special feature i3 the variety of departmentas,

cheering and helpful ialks with Mothers
a pretty and pleasant page for pretty an
fusely illustrated.

A LARGE AND VALUABLE

Severai nundred Illustrtilons.

At a great expense the publishers of this book procnred
a vast number of recipes from practical housewivesliving

Reecipes the best were selected by competent ladies, and
The edition for 1891 has been greatly improved by adding
ocooking schools. Several hundread {llustrations have ailso

ocomplete and best illustrated cook book ever pub-
lished. Theresultisan admirably condensed volume
of recipes for every day, axranged for practical use.

Ameng its points of excellence are the following topics:
Practioal Suggestions to Young Housekeepers,
Kitchen Utensils, Suggestions and
Recipes for Soups, Fish, Poultry, Game,

Meats, Salads, Sauces, Catsups and Rel-

ishes, Breakfast and Tea Dishes, Vegeta-

bles, Bread, Biscuit, Pies, Puddings,
Cakes, Custards, Desserts, Cookies,

Beverages and Candies; Cookery for
the Bick, Bills of Fare for Family Din-
ners, Holiday Dinners, Parties, Picaics,
A Tableof Weig'

partments of Household Munagementand Work. &

IT WOULD BE CHERP AT $1.00%f

As it is the Latest, Best and Most Practical
Cook Book Published, More Nearly
Meeting the Wants of American

LADIES HloME COMPANION, into thousands of new

THE LADIES HOME COMPANION

uon about those things which ladies particularly wish to know, and is mostly written oy

v
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t of 20,000
were sold.

progressive

most

De-

al, the

is a large and popular 18-page

journal, published twiee a
month, and gives Informa-

minent authors are found in each issue., A
each of which isconducted by a special editor.

It gives the latest Fashions, arranged for practical use; timely hints to Housekeepers

valuable information for lovers of Flowers;
pleasant children. All bandsomely and pro-

’ Wh u send 15 centr for th nths trial subscr!
TO GO‘ thﬁ GOOk BOOk Fl'ﬂﬂ tione?o{?w ;?ADIES f;(?)l:t (‘?(‘;HPT;I::.‘VO,\'O& mus{ rtate th;’;
you want the Cook Book, and it will be mailed free, postpaid. Address letters plainly to

LADIES HOME COMPANION, Philadelphia, Pa.

A Drama In Two Acts.

BATTLE CRREK, Feb. 2.—The flag op
our post office was at half mast todav on
accorunt of the funerar of Sccretary Win-
dom :

Rev. G egnry in his quarterly merting.
The Rev Pupe will hoid quarterly mee:.
ing Feh. 8.h and the Rev. Gregory wil
assist bim.

Quite a disgraceful aff iir took place at a
dance given by a r.sident io the Eastern
part of the city lest weex in which a free
fight nccurred  Afler the rmoke of battle
bad cleared away it was evideut that rev-
eral heads were bleeding profusely from
the effects of a beer bottle which had
plaved a promireot part in the haods of
some careless person and i was necessary
to call in a physician. Thns ends the frs:
act—tue next will occur Friday moroing
at Judze Brizg's court room.

Mrs. Jessie Butler is quite ill. Her re
covery is hoped for soon by maoy friencs

W. H. Gurley left iast weck for G:and
Rapids.
A grand concert will be givrn Fob 14th

under the auspices of the A. M. E xll;urch.
’ .S,

They Do Protest '('eo Muech
Nearly every cne of the Candidates for

a deputy ship under Sheriff Han'ey: men.
tioned fn TAER PLAINDEALER st wiek
bave protested that 1hey did vot expert
anything.” The office Devil waa heard 1o
murmur a8 they gliled out, ‘'blessed are
they that expect nothing, for thev will not |
be disappointed.”” As the last ane left pro-
teeting by all that is eterns) and that wlich
in fleeting ns well that be did not want the
place the Devll fell over in his box in a
dead faiot. He hed exnected too much.
mexmwd a man to own up that he wes
t

The Cork steam packet strike has been

Rev Pope wen! to Day Friday 10 assiat |

| THE QUEEN'S LATEST OFFER.
l ———————

P A Free Eduration or One Year’s Travel in
‘ Kurope.

the publishers of the magazine announce as
the last one they will ever offer, a free edu-
cation consisting of a three years course in
-any Capnadian or American Sominary or
Co'lege, includiog ail expenses, tuition and
hoard, to be paid by the publishers of The
Queen,or one year abroad. corslsting of
ope entire year'’s travel in Europe, all ex-
penses to be paid, will be given to the per-
son sending them the largest list of words
made from the text which s ennounced in
the last isene of The Queca. A special de-
posit of $750. bas been made ia The
Dominion Benk of Canids, to carry out
this offer. Many other weeful and valu-
able prjzes will be awarded in order of
» merit. The publishers of The Queen have
made tbheir popular family maguzioe fam-
ous throughout J anada aod the Ubited
States by the liberal prizes given in their
previous competitions, and as this will
positively be the last cne «ffered, they in-
tend to make it excel all others as regards
the value of the prizes. Send rix two cent.
U. 8. stamps for copy of The Queen cob-
1aining the text, comr lete rules and list of
prizes. Address The Canadian Queen,
Toronto, Canada.

Mix. tilie (10 appiicant 10° cooN's
}lace)-—tut how am [ to know that yon
bhave had experience: Have roa any
recom:mendation: (‘ook (producing a
paper)—Expeiience. isit! Luk at that
mum. It's a list of the® ¢rckery I've
broke ih the last twelvemonth!

Woa'dn't it be ni e, Henrv. dear,”
she whisxpered, es the s'eigh started oT
and she drew the rote up. ‘il we could
always go through life together this way !’
‘‘Yes.”’ Lo answered, *'the coa! bi:is would
'be little engugh: but. great Cexar! Alice.™
be con'inued after a litte tbought,

settlied by the sutmission of the strikers.

‘think of the livery bill "’

In The Queen’s “Word Contest,” which

o !
LA
f
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. misdeeds that shock+d the Natioo and the

 «more inhuman because of the high civi iza-

. public.

" ¢ime ago a representative of the Fres Speech

. dappen. that the Fres 8peeck shall feel called
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WB:‘I‘ A text the late Indian scare will
&o for lurid writers. More hairbreath
escaped heroes with charmed lines and of
focredi able sagacity, strength snd cua-
ning wi.l grow out of that little affa:r than
(here were Unit:d States soldiers in the
afiray. The youthful seekers after Indian

- gore, and the perils of is, will not lack for
thspiration.

WENDELL PHILLIP3 once 8aid, that the
distory of the future would give the
““Negro” his meed of praise for the part he
tgok in the battles for his couatry. He

“did not 1:ve to see his prophecy fu filled, but
the prediction is com'ng to pass. Scraps
of history of the heroism and devotion of
Afro Amerieans during the late war, are
attractiog the attention of all Americaos,
and at no distant date our text books will .
relate them as beiog of aa extraordinary }
character when the circumstances are |
taken into consideretion.

I THR peeps that newspiper corres-
pondents have gained of the c:nsus figures
prove true there are many surpris s in
€lore in the matter of race statistica. The
coustant draw that hys been going on in
¢he Souteastern states by Afro Amer.can
emigration to the Northwest and South-
wett cam hardly be m-asured until the re
ports of the last ccasus is complete. In the
aggr. gate it i3 cer ainly grent yet it is but
the forcrunner of the great tid«l wave that
48 to take thousands more Afro Americans

,Jrom the land of oppressien. The plans
“€or it are now to be laid and perfected of

¢hem the St. Louis Qlobe Democrat says:
**Fhe consus figu es show tnat during

¢ho last ten ye.irs the blacks have increa-ed
only about half as fast as the whites in
Alabama, and there is reason to b:lieve
(hat the same is true as to the other Sou’h-
ern States. This will make it neccssary
for a gnod many statesmen to revise their
sapeeches upoa the subj-ct of the alleged
danéer of Negro sup-emacy.”

THE most prominent issue of the Re-
public fifteen years ago was the SBouthern
questin. Then the bourbon element phenix
dike, arese to recontrol the destinies of their
abction. The means they uodertook to bring
&b ut this was to almost obliterite the vi-
tal frame work of a Republic, the free use
of the ballot. by unheard of cruelity. by

world ‘Cruelsies that were more horrible and

4don under which they were committed than
wera ever conmitted by the most brutaliz-
od of the race varie ies of men. Now as
then, the most vita! issu: b:fore th? coun-
try is still the freedom of th: ballot,
Crimes are still committed to stifle it.
Be:aus: of it a great political party
is enabled to obstruct legislation with the
aid of mombe-s of other p litical parties
who have prov.d fals:to their trust. Un-
dil this gre ' issue becomes settled right, it
will always be th: g-eat issue of the Re-
It wil al #ays have in it the sap
of fifteca years ag, the assert’on of certain
weak kneed Republicans ty the contrary
@aoctwithstanding.

It was amistake of the Memphis Free
8pezch Lo refer to the writer of the **Deputy”
articl: .as the By’ BSMITH now
countributing to our columns. Davip
CROCKRTTsS motto of ‘be sure you are
right then go ahead” is a gool thing to
phscrve in newsp ipersalsy. That particular
witer may not have signed all the arti
ctes he his coatributed to Tus Prarx-
OEALER, bit thereare m iny mea ioterested
4a the chyrch and its welfare other than
aninisters.” Further we say not ‘BiLLy”’
4as commenced this discussion aad he
eecms able to take care of himsell. 8ome-

tn coanddential mood desired to kaow the
nams3 ofthe person who wrote for TR
PLAINDEALER under the non de plume
of *'Baz00,” but we did not see fit to give
tho information. We are nox of the
gpluios that if we had dome so, in a
4t of excitement the Free Speech would
dave give pubilcity to h's cam3 as it has
tried to do in the case of **BruLy Swmurm”
and we certainly bope, if it should ever

wapon to gusss the ideatity of **Bazoo’ it will
be kiud coough not to put his sins on the
shoulders cf the innocent, however stroog
¢ may consider prgot, lies in that di-
rection. o

WuATEVER the Ca'holic Church at-
demp's, it generally accomplishes. [is his-
€ory h.s been one of persistent energy to
@by desired ecd that is peculiar to that

e

denomination. That church has under-
taken to lift the Afiican, and his descend-
ant in America, above the level that
Americans have generally assigoed him.
Their policy is the only trus one which
accounts fur the succes it has meet. They
make no distinction, except in isolated
cases, among thair commuoicants oa ac
oount of race or colyr. They have no
fear of the great American bugaboo of
socinl equa'iy and m'scegcnation. In
directing its attention to this work the
Catholic Chu:ch has developed among its

able men, men of uncomprisiog libzrality

on the race question. At the head, and
towering above them all, is thagonsecrated
Bishop IreLAND, fearless in word and
deed. His example is inspiring others,
and the Church bLids fair to do a greater
work than has ever been done among the
Afro-Americans by white men. Beside
the order, which consecrates its members
to this special wurk, there is a publicati n
devoted to this part of the work. which
shows the extent and success that the en-
deavor has already met with up to the
present time.

THE Ohio S'andard must certainly have
on its edirori .l staff a certain we'l known
correspond-nt formerly an editor who
used to wiitc over the aom de plume of
Hack. THE PLAINDEALER is iuclined to
think this becau-e of an editorial ariicle in
that journal which came to this office mark-
ed, a couple of weeks after date of issue, re-
ferring to the importation of Egyptian cot-
ton, a hobby of Hack. Now the chief
point of the article to THE PLAINDEALER
is that it, as being a believer in the mer:ts
of the protection system is asked to explain
why the Afro American is not protected
by placing a tax upon the import.d article,

Now while TuE PLAINDEALER believes
in the sys'em it does’ not make the laws
it cin ouly help to create the public senti
ment that demands their ena:tment, and
surely no one can complain of a lack of
enthusiasia on its part for the support of
such measures as will best tend to better
the condition of the people ,whose
interests it tries to serve, However THE
PLAINDEALER does not believe that the
imported article in question, being inferior
to the American product, i3 imported in
suffic’ent quintity to have any effect gpon
the raisers of sales or price of American
cotton, Ifit ever spproaches near to it
the South and the Democratic party will
also become firm believers in the great
American princ'ple and the Afro-American
laborer will be protected as firmly as are
the whites in any branch of labor. You
can drpend upon Sovu‘hern politicians to
earnestly advocate and push forward any
measure of interest 1o Southern interests.
The Standard or Hack will remember that
the Mill bil while it wanted free trade
in Northern products took particular pains
to ke:p ptotected Southern articles.

ELsewHERE in THR PLAINDEALER will
be found a short sketch of the life of Capt.
W. D. MaTTHEWSs whose bill for services
renderad the Union during the late war is
no~ before Coogress. The former ex-
perience of Capt. MATTEEWS as to the
case with which uescrupulous and pre-
judiced m=n can defeat the ends of justice
may well make him sceptical of receiving
at this lite diy wbat he bravely earned

twenty-cight years ago but th4 human
cunscie ¢: does not always tle p and for a
cause 80 just there ought to b+ no' further
de ay in according recognition. Capt
MattaRw's r cord hin'rs bhimself, his
race and his country and with the plaudits
of his countrymea [d& PLAINDKALER
trust« he will also receive the more sub-
stunsial reward he i« now seeking from a
Great Republic tarough Couogress,

THE FARMER’S ALLIANCE.

A Correspondent Who Bates It Better Than
the Domocratie Party.

To the Editor of Tax PLAINBEALER.

8ir: I thisk your Toledo correspondent
is in error when he muikes the sweeping
chargn that the Farmer's Ailliance is a

white maan’'s party, I refer to the Alliance
as orgaoized in Michigan and other North-
ern states. Coloted farmers {o maany eec-
tions of the North are members, but I
believe it is provid-d that no colored man
shall be elected delegate to any National
convention of the society, this was probab-
ly an overture to the Southern wiag or nn
attempted compromise. The local assem-
bly in our (Hamptoo) township had two
colored members one was elected sacretary
for severa! years. The Alliance like some
other societies is somewhit geverned by
local sentiment on the race quesitivn but
with all its imperfectiona it is superior to
the Democratic party which has always
been a persecutor of the race. It was
brutal and oppressive whea the A.fro-Amer-
ican was in chains. It fought against his
liberation, it fought against his citizenship
and it3 last unholy assault wus agalnst
National authority to protect him in his
right t vote.

In future elections Democrsatic orators
will tell their colored hearers how the
Republicans failed to cirry out their prom-
ises but will refrain from mentioning the
fact that ‘just one Democratic vote ia the
Senate on the Elections bill woeuld have
carried {t through but every Democrat
opposed it and threw all imaginable ob-
stacles in the way of its passage.

Demoucrsts are our opponents in all
Nativnal party action while the Republii-
cauns can furnish many illustrious names
who are true to their country and sincerely
endoree the principle of e&l‘lcll and exact
Lu:ﬁco toalimen. J.J. RicHARDSOX.

y City, Feb. 3.
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BILLY SMITHS" PALKS

THE DUTY CHRISTIANS OWE TO THIS
DAY AND GENERATION.

Apojogists for Igneranes.—Why Bubmit te
Small Atiainments? -Eolistis Quacks.—
Respects His Manuers.—The Begian-
ning of a New Era.

ARTIOLE V.

To the necessity for a trained priesthood
the world owes the origir of education.
*‘When a priesthood took the place of the
diviners and jugglers who abused the
credulity of the early races, schools of the
prophets became a necessity,”

While the entire education of our peo-
ple is not resigaed to the clergy, yet a very
important portion is entrusted almost ex-
clusively to it. The chief end of the color-

ed ministry is oot to build churchbes, raise
mouey, create fat otices, aud afford sine-
cures to foriunate mea. Togather in mul
titudes is but balf the work, to teach, lead,
and safely conduct to the grave the con-
verted is another half equally as important.
To sing, shout, attend church, revere the
priest, and pay in money 18 not the chief
part of christisn duty.  Christians owe a
duty 1o their day and generation. they have
a work to perform as pareats, citizens, and
as men. ls not the priesthood vitally re-
lated to this? To the exient that religion
and everyday life are related to that extent
the priest has a duty to perform.

The priest is to teach 1he people how, to
apply the Word of God to thc affairs and
acuvities of life. Are luzv, ignorant men
fit to exercise this high office? Is a man
who i3 not trained to subdue his passions,
who is euslaved to his prejudices who 1s
not able to intelligently read the Bible, is
such a man likely to be able to give the
people a clear, fuli, accurate notion of
what God wants them to do? 1s a man
who feeis no interest in anything save him-
sclf likely to be & good person 1o inspire
the young with a broad aud deep ianterest
in the great issues and duties of life?
Should not the priesi be educated in know-
ledge of the Word and trained to teach and
preach 1?7

Oh, shame on those who apologize for
wilful ignurance, who seek to excuse
ministerial juggiery and who seek to per
petuate the pagan snperstition that sways
8o muny of the colured preachers and
ple. Bo grossly mislead are many of the peo-
ple and so high are the walls of superstition
vehind which the clergy hide them that
you can scarcely reach the mass with words
of reason. To sheiter themselves from
lawful critscism sowe of the leading preach-
ers have striven o raise the prejudices of
the people against the critics 10 su.h a
height as will hide the truth.

Some preachers will even resort to false-
hood in order 10 turn the poiat of criticism
from themselves. Others are so ignorant
and darkened of mind that they do not
perceive the tru b, There are perhaps, a
tew preachers who are not even intelligent
enough Lo perceive that there is some
fouadation for all the criticism that is
poioted at the minisiry aod who really
think tbat it is a maliciuus attack.

Auny thoughtful person upon comparing
the Course of Btudy laid down by the
Methodists with the attatnments of most of
the ministerial graduates theref rom could
not help marvelling at the disparity.
Having once set furth so extensive a
course of studies, why dees the church
afterwarG quietly submit to so low a de
gree of atlaiuments upon the parts of those
from whom these studies were prescribed?
The existence ot this Couree indictes that
there are, in the church, some who value
education and who recogniz: the necessity
of a trained mioistry; the shametul maa-
ner in which 1t {8 trampled upon indicates
the prevalling iguorance and tbe wide ex-
lended indifference to cducation. The
middle men who should be well informed
and wouudly trained are usually possessed
«f mere smatterings of knowiedye concern-
ing the studies marked out and have no
student babite whatever. . If ouve of them
bappens Lo study at Hebrew a little while
and comes to know a little Litin aod
Greek and can add Lo these scant attain-
ments sutlicient cheek, he is svon dubbed
docior. Having reached this high goal
the rest of his life is spent in hidisg his

y deficiencies and 10 fighting those who

might seck to expose them. A fair fllue
tration ot all this is fouand ip the Rev. Dr.
Bryaot, D. D., und an editorial that ap-
pears in his paper of Jan. 29.h.

Perbaps the Doctor did not write the
editorial; be did not write the one for which
he wus caused from Salem; he seems to have
a peculiar faculty for not writing them.
Were be to get sume competent person to
periorm the edilors duties fcr him, it
wight be better, but he has a weakness for
vuigar, ill-trained scrivblers. His assis-
tunt editor has induiged in s0 miny per-
sonal controversics that the Southern
Recerder has almcat lost its standing . as a
Journal.

The adulation of the ignorant and un-
thinking tolerance of ail have develuped a
class of egotisiic quacks whose scholastic
fopperies render the Negro a laughing
stock before the educated world. How do
the men we hold up so very greatand
learned compare with the Rev. Wayland
Hoyt, D. D., the Rev. Howard Crosby,
D. D., and others of like class? Do such
men 88 they aie have any particular re-
spect for the long string of degree initials
which follow the names of so maay col
ored men? Dr. Embry’s “‘Digest f Cbris-
tian Theology” will do more to give the
colored ministry a place io the respect of
the worid's scholars than all the other
things the Negro has done in 20 years.
The very defects of this book redeem it
from the appearance of piracy. The Bap-
-tist ministry has produced no book of more
than ordinary merit, unless George W.
Williams be held up as a model Baptist
preacher. The editor of the American
Baptist, in an editorial Jan. 8Uth, in a most
genleel manner rebukes Billy Smith for
having previously made a similar remark,
the editor wins respect for his good man-
pers and gentleminly way of chastising,
but did not sustain bis pol{al

The church is filled with doubdt and
weak cdaviction, but should the truly edu-
cated and the honest step forth and vindi-
cate the value of true werit, s now era will

begia. *“BiLLY” BMITH.

AN AMPLE FIELD.

Por the English Mimionary B8pirit
Heme. .

In spite of the pecuiiar complexity of
National questions in England, the London
Times finds time 80 heavy on its hands that
it seeks occupation in the adjustment of
Amecrican politics. Its latest effort has
been on the ‘‘race question” and of its
editorial on this,the Philade!ph ia American
says: “

Though it s not likely that we shall call
on any European nation to assist in solving
the ruce question, we may lose n¢-thing by
listening to the views of foreign observers.

We are In a position like that of the jodi-
vidual who seeks to know what others
would advise and goes his way without
accepting the advice of any. Tbhe London
Times bas arrived at the conclusion that
the race question dominates all others in
this country, that a crisis 18 anproiching
and is probab'y near at hand, and that the
whole matter will have to be settled by de-
porting the Negro population to the land of
their forefathers,

The Times has arrived at this conclusion
naturally enough from its peculiir point of
view. It seesasix and a half millions of
Negroes living in contact with fifty-six mil-
lions of whites, but refusing to coalesce.
It says the condition is worse than it was
before emanciation; that, if there are now
no Legrees the white mobs are as brutal
and tyrannical. and though the organic law
makes the Negro a citizen, the laws of the
old slave States are 80 construed as to de-
prive the Negro of his rights @ a citizen.
Aud our great contemporary can see no
issue out of *‘the organized hypocriey” in
which the American people live but that
of deportation. It thinks the government
can afford to pay the cost of deporting six
aod a half millions of peop'e to Africa and
set!ing them up in the bousekeeping busi-
ness. It agrees with an American corres-
pondent that the races cannot iive together
01 a footing of civil equality, that contact
injures both, and that the Nezro must go.

We do not know who the American cor-
respondent of the Times may b-, but he is
cvidently a pessimist who is filled with re-
grets because the Almigh'y m.de men of
different colors. He a3 evidetly thinks
that when he says the Negro must go that
individ ual must 'F) But that is not his-
tory: and The Times i3 near eoough to
the Eugland that wore the Norman collar
to know that no subject race ever packed
its trunks and went away in order to ren-
der the master race happler. We admit
that in this case the distance between the
masterand former slave is greater than that
between the Norraan barons and the Saxon

{nds, cr that between the Roman conquer-
ors and the people whom they led into
captivity. But, nevertheless it is only a
difference of degree and not of kind. For
the Anglo-African is farther removed
from the land and condition of his deriv-
ation than were the Anglo-Saxons or the
Greeks and Carthaginians oa Roman
territory. For the most part the Negroes
are as fully Americans by birth and lan.
guage as the master race,.

But if the Nogro wants to go, the Amer:-
can people will not sav him nay. There
will no loager be any Ezyptian reluctance
to stay the migratory impulse of these
children of the greatest crime of the ages.
[f they want to found an empire in the
land of their remote ancestors, they are
more likely to be helpad than hindered.
We can conceive of no objection likely to
be urged unless it be by the churches,
which may protest against the relegation
of six and half millions of Christians to
heathendom. It is true that the churches
can find ample field for their missionary
¢pirit among the brutal mobsof white men
of which the London Times make men-
tion as succeeding to the Legrzses of slavery
times. But it miay have occurred to
others, as it did to us, that if peace 18 to
come by deportation 1t might be well to
coneider whether or not it would be better
to deport the brutal mobs of white persons
who have succeeded the brutal Legrees o
the slave regime, . :

A Falir Proposition,

_ The Atlanta Times givee out the follow-
ing:

We often have the question put to us,
**Why are you a Republican? Why, the
Republican party cares nothtag for you.
The white penple umong whom you live
are your best friends, Why not vote the
Democratic ticket?”

Here's a proposition to the Democrats:
It vou will give us a larger reoreseatation
in the government than the Republicans;
if you wHl acknowledge the juitness of
the Fourteeoth aod Fifteenth Amend-
ments; if you wi'l give us a fair showing
in every avenue of life; if you will submit
to the survival of the tittest, let right be
might, submit to the Civil Bervice to de-
cide who shall hold offizes of public trust,
come as near doing all these things as the
Republic4ns, then we can vote the Demo
cratic ticket,

A New Normal Schoel.

The Rev. W. E. C. Wright, of Ken-
tucky, Fisld Superintendant of the Boston
Missionary Hociety, has been looking over
the ground at Pine Bluff with a view Lo es-
tablishing « Normal school for Afro-Amert-
cans under the auspices of the Boston Mis-
sionary Society. The secretary has a site
for the buildings, but additional room is
needed. As soon as the necessary land can
be purchased the erection of suitable build-
ing will be commenced. The schoo! it s
promised will be in full operation during
the coming fall.

A Narrow Eseape.

Bar Crry, Feb. 2 —Mr. Will Tolbert,
who works in the bottling works while fill-
ing a bottle it exploded and cut his face
frightfully. We areglad to say he is much
improved and his many friends will give
bim a benefit Monday eve.

Mr. Camel of Tawas has - sent his son
here to attend the Business college. We
iue glad 1o see him improve the opportun

ty.

The Necktie social at Mrs. Brown’s was
aa enjoyable affair.

The Metbodists gave a social last Thurs-
Cay evening. On account of bad weather
they had a smali atteadance.

Mrs. Nettie Jobnson of Saginaw was the

guest of Mrs. Harriet Roberts. E H.

Samuel Peatheritone of Petersburg, Va,

was employed as porter of the 8t. Jarues
Hotel by the propristor, Gen, C. Grav, and
worked five ye :rs without receiving any pay.
Teoogh Gray sdmitted that his service was
all rug‘ut he zhhod to sett'e the blil by pay-
ing less then balf of what wasda-. F-a h-r-
stone brought su:t azainst him for $600 snd
was awarded $353. This ix regarded as &
remarkahle act of justioe to b3 obtaiurd by &
P-tersburg jory but even the hardened
bourbon must sy mpathiz s with a man that
works five years at $10 » montb and then has
0 go ‘0 law before he can securs that miser-
able pittance.

1t is a peculiarly noticeable feature io the
sconomy of a large number of ‘persous one

—— .

meets with that tbey always feel able todo

something clse better than that which tbey

sre sctiv-ly engaged at. They ean easlly
s+o the defects iu other men's work or the
faults in other men's plans and at the saine
time t1ey are failures at their owu particalar
occupation. You flnd numbers of men vho
can cure b t'er thau the dctor, can preaca
tetter than the pastor, tbat is they can give
bim poioiers; can ran & Dewspap-r b tter
thao the cditor, ete. Thers are th Jussnds of
men tday who are failures in business who
think they would make a better prerident

th-n Mr. Barris'n. If you need advice you -

dou’t bave to a:'verti-e fir it, 1t comes ua-
solicited ir.m men who krow vour buiincss
while they fall at theirs. The Columous Dis-
psth strikes the nail on the heat in ihe tol-
lowing trite little saying whica ie capsb @ of
a wide applicaion. It says: *“What &
curfusity a nesspaper would be that was
edited by the people who are always growl-
fog asout the papere.”

Althouzh the euperior race South is re-
sponsible for two thirds of ail the immorality
existing among the Afro-Americacs of that
section they constantly prate about a cocal-

tion that they themnseives have mate. Ot
course circumstancas and f:cts are wagoified
inatruebsarbon way. Likette fr o raders
toeir editorial and speeches at Nurtberu baa-
quets give the lie to their statistics r grding
toe Afro-Americin. A recent news vots la
the Courier J.curnal of Luisville, Ky.. ¢t lis
the plain truth, while the editorial columus
often assert diff-revtly. The article is as
fol ows: Chrisviaa coun’y is prohably the
ooly counry in the sta'e whers more mar-
riage licerses are issurd to colored pe-ple
toan to whitea, Duriog 1890 the c.uuty
cletk mweued 169 licenees to ¢ iored foiks and
onlv 132 to wultese. Thete is vo ques'ion
about the correctuess of the rec rds, a: d they
show heyond dispute tht the Alro-Ainerf-
cans are ex~cuting the divine cowmand in
tbe rexular and lesal way, as lurgely as their
white ueighbors.

THEIR OCCUPATION GONE.

The Policy Has Cut off the Sharks Means
of Sapport.

There bas been weeping and walling
among the petty devotees of gambling in
this city. The police have bioken up the
widely known generally practiced and eaey
played game called “‘craps.” To play this
game all a full pledged gambler needed
was two little dice aad bhe had a complete
outfit. The infection or craze for crape
became s0 great that the little street urchin
carried bis dice and whiled away his time
and pennies, trying to seven or to keep
from it.

There was a considerable gang of
Joungers around Booker's and Chariey
Butler's who eked out a living, such as it
was, by their small gains at this game.
Ouce iu a while what i3 termed a *‘sucker”
would be caught with a little money and
it would not b: long ere members of this
gang would have his hard earned wages in
their pockets. The particular barvest sea-
son for suckers, is when the boats lay in
the Fall. When a gang of these crap
shooters get together around a table, their
appearance and actions would be a sweet
morsel under the tongue for some bourbon
writer who waated to picture *‘Negro life
aod development.” In fact thes: are the
cinss of men sorught when a pen plcture of
the Afro-American is to be drawn.

When the game s in full blast the
playvers ill stand around a table with their
*'pile”’ which sometimes is not greiter thaa
ten or fi‘teen ccats in their hunds. The
house has a representative that acts as
mouey chauger and who looks after the
“rake off.” The fellow who starts the
guwme ratties the dice in his hand wbile he
tbrows on the table what he i+ willlag to
risk on his luck sometim=s several rexdy
voices say, *'l've gut you” and us macy
pleces of money laid in front of him. The
mouey changer, who acts as master of the
game decides who hss really “‘gat Lim”
and the gume procecds. If the sum of
the dots up vn the flrst throw arc seven the
thrower wins and he is entitled to throw
again. If they be any other number he
must make that number agala to win and
should he make sevenm afier the first thrw
be loses. 1f o1 the first throw the number
of dots up is less thaan four, it is known as
‘craps” and the thrower loses. As the
iamg procecds the other players take a

and. .

*1'll bet you a nickel he comes” exclaims
ons “I've got you” is the answer, and so
it goes all around one betting he makes
some particular number before he sevens.
When the first thrower loses he hands the
dice 10 the next man whe goes through the
same routine with his luck until a number
of them get ‘busted” or the game breaks
up in a row.

Tbe play is so simple that it fs hard to

.conceive how it could lead to a fuss, yet it

does. Bome fellow feels a little 11l natured
be gets ‘‘busiad” and when it comes his time
to throw he get the dice and asks some of
the winuers to ‘‘put him in.” He is re-
fused, and at first begs for snother chance,
and is still refused. Then he gets mad
and exclaims: “you've got all my money
and now yer waot ter act mean.” Tae
other players who are anxious to win or
lose are crying in the mean time “Oht!
give down the dice.” Thisis the mst
common road to squabbles and razre.
Butitis all over now and the professional
crap shooter is very disconsulate. with his
occupation gone and Qld Crimp hardiy
balf gone. They are all craving for the
birds o sing and the boats 0 whistle.

We have 1ecelved from Mr. Magous L.
Robiosca & copy of Towsead's oratidns,
eatitled *‘Freedom to the Negro,” delivered
at Alexiadris, Va, Jaauary 1, 1894



http://Nes.ro

. . CITY DEPARTMENT.

NOTICE TO SUBRCRIBERS.

£~Subscribers not receiving THX PLAINDRALER

,e-gularly should notify us at once. We desire
:verv copydeuvundlprommlv.

THE PLAINDEALER always for sale at
the follnwing places:

Aaron Lapp, 485 Hastings street.
John Will 81 Croghan street.
Cook and Thomas, 42 Croghan street.
Jones and Brewer, 389 Antoine street.
W. H. Johrsoao, 469 Hast ngs strvet.

ADVERTISING RATES.

Lmcal notices of all descriptions one and ovne
balf vents per word for the first imsertion, and
one cent per vord for each subsequent insertion.
No votice .aken for less than twency-five cents.

o Wedding preseatas, etc., two cents each descrip-
on,

Display aavertisements 50 cents per inch for one
insertion. Hpecial terms fur contract ad .

All advertizements and subsecriptions are pay-
able tn advance.

Advertisers, Attention !

§ All reading matter notices and tran
ient advertising payable strictly io advance.

MERE MENTION.

Miss Mary Taylor of London is visiting
in the city.

Mr. Wm. H. Russell {s mow employed
in Sandusky.

Mr. James Joyce of Cleveland. spent a
few days in the city last week.

Mrs. George Jenkins who has been ill is
convalescing and is ablfeto'be out. .

George Young left Monday fer Welling
ton where he will learn the barber's trade.

Tbe Rev. Wm. Burch formerly pastor of

" tbe Becond Baptist church :pcnt some

)

time io the city 1ast week.

The soclety of Willine Workers will
mect at the residence of Mrs. Anna Wilson
on Adams avenue next week.

Mrs. Matthexs French of Antoine st. is
quite ill with malaria Her mother, Mrs.
Hay nes of Royal Oak, 18 visiting her.

Mis: H. Grifin of Grand Rapids was
entertained by & numb-r of friends at the
re<idence of Mias A. Beeler Bunday even-

.ing.

Mr. Archie Thomas, of Fort st. has gone
to Norfolk, Va.., on business. He went
by the way of New York as he has many
friends in that city.

Mies Lizzie Manley of Pontiac, died last
Tuesday of pneumonia was buried last
Thursday. A large number of friends fol-
lowed the remains to their last resting
place.

Mrs. T. D. Warsaw, Sr., gave a pleas-
ant dioner party Suaday in homor of her
son T. D. Wuarsaw, Jr, who left Wed-
pesday night with his son Frank for New
Orleans.

The first concert and social for the bene-
fit of the Vested Cnoir fund of St. Mat-
thew's church will be given at St. Mat-
thew’s Mission House Friday evening Feb-
rusry 6. Admission 10 cents.

Young men who have an eveniog to
spure are cordislly invited to meet the
members of Bethel church in the church
parlors apy evening next week. Sirangers
especially wiil be made welcome.

Alonzo Hopkias aan Afro American of 16
summers rode to the Central station Mon-
day evening via patrol wagon. He was
escoried by two big burly policemen who
bad arrert+d Lim for stealing iron to the
amount of 23 cents.

Among the lads of today, rinning away
from bome seems to be infectious. Mr.
George Hall of Chatham was {n the city
this week looking for two of his boys who
had made up their minds to try tneir for-
tunes in a large ciy.

Juidge Gartner did not decide whether
be would grant Mr Ferguson a new trinl
or not Monday, which 18 decision day in
the Wayne Cirru't. The ques fon of a new
trial was argued the week hefore  Justice
in this case 1s now haliling betweeu two
opinions.

Mr. Andrew McSpadden who is con-
nected with the mrlitary acalemy of Or.
chard Lake, accrmpanied t1he *'boys” to
the (ity Saturday returning Saturdsy even-
fog afterthe opern  Mr. McSpadden called
at Tux PLAINDEALER office and repewed
his subscniption.

The Derrost Social Club s the name of
8 new social club of which Mr. Preston
Jones is president and Mr Fred B Pelbum
is secretary.  The club starts out with
thir'y odd members and will give a ciub
social at the home of the Messrs Webb, 811
Mullett strect next Mouday uight.

The Douston Brothers began (o move
.their b lilard pariors last Mooday from
Mouroe avenue to the coroer of Brush and
Muacomb. They say that in the future as
in tbe past their plare of business will be
orderly and quiet. They will allow po
one to get drunk in their house or allow
any disorder by those who come there
intexicated.

Somne of the members of the Meylkdi
Social Club are obj :cling to the aote-Len-
ten reception to be given by Messrs Demp-
sy and Lambert, b-cause the initials used
are similar to theire. These two gentle-
men disclaim any iateotion ot eacroach-
ment aod assert that the initials used are

" the bon fide representative of the name of

their orginizaition,

“Pickwick™ is the title of a new ‘llus.
trated comic weekly, the first number of
which will be issued mext Saturday by
Sharpe & Burk, 11 Rowland street. The
advance proofs show a very haodsome

ublication, closely resembliog Puck snd

udge, with the outside payes illustrated
in colors. Ask your pewsboy for It
Price five cents.

The steamer Eighth Obio had tbhe ex-
clusive right last summer to the Bandwich
duck, and on Aug. 1 with Miller &
Doneily and a commitiee of Afro-American
Odfellows to sllow their boatsto iand gu
sengeis during the day for $75. be
money bas mnot been paid, and Deputv
Judge Murpby has given a verdict in favor
of Capt. Mc@uwan of the Eighth Ohio.

Editor Dukes of The Echo was shot and
seriously wouuded last week by a man
named Carrol wi.o was incensed about an
article in the paper reflociing on his step
daughter.

,
-

e

Glances I_Iere and There.

HERE is a reverence of sssoclation 10
sirong in some people that no new ties
bhowever strong, make dim the mem

ory of earlier associations With some f{t
is 1he birth place, with others some inci-
dent or plan that marked the begianing of
success, with atill otbers, some cevere test
or hardship by which their life became
purified and fixed. It has been said the
Afro-American has none of these ties, not
even to the reverence of the memory of
their ancestors. - The assertion is not true,

-{ It 13 pathetic to see some of the older par-

ishioners pass by the old structure that was
once known as *-Bethel” church, they look
at it with longing eyes like the Jews in cap-
tivity looked toward Canaan. They bave
watched it zealously since they Lave lef: it
to see what fate would befallit. The hand
of iconoc!asm bears as heavily on cburch
edifices and church sites as it does on cus-
toms, manners and hobbies. The old
Bethel building is being fitted up fors
music bhall and saloon, the body of its con-
gregation having moved pearer to the cen

ter of the city. ‘1hey bave a move beauti

ful and convenient house of worship better
adapted for the purpose, but large pum-
bers will never forget the o!d site. The
Glancer met an old member looking wist-
fully at the changes being made and he
asked, *What are they doing with the old
church?’ Wheun he was told he dropped
both hands and said despondently, *“The
Lord bless my soul.” 1t was not irrever-
coce but an expression of the sorrow he
felt for what seemed to him an awful dcse

cration,

({{JOW much did you make on noons?”
cried a small boy to his comrade
after disposing of his last paper.

*“Twenty-four,” replied the other little

cbap clinking his change. ‘-Had a good

sale today.” and the little fe!llows whose
cheeks vere rosy trom chasinz probable
purchasers parted as sudd«nly as they met.

Such bright litle fellows they were,

peither looked to be more than seven or

elght and yet they were counting on the
gains as shrewdly a8 some of their older
compsnions. The boy who figures oo his
guins frcm the sale of papers at the differ:

ent hours ot the day has the making of a

good business man in him. ‘

HE deaf may be taught to hear with
their eyes, the dumb to speak with
their bands and the blind to read with

the tips of their fingers, but there is no
belp for the man who cannot see a joke
and pothing but mortification awaits the
unlucky wight who e-says to belp him see
one. The other eveniog the Glancer heard
a young man tell a funny little story which
was pretty wel! received by all but one
individual, who did bot hear it. At his
request the joker related it agaio and was
met with such a blank uncomprebending
stare that he began all over and told it
again winding up with a conciliating smile
and **Do you see?” **‘Bee what?” was the
answer, ‘Nothing” shortly replied the
young man, while the suppressed giggles
from the rest of the company made the sit-
uation more and more disagreeable for the
two principals. A kind hearted friend
tbrew himself in the breach and a sem-
blance of peace was restored but for many
days the memory of that little joke will
bring the flush of rage and mortification to
the ionocent j>ker while the other fellow
will go thiough life wondering, what the
f{ool was talking about anyhow.

T IS quite the custom to bewail the
failings of **Young America” and draw
gloomy comparisons between the man-

ners of the youth of today and those of
‘*ye olden time” but to the fathers at least
the cuteness of these lat'er day young
hopefuls is pot displeasing. In any coo-
test with his elders public sympathy is sure
to be with the youthful sinner and the
more audacious his sallies, the more he is
applauded. His wit'y rerlies are told
agnin in his prescoce and il is small won
der that atter a course of such injudicious
treatment he grows up to think bimsell a
modern Solomon and regards it an indis-
vensable duty to give pointers to the **old
man.”

For SALE,—House and Lot. New two
story frame with sli the m)dern improve.
ments—cellar, furnsce, bath, hot and cold
water, with barn and vacant lot adjoining
on Windsor avenue near Central School,
also heouse and lot on George street. Ad-
dress, House, Box 194 Windsor, Ont.o

403,

The ladies of Bethel Helping Band so
ciety will give an Apron social on March
17th.  All fersone buving a ticket wil! be
entitled to an apron. The aprons wi!l be
given out that evening and that evening
ooly. Admission 15 cents. 403.

Madam Dickson, of Brooklyn, N. Y., is
prepared to furnish at 205 Orleans street,
Detroit, dresses and cloaks in the latest
stvle on short notice at reasonable terms.
Satisfuction guaranteed. tf

A grand musical entertainment will be
given under the auspices of True Principle
Council No.1of [. 0. U. B. and 8 of J.
at their hall, reom 15, Hilsendegen block
Tuesday evening Feb. 10th. Admission
15 cents. 400

The series of sociala which huave been
i{ven every Mond y evening by the Stone

ros., having proved a great success they
will be continued at the Good Samaritan
hall, corner of Larned and Woodward.
Admission 23 cents. 114

Printing.

Get all your p.intiog of the W. L. 8mith
Prioting Co., formerly Ferguson's, 95
Woodward avenue, Courteous treatment,
prompt servide, good work, low prices. ¢

t

Mr. Joha Miichell, Jr., editor, and the
stockhclders of the Planet have had a die-
agreement which hss beem taken into the
courts for setilement. Mr. Miichell is
accused of appropriating the funds of the
“Plaget” for his own use and naturally
this has pot been pleasing 0 the stock-
holders.

Gov. Reynolds of Delaware, has offered

for the arrest of James Thowngood
who feloniously amsulted and fatally
jnjured s little girl numed Louisa Huffing-

ton, last week near Viols, Delaware.
g

'

HENRY MERDIAN,

———DEALER IN——

- COAL,
WooD, COKE

CHARCOAL
161 & 363 Atwater Street.

Telephone 829.
WM. GEIST.

LOUIS R. GEISi®

[wiLLiAM GEIsT. ]

Gerst Bros.,

UNDERTARERS
- AND EMBALMERS,

78 Gratiot Ave. Near Miami Ave.

Detroit, - Michigan.
Telepbhone 2313.

Rosrrr C. BaRNES, HrNrY T. TOLIVER,
Wu. ELLIS.

Attorney at Law. Real Estate.
H. T, TOILIAIVER, & CO.,

REAL ESTATE EXCHANGE.

MONEY TO LOAN.
Houses to Rent. Rents Co’lected.

22 Walker Block,

DETROILT, - MICH.

H. H HUNTER,
GONSTABLE,

Office, room 24 McGraw block, opposite City Hall,
DETROIT, MICH,

Legal Busiuess Transacted Promptly.
Real Estate Bought and Sold on Commission.

JT.oans Negotiated on Real

And Personal Property.

TELEPHONE 1068
Mgr. Detroit Viewing Co.

G30.H.XUSSEL. Pres. AL S. SMITH, Vioe Pres.
8 Masox

mines BANK

Commercral and Sanings Departments..

Office in linammond luailding,
Detrofy, Mich,
DIRECTORS—R. A, Alger, J. K. Bmun H M
Campbel, W, C. Colbora. C. L. Freer, F.J, Hecker,
K B Ledyard, Hugh McXil n, W. G McXtillan, K.
8 Maswn, H. C. Parke, Heory Russel, H.
,Russel, M. 8. Bmith. Charles stinchfleld,

PER CKENT interest paid on Sav-
inxs Deposits.
Moaney loaned on ciiy real estats mortgages

GRAND STEAM LAUNDAY

- 196 Randolph Street,
Lyceum Theatre Block.

Lace Curtains and Prompt
Work a Specialty.

Guods Called For And Delivered.
Telephone 448,

“YOU WE MEAN”

—SMOKG—— -

“VI_M,” |

THE BEST 8¢ CIGAR ON EARTH.

ED. BURK’S,
36 MONROE AVE WE MAKE 'EX

A, Laitner,
Manufaciurer and Dealer in
Wkite Wash, Kalsomine, 2aint, Yarnish,

Horse 8crub Shoe, Hair and Cloth

BRUSHES, ETC.,

87 Gratiot Ave.,

DETROIT, - - MICH.

Send i the names of your friends {
abroad for fres sample copies of Tax
PLAINDRALER.

wa ALSO
BELIRVE W
WH " ARB
= EISMAN =
A ! . AN
THOROUGH ' EVER
ENOWLEDGH & INOREBASING
OF LEAD
ALY, - IN
THR ISZI A Y OUR
INS , y . TRADE,
AND . GAINED
ouTs SHOERS BY
OF B F OR SELLING
THE SHORS
HOH TO
BUSINESS, A_LL THR
GAINED . ONIVERSAL
TN M ANKIND’ 'SATISFAOTI(())I;
| - OUR
or o AT cusTOMERS
MANY COME
YEARS, 85 AND
WHICH : GET
MEANS G‘RATIOT SOME
WE ' FAIR
SELECT | AVE. AND
SUITABLH Ca ‘ SQUARE
SHOBS3. TREATMENT.

+

Price

SRR NN 5 Eors

Detroit’s New Pictorial Paper.
. Appears Saturday, Feb. 7th.

Colored Cartoons,
Amusing lllustrations,
Humor, Society.

Price 5 Cents, Subscription $2.00 Per Year.
Pickwick Publishing Company,

11 Rowland St., Detroit.

W py — A

James A. Doston Wiliflam H. Doston

DOSTON BROS.,

NEW AND COMPLETE CAFE

Sample and Billiard Rooms,

Wine Parlors in Connection.
25 MacombySt. Cor.Brush.

H. RIDIGER,

MERCHANT TAILOR,

194 Randolph Street,

PANTS to order from $4 upward.
SUITS to order from $20 upward.

"H, Ridiger, 194 Randolph Street.

Miner’s Opera House DBlook.

53,000 Pleased Purchasers!

Weber, Boardman & Gray and

Newby & Evans Pianos.

If you would like to join this army and b~coms th
- possessor of one of these Superb Pianos, call at

LING'S MUSIC HOUSE,

67 Monroe Avenue, corner Randolph Street.

MILLARD’S STUDIO,

224 & 226 WOODWARD Ave-

The finest v;rork in Photos and Portraits can
always be found at |

D36 & 236 WWoodward Avenud.

MILLARD'S,

IT PAYS 1O ADVERTISE.
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" uamed Alice McLeod has heen arrested

-

- ABOUT PERSONS AND THINGS-

The Mitchem family numbering 800 had
a family reunion recently in New Albany,
Indians.

Mr. Jerry Blue of Williamspert, Pa., is
#aid to have received a $123 000 pension
from Uncle S8am,

Mr. Isaac Myers of Baltimore, father of
Mr. ueorge Myers of Cleveland, died at his
home in Baltimore last week.

The only Afro-American engineer of
Pittsburgz is Walter H. 8mith who is em-
ployed at 8t. Charles hotel.

Lee Burrow of Rendville, O., wasstruck
by a train last weex nesr McDonald, Pa.,

~and so badly hurt that he canaot recover.

Matthew Holland one of the most res-
pecied citizens of Pittsburg died recently
and was buried from his home in Home-

~ wood.

Charlotte Scott who contributed the first
five dollars toward the monument of
Linco!n in Wajzhington, died recently in
Philadelphia.

Whaite Martin of Columbia, 8. C., who
has been living with a white woman

Afro-American voters of Stocktown
Township, Pennsylvania, have organized
a club to further their interests in the com-
ing 8pring electiop.

Principal B. T. Washington of Tuskegee,

- Ala., has been notified that $4,000 has been

~ left the Tuskegee Institute by Mrs. Walter

. -~ wipars cropped. "

Baker of Dorchester, Muss.

Governor Patterson of Pennsylvania has

at Jast eased the pain of his Afro-Ameri-

" can {riends by the promise to appoint ooe
of them to a lucrative office.

The only Afro- American member of the
Texas State Legislature is the Jlon. E. A.
Paiton of San Jacinto county.

> Mr. Jogeph Orland of Chicago, drovethe
first stake for the World’s fair building on
Lake front corner of Harrison street and
Michigan avenue, Chicago.

Dr. M, A. Myers and the Rev. J. E.
Edwards are joiotly authors of a book en-
titled *"Our Famous Women” which will
be given to the public this spring.

Rufus Robertson one of the oldest set-
tlers in Kaneas while rising in church at
Empotia to assist in singing Sunday before
Jast, suddenly fell forward on his face and
died.

The grand jury of Augusta, Georgia,
recommended that hereatter no more
youths of either race shall be sent to the
chain yrang but that they be sent to the
Reformatory Institute.

Dan Porter who robbed and shot Edwin
D Bmith of Quincy. 1!l., has been con-
demned to die for his crime. The ve-dict
gives universal satisfaction to those who
know him in Quincy.

James Gilmore, of Philadelphia stabbed
Julia Travis last week and then defied the
officers to arrest him., After some trouble
he was taken to the station and committed
in default of $1,200 bail.

Dr. A. L. Strong who has won great
success in his profession and established a
successful drug business in Selma, Ala-
bama, has removed from there to Atlanta
where be has prospect of an excellent
practise.

While tacking curiains on » stage John
Mayhen a livervman ot Roslyn, [, 1., let
one of a number slip derwn his throat. It
penetrated his windpipe and lodged there
until removed by a surgeon of St. Mary’s
Hospital Brooklyn.

Mr. Edgar Fawcett, a prominent writer
of the erotie style of literature now in
vogue has tried his band on the future of
the *‘colored race” in his last new novel
**The Pink Sun” which is now being pub-
lished in the Monthly Journal *Outing.”

Mrs. Anroe Brown of Georgia, weighs
500 pounds. She is five feet eight inches
in height; her bust measure is 86 inches,
her waist measure 76 inches and the top of
her arm measures 30 inches When she
takes her walks abroad other pedestrians
have to take the road and when she rides
the filly the entirg vebicle,

—— - -

A Birthday Surprise.
AMHERSTBURG, Ont., Jan. 30 —This18 a
glurious barvest for Amherstburg in cburch
work, both churches are doing great work.
There has been about thirty souls altogether
converted and very near as many are seek-
ing conversion,

We are having plenty of mud this year.

On the 17th of January a birthday sur-
prise was given at the residence of Capt.
James Smith in honor of Mrs. Smith who
was 63 vears old that day. It wasgiven by
ber children and grand children.

In Colchester South on Jan. 14th Mr.
John Underwood of Amherstburg and
Miss Biclla Milton of Colchester South
were united in marriage by the Rev. J. R.
Alexander, we offer them our hearty con-
gratulations. L. W,

"% " PECULIAR PUNISHMENTS.

The letter S was burned upon a man at
Boston in 1767 for stealing a copper kettle.

A forger at Boston in 1763 had a letter
F burned upon the palin of his hand.

* A counterfeiter of Walpole, Mass , was
in 1762 o'liged to stand in the pillory for
two hours.
In 1637 a woman of Salem. Mass.,
was bound and chained t» a pu-t for beat-
ing her husband. _. . =
For pas-ing counterieit money at Spring-

. field, Mass., in 1767, a criminal had his

w

For absence from thé Salem. Mass.,
couart, Sir hichard Saltenstale was fined
four bushe's of malt.

Mary Oliver of Nalem. Mass.. was sen-
tenced in 1646 to have a cleft stick put on
her tongue fur half an hour for slandering
the eiders

Al “‘scolds and tuiless™ in Massa-husetts
during 17¢2 were gagged and set in a
ducking-stool and cipped over Lead and
ecars three times.

In 1763 at Ipswich. Mass., a notorious
thief was sentenced to sit on the gallows
an hour with a rope around his neck, to be
whinped thirty stripes and pay triple
damages. TR

" "Twenty-five persons are reported killed

in Greece by an avalanche,
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Should be kept at stables and stock yards.
—Salvation Oil is the best friend not only
of man but of dumb beasts as well. For
swelled joints, strained tendons, old sores.
saddle galls, and wounds of all kinds there
is no remedy like Ffalvation Oil.

Multum in parvo—sausages.

Joxeph Haworth is writiuz a 1i ' o7 john
McCullough, whose leading 1uau he was
for a number of years.

‘The Gondoliers,”” which wasa com-
plete failure in America. has just entered
on the second year of its run in London,
unchanged except in one or two details.

The Academy of Sciences of Cracow has
just published a poem of the sixteenth
century which treats of the same subject
as *‘King Lear.”” The copy has but lately
been discovered.

Among some musjc lately published is a

“Johnny—Johnny, if you don’t go in the
house this minute and get your overshoes,
I'll tell your mother.” “Tell on then, I
ain’t a-caring—we’'ve thrown away our
rubbers and taken to Dr. Bull's Cough
8yrup, we have.”’

The cut direct—Amputation.

We have received ‘“No Trade Secrets to
Keep,” and a little book that we hardly
know how to name. It calls itself “Fruits
and Fruit Trees; Points for Practical Tree
Planters.”” The title is altogethber too
modest. To the reader it will not givea
notion of its real value. It is chuck full of
practical information on frult growing
from the highest sources, and just the in-
formation one wants. We haven't space to
tell what it is like. We can only sayv, S8END
FOR THE BOOK, for Stark Bros., Louilsiana,
Mo., will send it free to all. —Farmers’ Call.

Whatbird is a lady fond of wearlng around
her neckr 'lhe ruff.

Spanish dance by an Italian composer,
with & French title page, engraved and
printed in Germany, and published in
London, with a Boston imprint added.

Estelle Clayton says that next season
there is to be aleague formed among
actresses against extravagant dressing on
the stage. ‘The Dramatic Times says it

CHICHESTEN'S ENGLISH,

P Ladies, ask for Chiokostor
All pills in

10,000 Tewtimgalals, Neme Puper,
Seld by all Lecal Druggists.

D PERKIROVAL *

s THE ORIGINAL AND GENUINE. The enly
&
; mmmnﬂum Take ne ether kind.
wTRppers,

Diamonp Brano

\hhS

Sure, and relisdle PIR for sale.

Brend in Red and orl‘d.-“oumo

Refuse Substisusions end Mitations.

“:n“ hm-mh. At D;;uhu.cr.m

CHICHESTER CHEMICAL CO. i-dh.-'l‘q;-n.
Ao

PHILADELPHIA,

RED CROSS

SUACOBS O],

SPRAINS. | DRUISES.

Ohjo & Miss Rafl .
o& W& | 746 Dolphin Btreet,
Office President and Bal d
General Manager, J‘imm? y“;s, M 1890
Cincinnati, Ohio .
“My foot suddefly T was bruised tad-
turned and gave xi)e ly in hip and gide by
s very severely | o falland se-
ed ankle. The
application of St verely. St. Jacobs Ofl
Jacobs Oil resulted at | completely cured
once in arelief from | me.” Wy, C. Hanors,
W.W. Prasony, Member of Stute
" Prest.& Gen'l Man'gr. Legislature,

THE CHMARLES A. VOGELER CO.. Baltimere. M4
‘r‘cnm $100 or §1000 Carefully lavested heve 'oog
bring ANNUALLY frem twenty to °
Test us. TACUALA IXVESTEAENT CO., TACORA, WaSH,
Fine climate, free fus!. rich

c“ﬂp F‘RUSQ s0il angd best stock cvantry,

Nebraska Security Co., Harrisou, Neb,

“‘can’t b:e did,”” the innate vanity of most

————

————

actresses making the movement impossible
of accomplishment,.

Great difficulty is being experienced in
the choice of a successor to Rubinstein,
whose resignation of the directorship of
the St. Petersburg conservatory takes ef-
fect in June next. Several eminent mu-
sicians, including Techaikowski and Auer
bave declined, owing to the difficulty Rub-
instein found in dealing with the authori-

taste. Children take it without objection. By druggists.

CONSUMPTION

PISO'S CURE FOR

Best Cough Medicine.
Cures whe}'egt;u else gmles Ilt-"?commended by Ph

icians,
easant and agreeable to the

ties.

T'he performance of a passion play, en-
titled ‘“The Grand Expiatory Sacritice on
Golgotba,’ which was to have been played
by a company from upper Bavaria. has
been prohibited by the Prussian govern-
ment.

=Who wins the
If you regard -am-

A

Mrs. Francis Scott Key is the latest 3y =
candidate for stage honors. She is well : S N
known in Baltimore society. and she is go- i C 1"[' o
ing on the stage. Mrs. Key is a grand- 3 &l l
daughter of the famous Maryland states- . 'é \!‘A € n
Yy RN )

man, William Pincsney, who in his day
was regarded as one of the most brilliant
lawyers in this country. Some time ago
she married Francis Scott Key, who is a
grandson of his nawesake. the author of
““The Star Spangled Banner.”’

Mme. Pauline Lucca is on the point of
bidding farewell to the operatic stage, on
which she has gained so many triumphs,
and will thus retire at ahout the same age
(48) as that at which Giulla Grisi bad,
sorely against the grain. to relinquish the
career she loved so passionately. Pauline
Lucea was in her best days quite on a par
with Patti. Nilsson, Albani, and the other

soap-Try

bv”yom- house just as much as
clean and your reputation will

§ use
4 Inhouse-cleaning-8apolio
:1s a solid cake ofscouring-
ik

YOU ARE JUDGED

by your dress. Keep it neat c-d

eyes., wins all'=

you will

SAPQLI

Q-

in house-cleaning

shine. Neglect it and your good

name will suffer. Do not think that house-cleaning is too trouble-

some; it is worth all it costs ially if you reduce tJ
time and strength by using S A“PprLr(!)l. f v e the outlay of

prime donune of the list quarter of a cen-

tary.

An Englisbman who has Leen traveling
through Italy gives the following descrip-
tion of the theaters of that Lenighted coun-
try: “Iu Genoa I wandered into the
Politeama theater when ‘(iloconda’ was
being given. Men wore their hats on their

A MAN

UNACQUAINTED WITHE THE GEOGRAPHY OF THE COUNTRY, WWILL OB'I'AII

heads. There was no prompter's box, and MUCH VALUABLE INFORMATION FROM A STUDY OF THIS MAP OF
the prompter sat in his p'ace without any S —
attempt at concealment. with his score llugn T A r‘/ » > j
leaning agninst the footlights. The cur- T 8{0 v\ 4"& <% L
tain was adorned, not with paintings, but f — Pienre N ™. @ PN *
with advertisements fastened on it. Fven Rylpets » A B0 T AN Y ulordes € 271‘30 N8N A
among the orchestral plavers some had °|' ,;; Ohamberteia g e s AW
cigars lying on their desks.” : : Cospor —_—X . P, ~ S/
. nlw ‘ T = P ¢, Y, R VA S "L;“"'
o 5 ! 3 &,4.% & 7 ooy < p s
LITERARY CHAT. : "t~ NEBEA B EESAR RN NN, S 1
-y - s dramatize : 5 U, = o B3 P30 o NI = 5.\
Henr '?.-qumh has dx.x:tmagvcd bis own b Bree K o frome Ty o e, : Y i ot
novel, -“The American. The play is in ) % %% oS (ol i"“‘" %, \v * [ PEORIA Lgﬁ
four acts. ant l‘g v A 0?33.‘.‘::'4_ S g? < A Y Ko Lanquis
Bismarck hax refused to have the proofs '-.! s’ R f f:”-. N S S o“b:"\-"' * *?«-I LINOI’;‘I R
sheets of his life of William I. inspected by LA S 1 P i R o o 3 | otmneneo
the Emperor, < ; NG Lo,,,‘* 4""4." ¢ RESN
N PR, sadsta
The cook who lighted the fire with the B o . Rego | %...f, Y .‘%‘1‘:} q"oq, 100 - Brams V.
manuoscript of Carlyle's **French Revolu- - :I::‘,.. 1 g A af Mag 4 M I"BS O‘t.! BI
tion” died in England recently. el R 4/ 0 / LT, - KENT
The movement for purchasing Dove Cot-
tage. Grassmore. and making it a perma-
nent mewmorial of Wadsworth proves suc-
cessful. 1 %
as
Daudet’s *-Port Tarascon'' goes to Russia 3. M m?'j_l 00|TEX OUTE
under restrictions.  This is explained to el'ras0 [Posle Bros., Cliengs: 2 li

mean that the parts of most interest to
Russians wiil be cut or blackened out.

The success in France of Father Didon’'s
new ‘Life of Jesus’’ is said to surpass that
of any other theological work published
since Renan’s famous life of the fouuder of
the Chiristian religion. *

The fifty largest libraries in Germany
possess 12,700,000 volumes, against those
of England with about 6.460.000, and of
Rortnw  America  with about 6,110,000
volumes.

John Fiske, the historian, is well versed
in languages. When Le was hut 18, be-
sides Greek and Latin, he could read flu-
ently in French. &panish, Portuguese,
Italian and Geritan, and had made a be-
ginning in Dutch, Danish, Swedish, Anglo-
Saxon, Icelandic. Gothic. Hebrew, Chal-
dee, and Sanscrit.

Some 3.060 books that had beionged to
President Fillmore were sold in Buffalo
the other day by the executers of the late
Millard Powers Fillmore, the presid-nt’s
son. The law books went for very little—
five cents a volume, some o¢ them. and the
prices of even the miscellaneous books
cruled low.”” A set of Sterne brought 50
cents a volume, while ninetv nine volumes
{of the North American Review were
' Ynocked down at S0 cents each.¥:

BRIEF NOTES.

—

Bluffs, in IOWA—Minneapolis and St
MISSOURI—Omahs, Fairbury, and Nel

intercommunication to all towns and
gouthwest 0f Chicago, end to Pacific

Leading al! competitorsin
DES MOINES, COUNCIL BL
an¢ DENVER, COLORADO SPRINGS

Bxpress Trains daily to
Nebraska, Kansas and th:

Grounds of Iown,

—

Jack—What's the best way to get hold
of Gireek roots! Jim—Dig, of course.

Marriages are called ‘*matches’’ because
they are sometimes followed by scratch-

E. ST. JOHN,
Ceneral Manszger.

and Sioux Falls, in DAROTA—Cameron, St Joseph, and Kansas City, in

OCHICAGO. TLL.

THE CHICAGO, ROCK ISLAND & PACIFIC RAILWAY,

Including main lines, branches and extensions East and West of the
-Missouri River. The Direct Route to and fraima Chicago, Joliet, Ottawa,
Peoria, La Salle, Mciine, Rock Island, in ILLINOIS—Davenport, Muscatine,
Ottumwa, Oskaloossa, Des Moines, Winterset, Audubon, Harlan and Council

. Paul, in MINNESOTA—Watertown
son,in NEBRASKA-—Atchison, Leave

enworth, Horton, Topeka, Hutchinson, Wichita, Belleville, Abilene, Dodge
City, Caldwell, ia KANSAS—Kingfisher, El Reno, in the INDIAN TERRI.
TORY—-Denver, Colorado Springs and Pueblo, in COLORADO. Traverses
new areas of rich farming and grazing lands, affording the best facilities of

cities east and west, northwost and
and transoceanic Seaports, .

'MACNIFICENT VESTIBULE EXPRESS TRAINS,

lendor of equipment, between CHICAGO and
S and OMADA, and between CHICAGO

and PUEBLO, via KANSAS CITY and

TOPEKA or via ST. JOSEPH. Through Coaches, Palace Sleepers, NEW
AND ELEGANT DINING CARS, and FREE RECLINING CHAIR CARS.
California Excursions daily, with choice of routes to and from Salt Lake
City, Ogden, Heleona, Portiand (Ore.), Llos Angeles and San Francisco. Fast
d from all towns, cities and sections {in Southern
Indian Territory. The Direct Line to and frov:
Pike’s Peak, Manitou, Cascade, Glenwood Springs, and all the Sanitary
Resorts and Scenic Grandeurs of Colorado.

VIA THE ALBERT LEA ROUTE.
Fast Express Trains, daily, between Chicago and Minneapolis and St. Paul,
making close connections for all points North and Northvest. FREE Re-
clining Chair Cars to and from Kansas City. The Favorite Line to Pipestone,
Watertown, Sioux Falls, and the Summer Resorts and Hunting and Fishing
Minnesota and Dakota.
. THE SHORT LINE ViA SENECA AND KEANKAKEE offers facilitias to
travel between (incinnaty, Indianapolis, Lafayatte, and Council Bluffs, St,
Joseph, Atchison, Leavenworth, Kansas City, Minneapolis, and St. Paul,
For Tickecs, Maps, Folders, or degired information, apply to any Ticket
Office in the United States or Caneda, or address

A PR

JOHN SEBASTIAN,
Gen'.l Tiockst & Poss Agert
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ing. .
gl‘be difference between repartee and im-
pudence is the size of the man who saysit.
The greatest business in this world is to
sell tobacco and whisky; the poorest, to
sell Eibles. :
Probibitionists are reminded that an ap~
ple did the world more harm than all the
cider that wa- ever made.
Salvation s something like a bonnet—
it's the trimmings that make the expense.
Passenger coaches of all steel are soon
to be put into use. Heretofore it has been
only the porter that was got up on that
plan. ,
According to the constitution a mana’s
life cannot be twice put in Jjeopardy.
What l e uing has this on a person encag-
ing the sawe doctor to attend him more
tkaa once: 3

The Ladies’ Relief Corps of J n Brown
Post will give 8 Rainbow social next Wed-
nesday eveolog.

‘\.o. Z

he does not krnow the truth, o
Manufactured cnly ly

| Tried

the new fuve cent package of
Pyle's Pearline and like it—
decidedly—economical for use
—economical to hand to serv-

ants—no waste by upsetting.

- ¢ Pearlineisnever
I knOW peddled —gives
no prizes—is & prize in itself ;
and further I know, when a gro-

cer tells me “this is just as good as” or “same as"” Peariine,

r else is not telling it.
JAMES INLE, New York.

TELEBIIAI'IIYZX:&‘L"?:"‘::." B e rniate
American School of Telegraphy, M. on, Wis.
—w‘ufEn ! MEN TO TRAVEL. We pay

$50 to $100 a month and expenses.

STONE & WELLINGTON, Madison, Wis.
GARFIELD. TEA S frpcipsse
samples at all dnigglm or 3819 W. th St.,N.X.
LADIES 3 0 pamhict fron. fomn

ple pkg., 00 The Pedino Ceo., Noew York.

A sure
KIDDER'S PASTILLES. =< :Asthma
[

Ce. ,Charicstown,Hase.

$525

How to win at Cards
Dice, ete. A surething, sent free to
anyone on receipt of 4c. stampsto pay
e. Address or ceil in porgtoil.

Agente’ profits per month. Will .
itor forfeit. New portuiumm
A8 plo rent free to all.

W. H. Chidester & son, 8 Bond 8t., X. Y,

No Capital required. Clirenlars

ree,
DUNLAP PEN CO. BOSTON. MASS.

GEH of every kind, Men and Women secking
s & buginess change, 875 to 8100 monthly!
Send for our ‘‘Copyrighted methods'' and
double your profits or salarv. Big pay forspare

hoursat home, Particulars free. TREASURY PUR-
CHABING AGRNCY, 3 COOPER UN10ON, NEW YORK.

STEREQPTICONS satry 2 opves co.
ML MAGIC LANTERNS,

ILL.

PARCHEESI
THE BEST HOME CAME.
For 20 y2ars on the market and excels all othersa.

Price £! 90 each. mailed post-paid.
SKLCHOW & RIGHTER. 41 JOHN STREET, XEW YORK.

o D RESTORED,

A viciim of youth-
ful imprudenc cansing Premature lecay, Nervous
Debility, Lost Manhood, &c., having tried in vain ever(
known remedy, has discovered arimple means of self-
cure, which he will send (asaled) FREE to his f. {iow-guf-

ferers. Address J. H. REEVES, K-y. Box32W, N. Y. City.

FOR SALE OR EXCHANGE.
Clear improved farms, 80 to 640 acres
live stock. utensils. cropes, soil, 812 4
to 850.00 per acre, in Michigan, Wisconsin, Illinois In-
diana, Jowa, Minnesota, Dakota, Missouri, Kansasand
Nebraska. Cnimproved lands 75¢ to 85 peracre. Chicago
property to exchange for outside property. Write for
particulars, €. W. MOXROK, 87 Washiagtens 8L, Chisage.

EMOR

“ ¥ LA .
AR -
g R 1".3’* Mind wandering cnred. Books l~arned
o ALY in one reading, Testimonials from all
Mz A parts of the globa. Proapaectus pos®
-l FREE, rent on _application to Prof. »
J H=R A. Loiset.e, 37 Fiith Ave. New York.

ocess DOC BISCUIT

o is entirely difigrent from cuy other. Does nos
cause diarrh Dogs eat it in preference to
% other Lrands, #hd it costs no more.

It eon-

- = ) manazement of dogs in health and disease.
Ketail price 1vc. per 1b. Eamples sent by mail for 5 centa.
A350C141ED FANCIERS, 400 N. Third 8¢, Fhiladelphia, Pa.

WHERN THE DEArnEss 18 causee [
SCAHLET FEVER, CoLDS,
MEASLES, CATARRMH, ac.
SYTHE USC OF THE INVISIBLE .

SOUND DISC

guaranteed to help a larger
per eeni. of cases than all similar do-
) vioos combined. Thesame to tae Ears
as Jiasses are o the eyes. Positivelyln-
visible. Worm montAs without removal, '

————

GONSUMPTION.

I have a positive remedy for the above disease; by its
use thousands of cases of the worst kind and of long
standing have been cured. Indeed so strong is my faith
i ite efficacy, that I will send TWO BOTTLES FRER,with
8 VALUABLE TREATISE on tiis disease to any suf.
ferer who will send me their Express and P.Q. address, -
T. A. Slocum, M. C., 181 Pearl 8ty N. Y- -

s‘ ' 3; 38'81"1“!5 DAYS

1s what our collector obtained 1for 148 old coilns, and
others have dpne nearly as well, T. Cleneay sold 7,989;
R. C. Davissold 7.368; "L. Parmelee 2,287 during 1890.
Complete list and prices paid for each coin can be exam-
ined a tour office. 1f you have ang' old coins or proofs
cotned before 1878, save them, as they might he worth o
fortune. Il’d. Circu:ass on rare coins free at office or
mailed fortwo stampa. NUNISNATIC BANK, 99 Court 8t,,
mon,m A special representative wanted in each

ROPSY

TREATED FREE.
Positiv 1y Cared with Vegetublie Remedies
Have cured thousands of cases. Cure cases pro-
nournced hupeiess by Lest physicians. From firstdose
symptoms disappear:in ten daysatleast two-thirds
sl symptome removed. 82nd for free bogk testimo-
nials of miraculonus enea, n daya’ treatment

free by mail. If you order (risl. send 10c. in stamps
orpay potage. DR. HLH.GREY N & RONS, Atianta. Ga.
If you ordertrial return this rdvertiecement t us,

BOILING WATER OR MILK.

EPPS'S

GRATEFUL—-COMFORTING.

COCOA

ONEcenta

and rds acco iPA CKf d
nd apwa rding torarity,
j scarcity, or cost. Cheagesto( anyy

by 0z. & B. 1000000 ex tras, Catalo-
puefree. R. H. Shumwayv Rockford 111.

w. No U..D.-—o—(’.

When writing to Advertisers please say
Sou saw the advertisemsns in this Paper.

J
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CHAPTER IV.—CONTINUED.

Xrthur Dynecourt, who has accom-
panied her to the footlights, and who
Joins in her triumph, picks up the bou-
quet and presents it to her.

As he does so the audience again be-
comes aware that she receives it frem
him in a spirit that su(yigests detesta-
tion of the one that hands it, and that
her smile withers as she does so, and
her great eyes lose their happy light of
& moment before.

Sir Adrian sees all this too, but per-
suades himself that she is now ing
another part—the part shown him by
Mrs. Talbot. His eyes are blinded by
Jealousy: he can not see the purity and
truth reflected in hers; he misconstrues
the pained expression that of late kas
saddened her face.

For the last few days, ever since her
momentous interview with Arthur
Dynecourt in the gallery, she has been
timid and reserved with Sir Adrian,
and has endeavorad to avoid his socie-

”» tﬁ' Bhe is oppressed with tne thought
that

he has read her secret love for him
and seeks, by an assumed coldness of
demeanor and a studied avoidance of
him, to induce nim to believe himself
mistaken.

But Sir Adrian is only rendered more
miserable by this avoidance, in the
thought that probably Mys. Talbot has
told Florence of his discovery of her
attachment to Arthur, and that she
dreads his taxing her with her duplici-
ty, and so makes strenuous efforts to
keep' herself apart from him. They
have already drifted yo far apart that
to-night, when the play has come to an
-end, and Florence has retired from the
dressing-room, Sir Adrian does not
dream of approaching her to offer the
con;iratula ions on her success that he
would have showered upon her in a
haopier hour.

Florence, feeling lonely and de-

ressed, having listlessly submitted to

er maid’s gunidance and changed her
stage gown for a pale blue ba]l-dress of
satin and pearls—as dancing is to suc-
ceed the earlier amusement of the
evenLn(F——goes silently down-stairs, but,
instead of pursuing her way to the ball-
room, where dancing has already com-
menced, she turns aside, and, entering
a small, dimly lighted antechamber
sinks wearily upon a satin-covere
iounge,

From a distance the sweet strains of
a German waltz comes to her ears.
There is deep sadness and melancholy
in the music that attunes itself to her
own sorrowful reflections. Presently
the tears steal down her cheeks. She
feels lonely and neglected, and, bury-
ing her head in the cushions of the
Jounge, sobs aloud.

She does not hear the hasty approach
of footsteps until they stop close beside
her, and a voice that makes her pulse
throb madly says, in deep agitation—

“Florence—Miss Delimaine—what has
happened? What has occurred to dis-
tress you?”

Sir Adrian is bending over her, evi-
dently in deep distress hithself. As she
starts, he placesthis arm round her and
raises her to a hitting posture; this he
does so gently that, as she remembers
all she has heard, and his cousin’s as-
surance that he has almost pledged
himself to another, her tears flow
afresh. By a supreme effort, however,
she controls herself, and says, in a
faint voice—

“I am very foolish; it was the heat. I
suppose, or the nervousness of acting
before so many strangers, that has up-
set me. It is over now. I beg you will
not remember it;I Sir Adrian, or speak
of it to any one.’

All'this time she has not allowed her-
self to glance even 1in his direction,
30 fearful is she of further betraying
the mental agony she is enduring.

“Is it likely I should speak of it!” re-
turns Sir Adrian reproachfully. “No:
anything connected with you shall be
sacred to me. But—pardon me—I still
think you are in grief, and, Qelieve me.
in spite of everyt rﬁ I would deem it
a privilege to be allowed to befriend
vou in anv wav.”

“it 18 1mpossible.*
ence, in a stifled tone. \

“You mean you will not aceept my
belp”—sadly. “So be it then. I have
no right, I know, to establish myself as
your champion. There are others, no
doubt, whose happiness lies in the fact
that they muy render you a service
when it, is in their power. I do not
complain, however. Nay, I would even
ask you to look upon me at least as a
friend.”

“I shall always regard you as a
friend,” Florence responds in a low
voice. “It would be impossible to me
to look upon you in any other light.”

“Thank you for that.” says Adrian
quickly. “Though our lives must of
necessity be much apart, it will still be
a comfort to me to know that at least.
wherever you may be, you will think of
me as a friend.” ‘

“Ah,” thinks Florence, with a bitter
ang, “he is now trying to let me know
ow absurd was ormer idea that

he might perhaps learn to love me!”
This thought is almost insupportable.
Her pride rising in arms, she subdues
all remaining traces of her late emo-
tion, and, turning suddenly, confronts
him. Her face is quite colorless, but
she can not altogether hide from him
the sadness that still desolates ber
eyes.

“You are right,” she agrees. *“In the

\tuge our lives ¥l indeed be far dis-
tant from each other,'so far apart that
the wery tie of friendship will readily
be forgojten by us both.” .

“Florence, do not say that!” he en-
treats, believing in his turn that she
alludes to her coming marriage with
his cousin. “And—and—do not be an-
gry with me; but I would ask you to
consider long and earnestly before tak-
ing the step you have in. view. Re-
member it is a bond that once sealed

murmursg ifior-

.+ cannever be canceled.”

“A bond! I do not follow you,” ex-

8 claims Florence bewildered.

“Ah, you will not trust me; you will
not confide in me!” o .

“I have nothing t» confide,” persists
Florence., still deenly puzzled.

-him to the

|
|

P

*Well, let it resf 50,® raturns Adrian
now greatly wounded at her deter-
mined reserve, as he deems it. He calls
to mind all Mrs. Talbot had said about
her sl{n , and feels disheartened. At
least he has not deserved distrust at
her hands. “Promise me,” he entreats
at last, “that, if ever you are in danger,
you will accept my help.”

“I promise,” she replies faintly. Then
trying to rally her drooping spirits, she
continues, with an attempt at asmile,
“Tell me that you will accept mine
should you be in any danger. mem-
ber, the mouse once rescued the lion!”
—and she smiles again, and glances at
him with a touch ot her old archness.

“It is a bargain, And now, will you
rest here awhile until you feel quite re-
stored to calmness?

“But you must not remain with me,”
Florence urges hurriedly. “Your guests
are awaiting you. Probably”—with a
faint smile—“your partner for this
waltz is impatxentl} wondering what
has become of you.

“I think not. szgs Adrian, returning
her smile. “Fortunately I have no
one’s name on my card for this waltz.
I say fortunately, because I think”—
glancing at her tenderly—“I have been
able to bring back the smiles to your
face sooner than would have been the
case had you been left here alone to
brood over your trouble, whatever it
may be.”

“There is no trouble,” declares Flor-
ence, in a somewhat distressed fashion,
turning her head restlessly to one side.
“I wish you would dispossess yourself
of that idea. And, do not stop here,
they—everg one, will accuse you of dis-
courtesy if you absent yourself from
the ball-room any longer.”

. “Then, come with me,” says Adrian.

“See, this waltz is only just beginning:
give it to me.”

Carried away by his manner, she lays
her hand upon his arm, and goes with
all-room. There he passes
his arm around her waist, and present-
ly they are lost among the throng of
whirling dancers, and both give them-
selves for the time being to the
mere delight of knowing that they are
together.

Two people. seeing them enter thus
together, on apparently friendly terms,
re%ard them with hostile glances. Dora
Talbot. who is coquetting sweetly with
a gaunt man of middle age, who is evi-
dently overpowered by her attentions,
Jetting her eyes rest upon Florence as
she waltzes past her with Sir Adrian,
colors warmly, and, biting her lip, for-
gets the honeyed speech she was about
te bestow upon her companion, who is
the owner of a considerable ;{)rp rty,
and lapses into silence, for which the
gaunt man is devoutly grateful, as it
gives him a moment in which to reflect
on the safest means of getting rid of
her without delay.

Dora’s fair brow grows darker and
darker as she watches Florence, and
notes the smile that lights on her bean-
tiful face as she makes some answer to
one of Sir Adrian’s sallies. Where is
Dynecourt, that he has not been on the
%pot to grevent this dance, she won-

ers. She grows angry, and would
have stamped her little foot with im-
patient wrath at this moment, but for
the fear of displaying her vexafion: .

As she is inwardly anathematizing
Arthur, he emerges from the throng,
and, the dance being at an end, re-
gx_inds Miss Delmaine that the next is

is.

Florence unwillingly removes her
hand from Sir Adrian’s arm, and lays
it upon Arthur's. Most disdainfully
she moves away with him, and suffers
him to lead her to another part of the
room. And when she dances with him,
it is with evident reluctance, as he
knows by the fact that sbe visibly
shrinks from him when he encircles her
waist with his arm.

Sir Adrian, who has noticed none of
these symptoms, going up to Dora, so-
licits her hand for this dance.

“You are not engaged, I hope?” he
says anxiously. It is a kind of wretch-
ed comfort to him to be near Florence’s
true friend. If not the rose, she has
at least some connection with it.

“I am afraid I am,” Dora responds,
raising her limpid eyes to his. “Naugh-
ty man, why did you not come sooner?
1 thought vou had forgotten me alto-
gether. and so got tired of keeping bar-
ren spots upon my card for you.”

“I couldn't help it—I was engaged. A
man in his own house has always a bad
time of it looking after the impossible
people,” says Adrian evasively.

“Poor Florence! Isshe so very im-
possible¥” asks Dora, laughing, but
pretending to reproach him.

“I was not speaking of Miss Del-
maine.” says Adrian, flushing hotly.
“She is the least impossibie person I
ever met. 1t is a privilege to pass one’s
time with her.”

“Yet it is with her you have passed
the last hour that you hint has been
devoted to bores.” returns Dora quietly.
This is a mere feeler, but she throws it
out with such an air of certainty that
Sir Adrian is comvletely deceived, and
believes her acquainted with bis fete-a
tete with Florence in the dimly lit ante-

room.

“Well,” he admits, coloring again,
“vour cousin was rather upset by her
acting, I think, and I just stayed with
her until she: felt equal to joining us
all again.”

“Ah!” exclaims Dora, who now knows
all she had wanted to know.

“But you must not tell me you have
no dangces left for me,” says Adrian
fayly. “Come, let me see your card.”

{e looks at it, and finds it indeed full.
“I am an unfortunate,” he adds.

_“I think,” says Dora, .-with the pret-
tiest hesitation, “if you are sure it
would not be an unkind thing to do, I
could scratch out this name”—pointing
to her partner’s for the coming dance.

“Lam not sure at all,” respondgSir
Adrian, langhing. *“I am positiv®®it
will be awfully unkind of:you to de-
prive any feliow of yout society; but be
g;xkkind, and scratch him out for my

e.”

He speaks lightly, but her heart beats

hiL‘Fh with hope.

or your sake,” she repeats softly
drawing her pencil across the name
written on her prograinme and substi-
tuting his.

“But you will give me more than this
one dancer” jueries Adrian. “Is there
nobody else you can condeman to mis-
ery out of all tha. list?”

“You are insatiable,” she returns,
blushing and growing confuse:l.

- of the commission that has been in-

ﬁou snall have it all your own way.
ere"—glvmg her card—*take

what waltzes you will.” She waltzes to

perfection, and she knows it.

“Then this, 4nd this, and this,” says
Adrian, striking out three names on
her card, after which they move away
together and mingle with the other
dancers.

In the meantime, Florence growing
fatigued, or disinclined to danee lon-
ger with Dynecourt, stops abruptl
near the door of a conservatory, and,’
leaning against the framework, gazes
with listless interest at the busy scene
around.

“You are tired. Will you rest for
awhile? asks Arthur politely; and, as
she bends her head in cold consent, he
leads her to a cushioned seat that is
placed almost opposite to the door-way
and from which the ball-room an
whatlis passing within it are distinctly
visible. :

Sinking down amongst the blue-satin
cushions of the seat he has pointed out
to her, Florence siﬁl‘m softly, and lets
her thoughts run, half sadly, half tgla,d-
ly, upon her late interview with 8ir
Kdnan. At least, if he has guessed
her secret, she knows now that he does
not despise her. There is no trace of
contempt in the gentleness, the tender-
ness of his manner. And how kindly
he has told her of the intended change
in his life! “Their paths would lie far
asunder for the future,” he had said,
or something tantamount to that. He
spoke no doubt of his coming marriage.

Then she begins to speculate dreami-
ly upon the sort of woman who would
be happy enough to be his wife. 8he is
still 13 y ruminating on this point
when her companion’s voice brings her
back to the present. She had so far
forgotten his existence in her day-

“dreaming that his words come to her

like a whisper from some other world,
and occasion her an actual shock.

“Your thoughtfulness renders me
sad,” he issaying impressively. “I¢
carries you to regions where I can not
follow you.”

To this she makes no reply, regard-
ing him only with & calm questioning

lance that might well have daunted a

tter man. It only nerves him how-
ever to even bolder words.

“The journey your thoughts have
taken—has it been a pleasant one?” he
asks, smiling.

“I have come here for rest, not for

nversation.” There is undxsgulsed

islike in her tones. Still he 18 un-
touched by her scorn. e even grows
more defiant, as though determined to
let her see that even her avowed hatred
can not subdue him. .

“If you only knew,” he goes on, with
slow meaning, regarding her as he
speaks with critical admiration, “how
surgassingly beautiful you look to-
night, you would perhaps understand
in a degree the power you possess over
your fellow-creatures. In tnat attitude,
with that slight iouch of scorn upon
your lips, you seern a meet partner for
a monarch.”

She laughs a low contemptuous
laugh, that even makes his blood run
hotly in his veins.

“And yet Fou have the boldness to
offer yourself as an aspirant to my
favor?” she says. “In truth, sir, you
value yourself highly!”

“Love will find the way!® he quotes
quickly, though plainly disconcerted b
her merriment. “And in‘time I trust
shall have my reward.”

“In time, I trust you will,” she re-
turns, in & tone impossible to miscon-
strue.

At this point he deems it wise to
change the subject; and, as he halts
rather lamely in his conversation, at a
loss to find some topic that may in-
terest her or advance his cause, Sir Ag-
rian and Dora pass by the door of the
conservatory.

_Sir Adrian is smiling gayly at some
little speech of Dora’s, and Dora is
looking up at him with a bright expres-
sion in her blue eyes that fells of the
ha.pziness she feels.

. “Ah, I can not help thinking Adrian
is doing very wisely,” observes Arthur
Dynecourt, some evil genius at his el-
bow urging him to lie.

“Doing—what?” asks his companion,
zous:td suddenly into full life and in-

erest.

“You pretend ignorance, no doubt”—
smiling. “But one can see. Adrian’s
marriage with Mrs. Talbot has been
talked about for some time amongst
his intimates.”

A clasp like ice seems to seize upon
Miss Delmaine’s heart as these words
drop from his ligs. She restrains her
emotion bravely, but his Ilynx-eye reads
her through and through.

“They secm to be more together to-
night than is even usual with them,”
goes on Arthur blandly. “Before you

onored the room with your presence,
he had danced twice with her, and now
again. It is very marked, his attention
to-night.”

As a matter of fact Adrian had not
danced with Mrs. Talbot all the even-
ing until now, but Florence, not hav-
inq been present at the opening of the
ball, is not in 4 position to refute this,
as he well knows.

“If there is anything in her friend- |
ship with Sir Adrian, I feel sure Dora '

would have told me of it,” she says !

slowly, and with diffic.1ty. )

“And she hasn’t?” asks Arthur with i
so much surprise and incredulity in his
manner as goes tur to convince her ;
that there i3 some truth in his state-
ment. “Well, well,” he adds, “one can
not blame her.  She would doubtless be :
sure of his affection before speaking |
even to her dearest friend.” :

[To bs Continued.)
Siberian Railway.

M. Nicolai, the engineer at the head

vestigiling the ﬁeaion of a Biberian
railway for the Russiam governméot,
bas reported that the whole line can be
completed by 1900, at an expense of
sbout $130,000,000.

Senator Blackburn of Keatucky says:

“A dude is simply the ereation of
peculiar conditions of society, and he
may belong to any locality and be dif--
ferently disguised. For instance, I
know places in Kentucky where a2 man !
whe would put on a $10 suit of store:
clothes and a white sbirt would be re-

‘But  gurde~d as s howling swell.”

sulturist is going to graft the many live
saks on his place with chestnuts, which he
has learned wili succeed well on oak trees.

The Canadian sardines are said to be bet-
ter than the Maine article put up in the
sast. The Canadians propose to send their
fish to France to compete with the Freach
sardines.

A globe trotter who has returned from
s trip to Buenos Ayres, the Argentine capi-
tal, says that on Sunday when he was

changed hands on bets.

A new variety of seagull has made its
Appearanceon the New Jersy coast. It is
darker than the old kind, and the most re-
markable peculiarity is that its tail is nar-
rowed to a sharp point.

A most curious indication of the linger.
ing of superstition is an agency which has
been inaugurated in Paris for the supply
of the *‘fourteenth guest.” Dinner parties
of thirteen may be increased at short
aotice, v

Columbtia college is fortunate. Through
& bequest made years ago it has property
in New York city which is now worth not
less than 10 million dollars. Of late years
Columbia has been fortunate and is getting
to the front.

The Indianapolis Journal says:. Maurice
Thompson is one of those fortunate authors
who can seek his own place to do the work,
and at present he is comfortably nestied in
» flower-covered bower ‘‘way down in
Mississippi.”

It is the opinion of Edwin Arnold that
the Old Testament is not more interwoven
with the Jewish race, nor the New Testa-
ment with the civilization of Christendom,
than is the Koran with the records and
destinies of Islam.

Long continued drinking to the full
makes & man shameless. A man in New
York swore the other day that he had been
drunk for the last fifteen years, It is a
vompliment to the whisky that it had not
lestroyed his veracity.

A couple were married at Atlanta, Ga.,
rho were first betrothed thirty-five years
igo. That engagement was broken off, and
since then the man has buried two wives
and the woman one husband. Cupid is
fickle. He may also be constant., =

Connected with medisval times are the
very interesting ‘-piigrim rings,’” worn by
those who had been on a crusade. Some-
times two little feet were chased on the
top, emblems of the long journey they had
trodden under the banner of the cross.

Nine young Irish girls recently graduated
from Dublin university with the degree of
B. A. In the examination papers they
ranked above the men. The young men
were probably too busy with muscular edu-
cation to attend to mental development.

The Chinese on the Russian frontier are
restoring the fortifications of the town of
Kuldja. An enormous fortress is nearly
finished, with mud and clay walls 23 feet
high, 25 feet thick and 815 feet in length,
with & moat 7 feet deep and 153 feet broad.

Many Persons Refuse to Take Cod

Liver Oil on account of its unpleasant
taste. This difficulty has been overcome in
Scott's Emulsion of Cod Liver Oil with Hy-
pophosphites. It being as palatable as milk,
and the most valuable remedy known for
treatment of Consumption, Scrofula and
Bronchitis. Physicians report our little pa-
tients take it with pleasure. Try Scott's
Emulsion and be convinced.

[ %
What will give a cold, cure a cold and
pay the doctor’s bill? A draught.

Whea Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria,
Whea she was « Child, she cried for Castoris,
Whea she became Miss, she clung to Castoria,
Whea she had Chikirea, she gave them Casterin,

e

Why 18 a woman mending her stockinge
deformed? Because ber hands are where
her feet telong.

Brate or O<110, CI1TY OF TOLEDO, %“
Lucas County *

FRANK J. CHENEY makes oath that he is the
senior 8artner ofthefirmofF.J Cuexey X Co.,
doing business in the City of Toledo, County
ana State aforesaid, and thau said firim will pay
the sum of ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS for
each and every case of Catarrh that caunot be
cured by the use of HaLL'S CATARRH CURE,

FRANK J. CHENEY.

Sworn to before me and subscribed inm

presence, this 6th day of December, A. D. 1886.
A. W. GLEASON,
[sxar) Notary Public

Hall's Catarrh Cure is taken futervally and
acts directly upon the blood and mucous sur-
faces of the system. Rend for testimonials,
free. F. J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, O.

3 80ld by Druggiste, i8 cents.

Why is a moase like a load of hay? Be-

cause the cat’ll eat it.
Why are there no chickens in heaven?
They get their necks twirled in this.

An Iliuscration
Of the value of extensive and ludicious ad-
vertising of an article of undoubted merit
is found In the remarkable success of the
CALIFPORNIA FIG Byrue Co., which has sim-
ply been phenomenal. even in this age of
great enterprises.

Orgzanized u few years ago to mmanufac-
turc a new and more perfect remedy thap
had ever been produced, a laxative with
original am 1 attractive features, prepared
from del.cious fruits and health-giving
phunts, one which would be pleaszntand re~
freshing to the taste, as well as realiy bene-
ficlal to the systemi, the mana ement very
wisely geacluded 1o selcct the logding news-
papers throughliout the United States to
make known to the pablic the merits of the
new remedy, Syrup of Figs. As bappens
with every vuluable remedy. cheap o bs&-
tutes are being offered to the publje. but
with she general di' usion of knowledse 18 is
becoming more ditficult each day te impose
on-the pudblic. Health 13 too impcrtant to
be trified with, and reputabie druggists will
not attempt to dereive the public, as they
all known that Syrup of Fips is manufac-
tured by the California Fig fyrup Co. of
San Trancisco. Cal., Louisville, Ky.. New
York, N. Y. Do not accept any cheap, nom-
advertised imitations if offered.

present at the races more than $8,000,000

WINGED MISSILES,

ittlo to make a woman hapny; it takes
much less to make her miserable.”

The buddhists of Japan propose to estad-
@sh a bank in order to obtain funds for the
propagation of their religion.

The monetary stringency in Reading,
Pa., has disappeared. A church there has
fust paid off a debt in 8),000 pennies.

A supposed ghost which haunted a
Hon of Baton Rouge, La., has been csp-’

lured, aud proved to be a demented colored
woman.

I will probably surprise many persons
lo learn that Harvard University has no

svening reading-room or library facilities
whatever for its students.

An exchange says: That New York an.
wrchist wdo shot himself becsuse he de-
ipised this world may possibly be very
nuch dissatisfied with the next.

Science Overcomes Deafness.

Just now the medical world is engaged in
discussing the new device for deafness
called Bound Disc. No invention of late
has attracted s0 much interest among the
medical profession. Its perfection, which
is now an established fact, has resulted in
the overthrow of many pet theories of there
being no relief for a vast number of casee
of deafness.

This ingenious discovery was mads ¥p H.

as it does with the apyroval of some of the

fail to prove of great value to both the pro-
fession and the aficted.

Why is a tin pan tied to a dog’s tail like
death? It's bound to eccur.

Mrs. Winslew's Seothing Syra p, for Chil-
dren teething, softens the gums, reduoes inflamma-
tion, allays pain, cures wind colic. 25¢. a bottle,

At what time of the day was Adam
created? Just before Eve,

“Brown’s Bronchial Troches" are
excellent for the rellef of Hoarseness or
8ore Throat. They are exceedingly effec-
tive.—Christian World, London, Eng.

Why 1s the motive power of a watch cold?

Because the Maine springs are usually
chilly.

.

Mrs. Pinkham’s letters from ladies in all
parts of the world average One Hundred
per day. She bas never failed them, and
ber fame is world-wide.

Why does a sallor know there's a man in
the moon? He’s been to see.

mend that you write to the Treasury Pur-
chasing Agency. We know of no better cash
offer for work at your own hcemes.
their advertisement.

Seeo

What sticks closer than a brother? A
postage stamp, by gum. .

times as much as on the body. How fool-
ish. Buy Dobbins’ Electric Soap of vour
grocer and save this useless wear.
ever since 1864, Don’t take imitation
There are lots of them.

**Thirteen,”” because he puts down three
and carries one,

Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription
is the world-famed remedy for all
chronic weaknesses and distressing
derangements so common to Amer:-
can women. It is a potent, invigor-
ating, restorative tonic, or strength-
giver, imparting tone and vigor to
the whole system. For feeble wo-
men generally, Dr. Pierce’s Favorite
Prescription is the test earthly
boon. Guar to give satis-
faction in every case, or money re-
funded. See guarantee printed on
bottle-wrapper.
- A Book of 160 , on “Wo-
man: Her Diseases, and How to
Cure them,” sent sealed, in plain
envelope, on receipt of ten oents, in
stamps. .Address, World’s Dispen-
Medical Association, No. 663
E:lyn Street, Buffalo, N. Y.

NEWEEES

The Atchison Globe says: “It takes very,

J. Wales of Bridgeport, Conn., and comsfng -

leading aurists of the world it can hardly . .

If you want employment now we recom-

You wear out clothes on a wash board ten . -

Made

What name would you give a lame dog? -

g
. em

I T
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v~ Church News. .

Bethel A. M. E.—Corner of Hastings and

Napoleon streets. Services at 10:30 a. m. and 7:30

.m.Sunday 8chool, 2:30 p.m.~Rev. John M. Hen-
erson, pastor.

Ebeneser A. M. E.-Calhoun strret, near
Beaubien, Services at 16:30a. m.and 7:30p. 0.
Sunday School, 2:30 p. m.—Rev. J. H. Alexander,
past r.

Wesson Adve. A. M. E.—8Services 10:3) a. m.
ond 7:3) p. m. Bunday School, £:3. p. m. Rev.
N. N. Fharis. pastor.

Reoond Baptint.—( roghan street, pear Beau-
blen. Services at 10: 0 a. m. and 7:30 p. m.
Sunday School, 2:30 p. m.—Rev. K. H. McDonald,
pastor.

St. Matthew’s F 1.—Corner Antnine
snd Elizabeth streets. Sundav services: Holy
Com. uvion. 7:00 a. m Morming Prayer acd
Sen on, 1’ :30 a. m. Sunday  School, 2:30 p. m
Evening Prayer axd Bermon, 4 p. m. C. H.
Thomjwon. L. D., rector.

Shiloh Baptist—Columbia street, near Rivard
Ferviies at 10:30 a. m. and 7:3 p. m. Bunday
Rfchool imme diately after morning service.—Rev.
W. A. Mcredith, pastor.

' {Rrief items of nws will be welcome from
sither pestors or lavmen.) )

The Rev. J. W. Van Zandt, pastir of
8t. Paul's Methodist Cburch, Amsterdam,
New Yurk, is under arrest charged with
stea’ing chairs from the church.

The Charleston World speaks well of
the churches owned by the race in that
city. Itsass they all bave large congreya-
tions, phat most of the pastors are ready
speakers and that many of them are grad.
uates of institutions secular as well as
theological.

An Octo-enenial celebration will be held

at Juckeonville, Fia, Febh 24 in horor of |
, of the prophets beforo his departure.”—

. Bishop Hall.

Bishop Danicl A. Payne’s 80 b aoniversary.
TaE PLAINDEALER i8 in receipt of the pro
gram which bus been arranged by Bishi p
B W. Arnett and includes addresses by
the bishops and clergy and tome of the
prominent womea of the race.

The Supreme court of Indiana has decid
ed that church subscriptions given on Sun-
day are to be considered legal obligations,
The decision was the reversion of ore
found in the lower court in the case of the
trustees of a Baptist church in Indtanapolis
against one of its members. Now tae
churchbes in that s'ate who sre burd ned
wi:h debts that bhave been ypaid by sub-
scription may see their way toward ralsing
the casb. ' _

Rev. J. 8. Hill of Morristown, Tenn,,
preached a sermon in the First Presby-
terian cburch of Youogstown Su:day
before last on **The Education of the Col-
ored Race South” and amcng other things
said: “The system of educating colored
children iu many places through the South
is little better than a farce. In few cazes
did the school last longer than five or seven
weeks, and some counties only had school
eviry othcr year. Others bad not had any
schooi for three years. The Presbyterian,
Metbodist and Congregational churches in
the North have done more toward educat-
ing the blacks than all the S8outh. Teach.
ers engaged in educating the colored chil-
dren are ostracized by the whites, but per
sist in the good work.”

Cbristian workers on Walnut Hills, Cin-
ciopnati, who are engaged in boldinz Union
revival services among the Baptist, Presby-
terian, Metbodist, Corgregational, Cbris-
tian and Lutherp churcues are circulating
a card which says: *'If you desire 1o be-
come g christian, or if you were onre a
christian, and have fergotlen your vows
and feel vou need advice or any aseistance,
please fil up blank, with name, residence
and church preference, and hand to one ef
the pastors or christian workers, and you
will be visited.” By-.this means they hope
to bring the Gospel iovitation to every un-
converted person on Walnut Hills.

A Paper For The .lllllol_ll‘.', ’

The Western Rural and American
Stockman is one of (he oldest and ablest

.. farm journ.l published in this country,

T :

and none is more fuliy identiied with the
best interests of the agricultural.classes.
It deals not only with the farm but more
especially with the farmer. Its columns
are devoied to subjects involving literature
and science and its aims are for the pro

. motion and elevation of the social and

cconumic condition of the farmer and Lis
family. The Rural tdvocates phys'cal cut-
ture and manual trainicg as well as inlel
lectual endowment.

an education as shall fit him for gel‘-relinnt
citizenship and that our Publ ¢ Sch~ol rys-
“tamm shouid be enlarged along the mure
practical lines. Inshort, The Rural is s
"Fireside Companion as well as » helper in
the affairs of furm life. Subecription price
$1.50 per year. For frce ssmple coples
Address Miiton George, 158 Clark bot.,
Chicago . ¢ ... ~ . % ..

7.

* e
i

New Route To Lowell. :
The opening of the Lowell and Hastings
.Rail Roud forms in _connecticns with the
Detroit, Lansiog & Northern Rail Road a
pew route between Lowell, Lansing, How-
el and Detroit. Cl.se coopections are
made at Eimsdule with all trains betwesn
aforesaid points. Infoimation as to line of
trains etc , wiil be given upop application
to D. L. N. agent. Mr. A. Garett, Gen"
Agent, Geo. DcHaven, Geperal Passe nger
‘Agent, 1.9 Griswold et., Hammond Bui.d-

ng. C e e e

A Tridbute From A Friend.

Miss Rosie Payton who departed this.

life January 28ih professed a hope in
Christ aud died as she lived in tue tiiumphs
of faith. Her beautiful life is ended and
her absence leaves a void which cannot be
flled. Dear Rosie thou art Lot dead but
sleepiog and though.

‘Thou art gone to the grave we will not de-
plore thee v
Though snrvow and darkness encomp‘u

the tomb
The l;l:tvimu- bas passed through its portals -

ore thee .

Ant th= Ia np of hia love is thy light
through the gl>om.

& 1we e thou has left us

3 And thy loss we deeply foel
- But 'tis God lhlthutg-jrel‘tus

Das “ K He can all our s rows heal,

. Where immortal spi its reign Y
* _ Then we weet again
' To part no

80 rest in peace thou gentle spirit en-
throned above, souls like thine wlﬁu God,

-* inberit eternal life.

C. J. Frexuanm.
Adrian, Feb. 8, 1901

Subscribe for Tum PLaIMDRALER, the
best of them all.

It believes fhat the,
State owes to the citizen the right to such’

S.S. LESSON.--Feb. 15, '91.

Lesson VIL—Elijah Taken to Heaven.
—2 Kings 2, 1-11. * )

Golden Text—** And Enoch walked with
God; and he was not; for God took him.”
—Gen. 5, 24.

PLACES.

Gilgal, Bethel, Jericho, and the Jordan,
. RULERS,

Jehoram, grandson of Ahab, King of
Israel; Jehoram, son of Jehoshaphat, King
ot Judah. ‘

CONNECTING LINKS,

The wicked King Ahab was killed in a
war with the Syrians, 897 B. C. His son,
Amaziah, followed him on the throne, but
died 896 B. C. Amaziah’s son, Jehoram,
then became king.

LESSON HELPS,

1. ‘*‘When the Lord would”—God's will
overcomes and providentially controls all
the affuirs of life, little and great. (1)
The thou;ht of God's unchanging provi-
dence should comfort us in xll emerzencies.
“A whirlwind”—A tempest. (2) *Allis
not lost because a storm comes,” ¢“Elijah
went” — From the gathering storm.
**W-th Elisha’®*—~Who had become the old
prophet’s servant, in oboedience to the call
of God. *'Gilgal”—A place of the same
name as Joshua’'s famous encampment, but
remote fromn it—half way between Jerusa-
lem and Shechem. There was probably at
Gilgal a ‘‘schcol of the prepbets,” where
Elisha dwelt. *“For a mect farewell to
earth Eljjah wiil go visit the other schools

(3) Of all spots on earth the
home of godly men is ‘‘the nearest unto
heaven.”

2. “Tarry here” — Elijah’s repeated
request that Elisha should stay behind
sbows ‘how awful the immediate future
appeared to him.” | *The Lord hath sent
me’-—The whole journey has been divinely
marked out for him.—Lumby. (4) God
reveals his plans one step at a time.
**Beth-el”—The headquarters of Jere-
boam's calf-worship was just now evidently
a stronghold of the worshippers of
Jehovuh. **As the Lord livetk, and as thy
soul liveth"—Two oaths of great sol-
emnity, which combined express the most
inteuse earnestness. *I will not leave
thee”—*‘Elisha’s master may be with-
drawn from him; he will not be withdrawn
from his master.”—Lumby.

3. “‘Sons of the prophets™—Pupils or
disciples. “From thy head”-—Scholars
sat at the fect of their master. ‘‘*Hold ye
your peace”—The occasion is too solemn
for gossip. ‘“'Elisha probably started on
his journey prepared for what its end
would be.”—Terry.

4, 5, 6. ‘‘Jericho”—The largest city in
the valley of theJordan. ‘‘Jordan”—**The
journey tends across the river that part of
the country whither Elijah had first fled for
fear of Abab.”—Lumby.

7. “Stood to view”—Probably on 4an
elevation. This whole Jordan valley seems
to have known that an awful manifestation
of God's power wuas near. *‘They two
stood"—*‘Elijah’s last duty was a test of his
spiritual strength.” — Menkin. (5) No
other way thun faith in God’s promises
leads to the higher and better inheritance
in light.

8. ‘*His mantle”’—His sheepskin. The
simrple énsignia of his office. **Wrapped it
together’—Rolled or folded it. ‘‘Smote
the waters’—Like another Moses. ‘‘Divid-
ed hither and thither”—(6) *No stream is
so deep and no flood or calamity so danger-
ous that God cannot lead through it un-
harmed. ‘‘Dry ground”’-—The waters had
so parted that they were not obliged to
ford, but walked across on the sandy bot-
torm.

9. ‘‘Ask what I shall do”—To this young
servant of God comes a free test which pro-
foundly tests his character. Many a favor
was in the power of the departing prophet.
(7) Our preferences always indicate our
character. ¢‘‘Before I be taken away”—
**What Elisha has to ask must be asked
before Elijah departs, for there may be no
requests made of the saints after they are
gone from earth.”—Terry. ‘‘A double
portion”—Does not mean merely twice as
much. A *‘portion” was the inheritance of
a son, and the first born son in a Hebrew
family alwaysreceivesa ** double portion.”
Elisha says, in substance, ‘‘Let me inherit
your prophetic spirit as I would inherit
your weualth were 1 your first-boin son.”

10 “‘A hard thing’-—Because conditicned
on God's will (not as yet declared) and the
young prophet’s titness, Both Eli;ah and
Elisha knew that the younger man was to
succeed the elder, but how much of his
sprit he was tc have neither knew. *If
tbou see me . . . it shall be so”—Doubtless
this condition was suggested to Elijah by
the spirit of God.

11, *“Went on”—Amid the gathering
gloom. ¢‘Parted them both asunder”--
The flam’'ng horses flashed between them.
**Into Heaven”—*'Elijah entercd iLis heav-
en without tasting death, or at least by a
marvelous transformation.”—Terry.

HOME READINGS.

M.—Eli{ah translated—3 Kings 2, 1-11.
T.—Enoch’s translation.—Gen. 5, 18-24,
W.—By faith.—Heb. {1, 1-6, Th.—Watch-
ing and waiting.—Luke 12, 35-40, F.—
Ready to depart.—2 Tim. 4. 1-8. S.—
‘*Abundant entrance.”—3 Pet. 1, 10-13.
S.—Out of great tribulation.—Rev. 7, 9-17.

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS,

‘Wherein does this lesson suggest: 1, That
all natural and spiritual forces are servants
of God? 2, That men do not often blunder
by bolding their peace? 3, That he
who goes where God sends is not in danger?

4, That God's providence leuds us one step
at a time? 5, That the reward of heaven
fully compensates for all earthly trials?
6, That God turns all stumbling blocks into
stepping-stones for his children? 7, That
the tenderest earthly ties must be severed?

DOCTRINAL 8GGGESTION.
The heavenly state.

SNOoTE.—The student should open his
Bible and read the scripture apportioned
for the lesacn, when the above will be
found helpful to a proper understanding of
the same.
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An electric tricycle has been built at:

Englewood, I, which will sttain a

speed of 20 miles an hour on an ordinary
road,

: S .
e X ocand o 2 %

. proprietors of the Bijou theatre for having

Tbhe Cooks United Association No. 1, of
Washington, D. C., guve & grand levee and
-upger at Grand Army Hall last week.
Dapcing was the principal amusement but
toe supper played no m-an part ss the
mansagers had brought 10 ils preparation a
combination of ekill not easily excelled.

C. H. Bell of Pittsburg has Lrought suit
against R. M. Gulick and Company pro.

been refused & seat in tbe theatre. The
defendants claim that Bell {a a bad map
and it was his dark character fnstend of the
color of his skin which caused the refusal,

SPORTING NOTES.

J. W. Jobnson of lodianaro'is chal
lenges any one in the state of Indisna 1o
run 209 yards over eight hurales and walk
the same person ten miles for a purse and
gate receipts. He bars Hammon,

Ed Marshall who for sometima has been
regarded as a flstic phecomepon by his
friends of Jersey City, was knocked out
l1st week at the Oakland rick by Alexan
der Stocks of 8taten Island. fs friends
are gore « ver his defeat as they have re
garded bim as a 8econd Peter Jackson.

Jim Corbetis’ father has at last consent
ed to allow his son to fight Jackson. The
crn'est takes place May 8:st at the Califor-
ria Athletic club,

- MEURRAY 'WATSOI‘!'
Furaiture & Prano Noving
Storvge &

" g

TELEPHONE 1573 2 R.
Office 200 12th St
JOHNP.HENSIEN

W holes.le ard Retail Dealer in

STOVES AND
IHNIARDWARE.

N * Manu'acturer of
Tin, C~pper and Eheet Iron Ware,
132 and 134 Antoine 8t., Cor. Fort,
Detroit, - Mich.

CHARLES LATCHSON, Jr.,
Watchmaker
- & Jeweler.
Wétch & Jewelry Repairing
216 Groghan Street,

Cor. Rivard. +

NAUVAN'S
Kidney Specific.

NEVER fa'ls to cure and
gives universal satisfaction
in all Kidney and Bladder
troubles. It seems to cure
by eliminating all canuses of
the disease, prowminent
among which are Renal Cal
culiand stonein the bladder
both ot which it dissolves
and brings away ‘

PRICE $30. and $1.00.

¥For Sale By

Grunow and Patterson,
. DRUGGISTS, _- . - }

Coruer Randoloh i Gralit Streets,

FLINN & DURFEE'S

ICE CREAM

One Quart 30¢ Two Quarts 50c One
Loilar per Gallon Uelivered.

SPECIAL RATEsS to « hrches, Bocie.ies and
Boardiog Boures.

MICHIGAN AVENUE,
TELEPHONE 237.

204

JOHK BREITMEYER & SONS. |

Florists & Rose Growers,
Popular Flowers in their Season.

Choice Collection of Tropical Plants on
o oeihate s Eahibitien, —
Cor. Gratiot and Miami Avenues
DETROIT -« = -« MICH.
DO YOU SMOKE?
—1If £0 Go To—
HEADQUARTERS FOR SMOKER'S ARTICLES.

John P. Lieberman,

W holesale Tobacconist,

84 Gratiot Ave., Near Randolph Street. ]
Pipe Repairing & Rpecialty.

ALWAYS SMOKE

b

THEY LEAD.

C. P. COLLINS & CO,,
14 & 16 MICHIGAN AVENUE,
MAKUPACIUXERS.
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Of a new Season’s beautiful goods may be viewed in

our South Window and interviewed at our

Goods Department today.

Wash

-
e

NEW FRENCH AND ZEPUYR GINGIAMS -

In all their Glory are holding hizh Carinival.

Larze

Plaids, Small Checks, Lace Stripes, Plain, Figured
and Fancy, the greatest novelty being the ever popular
small even check withalarge .. .. ... ... .

POLIKA DOT

Introduced at irregular intervals, adding a fpiquancy to
the whole that is very charming.

And the Colors!

Necver before have we shown such soft,
of prevailing colors in these goods.

beautiful tints
Wood browns,

shades of rose blue, gray-green and pink, hob nob with
each other, or are combine.l in perfect harmony.

ENGLISH AND AMERICAN

PERCALES,

SCOTCH AND DOMESTIC GINGHAMS

Just opened, new patterns,

durable qualities,

Berealler our Slore will bo Closol Salardags af 6 U'cock P. ML °

Taylor, Woolfenden & Co.

.

- SCIENTIFIC DEATISTRY.
- TEETH
Natural and Artificial.

A perfect and natural Set of Molars for

30.00 AND UPWARD.

Gold Filling $1.

Painless Extraction of Teeth.

Dr: NeCullongh's “Odonuder”  Dental Parl,

1785 Griswold St. Over Inglis’s Drug Store.

Peninsular Savings Ban

Griswold Street. -

Capital, =

ST E8950,000.

Four per cent Interest paid on Savings Deposits.

Accounts solicited and every accommodation extended consistent with safe

banking.

- JOSEPH B. MOORE, Cashier.

BN TP T DA

# CENT

. of month.

R

. W.W.FERGUSON, ‘"
AT, EESTATHE

-

AND GENERAL INSURANCE,

101 GRISWOLD S8TREET, Rom 1,

Second Floor, DETROIT, MICH

Telephone 2209. Resideunce, 225 Alfred Street,

B
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Loau Negoﬁstad. Houses Rented ard RentCollecied.
A LARGE LIST OF HOUSES AND LOTS FOR SALE.

. GO TO

(. R RICHARD3ON & CO'S

GREAT INVENTORY

SHOE SALE.

41 and 43 MONROE AVE.

Wanted Farmers to raise Chicory for De
troit Chicory Co.
Will Pay From Seventy to
One Hundred Dollars.
an acre if properly cared for

w»-SEED FURNISHED FREE.

We will pine dollars per ton for the
roois, Adg‘re’u or call on HENRYJ

NAUMANN, Sec. and Treas., 15 aad 17
Miami Ave, :

160 Randolph St., Detroit.

rFOR SALE BY
T RMOULAL 132108,

255 Woodward Avenue,
DETROIT, ) .

i
P S e it

V. Giest. Charles Giest.

V. Giest & Son

Undertakeps <=
Practical Embalmers.

st Monroe Ave., Detroit.
Eatablished in 188%.

TELEPHONE 637.

MICH.

Property Bcught, Sold and Exchanged

#

s

i
k. :
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THE DIME SAVINGS BANK

Opern Every E venzhg" -
Pays 4 per cent. on all Savings |

Deposits. Money deposited before
the 6th will draw Interest from st

b g
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Subscription, $1.50 per year, including Monthly

PLAINDEALER,

DETROIT, MICH., February,

1891. :

Novel Supplement.

- NMARRIAGEATSEL

By W. CLARK RUSSELL.

1

My dandy-rigged yacht, the Spitfire, of twenty-six
tons, lay in Boulogne harbor, hidden in the mid-
night shadow of the wall against which she floated.
It was a breathless night. dark despite the wide
apread of cloudless sky that was brilliant with
8tars. It was hard upon the hour of midnight, and
dow down where we lay we bheard but dimly the
" sounds of such life as was still abroad in the
Boulogne streets.- Ahead of us loomed the shadow
©of a double-funneled steamer. The Capecure pier
made a faint, phantom-like line of gloom as it ran
geaward on our Jeft. with liere and there a lump of
-shadow denoting some collier fast to the skeleton
timbers. We were waiting for the hour of midnight
to strike, and our ears were strained.

** What nolse is that?" I exclaimed. :

*Tie dip of sweeps, sir,” answered my captain,
Aaron Caudel; “some smack a-coming along—ay,
thereshe i8.”  And he shadowily pointed to a dark,
dquare heap betwixt the piers, softly approaching
tou the impulse of her long oars.

*How i3 yoar pluck now, Caudel?” said I, ina
low voice, sending a glance up at the dark edge of
the harbor wall above us, where stood the motion-
less figure of a doxanier,

* Right for the job, sir—right as your honor could
desire it. There's but one consideration which
ain’t like a feeling of sartinty; and that, I must
$ay, consarns the dawg.”

**Smother the dog! But you are right. We must
leave oar boots in the ditch.”

** Ain't there plenty of grass, sir?' said he.

*1 hope so; but a fathom of gravel will so crunch
wamler such livofs ag yours that the very dead buried
beneath might turn in their coMns, let alone a live
dog, wide awake f{rom the ¢nd of his cold snout
‘to the tip of his tail. Does the ladder chafe you ?”

**No, sir. Makes me feel a bit asthmatic-like,
and if them duniers geta sight of me they'll reckon
I've visited the Continent to make a show of my-
Self,” he exclaimed, with a low, deep sea laugh,
while he spread his hands upon his breast, around
which, under cover of a large, loose, long pea coat,
he had coiled a length of rope ladder with two iron
1100ks at one end of it, which made alump on
£ither shoulder-blade. There was no other way,
however, of carrying the ladder ashore. In the
hand 1t would instantly have challenged attention,
and a bag would have been equally an object of
curiosity to the two or three customn house phan-
loms flitting about in triangular-shaped trousers
and shako-like head-gear.

** There goes midnight, sir !” ¢ried Candel

As 1 listened to the cliimes a sudden fit of excite-
ment set me trembling,

**Are ye there, Job?"” called my captain.

‘*Ay, 8ir,” respoanded a vuice from the bows of
the yacht,

“Jim?

‘* Here, sir,”” answered a second voice out of the
darkness forward. ‘

* Dick

* Here, sir.”

* Bobby

** Here, sir,” in the squeaky notes of a boy.

** Lay, aft, all you ship’s company, and don't
make no noise,” growled Jaudel.

_ Llocked up; the figure of the douanier had van-
ished. The three men and the boy camme sneaking
out of the yacht’s head.

*Now, what ye've got to do,” said Caudel, **is
to kKeep awake. You’'ll see all ready for hoisting
and gitting away the hinstant Mr. Barclay and me
arrives aboard. You onderstand that?"

*“1t’s good English, cap'n,” said one of the sailors.

* No skylarking. You're a-listening, Bobby "

‘“ Ay, sir.”

“You’ll just go quietly to work and see all clear,
and then tarn to and loaf about in the shadow.,
Now, Mr. Barclay, sir, if you're ready | am."

‘* Have you the little bull’s-eye in your pocket ?”
sald I. e felt, and answered yes.

‘“Matches

*“Two boxes.”

‘‘Stop a minate,” said I. and I descended into
the cabin to read my darling’s letter for the last
time, that I might make sure of all the details of
our romantic plot ere embarking on as hare-
brained an adventure as was ever attempted by a
dover and his sweetheart,

The cabin lamp burned brightly. I see the little
interior now, and myself standing upright under
the skylight which found me rooni for iny stature, for
I wassix feet high. The night shadow came black
against the glass, and made a mirror of each pane.
My heart was beating fast, and my hands trembled
as 1 held my sweetheart's letter to the light.

The handwriting was girlish; how could it be
otherwise, seeing that the sweet writer was not yet
eighteen? The letter consisted of four sheets, and
on one of them was very cleverly drawn, in pena
and ink, a tall, long, narrow, old-fashioned chateau,
with some shrubbery in front of it, a short length
of wall, then a tall hedge with an arrow pointing
at it, under which was writren * Here is the hole.”
Under another arrow, indicating a big, square door
to the right of the house, where a second short
length of wall was sketciled in, were written the
words, ‘‘ Iere is the dog.’’ Other arrows—quite a
fight of them, indeed, causing the sketch to resem-
ble a weather chart—pointed to windows, doors, a
little balcony, and so forth, and against them were
written, * Ma’m'selle’s rooin,” ** The German gov-
erness’s room,” ‘ Four girls sleep here'—with
other hints of a like kind. [ put the letter in my
pocket and went on deck.

**Where are you, Caudel ?”

‘ Here, sir,”’ cried a shadow in the starboard
gangway.

‘“Let us start,” said I; * there is half an hour's
walk before us; and, though the agreed time is one,
there is a great deal to be done when we arrive.”

* I've been thinking, Mr. Barclay.” he exclaimed,
** that the young iady’ll never be able to get aboard
this yacht by that there up and down ladder,”
meaning the perpendicular steps affixed to the har-
bor wall. .

**No,” cried I. neediessly startled by an insig-
nificant oversight on the threshold of the project.

“The boat,"’ he continued, ‘‘had better be in
waiting at them stairs, just past the smack astarn
of us there.”

‘** Give the necessary orders,” said 1.7

He did so swiftly, bidding two of the men to be
at the stairs at one o'clock, the others to have the
port gangway unshipped to enable us to step
aboard in a moment.along with sails loosed and gear
all seen to, ready for a prompt start. We then as-
cended the ladder and gained the top of the quay,

We said litile until we cleared the Rue de 1'Ecu,
and were marching up the broad Grande Rue, with
the church of St. Nicholas soaring into a dusky
mass out of the market-place, and the few lights of
the wide main street rising in fitful twinklings to
the shadow of the rampart walls. A moun!ed gen-
darme passed; the stroke of his horse’s hoofs
sounded hollow in the broad thoroughfare and
accentuated the deserted appearance of the street.

‘I shan’t be sorry when we're there,”” said Cau-
del. ** This here ladder makes my coat feel a terri-
ble tight fit. 1 supposc it'll be the first job of the
sort ye was ever engaged in, sir?”?

*“The first,’? said I, ** and the last too, believe me.
It is nervous work. 1 would rather have to deal
with an armed burglar than with an elopement. 1
wish the business was ended and we were heading
for Penzance.”

“ And I'don't suppose the young lady feels extra
comfortable, either,” he exclaimed. ** Letme see:
I've got to be right in my latitude and longitude,
or we shall be finding ourselves ashore. It's for us
to make the signal, ain'i it, sir?”

* Yes, " said 1, puffing. for the road was steep and
we were walking rapidly.  * First of all you'll have
to prepare the lauder. You haven’t forgotten the
ruugs, I hope ?’ referring to three brass pieces to
kecp the ropes extended, contrivances which had
been made to my order, resembling stair rods with
forks and an arrangement of screws by which they
could be disconnected into pieces convenient for
the pocket.

‘*“ They’re here, sir,’’ he said, slapping his breast.

* Well, we prozeed thus. The bull's-eye inust be
cautiously liglited and darkened. We have then to
steal noiselessly to abreast of the window on the
leit of the house and flash the lautern. This will be
answered by the young lady striking a match at the
window.”

* Won’t the scraping of the lacifer be heard ?” in-
quired Caudel.

** No. Miss Bellassys writes to me that no one
sleeps within several corridors of that room "

‘*Well, and then 1 think ye said. sir,” observed
Caudel, *‘that the young lady’ll slip outl on to the
balcony and lower away a small length of line to
which this here ladder,” he said, giving his breast
a thump, * is to be bent on. she hauling of it up.”

‘*Quite right,” said I. **You must help her to
descend, while 1 hold the ladder taut at the foot of
it. No fear of the ropes breaking. I hope ¥’

*“ Lord love ‘ee,” he cried, heartily, * it's a brand
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new ratlin-stuff, strong enough to hoist the maine
mast out of a first-rate.”

By this time we had gained the top of the Grande
Rue. Before us stretched an open space with dark
lines of trees; at lony intervals the gleam of an oil
lamp dotted that space of gloom; on our right lay
the dusky mass of the rampart walls, the yawning
gateway dully {lluminated by the trembling flame
of a lantern.

* Whicli’ll be the road, sir®” broke in Caudel’s
tempestuous voice,

I had explored the district that afternoon, had
observed all that was necessary, and discovered
that the safest if not the surest way to the Rue de
Marquetra, where my sweetheart, Grace Belassys,
was at school, lay through the Haute Ville, or Up-
per Town, as the English called it. The streets were
utterly deserted. It waslike pacing the streets of a
town that had been sacked, in which nothing livcd
to deliver 80 much as a groan; and the fancy was
not a little improved by our emergence into what
resembled a tract of country through a gateway
similar to that by which we had eutered, over
which there faintly glimmered out to the sheen of
a near lamp the figure of Our Lady of Boulogne
erect in some carving of a boat,

The Rue de Marquetra was—is, 1 may say; I pre-
sume it still exists—a long narrow lane leading to
a pretty valley. Something moré than half way up
it, on the left-hand side, runs a tall convent wall,
the shadow of which, dominated as the heights
were by trees, on such a motionless midnight as
this, plunged the roadway into deepest gloom.

Directly opposite the convent wall stood the old
chateau, darkened and thickened in front by a pro-
fusion of shrubbery, with a short length of wall, as
I have already said, at hoth extremities of it. The
grounds helonging to the house, as they rose with
the hill, were divided from the lane by a thick
hedge, whicli terminated at a distance of some (wo
hundred feet.

We came to a stand and listened, staring our
hardest with all’ our eyes. The house was in black-
ness; the line of the roof ran in a clear sweep ofink
against the stars, and not the faintest sound came
from itor its grounds, save the delicate tinkling
murmur of a fountain piaying somewhere in the
shruhbery in front. )

* Where'll be the dawg ! exclaimed Caudel, in a
hoarse whisper.

**Behind the wall there,” I answered—** yonder
where the great square door is. Hark! Did not
that sound like the rattle of achain?”’

We listened; then said I: ** Let us make for the
hole in the hedge. 1 have its bearings. It directly
fronts the third angle of that convent wall."”

We crept soundlessly past the house, treading the
verdare that lay in dark streaks upon the glimmer-
ing ground of this little frequented lane. The
clock of the convent opposite struck half past
twelve. .

“QOne bell, sir,” said Caudel. ‘‘It's about time
we tarped to, and no mistake. Lord. how I'm a-
perspiring ! yet it ben’t so hot, neither. Which
side of the house do the lady descend from

*“From this side,” I answered. )

*wWell clear of the dawg, anyhow,” said he, ‘‘and
that’s a good job.” .

« Here’s the hole.” I cried, with my voice shrill
beyond recoguition of my own hearing through the
nervous excitement 1 lJabored under.

The hole was a neglected gap in the hedge, arent
originally made probably by donkey-boys, several
of whose cattle I had remarked that afternoon
browsing along the ditch and bankside. We
squeezed through, and found ourselves in a sort of
kitchen garden, as 1 might imagine from the aspect
of the shadowy vegetation; 1t seemed to run clear
to the very walls of the house on this side in dwarf
bushes and low ridged growths. .

‘““Here'il be a path, 1 hope,” growled Can‘del.
“What am I a-treading on? Cabbages? They
crackle worse nor gravel, Mr. Barclay.” ,

“Clear yourself of the rope ladder, and then I 1
smother you in your pea coat while you light the
lamp,” said I.  * Let us keep well in the shadow of
the hedge. Who knows what eyes may be star

zing yonder?”
gaTlleghyédge flang a useful dye upon the blackness
of the night, and our figures against it, though they
should have been viewed close to, must have been
indistinguishable.  With a seaman’s alacrily,
Caudel slipped off his immense coat, andiun a few
moments had unwound the length of ladder from
his body. He wore a colored flannel shirt: I had
dreaded to find him figuring in white calico. He
dropped the ladder to the ground, and the iron
hooks clanked as they fell together. 1 hissed & 8ea
blessing at him through my teeth.

“ Have you no wick in those tallow candle finge
of yours? Hush! Stand motioniess.” :
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As | speke, the dog n to bark. That it was
the dog belonging to the liouse I conld not swear.
The scund, nevertheless, proceeded from the di-
rection of rhe yard in which my sweetheart had told
me the dog was chained. The dGeep and melan-
chely note was like that of a Bloodhound giving
tongue. It was reverberated by the convent wall,
and seemed to penetrate to the furthest distance,
awaking the very echoes of the sleepingriver Liane,
and it illed the breathless pause that had fallen
upon us with a tormeni of inquietude and expecta-
tion. After a few minutes the creature ceased,

*He’ll be a whopper, sir. Big as a pony, sir, if
his voice don’t belie him,” said Caudel, fetching a
deep breath, * [ was once bit by a dawg—" He

.was about to spin a yarn.

“For tleaven’s sake, now, bear a hand, and get
your bull's-eye alight,” I angrily whispered, at the
same nioment snatching up his coat an.d 8o holding
it as etfestually to screen his figure {rom ilhe hause.

Feeling over the coat, he pulled out the little
buli’s-eye lamp and a box of matches, and catching
with oceanic dvxterity the flame of the lucifer in the
hoilow of Lis hands, he kindied the wick, and I im-
mediately closed the lantern with its rlass eclipsed.
This done, I directed my eyes at the black smears
of growths—four thus they showed-—lyving round
about us in search of a path; but aspparently we
were on riie margin of some wide tract of vege-
tables through which we should have to thrust to
reach the stretch of sward that, according to the
descripiion in my pocket, lay immediately ander
the balcony from which my swectheart was to
desceundl.

*“Pick up that ladder—by the hooks; see they
don't clank; crouchlow; make a bush of yourself
as I do, und come along,” said L.

Foot by foot we groped our way toward the tall,
thin shadow of the heuse through the cabbages—to
give the vegetation a name—and presently arrived
at the edge of the sward; and now we had to wait
uuntii the clock struack one. Fortunately there were
some hushes here, but none that rose higher than
our girths, and this obliged ws to maintain a pos-
ture of stooping which in a short time began to teil
upon Caudel’s rheumatic knees, as I knew by his
snutlling and his uneasy movements, though the
heart of oak suffered in silence.

This side of the house lay so black against the
fine, clear, starry dusk of the sky that 1t was i pos-
sible to see the outlines of the windows init. I
could manage, however, to trace faintly the line of
the balcony. My heart beat fast as [ thought that
even now my darling might be standing at the
window peering through it, waiting for the signal
flash. Caudel was thinking of her too.

*The young lady, begging of your pardon, sir,
must be a gal of uncemmon spirit, Mr. Barclay.”

** She loves me, Caudel, and love is tlie most ani-
mating of spirits, my friend.”

“ldorn't doubt it, 8sir. What room'll it be that
she’s to come out of?"

‘' The dining-room—a big, deserted apartment
‘where the girls take their meals.”

*'Tain’t her bedroom, then ?"

**No. She is to steal dressed from her bedroom
to the salle-a-manger—"

** The Sally what, sir?”

‘* No matter, no matter,’”” I answered.

1 pulied out my watch, but tnere was no power
In the starlight to reveal the dial-plate. All con-
tinued still as the tonb, saving at fitful intervals a
10w note of silken rustiing, that stole upon the ear
with some tender, dream-like gushing of night air,
as though the atinosphere had been stirred by the
sweep of a large, near, invisible pinion.

*This here posture ain't so agreeable as danc-
ing,"’ hoarsely rumbled Caudel, * Could almost
wish myseif 4 dwarl. That there word beginning
with a Sally—»

** Not so loud, man; not 8o loud."”

‘*It's oncommon queer,” he persisted, * to feel
one’s self iu a country where one’s language ain't
spoke. The werry soil don’t seem natural. As ‘o
the language irsell, burst me 1f I can onderstand
how a man masters it. 1 was once trying to teach
a Irish sailor how to dance a quadrille, *Now,
Murply,’ says I to him, * you onderstand you're iny
wis-a-wee.’ ‘What’s Jat you call me? he cried
out; ‘you‘re anoder, and a damn scoundrel be-
soides ' Half the words in this here tongue sound
like cussing of a man. And to think of a dining-
room being called a Sally—"?

The convent clock struck one.

‘*“Now,” sai t I, '*stand by.”

I held up the lamp, and 8o turned the darkened
part a8 to produce two flashes. A moment after, &
tiny fla:mne showed and vanished above the balcony.

**My brave darling i [ exclaimed. * Have you

- the iadder in your hand?”

Ay, 8ir.”?

‘ Mind those confounded hooks don’t clink.”

We stepped across the sward and stood under the
balcony.

** Grace, my darling, is that you?’ I called, in a
low voice.

‘*Yes, Herbert. Obh, please be quick.
fancying [ hear footsteps.
beating for fright.”

*But, despite the tremble in her sweet voice. my
ear seemed to find strength of purpose enough in
it to satiafy me that there would be no failure from
want of courage on her part. I coald just discern
the outline of ber figure as she leaned over the bal-
cony, and see the white of her face vague as a
fancy.

. l{y darling, lower the line to pull the ladder up

I am
My heart is scarcely

with, Very softly, my pet; there are iron heoks
which make a noise.”

In a few moments she called, *‘ I have lowered
the line.” '

I felt ahout with my hand and grasped the end of
it—a piece of twine, but strong enough to support
the ladder. The deep bloodhounri-like baying of the
dog recoinmenced, and at the sane timc 1 heard
the sonnd of footsteps in the lane.

» Hist ! Nota stir—not a whisper,” I breathed out.

It was the staggering step of a Grunken man. He
broke maudiinly into a song when immediately
abreast of us, ceased his noise suddenly, and
halted. This was a little passage of agony, [ can
assure you. The dog continued to utter its suilen,
deep-throated bark in single strokes like the beat of
a bell. Presently there was a sound as of the
scrambling and scrunching of feet, followed by the
noise of a lurching tread; the man fell to drunken-
ly singing to himself again, and so passed away up
the lane.

Caudel fastened the end of the twine to the lad-
der, and then grunted out, ** All ready for hoisting.*’

* Grace, my sweet,”’ I whispered, **do you hear
me ?”?

* Distinctly, dearest; but T am so frightened "

**Pall up this ladder softly, and hook the irons
¢n to the rim of the balcony.”

** Blast that dawg |’ growled Caudel,
if I don’t think he smells us "

* It is hooked, Herbert.”

* All right. Caudel, swing off your end of it—
test it, and then aloft with you, for mercy’'s sake !”

The three metal rings held the ropes bravely
stretched apart. The seaman sprung, and the lad-
der held as though it had been the shrouds ofa
man-of-war.

**Now, Caudel, you are a seaman; you must do
the rest,!’ said I,

He had removed his boots, and, mounting with
cat-like agility, gained the balcony;then taking my
sweetheart in lis arms, he lifted her over the rail
and jowered her with his powerful arms until her
little feet were half way down the ladder. She ut-
tered one or two faint exclamations, but was hap-
pily too frightened to cry out.

**Now, Mr. Barclay,” hoarsely whispered Caudel,
‘* you kitch hold of her, sir.”

[ grasped the ladder with one hand and passed my
arm round her waist; my stature made the feat an
easy one; thus holding her to me, I sprung back,
then for an instant strained her to my heart with a
whisper of joy, gratitude and encouragement.

*You are as brave as you are true and sweet,
Grace.”

**Qh, Herbert,”” she panted. *I can think of
nothing. 1 am very wicked, and feel horribly
frightened.”

** Mr, Barclay,” softly called Caudel from the bal-
cony, ‘ what’s to be done with this hereladder ?’*

* Let it be, let it be,”” [answered. ‘' Beara hand,
Caudel, and come down.”

He was along side of us ina trice, pulling on his
boots. I held my darling's hand, and the three of
us made for the hole in the hedge with all possible
speed. But the cabbages were very much in the
way of Grace’s dress, and 80 urgent was the need
of haste that I believe in my fashion of helping her
I carried her one way or another more than half
the distance across that wide tract of Kitchen-
garden stutf

The dog continued to bark. I asked Grace if the
brate belonged to the house, and she answered yes.
There seemed little doubt from the persistency of
the creature’s deep delivery thatit scented mischief
going forward, despite its kennel standing some
considerable distance away on the other side of the
house. [ glanced back as Caudel was squeezing
through the hole—I had told hiin to go first, to
tnake sare that all was right with the aperture and
to receive and help my sweetheart across the ditch
—I glanced back, I say, in this brief pause; but the
building showed as an impenetrable: shadow
against the winking brilliance of the sky hovering
over and past it, rich with radiance in places of
meteoric dust; no light gleamed; the night hush,
deep as death, was upon the chateau.

ln & few moment my captain and I had carefully
handed Grace through the hole and got her safe in
the lane, and off we started, keeping well in the
deep gloom cast by the convent wall, walking swift-
ly, yet noiselessly, and scarcely fetching our breath
till we were clear of the lane, with the broad, glim-
{n;etring St. Omer road running in a rise upon our
eft.

‘* Damned

IL

By the aid of the three or four lamp-posts we hal
passed I managed very early to get a view of iny
sweetheart. and found that she had warmly robed
herself in a fur-trimmed jacket, and that her hat
was a sort of turban, as though chosen from her
wardrobe with a view to her passage through the
hole in the iedge. I had her hand under my arm,
and pressed and caressed it as we walked. Caudel,
taking the earth with sailorly strisles, bowled and
roiled along at her right, Keeping between us. [
spuke to her in hasty sentences, forever praising
lier for her courage and thanking her for her love,
and trying to heartem her; for now that the first
desperate step had been taken, now that the wild
risks of escape were endeil, the spirit that support-
ed her had failed; she could scarcely answer me;
at moments she would direct 1ooks over her shoul-
der; the mere figure of a tree would cause her to
tighten her hold of my arm. -

1 feel 80 wicked ! 1 fecl that I ought to return !

Oh, how frightened I am! how late it is! What
will ma‘m’selle think? How the girls will talk in
the moruiog 1

I could coux no more than this sort of exclama-
tion from her.

As we passed through the gate in the rampart
walls and entered the Haute Ville, my captain broke
the slience he had kept since we quitted the lane,

** How little do the folks who’s a-sleeping in them
houses know, Mr. Barclay. of what’s a-passing un-
der their noses ! There ain’t no sort of innocence
like gleep.”

He said this and yawned with a noise that resem-
bled a shout.

*This is Captain Caudel, Grace." said I, ‘“‘the
master of the Spitfire. His services tc¢-night I shall
never forget.” ,

*1am too frightened to thank you, Captain Cau-
del,” she exclaimesd?, *1 will thank you when I
am calm., But shall I ever be calm? And ought I
to thank you tnen

* Have no fear, miss. This here oneasiness'll
soon pass. [ know the yarn; his honor spun it to
me. What’s been done, und what's yet to do, is

right and proper; if it worn't—" his puuse was

more fignificant than had he proceeded,

Unti! we reached the harbor we did not encounter
a llving creature. I coulil never have imagined of
the old town of Boulogne that its streets, late even
as the hour was, woulid be 80 utterly deserted as we
found them. I was satisfled with my judgmnent in
not having ordered a carriage. The rattling of the
wheels of a vehicle amid the vault-like stillness of
those thoroughfares would have been heart-st bdu-
ing to my mood of passionately nervous anxiety to
get on board and away. I should have figured
windows flung opz2n and night-capped heads pro-
Jected, and heard in imagination the clanking sa-
ber of & gendarme trotting in our wake.

I did not breathe freely till the harbor lay before
us. Caudel said, as we crossed to where the fight
of steps fell to the water's edge:

**I believe there's a little air of wind moving.’”

1 feel it,”” I answered. ** What's its quartex "

‘* Seems to me off the 1and,” said e,

‘‘There is a man !" cried Grace, arresting me hy
4 drag at my arm.

A figure stood at the head of the steps, and 1 be-
lieved it one of our men, untila few sirides hrought
us near enough to witness the gleam.of a uniform
showing by the pule lighit of a lamp at a short dis-
tance from him. :

** A douandier,” said I. *“Notinng to be afraid of,
my pet.”

* But if he should stop us, Herbert?” cried she,
halting.

‘*Sooner than that should happen.” rumtled Cau-
del, **1°d chuck himn overboard. But why should
he s%op us, miss? We ain’t smugglers.”

*1 would rather throw myself into the water than
be taken hack,” exclaimed my sweetheart.

I gently induced her to walk, while my captain,
advancing to the edge of the quay and louking
down, sung out: S

**Below there! Are ye awake®! =~ 7

* Ay, wide awake,”’ was the answer, floating up
in hearty English accents from the cold, dark sur-
face ou which the boat lay.

The douanier drew back a few steps; it was im-
possible to see his face. but his steadfast suspicious
regard was to be imagined. I have no doubt he un-
derstood exactly what was happening. He asked
us the name of our vessel, I answercd, tn French,
* The small yach: Spitfire, lying astern of the Folke-
stoue steamer.”’ Nothing more passed, and we de-
scended the steps,

1 felt Grace shiver as 1 handed her into the boat.
The oars dipped, st:iking a dim cloud of phosphor
into the eddies they made; and a few strokes of the
blade carried us to the low side-of the little Spitfire.
I sprung on to the deck, and lifting my darling
through the gangway, called to- Caudel to make
haste to get the boat in and start, for the breeze
that had before heen littie more than a fancy to us
I couid now hear as it brushed the surface of the
harbor wall, making the reflection in the larger
stars in the water alongside twinkle and widen
out, and putting a perfume of fresh sea-weed into
the atmosphere, though the draught, such as it
was, came [rom a malodorous quarter.

1 led Grace to the lii<le companion-hatch, and to-
gether we entered the cabin. The lamp burned
brightly, the skylight lay open. and the interior wus
cool and sweet with several pots of flowers which
I had sent aboard in the afternoon. It was but a
little box of a place, af you will suppose of a dandy
craft of twenty-six tons; but I had not spared my
purse in decorating it, and I believe no prettier in-
terior of the kind in a vessel of the size of the Spit-
fire was in those times afloat. There were two
sleeping-rooms, one forward and one aft. The
after-cabin was littie better than a hole, and this I
occupied. The berth forward, on the other hand,
was as roomy as the dimensions of the littie ship
wonld allow, and [ had taken care that it lacked
nothing to make it a pleasant—1 may say elegant
—sea bedroom. It was to be Grace’s vntil 1 got her
ashore; and this I counted upon managing in about
four days from the date of this night about which §
am writing.

She stood at the table, looking about her, breath-
ing fast, her eyes large with alarm, excitement, &
know not what other sensations and emotiors, I
wish | knew how to praise her, how to deseribe
her. ‘“Sweet' is the best word to express her girl-
ish beauty. Though she was thiree months short of
eighteen years of age, she might readily have passed
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for twenty-one, so womanly was her figure, as
though indeed she was troplc-bred and had heen
reared under suns which quickly ripen a maiden’s
beauty. But to say more would be to say what?
The liquid brown of her large and glowing eyes,
the dark and delicate bronze of her rich abundant
hair, the suggestion of a pout in the turn of her lip
that gave an incomparable air of archness 10 her
expression when her countenance was in repose—
to enumerate these things, to deliver a catalogue of
her gra-es in the most feiicitous language that love
and the memory of love could dictate, 18 yet to
leave all that I could wish to say unsaid.

* At last, Grace |”” I exclaimed, lifting her hand
to my lips. ‘ How is with you now, my pet?”

She seated herself and hid her face in her hands
upon the table, saying, **I don’t know how I feel,
Herbert. [ know how I onght to feel.”

**Wait a little. Yon will regain your courage.
You will find nothing wrong in all this presently.
It was bound to happen. There was not the least
occasion for this business of rope-ladders and mid-
night sailings. It is Lady Amelia who forces this
elopement upon us.”

““What will she say?’ she breathed through her
fingers, still keeping her face hidden to conceal the
critngon that had flushed her on a sudden and that
was showing to the rim of her collar.

“Do you care? Do Icare? We have forced her
hand; and what can she do? Ifyou were but
twenty-one, Grace!—and yet I don’t know! you
would be three years older—three years of sweet-
ness gone forever | But the old lady will have to
give her consent now, and tiie rest will be for my
cousin Frank to manage. Pray look at me, my
sweet one.”

1 can't. I am ashamed. Itisa most desperate
act. What will ma’m’selle say *—and your sailors ?"’
she murmured from behind her hands.

« My sailors ! Grace, shall I take you back whilst
there is yet time?”
~ She flashed a look at me over her finger-tips.

* Certainly not 1" she exclaimed, with emphasis,
then hid hcr face again.

1 seated myself by her side, but it took me five
minutes to get her to 100k at me, and another five
minutes to ceax & smile from her. In this while
the men were busy about the decks. I heard Cau-
del's growling lungs of leather delivering orders in
8 half-stified hurricane note,but I did not know
that we were under way untilJ put my head through
the companion-hatch and saw the dusky fabrics of
the piers on either side stealing almost insensibly
past us. Now that the wide expanse of sky had
opened over the land, I could witness a dimness as
of the shadowing of clouds in the quarter against
which sfood the block of the cathedral.
hi“ What is the weather to be, Caudel #’ I called to

m

‘ We're going to get a breeze from the south’ard,
gir,” he answered: * nothin’ to harm, I dessay, ifit
don't draw westerly.”

* What is your piau of sailing ?!

* Can’t Qo better, 1 think, sir, than stand over for
the English coast, and so run down, Keeping the
ports convenlently aboard.”

I re-entered the cabin, and found my sweetheart
with Ler elbow on the table and her cheeks resting
in her hands. The blush had scarcely faded from
her face when I Lad quitted her; now she was as
white as a lily.

“Why do you leave me alone, Herbert?’ she
aske:d, turning her dark, liquid eyes upon me with-
out shifting the posture of her head.

“ My dearest, I wish to see our little ship clear of
Boulogne harbor. We shall be getting a pleasant
breeze presently, and it cannot blow too hard to
please né, brisk fair wind should Jand us at our
destination h three days; and then—and then—"’
said I, sitting down and bringing her to me.

i She laid her @hecek on my slioulder, but said noth-
ng.
* Now,” I exclaimed, ‘‘you are, of course, faint
and wretched for want of refreshment. What can I
get you?” and I was about to give her a list of the
wines and eatableg [ had laid in, but she languidly
shook her head as it rested upon my shoulder and
faintly bade me not to speak of refreshments.

« [ should like to lie down,” she said.

‘ You are tired—=worn out,” I exclaimed, not yet
seeing how it was with her. ‘‘ Yonder is your cab-
in; I believe you will find all you want in it. Un-
happily, we have no maid abcard to help you. tut
you will be able to manage, Grace; it ig but for a
day or two; and if you are not perfectly happy and
comfortable, why, we will make for the nearest
Enghsh port and finish the rest of the journey by
rail. But our littie yacht—"’

[ must lie down,”’ she interrupted. ** This dread-
ful motion! Get me a ptllow and a rug; I will lie
on this sofa.”

I ceuld have heaped a hundred injurious names
upon my head for not at once observing that the
darling was suffering. 1 sprung fromn her side,
hastily procured a pillow and rug, removed her
nat, plunged afresh into her cabin for some eau de-
Cologne, and went to work to hathe her brow and
to minister to her in other ways. To be amflicted

ith nausea in tlie most romantic passage of one’s
ife ] 1 had never thought of ingniring whether or
not she was a ‘‘ good sailor.,” as it is called, deing
much too sentimental, far too much in love, to he
visited by misgivings or conjectures in a Jdirection
80 horribiy prosaic as this.

It was some time after three o’clock in the morn-
ing when Grace fell asieep. Thie heave of the vessel
had entirely conquered emotion. She had had no

smile for me; the handkerchiefshe had held to her
mouth had kept her lips sealed; but her eyes were
never more beautiful than now, with their languish-
ing expression of sutfering, and I could not remove
my gaze from her face, so exceedingly sweet did
she look ag she lay with the rich bronze of her hair
glittering, as though gold-dusted, to the lamp-light,
and her brow showing with an ivory gleam through
the tresses which shadowed it in charming disorder.

She fell asleep at last, breathing quietly, and I
cannot tell how it comforted me to find her able to
gleep, for now I might hope it would not take many
hours of rest to qualify her as asailor. In all this
time that I had beeun below refreshing her brow and
attending to her, and watching her as a picture ol
which my sight could never grow weary, the breeze
had freshened, and the yacht was heeling to it,
and takingthe wrinkled sides of the swell—that
grew heavier as we widened the ofMing—with the
shearing lissing sweep that one notices in a steam
launch. Grace lay on a lee locKer, and, as the
weather roils of the little Spitfire were small, there
was no fear of my sweetheartslipping off the couch.

And now I must tell you here that ny little dan-
dy yacht the Spitfire was so brave, stanch, and stout
a craft that, though 1 am no lover of the sea in its
angry moods, and especially have no relish forsuch
experiences as one 18 said to encounter, for in-
stance, off Cape Horn, yet, such was my confidence
in her seaworthiness, I should have been quite will-
ing to sail round the world in her had the necessity
for 50 tedious an adventure arisen. She had been
built as a smack, but was found too fast for trawl-
ing, and the owner offered her as a bargain. I pur-
chased and re-equipped her, little dreaming that she
was one day to win me a wife. [ improved her
cabin accommodation, handsomely furnished her
within, and caused her to be sheathed with yellow
netal to the bends and to be embellished with gilt
at the stern and quarters. She had a fine bold
spring or rise of deck forward, with abundance of
beam which warranted her for stability; but her
submerged lines were extraordinarly fine, and I
cannot recollect the name of & pleasure-craft at
that time which I should not have been willing to
chailenge whether for a fifty or'a thousand-mile
race. She was rigged as a dandy—a term that no
reader, I hope, will want me to explain.

I s8tood, cigar in mouth, looking up at her canvas,
and round upon the dark scene of ocean, while, the
lid of the skylight being a little way open, |
was almost within arm’s reach of wmy darling,
whose lightest call would reach my eur or least
movement take my eye. The stars were dim away
over the port quarter, and I could distinguish the
outlines of clouds hanging in dusky vaporous
bodies over the black maas of the coast dotted with
lights where Boulogne lay, with Cape Gris Nez ian-
tern flashing on high from its shoulder of land that
blended in a dye ofink with the gloom of the hori-
zon. There were little runs of froth in the ripple of
the water, with now and again a phosphoric glanc-
ing that instinctively sent the eye to the dimnessin
the west, as though it were sheet-lightning there
which was being reflected. Broad abeam was a
large gloomy collier ‘‘reaching’ in for Boulogne
harbor; she showed a gaunt, ribbed, and heeling
figure, with her yards almost fore and aft, and not a
hint of life aboard her in the foam of light. or noise.

1 felt sleepless—never so broad awake, despite
this business now in hand that had robbed me for
days past of hour after hour of slumber, so that I
may safely say I had scarcely enjoyed six hours of
solid sleep in as inany days. Caudel still grasped
the tiller, and forward was one of the men restlessly
but noiselessly pacing the little forecastle. The
hiss of the froth at tke yacht’s forefoot threw a
shrewd bleakness to the light pouring off the off-
shore wind, and I buttoned up my coatas I turned te
Caudel, though excitement worked much too hotly
in my soul to sutfer me to feel conscious of the cold.

“This breeze will do, Caudel, if it holds,” said I,
approaching him by a stride or two, that my voice
should noi disturb Grace.

“ Ay, sir, it is as pretty a little air as could be
asked for.”

* What hght {8 that away out yonder?”

**The Varne, your honor.”

«* And where are you carrying the lictle ship to?”
said [, Jooking at the illuminated disk of compass-
card that swung in tbhe short brass binnacle under
his nose.

‘“ Ye see the course, Mr. Barclay—west by north.
That'll fetch Beachy Head for us; afterward a small
shift of the hellum’ll put the Channel under our
hows, keeping the British ports as we go along
handy, so that if your honor don't like the look of
the bayrometer, why, there’s always a harbor within
easy sail.”

I was quite wiliing that Caudel should heave the
English land into sight. He had been bred in coast-
ers, and knew his way about by the mere sinell of
the shore, as the sailors say; whereas put him in
the middle of the ocean with nothing but his sex.
tant to depend upon, and 1 do not know that ]
should have felt very sure of him.

He coughed, and seemed to muinble to himself as
he ground upon the piece of tobacco in his cheek,
then said, ** And how's the young lady a-doing, sir?”’

*The motion of the vessel rendered her some-
what uneasy, but she is now sleeping.”

‘“3orry to hear she don’t feel weil, sir,” he ex-
claimed; ** but this here seasickness, I'm toid, soon
passes.”

“ | want her to be well,”” 8aid I. *I wish her to
enioy the run down Channel. We must not go
ashore if we can help 1t, or one special object |

have in my mind will be defeated.”! o

** Shall [ keep the yacht well out, then, gir? No
need to draw in, if 8o be—"!

*No, no; sight the coast, Caudel, and give us a
view of the scenery. And now, while 1 have the
chance, let me thank you heartily for the service

ou have done me to-night. 1 should have been

elpless without you; what other man of my crew
—what other man of any sort, indeed—could I have
depended upon "

** Oh, don’t mention it, Mr. Barclay, 8ir; I begand
entreat that you worn't mention it, &ir,” he replied,
as though affected by my condescension. “ You're
a gentleman, sir, begging your pardon, and that
means 4 man of honor; and when you told me how
things stood, why, putting all dooty on one side, if
80 be a8 there can be such a thing as dooty in jobs
which aren't shipshape and proper, why, 1 says, of
course [ was willing to be of use, Not that I my-
seif have much confidence in these here ‘elope-
ments,’ saving your presence. I've a grown-up
darter myself in sarvice, and if when she gets mar-
ried she dorn’t make a straight course for the meet-
ing-house, why, then I shall have to talk to her as
she’s never yet been talked to. But im this job"—
he swung off from the tiller to expectorate over the
rail—** what the young lady’s been and gone and
done is what I should say to my darter or any other
young woman, tlie sarcumstances Leing the same,
*Go thou and dew likewise,?

* You see, Caudel, there was no hope of gaining
her ladyship's consent.”

*No. sir.”?

‘‘Then consider the cruelty of sending the young
lady to a foreign school for no fairer or kinder reason
than to remove her out of my way.”!"

“I onderstand, sir; and 1'm of opinicn it was
quite time the little game was stopped.”

‘Lady Amelia Roscoe i8 & Roman Catholic, apd
very bigoted. Ever since she first took charge of
Miss Bellassys she has been trylng to convert her,
and by methods, I assure you, by no means uni-
formly kind.”

**S0 you was a-saying, sir.”

It pleased me to be thus candid with this sailor.
Possibly there was in me a little disturbing sense
of the need of justifying myself, though 1 believe
the most acidulated moralist could not have glanced
through the skylight without feeling that I heartily
deserved forgiveness.

‘But supposing, Mr. Barclay, sir,”” continued
Caudel, *thar yow’d ha’ changed your religion and
became a papish, would her ladyship still ha' gone
on objecting to ye !

**Supposing ! Yes, Caudel, she would have gone
on objecting even then. There are family feelings,
family traditions, mixed up in her dislike of me.
You shall have the yarn before we go ashore. It is
right that yoa should know the whole truth. Until
{ make that young lady below my wife, she is as
much under your care as under mine. That was
agreed on hetween us, and that you know.”

“That I do know, and shall remember a8 much
for her sake as for yourn and for mine,’” answered
the honest fellow, with a note of deep feeling in his
voice, * There's only one consideratiom, Mr. Bar-
clay, that worrits me. 1 onderstand you to say, sir,
that your honor has a cousin who's a clergyman
that’s wil.ing to marry ye right away out of hand.””

**We must get the consent of the aunt first.”

* There it ia 1! cried he, smiting tie head of the
tiller with his clinched fist, *‘ Suppose slie dorn’t
conseng?”?

‘“\WWe have taken this step,” said I. softly,
always afraid of disturbing my sweetheart, “ to
force her to consent. D'ye think she can refuse
after she hears of this elopement—this midnight,
rope-ladder business.—and the days we hope to
spend rogether on this little Spitfire?”

* 8till, Mr. Barclay, supposing she do, sir? You'lk
f(‘)rg,i,vg me for saying of it; hut supposing she do,
sir?

**No good 1n supposing, Caudel,’ said I, suppress-
ing a little movement of irritation; ‘ no good im
obstructing one's path by suppositions stuck up like
80 many fences to stop one fromn advancing. Our
first husiness 18 to get to Penzance.”

By his motions, and the uneasy shifting of his pos-
ture, he discovered himself ill at ease, but his re-
spectfulness would not suffer him to persevere with
his inquiries.

“Caudel,"said I, * you may ask me any questions
you please. The more you show yourself really
anxious on behalf of Miss Bellassys, the more [
shall honor yon. Dor't fear. [ shall never inter-
pret your concern for her into a doubt for me. If
Lady Amelia absolutely refuses her sanction, what.
then remaing but to place Miss Bellassys with my
sister and wait till she comes of age?"?

So saying, and now considering that I had sai
enough, [ threw the end of my cigar overboard and
went below.

It was daylight shortly before six, but the gray of
the dawn brightened into sunshine before Grace
awoke. Throughout the hours she had slept with-
out a stir. Frotn time to time I had dozed, chin on
breast, opposite to where she lay. The wind had
freshened, and the yacht was lying well dowa to it,
swarming along, taking buovantly the little sea
that had risen, and filling the breeze that was musi-
cal with the harmonies of the tant rigging with the:
swift noise of secthing water. The square of heav-
ens showing in the sKylight overhead wore a hard,
marbled, windy look. but the peari-colored streaks:
of vapor floated high and motioaless, and I was
yachtsman enough to gather from what I saw that
there was nothing more in all this than a fresh
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“<Channel morning, and a sweep of southerly wind
£hat was driving the Spitfire along ler course at
wsomec eight or nine miles in the hour.

Ag the msty pink flash of the upper limb of the
rrising sun struck the skylight and made a very
prism of the little cabin, with its mirrors and silver
lamp and glass and brass ornamentation, Grace
opened her eyes. She opened them straight upon
ne, and while I might have counted ten she contin-
ued to stare as though slie were in a trance; then
the Llood flooded her pale cheeks, her eyes grew
Dbrilliant with astonishiment, and she 8sat erect,
$Hringing her hands to her temples as though she
struggled to re-collect her wits. dowever, it was
not long before she rallied, though for some few
anontents her face remained empty ofintelligence.

“*\Why, Grace, my darline,” 1 cried, ** do not you
Xnow willere youare "’

* Yes, now [ do,” she answered; ‘‘but I thought
4 had gone mad when 1 first awoke and luoked
rround me.” .

* You have slept sourdly; but then you are a

~<«child,” said L

* wWhereabouts are we, Herbert?”’

“1eannot tell for sure,” 1 answered; ‘“out of
sight i land, any way. But where you are, Grace,
yon ougiit to kuow.”

A few caresses, and then her timid glances began
+0 show like the old tooks in her. 1 asked if the
moventent of the yaclit rendered her uuneasy, and
afler a pause, during which she counsidered with a
A&rave lace, shie answered, no: she felt better, she
tuusttry to stand; and so saying, she siood up on
‘he swaying deck, and smiling, with her tine eyes
tastened upon my face, poised her figure in a float-
ing way fullof a grace lar above dansing, to my
fancy. Her gaze went to a mirror, and [ easily in-
terprete 1 hier thoughts, thougl for my part 1 found
ner beauty improved by er roughened hair,

*There is your cabin.®’ said 1. **The door is be-
%ind those ¢nrtains. ‘Take a peep and teil e if it
pleases you,”

There were flowers in it to sweeten the atmos-
phere, and every mmaginable couvenience taat it
was possible for @ male Limagination to hit upou in
{13 efforts in a direction of this sort.  She praised
the little berth and closed the door with a smlle at
e taat made nie conjecture [ should not hear much
nore from her aboui our impradence, the impro-
priety of our couduact, what ma'n’selle would
Luink, and what the school-girls would say.

Though she was but & child, as 1 would tell her,
I too was but a boy, for the matter of that, and her
smile aud the look shie had given me, and her praise
of the little vertiz I had fi:ted up for her, 1nade me
feel so0 boyishly joyous tihat, l1ke a boy as 1 was,
though abuve six feet tall, 1 fell a-whistling out of
my high spivits, and then Kissed the feathier in her
hat, and her gloves, which lay upou the table,
afterward springing in a couple of bounds on
deck, where 1 stood roaring out for BobLy Allett.

A seaman named Job Crew was at the helm. Two
others, named Jim Fosterand Dick Files, were wash-
ing duwn the decks. 1 asked Crew where Caudel
was, and he rold me he had gone below to shave,
1 bawled again for Bobby Allett, and after a moment
or two he rose through the forecastle hatch. e
was a youth of about fifteen who had been shipped
by Caudel to serve as steward or cabin-boy and to
make himself generally useful besides. As he ap-
nroached I eyed hun with some misgiving, though
1 had found nothing to object to in him before; but
the presence ol wy sweetaeart in the cabin had, 1
suppose, tenpered my taste to a quality of lover-
hike fastidiousness, and this boy Bobby to my mind
Jooked dirty.

“ Do you mean to wait upon me in those clothes?”’
said I,

*Tney're the hest [ have, master,”” he answered,
ataring at we with 3 pair of round eyes out ol a
dingy skin that was certainly not claritied by
the number of freckles and pimples which decora-
ted him.

**You can look smarter than that if you like.”
said I tohim. 1 want breakfast right away otf.
And let Foster drop his bucket and go to work to
voil and cook. But tell Captain Caudel also that
before you lay aft you mnust cliean yourself, polish
your face, brush your hair and shees, and if you
haven't got a clean shirt you must borrow one.,”

The boy went forward.

* Pity,”” said I, thinking aloud rather than talking
as I stepped to the binnacle te mark the yacht's
course, = that Caudel should have shipped such a
<Jdingy-skinned chap as that fellow for cabin use.”

*1t's ail along of his own doing, 8ir,” said Job
crew.

“*How? You mean h2 won’t wash himself?”?

*No, sir. It’sall along of smmoking.”

s Smoking ¥’ [ exclaimed.

“Yes, sir. [ know his father; he’s a waterman.
His father told me that that there boy Bobby saved
up, aud then laid out all he’'d gol upon a meer-
-3cham pipe jor to color it. He Kep’ all on a-sinok-
{ng, day arter day and night arter night. But his
father says to e it was no go, sir; 'stead of his col-
oring the pipe, the pipe colored hiin, and his weins
have run nothin’ but tobacco juice ever since.”

1 burst 10to a laugh, and went to the rail to take a
jo0k round. We might have been in the'-middle of
the Atlantic Ocean, so boundless did the spread of
waters look; not a blob or film of coast on any
hand of us broke the flawless sweep of the green
-.circle of Channel sea, There was a steady breeze
«off the port beam, and the yacht, with every cloth
w hich she carried on lrer, was driving through it as
‘+hoagl she were 10 tow of a steamboat.

/

1.

1 sTOOD leaning over tiie bulwarks, hamming no
air. Never had iny heart beaten with se exquisite a
sense of gladuess and of happiness a8 now possessed
it. I was disturbed ia a reverie of love, in which
were mingled the life and beauty of the scene I sar-
veyed, by the arrival of Caudel. He was varnished
with soap and blue with recent shaving, but in the
little sea-blue eyes which glittered under his some-
what raggediy thatched brow there was no trace of
the sleepless hours | had forced him to pass. He
was a man about fifty years of age; his dark hair
was here and there of an iron gray, and a roli of
shert-cut whiskers met in a bit of a beard upon the
bone in his throat. le carried a true salt-water air
in his somewhat bowed legs, in his slow motions,
and in his trick of letting his arms haang up and
down as though they were pump handles. lHis
theory of dress was that what kept out the cold also
kept out the heat, and so he never varied his attire
—which was composed of a thick double-breasted
waistcoat, a long pilot-cloth coat, a Scotch cap,
very roomy pilot-cloth trousers, a worsted cravat,
and fishermen’s stockings.

1 exchanged a few words with him about the boy
Bobby, inquired the situation of the yacht, and after
some talk of this kind, daring which [ gathered that
he was taking advantage of the breeze and shaping
asomewhat more westerly course than he had at
first proposed, so that he did not expect to make
the Euglish coast much before three or four o'clock
inthe afternoon, 1 went below, to refresh myself
after the laborious undertaking ot the night.

On quitting my berth 1 found the boy Bobby lay-
ing the cloth for breakfast, and Grace seated ona
locker watching him. Her face was pale, but its
expression was without uneasiness. She had put
on her hat, and on seeinug me e¢xclaimed:

« Herbert, dear, take me on deck. TLe fresh air
may revive me.” And she looked at the boy and
the cloth he was laying, with a pout full of meaning.

i at once took her by the hand and conducted
her Jhrough the hatch, She passed her arm
thirough mine to balance herself, and then sent her
eves, bright with nervousness and astonishment,
round tiie sea, breathing swiftly.

* Wiiere is the land #7 she asked.

¢ Behind the ocean, my love. But we shall be

having a view ol the right side of these waters

presently.”?

“What a little boat!” she exclaimed, running

her gaze over the yaclg. I8 itnot dangerous to

be in so small a vessel out of sight of land 7

‘- Bless your heart, no! Think of the early navt-

gators! Of course ma'am'selle taught you all

about the early navigators?”

“When shall we reach Penzance "

“Supposing the wind to blow fairly and briskly,

in three or four days.”

“Three or four days 1"’ she exclaimed; and glanc-

ing down at herself, she adided, * Of course you

kunow, Herbert, that 1 have only the dress [ ain

wearing?'!

It will Jast you till we get ashore,” said I,

laughing, **andthen you shall buy everything you

want, whicl, of course, will be more than you

want.” '
“1 shall send," said she, ‘‘to Ma'm’selle Cham-
pionnet for my boxes.”

- Certainly—gvhen we are married.”

*¢ All your ptesents, particularly the darling little

“watcl, are in those boxes, Herbert.”

* Everything shall be recovered, to the uttermost
ha’porth, my pet.”

1 vbserved Caudel, who stood a little forward of
the companion, gazing at her with an expression of
shyness and admniration. I told her that he was
the captain of the yacht, that he was the man [ had
introduced to her last night, and begged her to
speak to him. She colored a rose red, but bade
him good morning, nevertheless, accompanying
the words with an ine¢lination of her form, the
gracefal and easy digunity of which soinehow made
e think of the movement of a heavily foliaged
hough set courtesying by the suinmer wind.

*1 hope, miss,” said Caudel, pulling off his
Scotch cap, ** as how I see you well this morning,
freed from that there nausey as Mr. Barclay was
a-telling me you suffered from ¥’

[ trust to get used to the sea quickly; the motion
of the yacht is not what I1like,” she answered, with
lier face averted from him, taking a peep at me to
obsgerve if | saw that she felt ashamed, and would
not confront him.

He perceived this, too, and knuckling his fore-
head, sald, ** It's but a little of the sea ye shall have,
miss, If 80 be as it lies in my power to keep this
here Spitfire a walking.”” And, 80 speaking, he
nioved off, singing out some tdle order as he did so,
by way of excusing his abrupt departure.

«*1 wish we were quite alone, Herbert,” said my
sweetheart, drawing e to the yacht’s rail.

“*Sodo I, my owa, but not here; not in the mid-
dle of the sea.”

**1 did not think of bringing a veil.
stare so."”

‘**And so do I1.” said I, letting my gaze sink fair
into her eyes which she had upturned to me. * You
wouldn't have me rebuke the poor, harmless sailor
ien for doing what I am every instant guilty of?—
aldmiring you. I mean, to the very topmost height
of my capacity in that way. But here comes Master
Bobby Allett with the breakfast.”

** Hervert, 1 could not eat for worlds.”

‘* Are you 80 much i Jove as all that ",

Your men

they came curving with glass-clear backs to the
raddy streak of the yacht’s sheathing, However,
the desire to keep her at sea until we could land
ourselves close to the spot where we were 1o be
married made me too anxious to conquer the un-
easiness which the motion of the vessel excited, to
humor her. 1coaxed and implored, and eventnally
got ner below, and by dint of talking and engaging
her attention, and mnaking her forget herself, so to
speak, | managed to betray her into breaking her
fust with a cup of tea and a fragment of cold
chicken. This was an accomplishment of which I
ha«d some reuson to feel proud; but then, to be sure,
} was in the secret, knowing this—that sea nausea
18 entirely an atfair of the nerves, that no sufferer
i3 ill in his sleep, no matter how high the sea may
e running or how unendurable to his waking
senses the sky-high capers and abysmal plunges of
the vessel may be, and that the correct treatment
for scasickness is—not to think of it. .n short, I
made my sweetheart forget to feel uneasy. She
talked, she sipped her tea, she eat, and thebp she
100ked vetter, and, indeed, owned that she felt so.

We sat together in earnest conversation. It was
not for me to pretend that I could witness no im-
prudence in our elopement. Indeed, I took care to
let her Know that I regretted the step we had been
forced  nto taking as fully as she did. My love was
an influence upon her, and whatever [ said | felt
might weigh with her childish heart. But [ re.
peated what I had again and again written to her—
that there had been no other alternative than this
¢elopeinent.

**You wished me to wait,” I said,  ‘‘until you
were twenty-one when you would be your own
mistress.  But to wait for more than three years !
What was to happen in that time? Tuey might
have converted you—"

*No,” sle cried.
**—and have wrought a complete change in yoer
nature,” I went on. * How many girld are there
who could resist the sort of pressure they were
subjecting you to, one way and another?®”’
b "t'l‘,lyuey could not have changed Iny heart, Her-
ert.
**How can we tell® Cnder their influence in
another year you might have come to congratula.e
yourself upou your escape from e.”
‘Do you think so? Then you shouid have
granted me another year, because marriage,’ she
added, with a look in her eyes that was like & wist.
ful smile, ** iz a very serious thing, and if you be.
lieve that I should be rejoicing in a year hence ovey
nmy escape from you, as you call it, you must be
lieve that I have no business to be here.?”
This was a cool piece of logic that was harcly te.
my taste.
* Tell me,” said I, fondling her hand, *how you
managed last night?*
1 do not like to think of it,”” she answered. *}J
was obliged to undress, for it is ma m'selle’s rule
to look into all the bedrooms the last thing after
locking the house up. It was then ten o'clock. 1
waited untit 1 heard the <conven! clock strike
twelve, by which time [ supposed everybody would
be sound asleep. Then | lighted & candle and
dressed myself; but I had to use my hands as
softly as a spider spins il8 web, and my heart
scemed to beat soloud that I was afraid the girlsin
the next room would hear it. I put a box of
matches in mmy pocket, and crept along the corri-
dors to the big swlle-a-manger. The door of my
bedroom creaked when 1 opened it, and 1 felt as if
I must sink to the ground with frighit. The salle a-
manger is a great gloomy room even in the day-
time; it was dreadfully dark, horribly black, Her-
bert, and the sight of the stars shining through the
window over the balcony made me feel 8o lonely
that I could have cried. Tluere was a mouse
scratching in the room somewhere, and I got upon
a chair, scarcely caring whether 1 made a noise or
not, so frizhtened was I, for 1 hate mice.. ludeed,
if that mouse had not Kept quiet after awhile, 1
helieve [ should not be here now. 1 could not en-
dure heing alone in a great, dark room at that fear-
ful hour of the night with a mouse running about
near me. Oh. Herbert, how glad 1 was when 1 saw
your lantern flash !
“ My brave little heart!” cried I, snatchingup
lier hand and Kkissing it. ‘ But the worst partis
over. There are no ladders, no great, black rooms,
now before us—no mice, even.”
She slightly colored, without smiling, and I no
ticed an anxious expression in the young eyes she
had steadiastly bent upun the table.
“\What thonght is troubling you, Grace?”
““Herbert, I fear you will not love me the better
for consenting to run away with you.” - . .
* [8 thal your only fear?” o
She shook her head, and said, while she con-
tinued to keep her eyes downcast, ** suppose Aunt
Amelia refuses to sanction our marriage t"
« She will not! she dare not!" I cried, vehement-
ly. *“limprudent as we inay seem, we are politic in
this, Grace—that our adventure must Jorce your
aunt into sending us her sanction.” Sl looked at
me, but her face remained grave. * Caudel,” said
I, * who i3 as much your guardian as 1am, put the
gsame question to me. But there is no earthly good
in suppnsing. It is monstrous to suppose that your
aunt will object. She hates me, I know, but her
aversion—the aversion of that old woman of the
world, with her family pride and notions of pro-
priety—is not going to sutfer her to forbid our mar-
riage after this. Yet, grant that her ladgship—iny

_8he shook her head. and looked at the flowing
lines of green water which wmelted into suow as

biessings upon her false front |—should go on say-
ing nu; are we not prepared "
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I kidled away a tear, and a little later she was
smiling, with her hand in mine, as I led her up on
deck.

She gazed about her out of the wraps which rose
to her ears, with eyes full of child-like interest and
wonder, not unmixed with fear. I saw her eager-
1I¥ watching the action of the yacht as the little
fabric leaned to a sea with a long, sideways, float-
ing plunge, that brought the yeast of the broken
waters bubbling and hissing to the very line of her
lee forecastle bulwark: then she wouid clasp my
hand, as though startled, when the dandy craft
swept the weight of her white canvas to windward
on the heave of the under-running sea, with a
sound as of drums and bugles heard afar echoing
down out of the glistening concavities, and ringing
out oftne taut rigging, upon which the blue and
brilliant morning breeze was splitting.

She had not been sitting long before I saw that
she was beginning to like it. There was no nausea
now; her eyes were hright; there was color in her
cheeks, and her red lips lay parted as though in
pure enjoyment of the glad ruash of the salt breeze
athwart her teeth of pearl.

Thus passed the morning. There was no tedinm:
If ever thers came a halt in our chat, there were
twenty things over the side ro look at, to flll the
pause with coler and bLeauty. It might be a tall,
siate-colored steam tank, hideous with gaunt, lean-
ing funnel and famished pole-masts, and black fans
of propeller beating at the stern-post, like the
vanes of a drowning windmill amid a hill of froth,
yet poetized in spite of herself into a pretty detatl
of the surrounding life, through the mere impulsc
and spirit of the bright seas through which she was
starkly driving. Or it was a full-riggea ship, home-
ward bound, with yearning canvas and ocean worn
sides, figures on her poop crossing from rail to rail
to look at what was passing. and seamen on her
forecastle busy with the ground-tackle,

It was shortly after twelve that the delicate
shadow of the high land of Beacliy Head showed
over the yacht's bow. By one o'clock it had grown
defined and firm, with the glimmering streak of its
white ramparts of chalk stealing out of :he blue haze.
“There's old England, Grace,” said [. **How

one’s heart goes out to the sight of the merest

shddow of one's own 8o0il! The Spitfire has seen
the land; has she not suddenly quickened her pacet”

‘I ought to wish it was the Cornwall coast.” she
answered; *‘but I am enjoying this now,” she
added, smiling.

I was made happy by finding my sweetheart with
some appetite for dinner at one o’clock. She no
longer sighed; no regrets escaped ler; her early
alarm had disappeared; the novelty of the situation
was wearing off; she was now realizing again what
1 knew she had realized before—to judge by her
letters —though the excitement and terrors of the
elopement had broken in upon and temporarily
disordered lier perception; she was fully realizing,
I mazan, that there had been nothing for it but this
step to free her from a specles of immurement
charged with menace to her faith and to her love;
and this being her inood, her affection for me foun:d
room to show itself, so that now I never could meet
her eyes without seeing how wholly I had her dear
heart, am}l how happy she was iu this recurrence
ana brightening ouc of her love from the gloom
and consternation that attended the start of our
headlong, wild adventure.

I flattered myself that we were to be fortunate in
in our weather. Certainly all that afternoon was
as fair and beautiful in its marine atmosphere of
autumn as living creature could desire. The blues
and greens of the prospect of heaven and sea were
enriched by the looming, towering terraces of
Beachy Head, hanging large and looking near upon
our starboard quarter, though I believe Caudel had
not sailed very deep within the sphere in which the
msﬁh-perched lantern is visible before shifting his
helin for a straigiit down Channel course,

When the sun had fairly set I took her below, for
the wind seemed to come on a sudden with the
damp of night in it, and a bite as shrewd in its
abruptnesss as frost. I had made no other provi-
sion, in theshape of amusement, for our sea trip
of three, four or five days, as it might happen, than
a small parcel of novels, scarcely doubting that all
the diversion we should need must lie in each
other’s company. And, in fact, we managed to kill
the time very agreeably without the help of fiction,
though we both owned when the little cabin clock
pointed to half past nine and she, looking up at it,
yawning behind her white fingers, exclaimed that
she felt lired and would go to bed—1 say, we both
owned that the day had seemed a desperitely long
one—to be sure, with us it had begun very early—
and I could not help adding that, on the whole, a
honeyumoon spent aboard a yacht the size ol the
Spitire would soon become a very slow business.

Wihen she had withdrawn, I put on a pea-coat,
and fiiling a pipe, stepped on deck. The dusk was
clear, but of & darker shade than that of the pre-
ceding night; th2re was not more wind than had
been blowing throughout the day, but the sky was
fall of large, swollen clouds rolling in shadows of

giant wings athwart the stars, and the gloom of ;

them was in the atmosphere. Here and there

shiowed a ship's light—some faint gleam of red or .

green windily coming and going out upon the
weltering obscurity—but away to starboard the
horizon ran through black, without a single streak
of shore light that 1 could sea. The yacht was
swariing through it under all cauvas humming
as she went. Her pace, if it lasted, would, I knew,
speedily terminate this sea-going passage of our

elopement, and [ looked over the stern very well
pleased to witness the arrow-straight white of the
wake melting at a lirtle distance into a mere ela-
sive faintness.

Caudel stood near the helm.

*“When are we to be off St. Catherine’s Point at
this pace, Caudel?"’ said L.

** At this pace, sir? Wiy, betwixt seven and eight
o’clock to-morrow morning.”

** What a deuce of a length this English Channel
rans to!” cried I, impatiently. ¢ Why, it will be
little better than beginning our voyage, even when
the Isle of \Wight is abreast 1V

** Yes, sir, there's a deal o' water going to the
making of shis here Channel—a blooming sight too
much of it when it coines on a winter's night a-
blowing and a-snowing, the atmosphere as thick as
muck,” answered Caudel.

‘““There’ll be a bright lookout kept to-night, |
hope,” sanl I. **Not the value of all the cargoes
afioat at this present instant, Caudel, the wide
world over, equals the worth of my treasure aboard
che Spitfire.” ¢

“Trust me to see that a bright lookout’s kept,
Mr. Barclay. There'll be no tarning in with me
this night. Don't let no fear of anything going
wrong «disturb your mind, sir.”

I lingered to finish my pipe. The fresh wind
flashed into my face damp with the unight and the
spray-cold breath of the sea, and the planks of the
deck showed dark with the moisture to the dim
starlight. There was some weight in the heads of
seas as they came rolling to our beam, and the littie
vegsel was soaring and falling briskly upon the
heave of the folds, whose volume of course gained
as the Channel broadened.

**Well,” said J, with a bit of a shiver, and hug-
ging myself in my pea-coat, **1 amn cold and tired,
and going to bed; so good night, and God keep you
wide awake.” And down 1 went, and ten minutes
later was snugyged away in my coffin of a bunk,
sound asleep, ahd snoring at the top of my pipes, |
don’t doubt.

Next morning, when I went on deck after nine
hours of solid slumber, 1 at once directed Iny eyes
over the rail in search of the Isle ot Wight, but there
was nothing to be seen but a gray drizzie, a weep-
ing wall of slate-colored haze that formed a sky of
its own, and drooped to within a mile or so of the
yacht, The sea was an ugly saliowish green, and
you saw the billows come tumbling in froth from
under the vaporous margin of the horizon as though
each surge was formed there and there was nothing
but blankness and spiace beyond. The yacht's can-
vas was discolored with saturation, drops of water
were blowing from herrigging, there was a sobbiug
of a gutter-like sort in her lee scuppers, and the fig-
ures of the men glistening in vil-s8kins completed
the melancholy appearance of the littie Spitfire.
Caudel was below, but the man named Dick Files
was at the helm—an intelligent young fellow with-
out any portion 2f Job Crew’s surliness, and he an-
swered the gquestions [ put.

We bad mude capital way throughout the night,
he tol: me, and if the weather were clear, St. Cath-
erine’s Point would show abreast of us.

‘“There’s no douht about Caudel knowing where
he i3?” said I, with a glance at the blind gray at-
mosphere that sometimes swept in little puffs of
cloudy damp through the rigging like fragments of
vapor torn out of soiLe compacted body.

**Oh, no, sir; Mr. Caudel knows where he is "
answered the man. * \We picked up and passed a
small cutter out of Portsmoutl about three-quarters
of an hour ago, sir, and he told us wheie we were.”

‘** Has this sail been kept on the yacht all night
said 1, looking at the wide spread of wmainsail and
gatr topsail.

* All night, sir. The run's averaged eight knots.
Nigh hand equal to steam, sir.””

‘* Well, you all need tQ keep a bright lookout in
this sort of thickness. How far off can you see "’

The man stared and blinked and wmused, and then
said he allowed about a mile and a quarter.

**Room enough,” said I. * But mind your big
mail boats out of Southampton. There are German
skippers among them who would drive through the
devil himself rather than lose five minutes.”

The promise of a long, wet, blank day was not
very cheering. In fact, this change in the weather
waus as dampening to my spirits as it literally was
to everything else, and as | entered the counpanion-
way for shelter I felt as though half of a mind to
order the yacht to be headed for some adjacent
port. Bat a little thinking brought back my reso-
lution to its old bearings. It was a hard thing to
avow, but I knew that iny very strongest chance of
gaining Lady Amelia’s consent lay in this sea-trip.
Then, agiin, there might come a break at any min-
ute, with a fine day of warm sunshiue and clear sky
to follow. [ re-entered the cabin, and on looking
at the barometer observed a slight depression in the
mercury, but it was without signiticance to my
mind.

Somewhere abhout this time Grace came out of
her berth. She brought an atmosphere of flower-
like fragrance with her, but the motions of the yacht
obliged her tou sit guickly, and she gazed at e with
laughter in her eyes fromn the locker, graceful in her
posture as a reposinz dancer. Her fuce lengthened,
however, when I told her about the weather—that
in short there was nothing visible from the deck but
a muddy, jumbled atmosphiere of vapor and drizzie.

**1 counted upon seeing the Isle of Wight,”” cried
she. * There has been no land so far except those
far-off lngh clifls yesterday afternoon.”

“ NOo matter, my sweet.  Let us take as long as

possible in breakfasting. Then you shall vead Ten.-
nyson to me—yes, 1 have a volume of that poet—
and we shall find some of the verses in wonderful
harmony with our mood.” She gave me a smiling-
glance, though her lip pouted, as 1f she wouid say,
** Don’t make too sure of my mood, my fine young-
fellow.” ‘* By the time we have done with Tenny-
8on,” I continued, ** the weatler may have cleared.
If not, then we must take as long as possible i
dining.”

* Isn't it dangerous to be at sea in such weather-
a8 this ¥’ she asked.

*No,” said 1. S :

‘* But the sailors can’t see.” .

I feared the drift of her language and explained,
*“1t would be dangerous to attempt to make the-
land, for we might blunder upon a rock and g0 tc-
pieces, Grace; and then farewell, a long farewell
to the passiops, the emotions, the impulses, the
sensations, wiffich have brought us together here.'”
And 1 kissed her hand.

** But it would be pleasant to lie in a pretty har-
bor—to rest, as it were ! she exclaimed.

** Our business i8 o0 get married, my darling,” ¥
rejoined, *and we must hasten as swiflly as the
wind will allow us to the parish where the cere-
mony is to be performed; for my cousin can't pub-
lish the bans until we are on the spot, and while
he I8 publishing the bans we must be treating with;
her ladyship, and as the diplomatists would say,
nelgo:llanll(xlg a :ixuccess!ul issue.”

should only weary you by reciting the passa

of the hours. After breakfast I toolé‘her (l;u degg
for a turn; but she was glad to get below again.
All day long it continued dark weatler, without a.
sight of anything save at intervals the shadowy
figure of a coaster aslant in the thickness. and once
the loom of a huge ocean passenger boat, sweeping
at twelve or fourteen knots through the gray veil of
vapor that narrowed the horizon to within a mile
of us. The wind, however, remained a steady fresh
breeze, and throughout the day there was never a
a rope haundled nor a stitch of canvasreduced. The
Spitire swung steadfastly through it, 1n true sea-.
bruising style, sturdily flinging the sea otf her flard
ing bow, and whitening the water with the piunges.
of her churning Keel tiil the tail of ler wake seemed
to stretch to tlhie near sea-line. :

IV.

I WILL not feign, however, that I was perfectly
comfortable in my mind. Angthing at sea but
thick weather ! I never pretended to be more than
a suinmer-holiday sallor, and such anxiety as I
should have felt had | been alone was now Inight-
ily accentuated, as may be supposed, by having the-
darling of my heart in my ‘ittle ship with me, [
had a long talk with Caudel that alternoon, and,
despite my eager desire to remaiu at sea, | believe
I would have been glad had he advised that the
Spitre should be steered for the nearest harbor..
But his counsel was ali the other way.

* Lord love ye, Mr. Barclay, gir.'’ he exclaimed,
‘““what's going wrong, that we should tarn to and
set it right? Here’s a breeze of wind that's doing
all that could be asked for. I dorn't say it ain’t
thick, but there's nothin' in it to take notice of. 0Of
course you've only got to say the word, sir, and 1'lL
put the hellum up; - but even for that there job it
would be proper to make sartin first of ail where we
are. Therg's no want of harbors under our lee,
{rom Portland Bi!l to Bolt Head, but | can't trust to
my dead reckoning, seeing what’s involved,” said
he, casting a damp eye at tke skylight, “and my
motto is, there’s nothin’ like seeing when you're
on such a coast as this here. Having come all thig
way, it 'ud be a pity to stop now.”’

** 8o long as you're satistied—'' I exclaimed; and
no doubt he was,sthough I tielieve he was influenced
by vanity, too. Ourv putting into a harbor might.
affect him as a reflection upon his skill. He would
also suppose that if we entered harbor we should
travel by rail to our destination —which woulil be a8
though he were told we could not irust himn fur-
ther. After the service he had done me, it was not
to be supposed I could causelsssly give the fello
offense. '

** You steer by the compass, 1 suppose ?" said I.

‘ By nothin’ else, sir,”” he answered, in a voice of
wonder.

** Well, I might have known that.” said 1, laugh-
ing at my own stupid question, that yet had sense

in it too. ‘1 should have asked you it the compass.
is to be trusted.”
** Ay, sir. He’'s a first-class compass. 'There's

nothing to make him go wrong. Yetii's astonishing
what a little thing will put a compass out. D've
heered of a vessel that was pretty nigh run ashore
all along of the helmsman—not because he couidn’t
steer; a better hand never stood at a wheel; but
because he'd been physicking hipself with iron
and steel, and had taken so much of the bloom-
ing stutf that the compuass was wrong all the time
hie was at the heln,”

“ A very good story,” said I, :

“I'm sure you'll forgive me, 8ir,” he proceeded,
*for asking if your young lady wears any steel
bones about her — contrivances for hoisting her
dress up astarn — crinolines—busties —you know
what 1 mean, Mr. Barclay "’

* I cannot tell,” said 1.

“I've heered speak of the master of a vessel,” he
went on (being a very talkative man when he got
into the * yarming ! mood), "~ whose cualculitions
was always falling to pieces at sea. T'wo and two
never seeined to make four with him, ontil he found
out that one of his la«dy passengers every morning
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T A MARRIAGE AT SEA.

brought a stool and sat close ag’in the binnacle;
she wore steel hoops to swell her dress out with,
and the local attraction was svch, your honor, that
the com pass was sometimes four or five points out.”

I toid himn that if the compass went wrong it
woulit not be Miss Bellassys’s fault, and, having
thad enough of the deck. 1 rejoined my sweetheart:
and in the cabin, with talking, reading, she singing
—very sweetly she sung—we Killed the hours till
bedtime.

This was our third night at sea, and I was now
beginning to think that instead of three or fourdays
we should occupy a week, and perhaps longer, in
making Mount's Bay—in which conjecture 1 was
<confirmed when, finding myself awake at three
©'clock in the morning, 1 pulled on my clothes and
wwent on deck to take a 100k round, and found the
wind a light off-shore air, the stars shining, and the
Spitfire, with her canvas falling in and out with
sounds like the discharge of small arms, rolling
stagnantly upon a smooth backed run of swell lift-
iog out of the northeast, but with a slant in the
deave of it that mmade one guess the impulse which
set it running was fair north.

1 was up again at seven o'elock, with a resolution
70 let the weather shape my decision as to sticking
%0 the vessel or going ashore, and was not a little
pleased to find the yacht making good way, with a
Qrilliant breeze gushing steady off her starboard
bow. The heavens looked high, with fine weather
<louds, prismatic mare-tails for the most part, here
and there a snow white swelling vapor hovering
over the edge of the sea. ;

The greater part of this day Grace and I spent on
«deck, out nothing whatever happened good enough
to keep/my tale waiting while 1 tell you aboat it.
Strong fis the off-shore breeze was, there was buat
little sea, nothing to stop the yacht, and she ran
ghirough it like a sledge over a snow-plain, piling
the froth to her stem-head and reeling off a fair nine
Kknots, as Caudel would cry out to me with an exul-
tant countenance of leatlier every time the log was
hove. He talked of being abreast of the Start by
three o’clock in the morning.

. “Then,” said I to my sweetheart, *“if that be so,
Grace, there will be but a short cruise to follow.”

At this shie looked grave, and fastened her eyes
-with & wistful expression upon the seas over the
bows, us though Mount's Bay lay there, and the
«quaint old town of Penzance withits long esplanade
Aand its rich flanking of green and well-tilled heights
would be presently showing.

I read her thoughts, and said, ** I have never met
Mrs. Howe; but Frank’s letters about her to me
were as enthusiastic as mine were about you to
frim, He calls her sweetly pretty: 8o she may be.
X Koow she is a lady; but her connectionsare good;
1 am also convinced by Frank’s description thatshe
18 amiable; consequently 1 am certain she will
make you happy and comfortable until—" And
diere [ squeezed her hand.

**It is a desperate step, Herbert,” she sighed.

Upon which [ changed the subject.

We went below, and Grace and I killed the time,
a8 heretofore, in talking and reading. We found
the evening too short, indeed, so much had we to
8ay to each other. Wonderful is the amount of
talk which lovers are able to get through and feel
satisfled with. You hear of silent love, of lovers
staring on each other with glowing eyes, their lips
dncapable of expressing thie emotions and sensa-
gions which crowd their quick hearts add fill their
throats with sighs. This may be very well, too, but
for my part I have generally observed that lovers
have a very great deal to talk about. Remark an
engaged couple: sooner than he silent they will
whisper if there be company at hand; and when
alone, or when they tiiink themselves alone, their
tongues—particularly the girl’sare never still.
Grace and I were of a talking age—two-and-twenty,
and onc not yet eighteen; our minds had no knowl-
edge ol life, no experience, nothing in them to
Keep them steady; they were set in motion by the
lightest, the most trivial breath of thought, and idiy
danced in us in the manner of some gossamer-like
topinost leaf tu the faintest movement of the sum-
mer air.

She withdrew to her berth at ten o’clock that

) night with a radiant face and laughing eyes, for,

insipid as the evening must have proved to others,
to ui it had been one of perfect f licity. Not a sin-
fle sigh had escaped her, and twice had 1 men-
tioned the name of Mrs. Howe without witnessing
any change of countenance ia her,

1 went on deck to take a last look round. and
found ali well—no cliange in the weather, the breeze
a brisk and steady pouring out of the north, and
Caudel pacing the deck well satisfied with our pro-
gress. | returned below without any feeling of un-
€asiness, and sat at the cabin table for some min-
ates or 80 to smoke a ciguar and to refresh myself
with a glass of seltzer and brandy. A sortofdream-
like feeling caire mpon me as I sat, I found it hard
¢o realize thal my sweetheart was close to me, sep-
arated only by a curtained door from the cabin J
wais musing in. What was to follow this adventure?
‘Was it possible that Lady Amelia Roscoe ¢ uld op-
pose any obstacle to our unien after this associa-
tion? 1 gazed at the mirrors I had equipped the
<abin with, picked up a h:\ndkercme? my swee:-
heart had left behind her and kissed it. stared at the
Httle silver shining lamp that swung over my head,
pulled a flower and smelle: it in a vacant sort of
way of which nevertheless : was perfectly sensible.
* I8 there anything wrong with my nerves to-night?"’
thought I. :

I extinguished my cigar and went tobed. It was

then about a guarter to eleven, and till past one I
lay awake, weary, yet unable to sleep. 1 lay listen-
ing to the frothing and seething of the water thrash-
ing along the bends, broken into at regular inter-
vals by the low thunder of the surge burying my
cabin port-hole and rising to theline of the rail as
the yacht's stern sunk with a long slanting heel
over of the whole fabric. 1 feel asleep at last, and,
as [ afterward gathered, slept till somewhat after
three o’clock in the morning.

1 was awakened by suddenly and vinlently rolling
out of my bunk. The full was a heavy one; |1 was a
big fellow, and struck the plank of the deck hard,
and, though I was instantly awakened by the shock
of the capsizal, I lay for soine moments in a condi-
tion of stupefaction, sensible of nothing but that 1
had tumbled out of my bunk.

The little berth waa in pitch darkness, and I lay,
as I have sald, motionless, and almost dazed, till
my ear caught a sound ofshrieking ringing through
a wild but subdued note of storm on deck, mingled
with loud and fearful shouts as of men bawling for
life or death, with a trembling 4n every plank and
fastening of the little fabric as though she were
tearing herself to pleces. Igoton to my legs, but
the angle of the deck was 8o prodigious that I leaned
helpless against the bulkhead to the base of which
I had rolled, though unconsciously. The slrieks
were continued. 1 recognized Grace's voice, and
the sonnd put a sort of frenzy into me, insomuch
that, scarcely knowing how I managed, I had in an
instant opened the door of my little berth, and was
standing grabbing hold of the cabin table, shouting
to let her know that | was awake and up and that
had heard her, i

Now the uproar of whatI took to be a squall of
hurricane power was to be easiiy heard. The be!-
lowing of the wind was horrible, and it was made
more terrifying to land going ears by the incessant
hoarse shouts of the fellows on deck; but, bewil-
dered as I was agitated beyond expression, not
knowing but that as I stoos«l there gripping the table
and shouting my sweetheart’s name the yacht
might be foundering under my feet, I had wits
anough to observe that the vessel was slowly re-
covering a level keel, rising from the roof-like slant
which had lung me from my bed to an inclination
that rendered the use of one’s legs possible. I Like-
wise noticed that she neither plunged nor rolied
with greater heaviness than I had observed in her
before I laydown. Thesensation of her motion was
as though she was glowly rounding before the wind
and beginning to fly over a surface that had been
almost flattened by a hurricane-burst into a dead
level of snow. 1 could hear no noise of breaking
sfcas nor of rushing water—nothing but a caldron-
like hissing through which rolled the notes of the
storin in echoes of great ordnance.

Fortunately, I had no need to clothe myself, since
on lying down I had removed nothing but my coat,
coliar and shoes. 1 had a little silver match-box in
my trousera pocket, and swiftly struck a match and
lighted the iamp. I looked at Grace’s door, expect-
ing to finding her standing in it. It was closed,
and she continued to scream. It was no time for
ceremony; I opened the door and called to her.

**Oh, Herbert, save me I’ she cried. * The yacht
is sinking "

**No,” I cried, * she has been struck by a gale of
:lnd., I will 8nd out what is the matter., Are you

urt?’

‘*The yacht is sinking I"’ she repeated, in a wild
voice of terror.

Spite of the lamp-light in the cabin, the curtain
and the door combined eclipsed the sheen, and I
could not see her.

‘* Are you in bed, dearest?”’

““Yes,” she moaned.

‘“ Are you hurt, my precious?"’

‘“No; but my heart has stopped with fright. We
shall be drowned! Oh, Herhert, the yachtis sinking!”

** Remain as you are, Grace. | shall return to
you in a moment. Do not imagine that the yacht
is sinking. 1 know by the buoyant feel of her
movements that she is safe.”

And, thus hurriedly speaking, I left her, satisfied
that her shrieks had been produced by terror only;
nor did 1 wish her to rise, lest the yacht should
again saddenly heel to her first extravagantly
dreadfui angle, and throw her and break a limb or
injure her more cruelly yet,

The companion-hatch was closed. The idea of
being imprisoned raised snch a feeling of conster-
nation in me that 1 stood in the hatch as one para-
lyzed: then terror set me pounding upon the cover
with my fists till you would have thought that in a
few moments I must have reduced it to splinters.
After a little while, during which I hammered with
might and main, roaring out the name of Caudel,
the cover was cautiously lifted a few inches, letting
in & very yell of wind, such a shock and blast of it
that 1 was forced back off the ladder as by a blow
in the face, and in a breath the light went out.

“1t’s all right, Mr. Barclay,” cried the voice of
Caudel, hoarse and yet shrill too with the life-and-
death cries he ha 1 heen already delivering. ** A gale
of wind’s busted down upon us. We've got the
vacht afore it while we clear awav the wreckage.
There’s no call to be alarmed, sir. On my wor1and
honor a8 a man, there’s no call, sir, I beg you not
to come on deck yet: ye'll only be in tiie wav.
Trusl. to me, sir; it’s all right, I say."” And the
hatch was closed again.

I now knocked on Grace's door, and told her to
rise and dress herself and join me in the cabin.

*There i no danger,” | shouted; * nothing but a
capful of wind.” ’ g
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She made some answer which I could ng@ catch,
but I might be sure that the upright ture and
buoyant inotions of the scudding yacht had tran-
quilized hier mind.

I sat alone for some ten minutes, during which
the beight and volume of tiie sea sensibly increased,
though as the yacht continued Aying dead before
the wind her plunges were atill too long and grad-
ual to be distressing. Occasionally a shout wouald
sound on deck, but what the men were about I
could not conceive.

The door of the forward berth was opened, and
Grace entered the cabin. Her face was white as
death ; her large eyes, which seemed of a coal
hlackness in the lamp-light, and by contrast with
the hue of her cheeks, sparkled with alarm. She
swept them round the cabin as though she expected
to behold one knows not what sort of horror, then
came to my side and linked my arm tightly in hers.

* Oh, Herbert, tell me the truth., What has hap-
pened " .

**Nothing serious, darling. Do not you feel that
wec are afloat and salling bravely

*Bat just now? Did not the yacht turn over?
Something was broken on deck, and the men be-
gan to shriek

*“And 80 did you, Grace,” said I, trying to smile.

** But if we should be drowned 1" she cried, draw-
inx herself closer to me and fastening her sweet,
terrifled eyes upon my face.

I shook my head. still preserving my smile,
though Heaven knows, had my countenance taken
its expression from my mood it must have shown
as jong as the yacht herself. I could observe her
straining her ears to listen, while her gaze—large,
bright, her brows arched, her lips parted, her breast
swiftly heaving—roanied over the cabin.

** What i8 that noise of thunder, Herbert ?

‘1t 18 the wind,”” I answered.

‘* Are not the waves getting up? Oh, feel this ("
she cried, as the yacht rose with velocity and some-
thing of violence to the under-running hurl of a
chasing sea, of a power that was but too suggestive
of what we were to expect. .

**The Spitfire is a stanch, noble liitle craft.” said
I, ** built for North Sea weatlier. She i8 not to be
daunted by ansthing that can happen hereabouts.”

* But what kas happened ?”’ she cried, irritable
with alarm.

I was about to utter the first reassuring sentence
that occurred to my mind, when the hatch-cover
was slid a lit*le way back, and I just caught sight
of a pair of legs ere the cabin lamp was extinguish-
ed by such another yell and blast of wind as had be-
fore nearly stretched me. Grace shrieked and
threw her arms round my neck; the cover was
closed, and the interior instantly becalmed again.

** Who’s that 2"’ I reared.

‘“ Me, sir,”’ sounded a voice out of the blackness
where the companion-steps stood—** Files, 8ir. The
capt’n’s asked me to step below to' report what's
happened. He dursn’t leave the deck himself.”

I released myself from my darling’s ctinging em-
brace and lighted the lamp for the third time. -

Files, wrapped in streaming oil-skins, resembled
an ebony figure over which a bucket of dripping
has been emptied, as he stood at the foot of the
steps with but a bit of his wet, gray-colored face
showing betwixt the ear-flaps and under the fore-
thatch of his sou’-wester.

‘* Now for your report, Files; and bear a hand
with it, for mercy’s sake.”

* Well, sir, it’s just this: it had been breezing up,
and we double-reefed the main-sail. Captain Caudel
not liking the look of the weather, when a slap of
wind carried pretty nigh half the mast over the side.
We reckon—for we can’t see—that it's gone some
three or four feet below the cross-trees. The sail
camme down wiith a run, and there was a regular
mess of it, sir, the vessel being buried. We’ve had
to keep her afore it until we could cur the wreckage
clear, and now we're a-going to heave her to, and
I'm to tell ye, withh Capt’n Caudel's compliments,
not to take any notice of the capers she may cut
when she heads the sea.” : .

** How does the weather look, Files "

‘“*Werry black and noisy, sir.”

*Tell Caudel to let me see him whenever he can
leave the deck,” said I, unwilling to detain him,
leet he should say something to add to the terror
of Grace, whose eyes were riveted upon him as
though he were some frightful ghost or hideous
messenger of death.

I took down the Jamp and screened it while he
openea the cover and crawled out. No man could
imagine that 8o heavy a sea was already running
until Caudel hove the yachit to. The instant the
helm was put down the dance began. As she
rounded to a whole green sea struck her full abeam,
and fll with a roar like a volcanic discharge upon
her decks, staggering her to the heart—sending a
throe of mortal agony through her, as one might
have sworn, 1 feit that she waa buried in the foam
of that sea. As she gallantly rose, still valiantly
rounding futo the wind, as tiiough the spirit of the
British soil in which had grown the hardy timber
out of which she was manufactured was never
stronger in her than now, tiie water that filled her
decks roared cascading over her rails.

Grace sat at my side, her armns locked in mine;
she was motienless with fear; her eyes had the
fixed look of the sleep walker’s. Nor will I deny
that my own terror was extreme, for imagining that
I had heard a shriek, { believed that my men had
been washed overboard an:d that we two were locked
up in a adismantled craft that was probably sinking
—imprisoned, [ say, by reason of the construction
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of the companion-cover, whieh when closed was
mnot to be opened from within.

I waited & few minutes with my lips set, wonder-
fng what was to happen next, holding Grace close
to me, and hearkening with feverish ears for the
jeast sound of a human voice on deck. There was

. @ second blow—thia time on the yacht’s bow—fol-
fowed by a sensation as of every timber thrilling,
ot and by a bolt-like thud of falling water, but well
forward. Immediately afterward I heard Caudel
shouting ciose against the skylight, and I cannet
express the emotion—in truth, I may call it the
transport of joy—his voice raised in me. It was
like being rescued from a dreadful death that an
fnstant before seemed certain.

I continued to wait, holding my darling to me;
%ier head lay upon my shoulder, and she rested as

-thongh in a swoon, The sight of her white face
was inexpressibly shocking to me, who very well
knew that there was nothing 1 could say to soften
fier terrors amid such & sea as the yacht was now
tumbling upon. lndeed, the vessel’s motion had be-
come on a sudden violently heavy. 1 was never in
such a sea before, that is to say, in 80 small a vessel
—and the leaping of the craft from peak to base,
and the dreadful careening of her as she soared,
lying down on her beam-ends, to the next liquid
summit, were absolutely soul-sickening.

Well, some twenty iuinutes or perhaps half an

H
¥ hour passed, during all which time 1 believed every
f R moment to be our last, and I recollect cursing my-
gelf for being the instrument of introducing the
darling of my heart into this abominable scene of

storin. in which, as ] believed, we were botl to per-
ash. Why had 1 not gone ashore yesterday? Did
not my instincts advise me to quit the sea and take
to the railway? Why had I brought my pet away
from the security of the Rue de Maguetra? Why, in
the name of all the virtues, was 1 so impatient that
{ could not wait till she was of age, when I could
] have married her comfortably and respectably, freed
from all obligation of ladders, dark lanterns, temn-

pests, and whatever was next to come? I could

have bealen my head upon the table, Never did

vetter understand what I have always regarded as

a stroke of fiction—I mean the disposition of a man

in a passion to tear out his hair by the roots.

At the expiration, as 1 supposed, of twenty min-
utes, the hatch-cover was opened, this time without

. any following screech and blast of wind, and Cau-
del descended. Had he been a beam of sunshine
lie could not have been more welcome to my eye.

He was clad from head to foot in oil-skins, from

which the wet ran as from an umbrella in a thun-

der-shower, and the skin and hue of his face re-
sembled soaked leather.

“\Well, Mr. Barclay, sir,” he exclaimed, “and
fhiow have you heen a-getting on? It's been a bad
job; but there’s nothin’ to alarm ye, I'm sure.”
‘I'hen, catching sight of Grace's face, he cried, * The
young lady ain’t been bhurt herself, I hope, sir.”

« Her fear and this movement,” 1 answered, ‘* have
proved too mueh for her. 1 wish you would pull

, off your oil-skins and lielp me to convey her to the
‘ . side there. The edge of this table seems to be cut-
ting me in halves "—the fact being that I was to
windward, with the whole weight of my sweetheart,
who rested lifelessly agaiust me, to iucrease the
Ppressure, 8o that at every leeward stoop of the craft
my breast was caught by the edge ofthe table with a
sensation as of a knife cutting through my shirt.

He instapntly whipped off his streaming water-
proofs, standing without the least inconvenience
while the deck slanted under him like a seesaw, and
in a very few moments he had safely placed Grace
©on the lee lecker, with lier head ona pillow. 1 made
shift to get round to her without hurting mpyself,
then cried to Caudel to sit and tell me what had
happened,

* Well, it's just this, 8ir.’’ he answered: ‘‘ the mast

was carried away some feet below the head ofit, 1t
went on a sudden in the squall in which the wind
¥ purstdown upon us. Perhaps it was well it hap-
e pened, for she lay down to that there houtfy in a
- -way so hobstinate that I did believe she'd never lift
« herself out of the water ag’in. Buat ihe sall came
down when the mast broke, and I managed to get
dier afore it, though 1 don’t mind owningtoyounov,
sir, that what with the gear fouling the helm, and
what with other matters which there ain’t no call
for me to talk about, ‘twas as close a shave with
s, sir, a8 ever happened at sea.?

‘* ]s the yacht tight, do you think, Caudel?"’ cried 1.

‘1 hope she is, sir.”

‘** Hope! My God!baut you must know, Caudel t”

“ Well, 8ir, she’s a-draining a little water into her
—1'm bound to say it—but nothig’ that the pump
won't keep under, and I believe that most of it finds
its way into the well from up above.”

1 stared at him with a passion of anxiety and dis-
may, but his cheery blue eyes steadfastly returned
my gaze, as though he would make me know that
hie spoke the truth--that matters were not worse

" than he represented them as being.
¢ *Has the pump been worked?" I inquired.
He lifted his fingers as I asked the question, and
1 could hear the Dbeat of the punp throbbiug
& through the dull roar of the wind, as though a man
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f1ad selzed the brake of it in response tomy inquiry.

*Was any one hurt by the sea as you rounded tot”
rﬂ - * Bobby was washed aft, sir, but he's all right
: 9in.” -

1 plied him with further questions, mainly con-
cerning the prospects of the weather, our chances,
the drl%t of the yacht, that I might know in what
part of the Chanuel we were being blown, and how
fong would ‘* occupy to storm us at this rate into
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the open Atlantic; and then, asking him to watch
by Grace for & few minutes, I dropped on my knees
and erawled to iy cabin, where I somehow con-
trived to gcramble into my boots, coat, and cap. {
then made for the commpanion-steps, still on my
knees, and clawed my way up the hatch till 1 was
a head and shoulders above it, and tgere 1 stood
looking.

| sayglooking; but there was nothing to see, save
tbe near, vast, cloud-like spaces of foam, hovering,
as it seemed, high above the rail, or descending the
pouring side of a sea like bodies of mist sweeping
with incredible velocity with the breath of the gale.
Past these dim masses the water lay in blackness—
a lhuge spread of throbbing obscurity. All over-
head was mere rushing darkness. The wind was
wet with spray, and forward there would show at
intervals a dull shining of foam, flashing trans-
versely across the laboring little craft.

It was blowing hard indeed, yet from the weight

of the seas and the motion of the Spitfire I could
have supposed the gale severer than it was. [ re-
turned to the cabin; and Caundel, after putting on
his cii-skins and swallowing a glass of brandy and
water—the materials for wilich were swaying furi-
ously in a silver-plated swinging tray suspeunded
over the table—went on deck, leaving the compan-
ion-cover a little way open in case 1 should desire
to quit the cabin,
Until the dawn, and some time past it, I sat close
beside Grace, holding her hand or bathing her brow.
She never spoke; she seldomn opened her eyes, in-
deed; she lay as though utterly prostrated, without
power to articulate or perhaps even to think. It
was the effect of fear, however, rather than of nau-
sea. Atany rate, | remember hopiug so, for I had
hearda of people dying of seasickness, aud if the
weather that had stormed down upon us continued
it might end, in kglling her; whereas the daylight,
and perhaps some little break of the blue sky, would
reanimate her if her sufferings were owing to terror
only, and when she found the little craft buoyant
and our lives in no danger her spirits would rise
and her strength return.

V. ‘
THE bleased daylight came at last. I spled the
weak wet gray of it in a corner of the skylight that
had heen left uncovered by the tarpaulin which was
spread over the glass. 1 looked closely at Grace,
and found her asleep. 1 could not be sure at first,
80 motionless had she been lying; but when I put
my ear close to her mouth the regularity of her re-
spiration convinced me that she was slumbering.
That she should be able to snatch even ten min-
utes of sleep cheered me. Yet my spirits were very
heavy; every bone in me ached with a pain as of
rheumatism; though I did not feel sick. my brain
seemed to reel, and the sensation of giddiness was
hardly less miserable and depressing than nausea
itself. 1 stood up, and with great ditRculty caught
the brandy as it lew from side to side on the swing-
ing tray and took a dram, and then clawed my way
as before to the companion-steps, and opening the
cover, got into the hatch and stood looking at the
picture of my yacht and the sea.
There was no one at the helm; the tiller was
lashed to leeward. The shock I received on ob-
serving no one aft, inding the helm abandoned, as
it seemed to me, 1 shall never forget. The tiller
was the first object [saw as 1 rose through the hatch
and my iustant belief was that all my people ha
been swept overboard. On looking forward, how-
evdr, 1 spied Caudel and the others of the men at
work about the mast. 1 am no sailer and cannot
tell you what they were doing, beyond -saying that
they were securing the maat by aflxing tackiesand
so forth to it. But I had no eyes for them or their
work; [ could on'y gaze at my ruined yacht, which
at every heave appeared to be pulling herself togeth-
er as it were for the final plunge. A mass of cor-
dage littered the deck; the head of the mastshowed
in splinters, while the spar itself looked withered,
naked, blasted, as though struck by lightning. The
decks were full of water, whiclh was flashed above
the rail, where it was instantly swept away by the
gale in a smoke of crystals. The biack gear wrig-
gled and rose to the washof the water over the
planks like a huddle of eels. A large space of the
bulwarks on the port side, abreast of the mast, was
smashed level with the deck. The gray sky seemed
to hover within musket-shot of us, and it wentdown
to the sea in a slate-colored weeping body of thick-
ness to within a couple of hundred fathoms, while
the dark green surges, as they came rolling in foam
from out of the windward wall of blankness, looked
enormoaus.

Caudel on seeing me came scrambling to the com-
panion. The salt of the flying we! had dried in the
hollows of his eyes, and lay in a sort of white pow-
der there, insomuch that he was scarcely recogniz-
able, It was ilnpossible to hear hiin amid that
roaring commotion, and I descended the ladder by
a step or two to enable him to put his head into the
hatch. He tried to look cheerful, but there was a
curl in the set of his mouth that neutralized the
etforts of his eye. He entered into a nautical ex-
planation of our condition, the termms of which 1
forget.

* But how is it with the hull, Caudel?” kinquired.
‘“ Surely this wild tossing must be straining the ves-
sel fearfully. Doesshecontinue to take in water?"

**J must not deceive you, sir,” he answered; *‘slie
do. But a short spell at the puinp sarves to chuck it
all out ag'in, and so there’s no call for your houor to

be oneasy."’
He returned to the .others, while I, heart-sickened

by the intelligence that the Spitfire had sprung a
leak-~for that, I felt, must be the plain English of
Candel’s assurance—continued standing a few mo-
ments longer in the hatch, looking around. Ugl
wings of vapor, patches an. fragments of dirty yel’-
low scud, flew fast, loose and low under the near
gray wet-stoop of the sky; they made the only break
in the firmament of storm. The smother of the
weather was thickened yet by the clouds of spray
which rose like bursts of steam from the gides and
heads of the sea, making one think of the flerce
gusts and guns of the gale as of wolves tearing
mouthfuls with sharp teeth from the danks and
bacl]\'s of the rushing aund roaring chase they pur-
sued.

Grace was awake, sitting upright, butin a listless
lolling, helpiess posture. 1 was thankful, however, to
find her capable of the exertion even ofsitting erect.
1 crept to her side, and held her to me to cherish
and comfort her.

**Oh, this weary, weary motion!” she cried
pressing her hand upon her temples. '

‘[t cannot last much Jonger, my darling,*’ I said:
‘“the gale is fast biowing itself out, and then we
ghall have blue skies and smooth water again.*’

**Cuan we not land, Herbert ! ghe asked feebly in
my ear, with her cheek upon my shoulder.

“wWould to God that were possible within the
next five minutes !’ 1 answered.

** Whereabouts are we "

] cannot tell exactly; but when this weather
breaks we shall find the English coast within easy
reach.' |

*-Oh, do not let us wait until we get to Mount’s
Bay !’ she cried.

‘*My pet, the nearest port will oe our port now
depend upon it.” '

The day passed—a day of ceaseless storm, and of
such tossing ag only a smacksman who has fished
in the North Sea in winter could know anything
about. The spells at the pump grew more frequent
a8 the hours progressed, and the wearisome beal of
the plied brake aflected my imagination as though
it had been the toliing of our funeral bell. [ hardly
required Caudel to tell me the condition of the
yacht when some time between eight and nine
o°clock that night he put his head into the hatch
and motioned me to ascend.

*[t's my duty to tell ye, Mr. Barclay,” he ex-
claimed, whispering hoarsely into my ear in the
comparative shelter of the companion-cover, that
Grace might not overhear him, *that the ieak's
a-gainin’ upon us.”

I had guessed a3 much, yet this confirmation of
my conjecture affected me as violently as though I
had had no previous suspicion of the state of the
yacht. ! was thunder-struck; [ felt the blood for-
sake my cheeks, and for some moments I could not
find my voice.

“You do not mean to tell me, Caudel, that the
yacht ia actually sinking ?"

**No, sir. But the pump’ll have to be kept con-
tinually going if she's to remain afloat. 1I'm afeered
when the mnast went over the side that a blow from
it started a butt, and the leak’s growing worse and
worse, cousequence of the working of the craft.”

*]g it still thick¢#” )

‘ As mud, sir." :

‘“Why not fire the gun at intervals ?"’ said I, re-
ferring to the little brass cannon that stood mounted
upon the quarter-deck.

*1'm afeered—" He paused, with a melancholy
shake of the head. * Of course, Mr. Barclay.” he
went on, *1it it’s your wish, sir—but it’ll do no
more, 1 allow, than frighten the lady. ’Tis but a
pea-shooter, sir, and the gale’s like thunder.”

**We are in your hands, Caudel,” said I, with a
feeling of despair ice-cold at my heart, as I reflected
upon the size of our little craft, her crippled and
sinking condition, our distance from land, as ] felt
the terrible weight and power of the seas which
were tossing us, a3 [ though! of my sweetheart.

* Mr, Barclay,” he answered, © if the weather do
but moderate 1 shall have no fear, Our case ain’t
hopeless yet, by a long way, sir. The water’s to be
kKept under b?' continuous pumping. and there are
hands enough and to spare for that job. We’re not
in the midJddle of the Atlantic Ocean, but in the
mouth of the English Channel, with plenty of ship-
ping knocking about. But the weathLer's got to
moderate. Firing that there gun 'ud only be to
terrify the youug lady and do no good. 1f a ship.
came along, no boat could live in this sea. 1n this
here blackness she couldn't keep us company, and
our rockets wouldn't be visible half a mile off. No,
sir, we've got to stick to the pump and pray for
daylight and fine weather.” And having no more
to say to me, or a sudden emotion checking his ut-
terance, he palled his head out and disappeared in
the obscurity.

Grace asked me what Caudel had been talking
abcut, and I answered, with the atmost composure
I could muster, that he had come to teil me the
yacht was making a nobie fight of it and that there
was nothing to cause alarm. 1 had not the heart
to respond otherwise; nor could the bare truth as I
understood it have served any other end than to
deprive her of her senses. Even now I seemed to
find an expression of wildness in her beautiful eyes,
as though the tension of her uerves, along with the
weary, endless hours of delirious pitching and toss-
ing, was beginning to tell upon her brain. 1 sought
to comfort her: I caressed Ler; 1 strained her to
my heart, while I exerted my whole soul to look
cheerfully and to speak cheerfully, and, thank God !
the influence of my true, deep love prevuiled; she

spoke tranquilly; the brilllant stariug look of her
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eyes was softened; occasionally ehe would smfle as
she lay in my arms, while 1 rattled on, struggling,
with & resolution that now seems preternatural to
me when I lock back, to distract her attention from
Qur situation.

At one o’clock in the morning she fell asleep, and
I knelt by her sleeping form and prayed for inercy
and protection.

It was much about this hour that Caudel’s face
again showed in the hatch. I crawled along the
deck and up the steps to him, and he immediately
gaid‘to me, in a voice that trembled with agitation:

** Mr. Barclay, good news, sir. TLe gale’s a-tak-
ing off.”

I clasped my hands, and could have hugged the
dripping figure of the man to my breast.

*Yes, sir,” he continued, ** the breeze is slacken-
ing. There's no mistake about it. The horizon's
opening, too.”

‘*lleaven be praised!
Caudel 7!

*Tain’t werse than it was, sir; though it’s bad
enougi.”

* If the weather shonld moderate—"’

‘ Well, thewn. if the leak don’t gain we may man-
age to carry her home. That'll have to be found
out, sir. But, seeing the yacht's condition, I shall
be for transshipping you and the lady to anything
inward bound that mmay happen to comie along. Us
men’ll take the yacht to port, providing she’ll let
us.” He paused, and then said, ** There might be no
harm now, perhaps, in firing off that there gun. If
a smack 'ud show herself she’d be willing to stand
by for the sake of the salvage. \We’ll also send up
a few rockets, sir. But how about the young lady,
Mr. Barclay?”’

“ Everything must be done,’’ 1 repdied, ‘that is
likely to preserve ourlives.”

There was some gunpowder aboard, but where
Caudel had stowed it 1 did not know. However,
five minutes after he had left me, and while I was
sitting by the side of my sweetheart, who still slept,
the gun was discharged, It sent a emall shock
tnrough the little fabric. ag thougih she had gently
touched ground, or had run into some fleating ob-
ject, but the report, blending with the commotion of
the sea and the bell-like ringing and wolflsh hcewl-
ing of the wind, penectrated the deck in a note so
dull that Grace never stirred. Ten or twelve times
was this little cannon discharge:d at intervals of
five or ten minutes, and I could hear the occasional
fush of a rocket like the sneeze of a giant sounding
~ thrcugh the storiny uproar.

Frown time to timne 1 would creep up in the com-
panion, always in the hope of inding the lights of a
ship close to; but nothing came of our rockets,
while 1 doubt if the little blast the quarter-deck
© pop-gun delivered was audible half a mile away to
windward. But, though the night remained a hor-
ribly black shadow, the blacker for the phantasinal
sheets of foam which defined wirhout illuminating
it, the wind avout this timc—somewhere bhetween
four and five o’clock--had greatly moderated. Yet
at dawn it was blowing hard still, withan iron-gray
freckled sea rolling hollow and confusedly, and a
near iorizon thick with mist.

There was nothing 1n sight. The yacht looked
deplorably sudden and wrecked as she pitched and
wallowed in tiie cold. desolate, ashen atmosphere
of that day-break. The men, too, wore the air of
castaway mariners, fagged, salt-whitened, pinched;
and their faces—even the boy's—looked aged with
auxiety.

1 calle:dd to Caudel. He approached me slowly,
as a man might walk after aswim that has nearly
gpent him.

* Here i8 another day, Caudel. What is te be
done??

* What can be done, sir?”’ answered the poor fel-
low, with the irritation of exhaustion and of anx-
fety but little removert from despair. * We must go
on putnping for our lives, and pray to God that we
may be picked up.”

*Why not get sail upon the yacht, put her before
the wind, and run for the Freach coast "

* If you like, 8ir,”” he answered, languidly; ‘ but
it's a long stretch to the French coast, and if the
wind should shift—' He paused, and lvoked as
though worry had weakened his mind a little and
rendered him incapable of deciding swiftly and for
the best,

The boy Bobby was pumping, and I took notice of
the glassy clearness of the water ag it gushed out to
the strokes of the little brake. The others of my
emall crew were crouching under the lee of the
weather bulwark.

Before returning to Grace I looked at our little
boat—she was just a yacht's dingey—and thought
of the slender chance of saving our lives the tiny
ark would provide us withi—seven souls in a boat
fit to hold five, and then only in smeoth water!

Grace was awake when I had gone on deck at
day-break, though she had slept for two or three
hours very soundly, never once moving wlhen the
cainon was discharged, frequent as the report had
been. On my descending she bezged me to take
lier on deck.

** [ shall be able to stand if 1 hold your arm,” she ;
gai, *and the air wii do wme good.”

But [ had not the heart to let her view the sea, nor |
the weft, broKken, shipwrecked figure the yacht|
made, with water flying over the bow, aud water
gushing from the pumnp, and the foam fashing :
among the rigging that still littered the deck as the !
brine roaved from side to side.

**No, my darling,’” said I; ** for the present you
must keep beiow, The wind, thank God, is fast

And what of the leak,

moderating, and the sea will be falling presently.
But you cannot imagine, until you attempt to move,
how violently the Spitire rolls and pitches. Be-
sides, the decks are full of water, and a single wild
heave might throw us both and send us fiying over-
board.”

She shuddered, an. said no more about going on
deck. In spite of her having slept, her eyes seemed
languid. Her chieeks were colorless. and there was
an expression of fear and expectation that made
my heart mad to behold in her sweet young face,
which. when all was well with her, wore & most
delicate bloom, while it was lovely with a sort of
light that was like a smile in expressions even of
perfect repose. I had brought her to this? Before
another day had closed, her love for me might have
cost her her life! [ could not Lear to think of it;
I ceuld not bear to look at her; and 1 broke down,
burving my face in my han«ls.

She put her arm round my neck, pressed her
cheek to mine, but said nothing until the two or
three dry sobs which shook me to my very inmost
soul had passed.

* Anxiety and want of sleep have made you ill,”
she said. ‘1 am sure all will end well, Herbert.
The storm, you say, i8 passing; and then we shall
be able to steer for the nearest port. You will not
wait now to reach Penzance?” !

1 shook my head, unable to speak. i

** We have both had enough of the sea,’ she con-
tinued, forcing a smile that vanished in the next
breath she drew, * but you could not have foretold
this storm. And even now, would you have me
anywlhere else but here?’’ said she, putting her
cheek to mine again. ‘' Rest your head on my
shoulder and sleep. | feel better, and will instant-
ly awaken you If there is any occasion to do 80.”

I was about to make some answer, when I heard
a loud, and, as it appeared to me®a fearful cry on
deck. Before [ could spring to my feet soine one
heavily thumped the companion-hatch, flinging the
sliding cover wide open an instant after, and Cau-
del’s voice roared down:

‘*Mr. Barclay ! Mr. Barclay! there’s a big ship
close aboard us! She's rounding to. Cowme on
deck, for God’s sake, sir, that we may larn your
wishes.?’

Bidding Grace remain where she was, I sprung to
the companion-sieps, and the first thing 1 saw on
emerging was a large, full-rigged ship, with painted
ports. under small canvas, aand in the act of round-
ing to, with her main-top-sail yard slowly swinging
aback. Midway the height of our little mizzan-
niast streamed the ensign, which Caudel or another
of our men had hoisted, the union down; but our
wrecked mast and the fellow laboring at the pump
must have told our story to the sight of that ship
with an elogqueunce that could gather but little em-
phasis fromthe signal of distress streaming like a
square of flame half-mast high at our stern.

1t was broad daylight now, with a lightening in
the darkness to windward that opened out twice
the distance of sea that was to be measured before I
went below, The ghip, a noble structure, was well
within hail, rolling somewhat heavily, but with a
majesticai slow motion. There was a crowd of
sajorsg on her forecastie staring at us, and I remeim-
ber even in that supreme moment noticing-—so
tricksy is the human intelligence—how ghastly
while the cloths of her top-mast-staysail showed by
contrast with the red and blue shirts and other col-
ored apparel of the mnob of seamen, and against the
spread of dusky sky beyond. There was also a litile
knot of people on the poop, and a man standing
near them, but alone; as 1 watched him he took
what I gatiiered to be a speaking trumpet from the
hacd of the young apprentice or ordinary seaman
who had run to him with it.

**New, Mr. Bar:lay,” cried Caudel, in a voice
vibrating with excitement, ¢ there’s yours and the
lady’s opportunity, sir. But what’s your instruc-
tions? what’s your wishes, sir?"’

** My wishiea? How can you ask? We must leave
the Spitfire. She i8 already half drowned. She will
sink when you stop pumping.”

* Right, sir,” he exclaimed; and without another
word he posted himself at the rail in a posture of
attention, his eyes upon the ship.

She waus apparently a vessel bound to some Indi-
an or Australian port, and seemingly full of pas-
sengers, for even as 1 stood watchiing, the people in
twos and threes arrived on the poop or got upon
the main-deck bulwark-rail to view us. She was a
fong iron ship, red Jeneath the water-line, and the
long streak of that color glared out over the foam
dissolving at the sides like a flush of crimson sun-
set ag she rolled from us. Wienever she hove her
stern up, gay with what might have passed as gilt
quarter badges, 1 could read her name in long,
white letters—** CARTHUSIAN—LOXNDON.”

* Yacht ahoy ! now came in a hearty, tempestu-
ous shout through the speaking trumpet which the
man | had before noticed lifted to his lips.

** Halloo I'” shotted Caudel in response.

**\What is wrong with you !

“ Wessel's makin’ water fast, and ye can see.”
shrieked Caudel. pointing at our wrecked and
niked mast. * what our state is. The owner and a
lady’s aboard. and want to leave the yacht. Wil
yoa stand by till you can receive ’emn, sir?"

The man with the speaking trumpet elevated his
hand, in token that he heard, and appeared to con-
sult with another figure tha* »ad drawn to his side.
He then took a long look round at the weather, and
afterward put the tube again to his mouth.

*Yacht ahoy !”

* Hallvo " .

' We will stand by you; but we cannot launch »
boatwyet. Does the water gain raptdly upon you?”?

‘* We can keep her afloat for some hours, ir.”

The man again elevated his hand. and crossed to-
the weather side of his ship, to signify, |1 presume,
that there was nothing niore to be said.

“In two or three hours, sir, you and the lady'lk
be safe aboard.” cried Caudel. * The wind’s fail-
ing fast, and by that time the sea’ll be flat enough
for one of that craft’s fine boats.”

I re-entered the cabin, and found Grace standing,
supporting herself at the table. Her attitude was
full of expectancy and fear.

**What have they been crying out on deck, Her-
bert?’’ she exclaiined.

*‘There i8 a big ship close by us, darling.'’ | an-
swered. ‘‘The weather {8 fast moderating, and by
noon [ hope to have you safe on board of her.”

**0On board of her !” she cried, with her eyes full
of wonder and alarm. ‘Do you mean to leave the:
yacht?®”

**Yes. I have heart enough to tell you the truth
now; she has sprung a leak. and is taking in water
rapidly, and we must abandon her.”

She dropped upon the locker with her hands
clasped. ‘ ]

**Do you tell me she is sinking ! ~

 We must abandon her,” 1 cried.
hat and jacket, my darling. The deck i§ compara-
tively safe now, and I wisl the people on board the
ship to see you.”

She was 8o overwhelmed. however, by the news
that she appeared incapable of motion. I procured
her jacket and hat, and presently helped her to put
them on, and then grasping ler firmly by the
waist, 1 supported her to the companion-steps and
carefully and with difficulty got her on deck, mak-
ing her sit under the lee of the weather bulwark—
where she would be visible eneugh to the people of
the ship at every windward roll of the yacht—and
crouched beside her with my arm linked in hers.

N g

VI. - :

THERE was nothing to do bat to wait. Some
little trifle of property I had below in the cabin, but
nothing that 1 cared to burden myself with at suclx
a time. All the money 1 had brought with me.
bank-notes an:d some gold, was in the pocket-book
] carried. As for my sweetheart’s wardrobe, what
she had with her, as you know, she wore, 8o that
she would be leaving nothing behind her. Bat
never can I forget the expression of her fice, and
Jhe exclamations of horror and astonisment whicly
escaped her lips when, on my seating her under the:
bulwark, shie sent a look at the yacht. The soaked,
strained, mutilated appearance of the littie craft
persnaded her she was sinking even as we gat to-
gether looking. At every plunge of the bows she
would tremulously suck in her breath and bite
upon her under lip, with nervous twitchings of her
fingers and a recoil of her whole figure against me.

1t was some half hour or 8o af.er our coming en
deck that Caudel, quitting the pump, at which he
had been taking a spell, approachced 1ne and said:

*You’ll understand, of course, Mr. Barclay, that
I, as master of this yacht, sticks to her "

‘*“ What ! cried I, ** to be arowned "

¢ 1 sticks to her, sir.”” he repeated. with the em-
phasis of irritability in his manner, that was not at
all wanting in respect, either, *‘1 dor'nt mean to
say it it should come on to blow another gale afore
that there craft,” indicating the &hip, * receives ye
[ wouldn't go too. But the weather’s a-moderating;
it'll be tarning fine afore long, and I'm a-going to
sail the Spitfire home.”

*I hope. Caudel.” said I, astonished by this reso-
lation in him, * that you'll net stick to her on my
account. Let the wretched craft go, and—" }
hzld the rest behind my teeth,

‘*No, sir. There’ll be nothin’ to hurt in the leak
if 80 be as the weather gets better; and it’s fast
getting better, as you can see. What! let a pretiy
little dandy craft like the Spitfire go Jdown merely
for the want of pumping? All of us men are agreed
to stick to her and carry her home."”

Grace looked at me; I understood the meaning
her eyes conveyed, and exclaimed:

‘“The men will do as they please. They are
plucky fellows, and if they carry the vacht home
she shall be sold. and what she fetches divided
among them. Buat 7 have had enough of her—-and
more than enough of yachting. 1 must see you,
my pat. safe on board some ship that does not leak.’”

‘I could not live through another night in the
Spitfire,” she exclaimed.

**No, miss, no,” rumbled Caudel, soothingly;
*nor would it be right and proper that you should
Ye asked to live through it. They’ll be sending for
ye presently; though, of course, as the wessel's
outward bound’’—here he ran his eyes elowly
round the sea—*‘ ye've got to consider that onless
she falls in soon with something that’ll land you,
why, then of course you both stand to have a longer
spell of sea-faring than Mr. Barclay and me calcu-
lated upon when this here elopement was planned.’”

s \Where is she bound to, I wonder ?” said I, view-
ing the tall, nuble vessel with a yearning to be
aboard her with Grace at iny side.

*To Australia, 1allow,”” answered Caudel. ‘‘Them
passengers ye sees forrards and along the bulwark
rail ain’t of the sort that goes to Chaney or the
Hindies.”

“We can't go to Australia, Herbert,”’ gaid Grace,
surveying me with startled eyes.

**My dear Grace, they are pienty of ships berwixt
this Channel and Australia—plenty hard by—roiling
home and willing to land us for a few sguvereigus,

e

“Put on ydnr .

g




A MARRIAGE AT SEA. -

-

.. .
- -

would their steersmen only shift their helm and
approach within hafl.” .

But, though there might be truth {n this foraught
I knew, it was & thing easler to say than to mean,
as | feit when I cast ny eyes upon the dark green
frothing waters still shrouded to within a mile or
80 past the ship by the damp and dirty gray -of the
now fast expiring gale that had plunged us
into this miserable situation. Tinere was nothing
to be seen but the Carthusian rolling solemnly and
grandly to windward, and the glancing of white
heads ot foam archimg oat of the thickness and
running sullenly, but with weight, too, along the
course of the wind.

The ship. having canvas upon her, settled slowly
upon our bow at a safe distance, but our drift was
very nearly hers, and during those weary hours of
waiting for the sea !0 abate the two craft fairly held
the reliative positions they had occupied at the out-
set. The interest we excited in the people aboard
of her wuas ceaseless. ‘i'he line of her bulwarks
remained dark with heads, and the glimmer of the
white faces gave an odd pulsing look to the whole
length of them as the heave of the ship allernated
the stormy light. They believed us on our own re-
port to be sinking, and that might account for their
tireless gaze and riveted atteution.

Ou a sudden, much about the hour of noon, there
came a inll; the wind dropped as if by mmagic; here
and there over the wide green surface of the ocean
the foam glanced, but in the main the blllows
ceased to break and charged tn & troubled bat fast
moderating swell. A kind of brightness sal. in the
east, anil the horizon opened to tts normal confines;
but it was a desolate sea—nothing in sight save the
ship, though I eagerly and anxiously scanned the
whole circle of the waters.

The two vessels had widened their distance, yet
tne note of the hail, if dull, was perfectly distincts -

* Yacht ahoy ! We're going to send a boat.”

I saw 8 number of figures in motion on the ship’s
plop; the aftermost boat was then swung through
the davits over the side, four or flve men entered
her, and a minute later she sunk to the water.

**Here they come, Grace!” cried 1. ‘‘ At last,
thank Heaven !’

**Oh, Herbert, 1 shall never b2 able to enter her !
ghe exclaimed, shrinking to my side. )

But | kuew better, and made answer with a ca-
ress only.

The «irs rose and fell, the hoat showed and van-
fshed, showed and vanished again, as she came
buzzing to the yacht, to the imnpuise of the puvwer-
fuliy swept blades. Caudel stood by with some
coils of line in his hand; the end was flung, caught,
and in a trice the boat was alongside, and & sun-
burned, reddish-haired man in a suit of serge, and
with a naval peak to his cap, tumbled with the dex-
terity of a monkey over the yacht's rail,

Helooked rgund him an instant, and then came
straight up to Grace and me, taking the heavingand
slanting «eck as easily as though it had been the
floor of a ball-room.

*I am the second mate of the Carthusian,” said
he, touching his cap with an expression ot aston-
ishment and admiration in his eyes as he looked at
Grace. ™ Areall your people realdy to leave, sir?
((l}alptain l'arsons is anxious that there should be no

elay.”

“The la.ly and I are perfectly ready,” said I, “ but
my men have made up their minds to stick to the
yacht, with the hope of carrying her home.”

He lookced around to Caudel, who stood near.

** Ay, sir, that's right,” said the worthy fellow.
“It’s a-going to be fine weatlier, and the water’s to
be kept under."’

The second mate ran his eye over the yacht with
a short-lived look of puzziement in his face, then
addressed 1ne:

* We had thought your case a hopeless one, sir.*?

8o itis,” I answered.

“*’Are you wise in your resolution, my man?"’ he
exclaimed, turning to Caudel again.

** Ay, sir,”” answered Caudel, doggedly, as though
anticipating an argument. **Who's a-going to
leave such a dandy craft as this to founder for the
want of keeping a pump going for a day or two?
There are feur men and a boy all resolved, and we’'ll
manage it,” he added, emphatically.

*The yacht is in no fit state for the young lady,
any way,” said the second mate. *“ Now, sir, and
you, madame, if you are ready.”” And le put his
head over the side to look at his boat.

1 heiped Grace to stand, and while I supported
her [ extended my hand to Caudel.

**God bless you and send you safe home " said I.
* Your pluck and determination make me feel but
half a man. But my mind is resolved too. Not for
worlds must Miss Bellassys pass another hour in
this craft.”

ie skook e cordially by the hand, and respect-
fully bade Grace farewell. The others of my crew
approached, lcaving one pumping. and among the
strong fellows on deck and in the bhoat—sinewy
arms to raise and muscular fists to receive her—
Grace, white and shrinking and eXxclaiming, was
handed dexrerously and swiftly down overtheside.
Watching my chance, I sprung. and pluwmped
heavily but safely into the Loat. The second mate
then followed, and we shoved off.
~ By this time the light that I had taken notice of
in the east had briglitened; there were breaks in it,
with here and there a dim vein of blue sky, and the
waters beneath had a gleam of steel as they rolled
frothiess and swell-dike. In fct, it was easy to see
that fine weather was at haund; and this assurance

it was that reconciled me as nothing else could
have done to the fancy of Caudel and my little crew
carrying the leaking, crippled yacht home.

The men in the boat pulied sturdily, eying Grace
and me out of the corners of their eyes, and gnaw-
ing upon the hanks of tobacco in their cheeks as
though in the most literal manner they were chew-
ing the cud of the thoughts put into them by this
encounter. The second mate uttered a remark or
two about the weather, but the business of the tiller
held him too busy to talk. There was the heavy
swell to watch. and the tall, slowly rolling, metal
fabric ahead of us to steer atongside of. For my
part, I could not see how Grace was to get aboard;
and, observing no ladder over the side as vve round-
ed under the vessel's stei::, ] asked the second
mate how we were to manage ii.

«0Oh,” sald he, * we shall send you bo!l up in a
chair with a whip. There’s the block,” he added,
pointing to the yard-arr>; ‘‘and the line's already
rove, you'll observe.*’

There were some seventy or eighty people watch-
fng us as we drew alongsidc, all ataring over the
rail, and from the forccastle, and from the poop. as
one man. Iremarked a fcw bonnets and shawled
heads forward, and two or three well dressed
women aft; otherwise the crowd of heads belonged
to men emigrants, shabby and grimy—most of them
looking seasick, I thought, as they overhung the
side.

A line was thrown from the ship, and the boat
hauled under the yard-arm whip, where she lay
rising and falling, carefully fended off from the ves-
sel’s iron ride by a couple of the men in her.

“Now, then, bear a hand " shouted a voice trom
the poop. ‘' Get your gangway unshipped, and
stand by to hoist away handsomely.*’

A minute later a large chair with arms daugled
over our heads, and was caught by the fellows in
thie boat. A more uncomfortable, nerve-capsizing
performance I never took part in. The water
washed with a thundering sobbing sound along the
metal bends of the ship, that, as she stooped her
sides iato the brine, flashed up the swell in froth,
hurling toward us also a recoiling billow which
made the dance of the boat horribly bewildering
and nauseating. One moment we were floated, as
it seemed to my eyes, to the level of the bulwarks
of ihe stooping ship; the next we were in a valley,
with the great hull leaning away fromn us—an im-
mense wet surface of red and black and checkered
band, her shrouds vanishing in a slope and her
yard-arms forking up sky high.

‘*Now, madame,” said the secon:d mate, * will
you please seat yourself in that chair?”

Grace was very white, but she saw that it must
be done, and with set lips and in silence was helped
by the sailors to seat herself. I adored her then for
lier rit, for 1 confess that I had dreaded she
wounl®hang back, shriek out, ¢ling to me, and com-
plicate and delay the miserable business by her
terrors. She was securely fastened into the chair,
and the second mate paused for the chance,

** Hoist away ! he yelled, and up went my dar-
ling. uttering one littie scream only as she gsoaredl.

* Lower away !” and by the line that wasattached
to the chair she was dragged through the gangway,
where | lost sight of her.

It wag my turn now, The chair descended, and
I seated myself, not without several yearning
glances at the sloping side of the ship, which, how-
ever, only satisfied me that there was no other
method by which 1 might enter the vessel than the
chair, active as | was,

‘** Hoist away I’’ was shouted, and up I went, and
1 shall not readily forget the sensation. My brains
seemed to sink into my boots as I mounted. ] was
hoisted needlessly high-alinost to the yard-arm
itself, I fancy—through some blunder on the part of
the men who manned the wliip. For some breath-
less moments I dangled between heaven and ocean,
seeing nothing but gray sky and heaving waters.
But the torture was brief, 1 felt the chair sinking,
saw the open gangway sweep past me, and pres-
ently I was out of the chair at Grace’s side, stared
at by some eighty or a hundred emigrants, all
‘tween-decks passengers, who had left tbe bulwarks
to congregate on the main deck.

* Will you step this way?’ exclaiined a voice
overhead.

On looking up, T found we were addressed by
a short, somewhat thick-set man who stood at the
rail that protected the forward extremity of the
poop-deck. This was the person wlho had talked to
us through the speaking trumpet, and I at once
guessed him to be the captain. There were about
a dozen first-class passengers gazing at us from
either of side him, two or three of whoin were ladies.
I took Grace by the hand and conducted her up a
short flight o. steps and approached the captain,
raising my hat as ! did so, and receiving from him
a sea-flourish of the tall hat he wore. He was but-
toned up in a cloth coat, and his cneeks rested in a
pair of bigh, sharp-pointed collars, starched to an
iron hardness, so that his body and head moveil as
one piece. His short legs arched outward, and his
feet were incased in long boots, the toes of which
which were of the shape of a shovel. He wore the
familiar tall hat of the streets; it looked to be
brushed the wrong way, was bronzéd at the rims,
and on the whole showed as a hat that had made
several voyages. Yet if there was but little of the
sailor in his costume, his face suggested itself to
me as a very good example of the nautical life.
His nose was little rnore than a pimple of a reddish
tincture, and his small, moist gray eyes. lying deep

Lin their sockets, seemed as they gazed at you to be
boring their way through the apertures which Na-
ture had provided for the admission of light. A
short piece of white whisker decarated either
cheek, and his hair, that was cropped close as a
soldier's, was also white.

|3 that your yacht, young gentleman?” said he,
bringing his-eyes from Grace to me, at whem he
had to stare up as at his mast head, so considerably
did I tower over the little man.

“Yes,” said I; *'she is the Spitfire—belougs to
Southampton. | am very much obliged to you for
receiving this lady and me.”?

" Not at all’ said he, 1ooking hard at Grace.
*“ Your wife sir 9’

“No,” sa.d 1 greatly embarrassed by the ques-
tion and by the guze of the ten or dozen passengers
who + near, eying us intently and whispering,
yet fo. ... most part with no lack of symputhy and
good nature in their countenances.
quickly bite upon her under lip, but without col-
oring or any other sign of confusion than a slight
turn of her head, as though she viewed the yacht.

*But what have you done with the rest of your
people, young gentieman?’ inquired the captain,

“ My name is Barclay—Mr. Herbert Barclay: the
name of the young lady, to whom 1 am engaged to
be married,” said I, significantly, gending a look
along the faces of the listeners, * is Misgs Grace

may probably have heard of.”

This, 1 shought, was introduction enough. My
business was to assert our dignity first of all, and
then, as I was addressing & number of persons wheo
were either English or colonial or hoth, the pronun-
ciation of her ladyship’s name was, 1 considered, a
very early and essential -duty,

*With regard to my crew.” I continued. and [
told the capitain they had made up their minds to
carry the vessel home.

* Miss Bellassys looks very tired,” exclaimed a
middle-aged lady, with gray hair, speaking with a
gentle, concerned smile epgaging with its air of
sympathetic apology. *If she will allow me (o
conquct her to my cabin -

“1If she has been knocking about in that bit of a

ing, all 1 can say is, she’ll Lave seen more tumbling
and weather 1n forty-eight hours than you'll have
any idea of though | was to keep you at sea for ten
years in this ship.”

Mrs. Barstow with a motherly manner approached
Grace, who bowed and thanked her, and together

peared.

The captain asked me many questions, many of
which | answered mechanically, for my thoughts
were fixed upon the litie yacht, and my heart was
with the poor fellows who had resolvéd to carry her
home—but with thent only, not with Zer. No! as 1
watched her rolling, aund the fellow pumping, not
for worlds would I have gone aboard of her again
with Grace, though Ciudel should have yelled out
that the leak was stopped, and though a fair, bright,
breezy day, with promise of quict lasting for a
week, should have opened round about us.

The captain wanted to know when I had sailed,
from what port 1 had started, where I was bound
to, and the like. I kKept my gravity with difficulty
when [ gave himn my attention at last. It was not

nance; the saloon passengers could not take their
eyes off my face, and they bobbed and leaned for-
ward in an eager, hearkening way to catch every
syllable of my replies. Nor was this all: for Lelow
on the quarter-deck and along the waist stood
scores of steerage passengers, all straining their
eyes at me. The curiosity and excitement were
ridiculous. But fame is a thing very cheaply earned
in these days.

The captain inquired a little too curiously: some-
times. So Miss Bellassys was engaged to be mar-
ried to me, hey? Was she alone with me? No
relative, no maid, nobody of her own se¢X in attend-
aunce, hey ¢ To these questions the ladies listened
with an odd expression in their faces. 1 particu-
larly noticed one of them: she had sausage-shared
curis, lips so thin that when, they were closed they
formed a fine line as though produced by a single
sweep of a camel’s-hair brush under her nose: one
pupil was considerably larger than the other, which
gave her a very staring. Knowing look on one side
of her face; but there was nothiug inmy responses
to appease her or the captain’s or the others’ thi:st
for information.

“There can be no doubt, 1 hope, Captain Par-
sons,” said I, for the second mate h.ad given e the
skipper's name, ‘*of onr promptly falingin with
something homeward bound that will Lind Miss
Bellassys and me? What the craft may prove will
signify nothing: a smack would serve our pur-
pose.”?

“1'1l signal when I have a chance.” he answered,
looking round the sea and then up alolt; = but it's
astonishing, ladies and gentlemen.” ke coltinted,
addressine the passengers, **how lonesome the
ocean is, even where you look for plenty of ship-

ing.”

P "gHow far are we froin Penzance, captain?’ 1 en-
quired.

*“Why,'" he answered, “all of a hundred and fifty
miles.”

“If that be so. then.” 1 cried, “ our drift must
have been that of a balloon.”

“ Will those poor creatures ever be able to reach

1 saw Grace

Bellassys, whose aunt, Lady Amelia Roscoe, you®

‘* By all mneans, Mrs. Barstow.” cried the captain. °

craft there throughout the gale that's been blow- -

the walked to the companionway-hatch and disap- -

only his own Inirth - provoking nautical counte- °
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the English coast in that broken boat?" exclaimed
one of the ladies, indicating the Spitfire, that now
lay dwarfed right over the stern of the ship.

t1f they are ‘’lougshoremen—and yet I don't
know,’ replied the captain, with a short langh; *‘a
boatman will easily handle a craft of that sort when
a blue-water sallor would be all abroad. Have you
lunched, Mr. Barclay "’

“*No. captain, 1 have not; neithercan I say I have |

breakfasted.”

*0Oh, confound it, man, you should have said so
before. Step this way, sir, step this way.”” And he
led me to the companion-hatch that conducted to
the saloon, pausing on the road, however, tobeckon
witha square forefinger to a sober Scotch-faced
personage in a monkey-jacket and loose pilot trou-
sers—the chief mate, as 1 afterward learned—to
whom in a wheezy under-lone he addresscd some
instructions which, I gathered from one or two
syliables I overheard, referred to the speaking of the
inward-bound vessels and to our transshipinent.

At this moment & door close beside which { was |

s‘anding opened, and Grace came out, followed by
the kind lady Mrs. Barstow. She had removed her
hat and jacket, and was sweet and fresh with the
application of such toilet conveniences as her sym-
pathetic acquaintance could provide her with,
Captain Parsons atared at her and then whipped off
his tall hat.

? “This is better than the Spitfire, Grace,” said I.

“0Oh, yes, Herbert,” she answered, sending a
wiance of her fine dark eyes over the saloon; ‘ hut
Mrs. Barstow tells me that the ship is going to New
Zealand.”

“ 8o she is; so she is/'' cried Captain Parsons,
bursting into a laugh; ‘‘and, if you cheose, Mr.
Barclay and you shall accompany us.”

She looked at him with a frightened girlish air,

¢ Oh, no. Miss Bellussys,’* said Mrs. Barstow.
s Captain Parsons is a great humorisi. 1 have made
two voyages with him, and he keeps me laughing
from port to port. He will see that you get safely
home; and I wish that we could count upon arriv-
ing at Otaga as speedily as ycu will reach Eng-
lana.”

Just then a man in a camlet jacket entered the
saloon—cuddy, I believe, is the proper name for it.
He was the head steward, and Captain Parsons
immediately called to him:

*Jenkend, here. This lady and gentleman have
not breakfasted; they have been shipwrecked, and
wish to lunch. You understand? And draw the
cork of a quart bottlie of ¢hampagne. There is no
better sea-physic, Miss Bellassys. 1’'ve known what
it is to be five days in an open boat in the middle of
the Indian Ocean, and I believe if even Mrs. Bar-
stow had been my wife I should not have scrupled
to make away with her for a quart bottle of cham
pagne.”

Our lunch consisted of cold fowl and ham and
champagne—good enough meat and drink, we
should say, for the sea, and almost good enough,
one might adg, for a pair of lovesick fugitives,

* How is your appetite, my darling ¥’ said 1.

‘1 think [ can eat a little of that cold chicken.”

**This is very handsome treatment, Grace. Upon
my word. if the captain preserves this sort of be
havior I do not believe we shall be in any great
hurry to quit his ship.”

*Is not she a noble vessel?” exclaimed Grace,
rolling her eyes over the saloon. ‘- After the poor
Httte Spitfire’s cabin! And how different is this
motion! It soothes me, after the horrid tumbling
of tie last two days.”

*This is a very extraordinary adventure,” said I,
eating and driuking with a relish and an appetite
not a littlie heightened by observing that Grace was
making a very good meal. ‘-1t may not end 8o soon
as we hope, either. First of all we have to fall in
with a homeward-bound ship, then she has to re-
ceive us, then shie has to arrive i1n the Channel and
transfer usto a tug or a smack or anything else
which may be willing to put us ashure; and there
ts alwayvs the chance of her not falling in with such
a craft as we want until she is as high as the Fore-
lands—past Boulogne, in short. But no matter, my
own. We are togethier, and that is everything.”

She took a sip of the champagne that the steward
had fllled her glass with, and said, in a musing
voice, ** What will the people in the ship think of
me?”

**What they may think need not trouble us,” said
Y. “Itold Captain Parsons that we were engaged
t6 be married. 1s there anything very extraordi-
wary in a young fellow taking the girl he is engaged
toout for a sail in his yacht, and being blown
away and nearly wrecked by a heavy gale of wind "’

“Oh, but they will Know better,” shie exclaimed,
with a pout.

“Well, 1 forgot, it is true, that I told the captain
we sailed from Boulogne. But how is he to know
your peopie don’t live there?”?’ /

‘It will soon be whispered about that I have
e.oped with you, Herbert,” she exclaimed.

*Who's to know the truthif it isn’t divulged, my
pe'? said L :

* But it is divalged ' she answered.

I stared at her. She eyed me wistfully as she
contipued, “I told Mrs. Barstow the story. [ am
neot ashamed of my couduct, and I ought not to feel
ashamed of the truth being known.”” A

There was logic and heroism in this closing sen-
teuce, though it did not strictly correspond with the
expression shie had just now let fall as to what the
people would think. 1 surveyed lier silently, aud

‘after a little exclaimed:

‘“You are in the right. Let the trath be known.
I shall give tiie skipper the whole yarn, that there
may be no misunderstanding; for, after all, we may
have to stick to this ahip for some days, and it
would be very unpleasant to find ourselves mis-
judged.”

VIIL

1 GAZED, a3 I spoke, through the windows of the
saloon or cuddy front which overlooked the main-
deck, where a number of steerage passengers were
standing in groups; the ship was before the wind;
the great main-course was hauled up to its yard,
and I could see to as far as the forecastle, where a
fragment of bowsprit showed under the white arch
of the foresail; some sailers in colored apparel were
hauling upon a rcpe hard by the foremast; a gleam
of wmisty sunshine was pouring full upon this
window framed picture, and crowded it with rich
oceanic tints softened by the rude like swaying
shadows of the rigging. An extraordinary thought
fashed into my head.

** By Jove, Grace, I wonder if there's a parson on
board :* .o o )

* Why do you wonder?”! . '

‘“If there is a parson on board he might be able
to marry us.”

She colored, smiled and looked grave all in a
breath,

**A ship is not a church,” said she, almost de-
maurely.

‘*No,” I answered, ‘“‘but a parson’s a parson
wherever he 1s; he carries with him the same ap-
petite, the same dress, the same powers, no eatter
whither his steps conduct him.”

She shook her head, smiling, but her blush had
faded, nor could her smile conceal a little look of
alarin in her eyes.

* My darhing,” sald I, ‘“surely if there should be
a clergyman on board you will not object to his
marrying us? It would end all our troubles, anxi
eties, misgivings—thrust Lady Amelia ouc of the
question altogether, save us from a tedious spell of
waiting ashore—"

** But the objections which would hold good on
gshore would hold good here,’” she gaid, with her
face averted.

* No, 1 can’t see it,*” said I, talking so noisily out
ot the enthusiasm the notion had raised in me that
she looked round to say ‘* Hush !”’ and then turned
her head again. * There must be a difference,”
sald I, sobering my volce, ¢ between the marriage
ceremony as performed on sea and on shore. The
burial service is ditferent, and you will find the
other i3 80 too. There is too much horizon at sea,
too much distance, to talk of consent. Guardians
and parents are too far off. As to bans, whose go-
ing to say ‘no’' on board a vessei?’

“1 cannot imagine that it weuld be a Hoper
wedding,” said she, shaking her head.

** Do you mean in the sense of its being valid, my
sweet ?"

* Yes,'! she whispered.

‘“But don’t you see that a parson’s a parson
everywhere? Whom God hath joined together--"
The steward entered the saloon at that moment.
I called to him, and said, politely:

* Have you mauny passengers, steward?”

¢ Ay, 8ir, too many,”” he answered. ‘ The steer-
age is pretty nigh chock ablock.”

** Saloon passengers, I mean?”

‘“ Every berthi’s hoccuplied, sir.”

‘*What sort of people are they, do you know?
Any swells among themn " .

*'That depends how they’re viewed,” he answer-
ed, with a cautious look round and a slow smile.
“If by,themselves, they're all swells; if by others—
why-—"'

**1 thought perhaps you miglt have something
in the colonia: hishopric way.”

*No, sir, there's nothin’ in that way aboard.
Plenty as needs it, I dessay. The language of some
of them steerage chaps is something to turn the
black hairs of a monkey white. Talk of the vulgar-
ity of sailors "

The glances of this steward were dry and shrewd,
and his smiie slow and knowing; ] chose, there-
fore, to ask hiin no more questions. But then sub-
stantially he had told me what I wanted to gather,
and secretly U felt as much mortified and disap-
pointed as though for days past 1 had been thinking
of nothing else than finding a parson on board ship
at sea and being married to Grace by him.

A little later on Mrs. Barstow came into the
saloon and asked Grace to accompany her on deck.
My sweetheart put on her hat and jacket, and the
three of us went on to the poop.

‘* A voyage in such a ship as this, Mrs. Barstow,”
said I, " should make the most delightful trip of a
person’s life.”

‘1t is better than yachting '’ said Grace, softly.

‘“ A voyage soon grows tedious,” remarked Mrs.
Barstow. ‘‘Miss Bellassys, 1 trust you will share
my cabin while you remain with us.”

**You are exceedingly kind,” said Grace.

Others of the passengers now approached, and I
observed a general effort of kindness and polite-
ness. The ladies gathered about Grace and the
geutlemen abou: me, and the time slipped by whi.e
1 related my adventures and listened to their ex-
periences of the weather in the Channel and such
matters. It was strange, however, to feel that
every hour that passed was widening our distance
from home. [ never for an instant regretted imn

y
determination to quit the yacht. Yet at this early

time of our beiag aboard the Carthusian I was dis.
quieted by a sense of mild dismay when | ran my
eye over the ship and marked her »liding and cour-
tesying steadily forward to the impulse of her wide
and gleaming pinions, and reflected that this sort
of thing might go on for days an«d perhaps for
weeks—that we nigiit arrive at the equator, per-
haps at the latitnde of the Cape of Good Hope, with-
out meeting a vesset to serve our turn ! .

* Well, in talkine, anl in thinking, and in looklng
that afternon passed, and at half past five o'cloc
we went to dinner, I had had a short chat with
Captain Parsons, and from him had learned that
there was no pareon on board, though 1 had fiat-
tered myself that I had put the question in sach a
way a8 not to excite in his brine-seasonea mind the
faintest suspicion of the meaning of my curiosity.
I had also given him to understand that I was a
young man of substance, and begged him to be-
lieve that any cost Grace and 1 might put the ship
to should be repaid with interest te her owners.

It was impossible for me to find myself seated
with Grace at my side at that cheerful, hospitable,
sparkling. sea dinner-table without acutely realiz-
ing the difference betwixt this time and yesterday.
Some ten or twelve persons sat down. but there
was room for another half dozen, which ] believe
about completed the number of saloon passengers
the Carthusian carried. Captain Parsons, with a
countenance varnished as from the recent cmploy-
ment of 8oap, was at the head of the table, with
Mrs. Barstow on his right, and I observed that they
frequently conversed while they often directed their
eyes at Grace and me.

The chief officer, the Scotch-faced man I have be-
fore written of, sat at the foot of the tabie, slowly
an:l soberly eating.

‘It would be strange, sir,” sald I, addressing
him, *‘if we do not hereabouts speedily fall in with
something homeward bound.”

* It would, sir,”’ he answered, with a broad Scotch
accent.

‘“ Yet not so strange, Mr. McCosh,” said a passen-
ger sitting opposite to me, *if yon come to con-
sider how wide the sea is here.”

** Well, perhaps not so strange either.” said Mr,
McCosh, in his sawdusty voice, speaking with his
moauth full.

*Should you pass a steamer at night,* said I,
‘*would you stop and hafl her?

He reficcied, and said he thought not.

* Then our opportunities for geiting home must
be limited to daylight,'! said 1.

This seemed too obvious to him, I suppose, to
need a respounse.

‘‘Are you in a very great hurry, Mr. Barclay, to
get home$" exclaimed a passenger with a slight
cast in his eye that gave a turn of humor to his face.

* Why, yes,” 1 amswered, with a glunce at Grace,
wlio was eating quietly at my side, seldom looking
up, though she was as muach stared at even after
all these hours as decent manners would permit.
*You will please remember that we are without
lugeage.”’

**Eh, but that is to be managed, I think. There

are many of us here of both sexes,’’ continued the

gentieman with the cast in hiseye, sending asquint
aloug the row of people on elther side of the table.
“You should sce New Zealand, sir. The country
abounds with fine and noble prospects, and 1 do
not think,” he added, with a smile, ' that you will
find occasion to complain of a want of hospitality.”

‘1 am greatly obliged,” said 1, giving him a bow;
“butt. ’New Zealand is a little distant for the mo-
ment.”

The subject of New Zealand was now, however,
started and the conversation on its harbors, revenne,
political parties, debts, prospects and the like was
exceedingly animated, and lasted pretty nearly
through the dinner. Though Grace and ! were
seated at the foremost end of the table, removed
nearly by the whole length of it from the captain,
I was sensible that his talk to those near him
mainly concerned us. He had, as I have said, Mrs.
Barstow on one hand, and on the other sat the 1ady
with the thin lips and sausage curls. I would
notice him turn first to one, then to the other, his
round, sea-colored face, broadened by an arch,
knowing smile; then Mrs. Barstow would look at
us, then the lady with thin lips would stretch her
neck to take a peep down the line in which we sat;
others would also look, smirk a bit, and address
themselves with amused faces in a low voice to
Captain Parsons.

All this was not so marked as to be offensive, or
even elbarrassing, but it was a very noticeable
thing, and 1 whispered to Grace that we seemed to
ror(;n the sole theme of conversation at the captain’s
end.

When dinner was over we went on deck. Mrs.
Barstow and the thin-lipped lady carried off Grace
for a stroll up and down the pianks, and 1 joined a
few of the gentlemen passengers on the quarter-
deck to smoke a cigar one of them gave me. There
was a fine breeze out of the east, and the ship, with
yards nearly square, was sliding and relling state-
lity along her course at some six or seven miles in
the’hour., The west was flushed with red, hut a few
stars were trembling in the airy dimness of the
evening blue over the Rtern, and in the south was
the young moon, a pale curl, but gathering from
the clearness of the atmosphere a promise of radi-
ance enough later on o touch the sea with silver
under it and fling a gleam of her own upon our
soaring sails. ’

1 had alinost finished my cigar—two bells, seven
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A MARRIAGE AT SEA. i 1

©'clock, had not Jong been struack—when one of the
slewards came out of the saloon, and approaching
dne, said: )

* Captain Parson's compliments, sir, and he’ll be
®lad to see you in his cabin if you can spare him a
few minutes.”

* With pleasure,” I answered, flinging the end of
my cigar overboard. instantly concinding that he
‘wished to see me privately to arrange about terms
and accommodation while Grace and I remained
with him.

I followed the man into the saloon, and was led
Tight aft, where stood two large cabins. On enter-
dug I found Captain Parsons sitting at a table cov-
ered with naurical instruments, books, writing
mateifnls and so forth. A lighted bracket-lamp
near the door illuminated the interior, and gave
mea good view of the hearty little fellow and his
sea-furniture, cot, lockers, chest of drawers and
~wearing apparel that slid to and fro upon the bulk-
head as it dangled from pegs His air was grave
and his countenance as full of importance as, with
such features as his, it was capable of being. Hav-
ing asked me to take a seat, he surveyed me
thoughtfully for some moments in silence.

“Young gentleman,’ said he, at last, ** before we
man the windiass 1 have to beg you'll not take
amiss any questions I may put. Whatever I ask
_won’t be out of curiosity. 1 belleve ] can see my
way to doing you and your pretty young lady a
wvery considerable service; but 1 shall first want all
the truth you may think proper to give me.”

I heard him with some astonishment. What could
he mean? \What service had he in contemplation
1o render me?

*“The truth of what, Captain Parsons ' said I.

** Well, now, your relations with Miss Bellassys:
t's an elopement, | believe ¢!

* That is 80,” | answered, hardly knowing wheth-
<€r to laugh or to feel vexed.

* Though the young lady,” he continued, ‘‘is not
one of my passengers in the sense that the rest of
*em are, she is aboard my ship, and as though by
the Divine ordering committed to my care, as are
you and every man jack of the two hundred and
four souls who are sailing with me. Of course you
kuow that we ship-masters have very great pow-
ers.” .

I merely inclined my head, wondering what he
was driving at.

‘*A ship-master,’” he proceeded, ‘‘is lord para-
monnt, quite the cock of his own walk, and nothing
must crow where he is. He is responsible for the
safety and comfort, for the well-being — moral,
spiritual and physical—of every creature aboard
his ship, no matter what the circumstapces
under which that creature came aboard, whether
by paying cabin money, by shipwreck, or by signing
articles. Miss Bellassys nas come into my hands,
and it’'s my duty, as master of this ship, to see that
she’s done right by.”

The conflict of twenty emotions rendered me
quite incapable to do anything more than to stare
at him.

**Now, Mr. Barclay," he continued, crossing his
‘bow legs, and wagging a little stunted forefinger in
a kindly, admonishing way, ** don't be affronted by
this preface, and don’t be affronted by what ] am
going to ask; for i{ all be pluin sailing 1 shall be
able to do you and the young lady a real Al, copper
fastened service.”

‘l‘ Pray ask any questions you wish, captain?”’
said 1.

*This is an elopement, you say "

“1tis.’

* Where from ?’

¢ Boulogne-sur-Mer."

* Bullong-sewer-Mare,” he repeated. * Was the
Joung lady at school ?"!

¢ She was.”

*“ What migtit be her age, now "

*8he will be eighteen next so-and-so,” said I,
giving him the month.

He suddenly jumped up, and I could not imagine
what he meant to do till, pulling open a drawer, he
took out a large box of cigars, which he placed
apon the table,

**Pray light up, Mr. Barclay,” said he, looking to
see if the window of his port-hole was open. * They
are genuine Havana cigars.” He lighted one him-
self, and proceeded: ** What necessity was there
for this elopement?”’

** Miss Bellassys is an orphan.” I answered, still
80 much astonished that I found myself almost
mechanically answering him as though I were in
4 witness-box and he were Mr. Justice Parsons in
a wig, instead of an old, bow-legged, pimple-nosed
merchant skipper. * Her father wasa Colonel Bel-
Jassys, who died some years ago 1n India. On her
mother's death she was taken charge of by her
aunt, Lady Amelia Roscoe. Lady Amelia’s husband
was a gentleman named Withycombe Roscoe, whose
«estate in Kent adjoined my father’s, Sir Herbert
Barclay, tlie engineer.”

*D’ye mean the gentieman who built the L
Docks "’

¢ Yes.”

*Oh, indeed ! cried he, looking somewhat im-
pressed. ‘ And how is your father, Mr. Barclay?"

** He died about two years and a half ago,” | re-
plied. ** But you have asked me for the truth of
this elopement. Captain Parsons. Tlhere were con-
stan! quarrels between my father and Mr. Withy-
combe Roscoe over a hedge, or wall, orditch—some
matter contemptibly insignificant; but if the value
of the few rods or perches of ground had been rep-

resented by the national debt there could not have
been hotter blood, more ill-feeling bLetween them.
Litigation was incessant, and I’'m sorry to say that
it still continues, though ! should be glad to end
it." .
‘ Sort of entail lawsuait, I suppose ?*! said the cap-
tain, smoking with enjoyment and listening with
interest and respect.

** Just 80,” said I, inding now a degree of happi-
ness in this candor; it was a kind of easing of my
conscienze to tell this man my story, absolute stran-
ger as he had been to me but a few hours before.
** Mr. Roscoe died, and Lady Amelia took a house
in London. I met her niece at the house of a friend,
and fell in love with her.”

** 8o I should think.” exclaimed Captain Parsons.
‘ Never saw a sweeter young lady in all my time.”

* Well, to cut this part of the story, when her lady-
ship learned that her niece was in love, and dis-
covered who her sweetheart was—this occupied a
few months, I may tell you—she packed the girl off
to Boulog .e, to a Mademoiselle Championnet, who
keeps a sort of school at that place; though Grace
was sent there professedly to learn French. This
mademoiselle is some sort ol poor connection of
Lady Amelia’s, a bigoted Catholic, as her Jadyship
i8, and it soon grew clear to my mind from letters |
received from Miss Bellassys, dispatched in the old
romantic fashion—"’

‘“ What fashion’s that 1"’ called out the captain.

**The bribed hoase maid, sir—it soon grew clear
to my mind, { say, that Lady Amelia’s main object
in sending the girl to Mademoiselle Championnet
was to get her converted.”

**A d——d shame !” cried Cap:ain Parsons.

* Do you need to hear more?” said I, smiling. “1
love the girl, and she loves me; she was an orphan,
and I did-not consider the aunt a right and proper
guardian for her; she cohsented to elope, and we
did elope, and here we are, captain.”

‘“And you were bound to Penzance, I under-
stand "’

X} l'es "

‘“ Why Penzance?” .

**To gel married at a church in that district.”

“Who was going to marry ye "

** A cousin of mine, the Reverend Frank Howe—
of course after we had fulfilled the confounded le-
gal conditions which obstruct young people like
ourselves in England.”

‘* And what are the'legal conditions? It's so long
s.nce I was married that I forget ’em,” said the
captain.

** Residence, a8 it is called; then the consent of
her ladyship, as Miss Bellassys is under age.”’

** But she isn't going to consent, is she 1

‘“ How can she refuse, after our association in the
yacht, and here?”

It took him some time to understand; he then
shut one eye and sald, * 1 see.”

We pulled at our cigars 1n silence as we gazed at
each other. The evening had blackened into night;
a silver star or two slid in the open port, through
which came the washing noise of the water as it
swept eddying and seething past the bends into the
wake of the ship; now and again the rudder jarred
harshly, and there was a monotonous tread of feet
overhead. We were at the extreme after end of the
vessel, where the heave of hier woudd be most sensi-
bly felt, and she was still courtesying with some
briskness, but I scarcely heeded the motion, 8o ef-
fectually had the mad behavior of the Spitfire cured
1me of all tendency to nausea.

‘* And now, Mr. Barclay,” exclaimed the captain,
after a silence of & minute or two, *I'li explain
why I have made sc free as to ask you for your
story. It's the opinion of Mrs. Barstow and Miss
Moggadore that Miss Bellassys and you ought to be
married right away off. 1t’s a duty that’s owing to
the young lady. ou can see it for yourself, sir.
Her situation, young gentleman,’ he added, with
emphasis, ‘* is not what it ought to be.”

‘1 agree 1n every word,” | exclaimed; *‘but—»

He interrupted me- ‘*Her dignity 18 yours, her
reputation i yours. And the sooner you're mar-
ried the better.”

1 was about to speak, but despite my pronounc-
ing several words, he proceeded obstinately:

**Mrs, Barstow is one of the best-natured women
in the world. There never was a more practical
lady; sees a thing in a minute; and you may be-
lieve in her advice a3 you would in the fathom-
marks on a lead-line. Miss Moggadore, the young
lady that sat on my left at table—did you notice
her, Mr. Barclay "’

** A middle-aged lady, with curls ?"

‘ Eight-and-thirty. ~Ain't that young enough?
Ay, Miss Moggadore has two curis; and let me tell
you that her nose heads the right way. Miss Mog-
gadore wasn't behind the door when brains were
served out. Well, she and Mrs. Barstow, and your
hiumble servant,” he convulsed his short square fig-
ure into a sea-bow, ‘‘are for having you and Miss
Bellassys married straight away off."

‘8o there {3 a clergyman on board ' I cried, fecl-
ihr:g the blood in my face, and staring eagerly at

m.

** No, sir,” said he, *there’s no clergyman aboard
my ship.”

*Then,” said I, almost sulkily, **what on earth,
Captain Parsens, is the good of you and Mrs. Bar-
stow and Miss Moggadore advising Miss Bellassys
ard me to get married straight away off, as you
term it®”

o“‘llt ought to be done," said he, with an emphatic
nod.

»

‘ What ! without a parson ?'! I cried.
“Iam & parson,” he exclaimed. <« -

I imagined he intended a stgpid pun upon his

name.

‘*Parson enough,’’ he continued, “to do your
business. I'll marry you.”

* You?'' 1 shouted.
m"g'es, me," he returned, striking his breast with

8 fist,

*Pray where were you ordained?’ said I, dis-
gusted with the bad taste of what I regarded as s
joke. '

‘“Ordained "’ he echoed. *I don’t understand
you. I'm the master of u British merchantyman. and
as such can and do desire for Miss Bellasghs’s sake
to marry ye.”

Now, I do not know how. when, or where I had
stumbled upon the fact, but all on & sudden it came
into my head that it was as Captain Parsons said—
namely, that the masrer of a British merchantman
was empowered, whether by statute, by precedent,
or by recogunition of the laws of necessity, to cele-
brate the marriage service on board his own ship
at sea. I may have read it in the corner of a news-
paper—in some colnumn of answers to correspon-
dents—as likely a8 not a work of fiction: but the
mere fact of having heard of it persuaded me that
Captain Parsons was in earnest; and very much in-
deed did he look in earnest as he surveyed me with
an expression of triumph in his littie eyes while I
huug in the wind, swiftly thinking.

*“But am I to understand,” said I, fetching a
breath, *‘ that a marriage at sea, with nobody but
the captain of the ship to officiate, islegal 7"

*Certalnly," he cried. ‘ Let me splice you to
Miss Bellassys, and ihere's nothing mortal outside
the Divorce Court that can sunder you. How
gmny couples do you think I’'ve married in my

me?”

‘] cannot imagine.”

*8ix,” he cried; ‘*and the’re all doing well, too,””

‘ Have you a special marriage service at sea?”

‘‘The same, word for word, as you have it in the
prayer-book.”!

**And when {t i8 read—'' said [, pausing.

1 enter the circumstance in the official log-book,
duly witnessed, and then there you are, much more
married than it would delight you to feel if after-
ward you should find out you’ve made a mistake.”

My neart beat fast, Though [ never dreamed for
an instant of accepting the skipper’s oMces serious-
ly, yetif the ceremony he performed should be legal
it would be a trump card in my hand for any
game I might hereafter have to play with Lady
Amelia.

* But how,”” gaid I, “*are you going to get over the
objections to my marriage "’

‘** What objections? The only objection I see is
your not being married already.”

**'Why,” said I, “ residence or license.’!

He flourished his hand. ‘You're both ahoard
my ship, aren’t ye? That’s residence enough for

me. As to license, there's no such thing at sea. -

Suppose a couple wanted to get married in the
middle of the Pacific Ocean; where's the license to
come from?"

‘* But how about the consent of the guardian?'}

‘‘The lawful guardian isn’t here,” he answered;
‘“the lawful guardian is leagues astern. No use
talking of guardians aboard ship. The young lady
being in this ship constitutes me her guardian, and
it's enough for you that I give my consent.?

His air a8 he pronounced these words induced
such a fit of laughter that for several moments I
was unable to speak. He appeared to enjoy my
merriment heartily, and sat watching me with the
broadest of grins.

*1I'm glad you take to the notion kindly, ' said
he. * 1 was afraid, with Mrs. Barstow, that you'd
create a difficulty.”

“1? Indeed, Captain Parsons, I have nothing in
the world else to do, nothing in the worid else to
think of, but to get married. But how about Miss
Bellassys?'’ I added, with a shake of the head.
‘** What will she have to say to a shipboard wed-
ding s

* You leave her to Mrs. Barstow and Miss Mogga-
dore,’ said he, with a nod. * Besides, it's for her to
be anxious to get married, Make no mistake,
young man. Until she becomes Mrs. Barc-lay, her
situation is by no means what it ought to be.’

‘“But 18 it.the fact, captain,’’ I exclaimed, visited
by & new emotion of surprise and incredulity, * that
a marriage celebrated at sea by the captain of a ship
islegal 1 .

Instead of answering, he counted upon his fin-
gers:

*Three and one are four, and two are six, and
two's eight, and three's eleven, and four again’s
tfteen.”” He paused. looking up at me, and ex.
claimed, with as much solemnity as he could im-
part to his briny voice: “ If it isn t legai. ali I can
Bay is, God help fifteen of as fine a set of children as
ever a man could wish toclap eyes on—n.t count-
ing the twelve paren.s that I married But, since
you seem to doubt—I wish I had the oflicial log-
books containing the entries —teli ye what 1I'll do?”
he exclaimed, jumping up. *“Dc you know Mr.
Higginson "

** A passenger, | presume ?'?

‘ Ay, oue of the shrewdest lawyers in New Zea-
land.' I'lt send for him, and you shall hear what he
says.’

at on putting his head out to call for the stew-
ard he saw Mr. Higginson sitting at the saloon
table, reading. Some whispering followed, and
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they both arrived. the captain carefully shutting
the door behind him. Mr. Higginson was a tall,
middle-aged man, with a face that certainly looked
tatellectual enough to inspire one with some de-
ﬁree of confidence in anything he might deliver.

e put on a piir of pince-nez glasses, bowed to me,
and took a chair. The captain began awkwardly,
abruptly, and in a rambling voice:

*“Mr. Higginson, I'll tell you in half a dozen
words how the case stands. No need for mystery.
Mr. Barclay’s out.on an eloping tour. He don't
mind my sayimg 80, for we want nothing but the
trath aboard the Carthusian. He's run away with
that sweet young lady we took off his yacht, and js
anxious to get married, and Mrs. Barstow and Miwh
Moggadore don’'t at all relish the situation ihe
xoung lady’s put herself in and they’re for marrying

er as quickly as the job can be done.”

Mr. Higginson nursed his knee and smiled at the
deck with a look of embarrassment, though he had
been attending to the skipper's words with lawyer-
like gravity down to that moment.

*You see,” continued Captain Parsons, ‘‘that
the young lady being aboard my ship is under my
care

**Just 80,” murmured Mr. Higginson.

** Therefore I'm her guardiau, and ii’s my duaty to
look after her.”

¢ Just 80,” marmured Mr. Higginson.

** Now | suppose you’'re aware, sir,” continued the
captain, ** that the master of a British merchantman
ishrully empowered to marry any couple aboard his
ship !

* Empowered by what "’ asked Mr. Higginson.

**He has the right to Qo it, sir,”” answered the
captain.

** It is a subject,” said Mr. Higginson, nervously,
“ upon which I am hardly qualided to give an opin-
ion.”

* I8 a shiphoard marriage legal, or is it not le-
gal?’ demanded the captain.

*Icannotanswer as to the legality,” answered the
lawyer, " but I believe there are several instances
on record of marriages having taken place at sea,
and I should say,” he added slowly and cautiously,
‘“that, in the event of their legality ever being
tested, no court would be found willing, on the
merits of the contracts as matriages, to set them
aside,”

‘* There ye have it, Mr. Barclay!” cried the cap-
tain. with a trinmphant swing round in his chair.

* In the case of a marriage at sea,” continued Mr.
Higginson, looking at me, * [ should certainly coun-
sel the parties not to depend upon the validity of
their upion, but to make haste to confirm it by a
second marriage on their arrival at port,”

* Needless expense and trouble,” whipped out the
captain; ‘‘ there’'s the official log-book: what more’s
wanted ¢

** But i8 there no form required, no license neces-
sary P’ | excluimed, addressing Mr. Higginson,

*“Hardly at sea, 1 should say,” le answered,
smiling.

** My argnment !’ shouted the captain.

‘** i,ut the young lady is under age,” I continued.
*She is a orphan, and her aunt is her guardian.
H?w about her aunt’s consent, sir?”?

‘How can it be obtained?” exclaimed the law-
yer.
** My argument again !’ roared the captain.

**No doubt,” said Mr. Higginsen, “*as the young
lady is under age the marriage could be rendered
by the action of the guardian null and void. But
would the guardian in this case take such a step?
Would she not rather that this union at sea should
be confirmed by a wedding on shore

* You exactly express my hope,” said I: *“ bu* be-

~ fore we decide, Captain Parsons, let me first of all

talk the matter over with Miss Bellassys.”

* All right, sir,”’ he answered, ‘‘but don’t lose
sight of this: that while the young lady’s aboard my
ship I'm her natural guardian and protector; the
law holds me accountable for her safety and well-
being, and what [8ay is, she ought to be married.
}"izg e§plamed why; and I say she ouglht to be mar-

!

VIII.

A FEW minutes later 1 quitted the cabin, leaving
the captain and Mr. Higginson arguing upon the
powers of a commander of a ship, the 8Ki1pper
shouting, as I opened the door, “I tell you, Mr.
Higginson, that the master of a vessel may not only
legally marry a couple, but may legally christen
their infants, sir, and then legally bury the lot of
them if they should dfe.”

I found Gracge seated at the table between Mrs.
Barstow and Miss Moggadore. Mrs. Barstow be-
stowed a sinile upon me, but Miss Mogga«ore's thin
lips did not part, and there was something very
austere and acid in the gaze she fastened upon my
face. The saloon was now in full blaze. and pre-
sented @ very fine, sparkling appearance indeed.
The motion of the ship was so quiet that the swing
of the rasdiant lamps was hardly noticeable. Some
eight or ten of the passengers were scattered about
—a couple at chess, another reading, a third lean-
ing back with his eyes 11xed on a lamp. and 8o on.

I leaned over the back of my darling's chair anil
addressed some cominouplaces to her and the two
ladies, intending presentiy to withdraw her, that I
miglit have a loug talk, but after a minute or twe
Mrs. Barstow rose and went to her cabin, a hint
that Miss Moggadore was good enough to take. I
seated mysell in that lady’s chair at Graese’s side.

** Well. my pe*, and what have they been talking
to you aboat #'?

*“They have been urging me to marry you to-
morrow moruing, Herbert,”’ she answered, with a
‘smile that was half a pout, and a blush that did not
signify so much embarrassment but that she could
look at me,

*Tam fresh from a long talk with the captain,”
sald 1, ‘*and he has been urging me to do the same
thing.”

. lgt is ridiculous,”” she said, holding dcwn her
head. **There is no clergyman in the ship.”

** But the captain of a vessel may act as a clergy-
man, under the circumstances,” said L.

1 don't believe it, Herbert."

** But see here, Grace,” said I, speaking earnestly
but softly, for there were ears not far distant, ** it is
not likely that we should regard the captain’s cele-
bration of our marriage here as more than some-
thing that will strengthen our hands for the strug-
gle with your aunt. Uatil we have been joined by
a clergyman in proper shipshape fashion, as Cap-
tain Parsons himself might say, we shall not be
man and wife; but then, my dariing, consider this:
first of all it is in the highest degree probable that
a marriage performed on board a ship by her cap-
tain {8 legal; next, that your aunt would suppose
we regarded the union as legal, when of course she
would be forced to conclude we regarded ourselves
as mao and wife. Would she then dare come be-
tween us? Her consent must be wryng from her
by this politic stroke of shipboard wedding, that to
her mind would be infinitely more significant than
our assocfation in the yacht. She will go about
and inquire if a shipboard wedding is legal ; her
lawyers will answer her as best they can, but their
advice will be, Secure your niece by sending your
consent to Penzance that she may be legitimately
married in an English chérch by a Church of Eng-
Jand clergyman.”

. Shelistened thoughtfully, but with an air of child-
ish simplicity that was inexpressibly touching to
my love for her.

‘* 1t would be merely a ceremony,” said she, lean-
ing her cheek in her hand, ‘to strengthen your
appeal to Aunt Amelia "’

‘“Wholly, my darling.”

“ Well, dearest,’” said she, gently, ‘*if you wish
1t_'l

I could have taken her to my heart for her ready
compliance. I had expected a resolved refusal,
and had promised myself some hours both that
evening and next day of exhortation, entreaty, and
representation. [ was, indeed, hot on the project,
and even as I ralked to her 1 felt my enthusiasm
growing. Secretly [ had no doubt whatever that
Captain Parsons was empowered as master of a
British merchantman to marry us, and although,
as I had told her, I should consider the ceremony
as simply an additional weapon for fighting Aunt
Amelia with, yet as a contract it might securely
bind us too; we were to be parted only by the ac-
tion of the aunt; this, I felt assured, for the gake of
her niece’s fame and future and for her own name,
her ladyship would never attempt; so that from
the moment the captain ended the service, Grace
would be my wife to all intents and purposes,
wLich indeed was all we had in view when we
glided out of soulogne harbor in the poor little Spit-

re.

However, though she had sweetly and promptly
comsented, a great deal remained to talk about. |
repeated all that Captain Pursons and all that Mr.
Higginson had said, and when we had exhausted
the subject we naturally spoke of our prospects of
quitting the Carthusian; and, one subject suggest-
ing anothier, we sat chatting till about nine o'clock,
at which hour the stewards arrived with wine and
grog and biscuits, whereupon the passengers put
away their books and chess boards and gathered
about the table, effectually ending our tete-a-tete.
Then Mrs. Barstow arrived, followed by Miss Mog-
gadore. [ took the former lady aside, leaving Grace
in clharge of the acidulated gentiewoman with the
curis,

** Miss Beliassys tells me,” said I, * that you have
warmly counseled her to allow Captain Parsons to
marry us. You are very good. You could not do
us a greater service than by giving such advice.
She has consented, asking only thdt the cere-
mtt))rixy ’shall be privately performed in the captain’s
cabin,’”?

**She I8 very young,” replied Mrs. Barstow—** too
young. [ fear, to realize her position. 1 awm a mo-
ther, Mr. Barclay, and my sympaihies are entirely
with your charming sweetheart. Under such eon-
ditions as we find her 1n, we must all wish Lo see
her married. Were her mother living, 1 am sure
that would Le her desire.”

** Were her mother Iliving,” said 1, ‘ there would
have been no elopement.”

She inclined her head with a cordial gesture.
** Miss Bellassys,’* said she, ** has heen very candid.
As a mother myself. I must blame her; but as a
woman-—" She shook her head, smiling,

We stood apart conversing for some time, and
were then interrupted by the head steward, who
came to tell me that by orders of the captain [ was
to sleepin a berth accupied by one of the passen-
gers,a Mr. Tootli. I went to inspect this berth, and
was very well pleased to find a clean and comfort-
able bed prepareud.

I had my pipe and a pouch of tobacco in my
pucket, and thought | would go on deck for half an
hour before retiring to bed. As | passed the table

on my way to the companionway-ladder, Mr. Hig-

ginson rose from a book he had been reading, an#
detained me by putting his hand on my arm.

‘1 have been thinking over the matter of mar-
riages at sea, Mr. Barclay,” he began. with a wary
look to make sure that ne one was listening. ‘1
wish we had a copy of the Merchant Shippings Acts
for 1854, for I Lelieve there is a section which pro-
vides that every master of a smg carrying an offi-
cial log-book shall enter in it e¥ery marriage that
takes place on board, together with the names aud
ages of the parties. And I fancy there is another
section which provides that every master of every
foreign-going ship shall sign and deliver to some
mercantiie marine authoritya listcontaining among
other things a statement of every marriage whicly
takes place on board. There i8 also an Act called,
if my memory serves me, the Confirmation of Mar-
riage on her Majesty's Ships Act. But this, 1 pre-
sume, does not concern what may happen in mer-
chant vessels. I should like to read up Hammick
on the ‘Marriage Laws of England.’ One thing,
however, is clear: marriage at gea ia contemplated
by the Merchant Shippings Act of 1854. erchant~
nien do not carry chaplains; a clergymam in at-
tendance as a passenger was assuredly not in the
minds of those who are responsible for the Act.
The sections, in my opinion, point to the captain
as the person to officiate; and, bhaving turned the
matter thoroughly over, 1 don’t scruple to pro-,
nounce that a marriage soleamnized at sea by the
master of a British merchantman is as legal and®
valid as though celebrated on shore in the usual
way.”

*I am delighted to hear you say 80, said I.

“It is a most interesting point,’ said-he.
ought certainly to be settled:*’

I laughed out, and went on deck with my spirits
in a dance. To think of such a marriage as we
contemplated ! and to find it in all probability as.
binding as the shore-going ceremmony! Assuredly
it s an ill wind that blows nobody any good, and
the gale that had nearly foundered us was to end
in returning us to our native shores a wedded pair ¥
I filled my pipe and stood musing a bit, thinking of’
Caudel and the others of the little dandy, of the
yacht, ot the gale we had outlived, and of twenty
other like matters, when the voice of the captain
broke in upon my reverie:

** This will be you, Mr. Barclay? I begin to know
you now without candle-light, by your height.”

** Yes, it is I, captain—just stepped on deck for a.
smoke an:l a hreath of tius cool wind before turn-
ing in. Do you know, when I view the great dark
outline of your ship sweeping through this tre-
mendous space of darkness, and then think of the
crowds of people asleep in her heart, I can't but:
believe the post of commander of a big merchant-
man, like this vessel, foremost among the most.
responsible under the sun.”

**8ir,” you arve right,” replied the little man, in a.
voice that was almost oily with gratification. ** Let.
us walk.”” '

We started to measure the planks from the wheel
to half-way the length of the poop.

(13 It

** There is no doubt,”” said I, ** that you, as master

of thig vessel, are, as you have all along contended,
empowered to marry me to Miss Bellassys.” And
then I gave him the substance of what Mr. Higgin-
son had said to me below.

‘1 was sure that Higginson would see it after
thinking a bit,” said he. ‘' Of course | am empow-
ered to marry on board my ship auny couple that
may apply to me. Have you spoken to Miss Bel--
lassy's 9’ :

I have.”

** And is she agreeable !’ ' o e

** Perfectly agreeable.” '
**Now, when

** Good ! said he, with a chuckle.
shall it be
* Oh, it is for you to say, captain.” B

‘ Ten o'clock to-morrow morning do "

*‘Very well indeed.” I answered ; ** but it will be
quite private Captain Parsons; it is Miss Bellasay’s
wish.” : . -

I slept right through the night, and when 1 awoke
Mr. Tooth was shaving himseif, and the cabin was
brilliant with sunshine, whitened to a finer glory
yet by the broad surface of milk-white froth that
was rushing past the ship. The ship was heeling
to it as a yacht might; her yards were braced for-
ward, and the snow at her foretoot soared and blew
away in smoke to the sliding, irresistibie thrust of
her sharp metal stem. The sea for leagues and
leagues rolled blue, foamizg, brilliant; wool-like
clouds lovely with prismatic glitterings in their
skirts as they sailed from the sun were speeding
into the southeast; the whole life of the world
seemed to be in that morning—in the joyous sweep

of the wind, and in the frolicsomne frothing of egeh -4 “'&;l.

long blue ridge of rolling sea, in the triurngphant.
speeding of the ‘ship sliding buoyant from dgne soft
foam-freckled hollow to another.

I drew a deep breath. ** Ah!” thoughtl, “if it
were always like this, now, and New Zealand not
so distant !"?

I saw nothing of Grace till the cabin breakfast
was ready. Most of the first-class passengers had
by this time assembled, some of those who had
been seasick yesterday issuing from their cabtins;
and [ noticed a general stare of admiration a8 my
darling stepped forth, followed by Mrs. Barstow,
Her long and comfortable night’s rest had restored
her bloom to her. How sweet she looked ! how
engaging the girlish dignity of her posture! how
bright her timid eyes as slie paused to send a glance:
round in search of me! 1 was instantly at her side.

A
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‘‘*The ceremony i3 fixed for ten, I think?" said
Mrs. Barstow; and here Miss Moggadore arrived,
a8 one who had 8 right to be of us, not to say
with us.

*I am of opinion."” said she, * that the ceremony
ought to be public.”

‘*‘I’d rather not,” 1 answered. * In fact, we both
dad rather not.”

* But 8o IRany witnesses !” said Miss Moggadore.

*Shall you be present '’ inquired Mrs. Barstow.

‘1 hope to receive an invitation,” answered Miss
Moggadore.

* We ahall count upon your being present," ex-
<laimed Grace, sweetly; but the smile with which
-8he spoke quickly faded; she looked grave and ner-
‘vous, and 1 found some reproach in the eyes she
lifted to my face. * It seems 80 unreal—almost
impious, Herbert, asthough we were acting a sham
part in a terribly solemn act,’ she exclaimed, as we
8eated ourselves.

‘There is no sham in it, my pet. Yonder sits Mr.
Higginson, a lawyer, and that man has no doubt
‘whatever that when we are united by the captain
we shall be as much man and wife as any clergy-
man could make us.”

*1 consent, but only tg please you,’” said she,
with something of resticssness in her manner;
and [ noticed that she ate but little.

‘“ My darling, you know why 1 wish this marriage
performed,’”” I said, speakiug softly in her ear, for
many eyes were upon us, and some ladies who had
not hefore put in an appearance were seated almost
-opposite and constantly directed their gaze at us,
while ¢{hey would pass remarks in whispers when
they bént their heads over their plates. *‘It can do
710 possible hhiarm; it must be my cousin, not Captain
Parsons, who makes you my wife. Butthen, Grace,
it may be binding too, requiring nothing more than
the sanctification of the union in the regular way;
and it may—it will—create a difficulty for your
aunt which should go very near to extinguishing
‘her.”?

Sie sizhed and appeared nervous and depressed;
but I was too eager to have my way to choose to
notice her manner. It would be a thing of the past
in a very little while; we might hope, at all events,
to be on our way home shortly, and I eagily foresaw
1 should never forgive myself after leaving the Car-
thusian if I suffered Grace to influence me into
refusing the captain’s offer to marry us, odd as the
whole business was, and irregular as it might
prove, tuo, for all 1 could tell.

' . 1X.

WHEEN breakfast was over, Mrs. Barstow took
Qirace tc her cabin, and there they remained. Miss
Moggadore stepped up to me as I was about to go
-on deck, and said:

[t 18 not yet too late, Mr. Barclay, and I really
think it ought to be a public ceremony.”

*sSooner than that ] would decline it altogether,”
said I, in no huamor at that moment to be teased by
the opintons of an acidulated spinster.

1 consider,”” she saild, ‘‘that a wedding can
mever take place in too public a manner. Itis prop-
er that the whole world should know that a couple
Aare truly mau and wife.”

* The whele world,” said I, **in the sense of this
-8hip, must know it, a8 far as I am concerned, with-
-out seeing it."”

* Well,”' she said, with a simper which her mere
sstreak of lip was but little fitted to contrive,** T hope
you will have all happiness iu your wedded lives.”

1 bowed, without replying, and passed up the
Steps, not choosing to linger longer in the face of
the people who hung about me with an air of care-
lessness, but with faces of curiosity.

Presently 1 looked at my watch—a quarter to ten.
Mr. Tooth strolled up to me.

= All alone, Mr. Barclay? 'Tis a fact, have yon
qoticed, thit when a man is about to get married
people ol t off for him? 1 can understand this of
4 corpse; but a live young man, you know—and
©only because hes going to get married! By the
way, as it is to a private affair. L suppose there
43 no chaunce for me ?2*’

*The captain is the host,” I answered. ‘He is
10 play the father. If Be chooses to invite you, by
all means be present.”” As 1 spoke the captain
<came on deck, turning his head about in manifest
seatrch of me. He gravely beckoned with an air of
<ceremony, and Mr. Tooth and I wenr up to him,
He leoked at Mr, Tooth, who immediately said:

*Captain, a wedding at sca is good enough to
remember—something for a man to talk about,
Lan't 1 be present ?’ And he dropped his head on
oue side with an insinuating smile.

*-No, sir,”” answered Captain Parsons, with true
‘sea-grace, and putting his hand on my arm he car-
Tied me right aft.  * The hour's at hand,” he sald.

*Who's to be present, d’ve know ? for i{it’s to be &
Private atfair we don’t waut a crowd.”

** Mrs. Barstow and Miss Moggadore; nobody else,
J believe,”

‘ Better have a couple of men as witnesses. What
«’ye say to Mr. Higginson?"’

**Anybody you please, captain.” v

*“ And the second ?”? said he, tilting his hat and
thinking. * McCosh? Yes, I don’t think you can
«do better than McCosh. A thoughtful Scotchman,

with an excellent memory.” He puiled out his
watch. ‘' Five mninutes to ten. Let us go below.”

JAnd down he went. o
The steward was dispatched to bring Mr. Higgin-

150D and the chief mate, Mr, McCosh, to the captain’s

cabin. The saloon was empty; possibly out of con-
sideration to our feelings the people had gone on
deck or withdrawn to their berths.

‘ Bless me ! 1 had quite forgotten,” cried Captain
Parsons, a3 ne entered his cabin. *‘ Have you a
wedding-ring, Mr. Barclay !’

*0Oh, yes,” 1 answered, langhing and pulling out
the puise in whach I kept it. ** Little use in sailing
away with a young lady, Captain Parsons, to get
married, unless you carry the ring with you.”

‘“Glad you have it. We can’t be too ship-shape.
But [ presume you know,” said the little fellow,
‘“that any sort of a ring would do—even a curtain
ring. No occasion for the lady to wear what you
slip on, though I believe it’s expected she should
Keep it upon her finger till the service is over. Let
me see now—there’s something eise I wanted to
say. Oh, yes; who's to give the bride away

There was & knock at the door, and Mr. Higgin-
sop, foliowed by Mr. McCosh, entered. ,

‘Mr. Higginson,” immediately cried the captain,
‘‘you will give the oride away.”

The lawyer put his hand upon his shirt-front and
bowed. [ glanced at Mr. McCosh, who had scarcely
had time to do more than fiourish a hair-brush. He
was extraordinarily grave, and turned a very lit-
eral eve round abeut. I asked him if he had ever
before taken part 1n a ceremony of this sort at sea.
He reflected, and answered, ** No, neither at sea nor
ashore.”

** But, seeing that you are a witness, Mr. McCosh,
you thoroughly understand Lhe significance of the
gnagriage gervice, I hope?’ said Mr. Higginson,

ryly.

* [)’ye know, then, sir,”” answered McCosh, 1n the
voice of a saw going through & balk of timber, I
never read or heard a line of the marriage service
in all my life. But I have a very good understand-
ing of the object of the ceremony.”

‘I hope 8o, Mr. McCosh,” said the captain, look-
ing at him doubtfully. *‘It 1s as a witneas that
you're here.”

* *Twill be a fact, no donbt ?”? said Mr. McCosh.

* Certainly,” said the iawyer. :

**Then, of course,” said the mate, ‘I shall always
be able to swear to it.”

**Ten minutes past ten," cried the captain, whip-
ping out his watch, ‘I hope Miss Moggadore’s not
keeping the ladies waiting while slie powders her-
-8elf or fits a new cap to her hair.”

He opened the door to cal co the steward, then
hopped back with a sudden convulsive sea-bow to
make room for the ladies, who were approaching.

My darling was very white and .ooke« at me pit-
eously. She came to my side and slipped her hand
into mine, whispcring under ner breath, **8uch a
silly, senseless cerethony I” I pressed her fingers,
and whispered back that the ceremony was unot for
us, but for Aunt Amelia. She wore her hat and
jacket, and Mrs. Barstow was clad as for the deck;
but Miss Moggadore, on the other hand, as though
in justitication of what the captain had said about
her, made her appcarance iu the most extraordi-
nary cap [ had ever seen—an inflated arrangement,
as though she were fresh from a breeze of wind that
held it bladder-like., She had changed her gown,
too, for a sort of Sunday dress of satin or some sucii
material. She courtesied on entering, and took up
hier position alongside of McCosh, where she stoudd
viewing the company with an austere gaze which
80 harmonized with the dry, literal, sober stare of
the mate that I had to turn my back upon her to
save the second explosion of laughter,

‘*Are we all ready ?"? said the little captain, in the
voice of a man who miglt hail his mate to tell him
to prepare to put the ship about, and McCoslu me-
chanically answered:

** Ay, ay. sir, all ready.”

On this the captain went to the table, where lay a
big church service in large type, and putting on his
glasses, looked at us over them as a hint for us to
take our places. lle began Lo read, so slowly that
I foresaw, uniess he skipped many of the passuges,
we should be detained half the moruning in his cab-
in. He read with extraerdinary enjoyment of the
sound of his own voice, and constantly lifted his
eyes, while he delivered the sentences as though he
were admonishing instead of marrying us, Grace
kept her head hung, and 1 felt her trembling when
1 took her hand. 1 had flattered myself that |
should exhibit no nervousness in such an ordeal as
thie; but, though 1 was not sensible of any disposi-
tion of tears, 1 must confess that my secret agita-
tion was incessantly promptioug me to laughter of a
hysterical sort, which | restrained with struggles
that caused me no small suffering. It is at such
times as these, perhaps, that the lmagination s
most inconveniently active.

The others stood behind me: 1could not see thers;
it would have eased me, I think, had I been able to
do so. The thought of McCosh's face, the funcy of
Miss Moggadore’s cap, grew dreudfully oppressive
through my inability to veut the emotions they in-
duced. My dijstress was increased by the muate’s
pronunciation of the word * Amen.”” He was al-
ways late with it, as though waiting for the others
to lead the way, unleas it was that he chose to take
a ** thocht " before committing himself. My wretch-
edness was heightened by the effect of this lonely
Amen, whose belatedness he accentuated by the
fervent manner in which he breathed it out.

Yet, in spite of the several grotesque conditions
which entered into it, this was a brief passage of
experlence that was by no meauns lacking in roman-
tic and even puetic beauty. Tue flashful trembling

of the sunlit sea was in the atmosphere of the cabin,

.

and bulkhead and upper deck seemed to race with
the rippling of the waves of light in them. Through
the open port came the seething and pouring song
of the ocean—the music of smiting billows, the
small harmonies of foam-belis and of seething ed-
dies. There was the presence of the ocean, too, the
sense of its infinity, and of the speeding ship, a
speck under the heavens, yet fraught with the pas.
sions and feelings of a multitude of souls bound to
a new world, fresh jrom a land which many of them
wotild never again behold.

The captain took a very long time in marrying
us. Had this business Possessed any sort of favor
of sentiment for Grace, it must have vanished un-
der the slow, somewhat husky, self-compiacent,
deep-sea dehivery of old Parsons. | took the liberty
of pulling out my watch as a hint, but he was en-
joying himself too much to be in a hurry. Nothing,
| believe, could mve 80 much contributed to the
felicity of this man as the prospect of uniting one
or more couples every day. On several occasions
his eyes appeared to fix themselves on Mias Mogga-
dore, to whom he would accentuate the words he
pronounced by several nods. The marriage ser-
vice, as we all know, 13 short, yet Captain Parsons
kept us an hour in his cabin, listening to it. Before
reciting ‘- All ye that are married,” he hemined
loudly, and appeared to address himself exclusively
to Miss Moggadore, to judge by the direction in
which he coutinued to nod emphatically.

At last he closed his book, slowly gazing at one
or the other of us over his glasses, as if to witness
the effect of his reading in our fuces. He then
opened his official log-book, and in & whisper, as
though he were in church, calied Mr, Higginson
and Mr. McCosh to the table to witness his entry.
Having written it, he requested the two witnesses
to read it. Mr. McCosh pronounced it * arl reet,”
and Mr. Higginson nodded as gravely as though he
were about to read a wiil.

** The ladies must see this entry too,*’ said Captayn
Parsons, still preserving his Sabbatioal tone, ¢ Can't
have too many witnesses. Never can tels what may
happen.”

The ladies approached and peered, and Miss Mog-
gadore's face took an unusually hard and acid ex-
presgion as she pored on the captain’s handwriting.

**Pray read it out, Miss Moggadore,’’ said I.

Ay, do,” exclaimed the captain.

In a thin, harsh voice, like the cheep of a sheave
set revolving in a block-—wonderfully in accord, by
the way, with the briny character of the ccremony
—the lady read as follows:

“410: 10 A. M.—Solemnized the nuptials of Herbert Bar-
clay, Esquire, gentleman, and Grace Bellassys, spinster.
Present, Mrs. Barstow, Miss Moggadore, James Higgin-
son, Esquire, solicitor, and Donald McCosh, chief officer.
This marriage thus celebrated was conducted according
to the rites aud ceremonies of the Church of England.”

* And now, Mr. Barclay,” said Captain Parsons,
as Miss Moggadore concluded, “you'd like a cer-
tificate under my hand, wouldn’t you ?”’

* We're not sirangers to Mr, and Mrs. Barclay’s
views,’ gaid Mr, Higginson, **and I am cerrainly of
opinion, captain, that Mr. Barclay ought to have
such a certiticate as you suggest, that on his arrival
at home he may send copies of it to those whom it
concerns.”

At the utterance of the words “ Mr. and Mrs, Bar-
clay ” I laughed, while Grace started, give ne an
appealing look, turned a deep red, and averted her
face. The captain produced a sheet of paper, and,
after looking into a dictionary once—* Nothing like
accuracy.” said he, **in jobs of tins sort ’—he ask-
ed, ** Will this do ?”” and thereupon read as follows:

¢ Ship Carthusian,
¢ At Sea [such and sucli-a date].

‘I, Jona‘han Parsons, master of the above-named
ship Carthusian, of London, toward New Zealand, do
hereby certify that I have this day united in the holy
bonds of wedlodk the following persons, to wit: Her-
bert Barclay, Esquire, and GGrace Bellassys, spinster, in
the presence of the undersiguned.”

‘“ Nothing could be better,” said L.

‘**Now, gentlemen and ladies,” said the captain,
‘“if you will please to sign your names."”

Thia was done, ard the document handed to me,

I pocketed it with a clear sense of it8 value—as re-
gards, I mean, the effect I might hope it would pro-
duce on Lady Amelia Roscoe. Captain Parsops and
the otliers then shook hands with us, the two ladies
kigsing Grace, who, poor child, lovked exceedlngly
frightened and pale,

**What's the French word for breakfast?'’ asked
Captain Parsons,

* Dejewoner, sir,” answered McCosh.

Parsons bent his ear with a frown. ‘You're giv-
ing me the Scotch for it, [ believe,” cried he.

“1t's dejeuner, 1 think,” said I, scarce able to
speak for laughing.

“ Ay, that'll be it,”? cried the capixin. ** Well a8
Mr. and Mrs. Barclay dou't relish the notion of &
public degener, we Imust drink tiretr healths 1n a
bottlie of chainpagne.”

He put his head out of the cabin and called to
the steward, who brought the wine, and for hard
upon half an hour my poor darling and I had to
listen to speeches from old Parsons ahd tlie lawyer,
Even McCosh must talk. In slow and rugged ac-
cents he invited us to consider iow fortunate we
were in having fallen into the hands of Capsain Par-
gons. Had he been master of the Carthusian, there
ceuld have been no marriage, for he would not have
known what do. He had received a valuable

professional iffnt that morning, and he begged to
thank Captain Parsops for allowing hitn to be pres»
ent on so interesting an occasion.
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This aaid, the proceedings ended. Mrs. Barstow,
ing Grace's hand under her arm, carried her
off to her cabin, and I, accepting & cigar trom the
captain’s box, went on deck to smoke it and see if
there was anything in sight likely to carry us home,
Married ! Could | believe it? Ifso—if I was in-
deed a wedded man—then I suppose never in the
annals of love-inaking could anything stranger
have happened than that a young couple eloping
froun a-French port should bLe blown out into.the
ocean and there united, not by a priest, but by a
merchant skipper. And supposing the marriage to
be valid, as Mx. Higgiuson, after due deliberation,
had declared such ocean wedding ceremonies us
this to be, and supposing when we arrived ashore
Lady Amelia Roscoe, despite Grace's and my asso-
ciation and the ceremony which had just ended,
should continue to withhold her sanction, thereby
rendering it impossible for my cousin to marry us,
might not an exceedingly fine poiut arise—some-
thing to put the wits of the lawyers to their trumps
in the case of her ladyship or me going to them?
I inean this : seeing that our marriayge took place
at sea, secing moreover that we were in a manner
arged—or, as [ might choose to put it. compelled—
by Captain Parsons to marry, he assuming as mas-
ter of the ship the position of guardian to the girl,
and as her guardian exhorting and hurrying us to
this union for her sake—would not the question of
Lady Amelia Roscoe’s consent be set aside, whether
on the grounds of the peculiarity of our situation,
or because it was impossible for us to communicate
with her, or because the commander of the ship, a
person in whoin is vested the most despotic pow-
ers, politely, hospitably, but substantially too, or-
dered us to be married? 1 cannot put the point as
a lawyer would, bui 1 trust I make intelligible the
thoughts which occupied my mind as 1 stood on
the deck of the Carthusian after quitting the cap-
tain's cabin.
bout twenty minutes later Grace arrived, ac-
companied by *fra, Barstow. My darling did not
iminediately see me, and 1 noticed the eager way
in which she stood for some moments scanning the
bright and leaping scene of ocean. The passengers
raised their hats to her; one vr two ladies approach-
ed and seemed to congratulate her; she then saw
me, and in a moment was at my side.

‘**How long 18 this to last, Herbert

‘“ At any hour something may heave in sight,
dearest,”

** It distresses me to be looked at. And yet it is
miserable to be locked up in Mrs. Barstow's cabin,
where I am unable to be with you.”

“Do not mind being,looked at. Everybody is
very kind, Grace; so sweet as you are, too—who
can help looking at you? Despite your embarrass-
ment, let me tell you that I am very well pleased
with what has happened.” And I repeated to her
what had been passing in my mind.

But she was too nervous, perhaps too young, to
understand. She had left her gloves in the yacht,
her hands were bare, and her fine eyes rested on
the wedding-ring upon her finger.

** Must | go on wearing this, Herbert?”?

“Oh, yes, my own—certainly while you are here.
What would @aptain Parsons say, what would ev-
eryboily taink, if you removed it #?

* But I ain not your wife,”’ she exclaimed, with a-
pout. softly beating the deck with her foot, ‘**and
this ring t3 unreal; it signifies nothing—"

1interrapted her. ‘1 am not 8o sure that yon
not my wife,”” said I. She shot & dook at me out ef
Iter eyes, which were large with alarin and confu-
sion. - At ail events, 1 believe I am your husband;
and surely, my precious. you must hope that [ an.
But, whether or not, pray go on wearing that ring.
You can put 1t oif when we get to Penzance, and |
will 4ip it on again when we stand before my
cousin.”

By this time the news of our having been married
had traveled forward, conveyed to the Jacks and to
the steerage passengers, a8 1 took it, by one of the
stewards. It was the sailors’ dinner-hour, and I
could see twenty of them on the forecastle. sturing
Aft at us as one man, while every time we advanced
to the edge of the poop where the rail protected the
deck there was a universal upturning of bearded,
rough faces, with much pointing and nodding of
the women.

After all this the luncheon table was something
of a reliel, despite the rows of people at it.

Nothing was said about the marriage. The pri-
vacy of the affair lay as a sort of obligation ot
silence upon the Kindly natared passengers, and
though, as [ have said, they could not keep their
eyes off us, their conversation was studiedly remote
from the one topic about which we were all think-
ing. Lunch was almost ended when [ spied the
second nate peering down at us through the glass
of the skylight, and in a few minutes he descended
the cabin iadder and said something in a low voice
to the captain.

** By George, Grace,” said I, grasping her hand as
it lay on her lap and whlipping out with the notion
put intuv me by a look I caught from the captain
**[ beiieve the second mate has come down to
report a ship in sight.”? .

he started, and turned eagerly in the direction
of the captain, who had quickly given the mate his
orders, for alrea:dly the man had retorned on deck.

Mrs. Barstow, seated close to the captain, nodded
at us, and Parsons himself sung out quietly down
the table:

| believe, Mr. and Mrs. Barclay, this will be your
last meal aboard the Carthusian.”

I sprung with excitement to my feet,” .- ..° %

* Anything in sight, captain?” .

“ Ay, a steamer —-apparently a yacht. Plenty of
time,"" added he, nevertheless rising leisurely as he
spoke, on which all the passengers broke from the
table—so speedily dull grows the sea-life, so quickly
dc people learn how to make much of the most
trivial incidents upon the ocean—and in a few
moments we were all on deck.

** Yes, by Jove, Grace, there she is8, sure enough "
cried I. standing at the side with my darling, and
pointing forward, where, still some miles distant,
a point or two on the starboard bow, was a steamer,
showing very small indeed at the extremity of the
long, far-reaching line of smoke that was pouring
from her. A passenger handed me a telescope., 1
leveled it, and then clearly distingunished a yacht.
like struoture, with a yellow funnel, apparently
schooner-rigged, with a sort of sparkliing about her
hull, whether from gilt or brass or glass, that M-
stantly suggested the pleasure vessel. Tuorning my
face aft, 1 saw the second mate and an apprentice
or midshipman in buttons in the act of hoisting a
string of colors to the gaff-end. The flags soared in
a graceful semicircle, and the whole ship looked
bhrave in a breath with the pulling of the many-dyed
bunting, each flag delicate as gossamer against the
blue of the 8Ky, and the whole show of the deepest
interest as the language of the sea, as the ship's
own volce.

1 approached the captain with Grace’s hand under
my arul,

**She has her answering penuant fiying,”” he ex-
claimed, letting full his glass to accost me, and he
called to the second mate to haul down our signal.
‘I believe she will receive you, Mr. Barclay.”

** Where do you think she’s bound, captain #"?

I should say undoubtedly heading for the Eng-
lish Chananel.” he answered.

** Captain Parsons, what can [ say that will in any
measure express my gratitude to you ?”?

‘**What I’'ve done has given me pleasure, and 1
hope that you'll both live long, and that neither of
you by a single look or word will ever cause the
other to regret that you fell into the hands of Cap-
tain Parsons, of the good ship Carthusian.”

Grace gave him a sweet smile. Now that it seem-
ed we were apout to leave this ship. she could gaze
at himn without alarm. He broke from us to deliver
an order to the second mate, who re-echoed his
command in a loud shout. In a mmoment a number
of sailors came racing aft aud fell to rounding-in,
a8 it is cailed, upon the main and maintopsail
braces, with loud and hearty songs, which were re-
echoed out of the white hollows aloft and combined
with the splashing noise of waters and the small
mustc of the wind in the rigging into a true ocean
concert for the ear. The machinery of the braces
brought the salls on the main to the wind; the
ship’s way was almost immediately arrested, and
she lay quietly sinking and rising with a sort of
hush of expectation along her decks which nothing
disturbed save the odd farmyard-like sounds of the
live stock somewhere forward.

The steamer was now rapidly approaching us,
and by tins time, without the aid of & glass, I made
her out to be a fine screw yacht of some three hun-
dred and fifty tons, painted black, with a yellow
funnel forward of amidships, which gave her the
look of a ganboat. She had a chart-house or some
such structure near her bridge that was very lib-
erally glazed, and bLlinding flashes leaped from the
panes of glass as she rolled to and fro fromn the sun,
a8 though she were quickly firing cannon charged
with soundless and sniokeless gunpowder, A figure
paced the filament of bridge that was stretched be-
fore her funnel. He wore a gold band round his
hat, and brass buttons on his coat, Two or three
inen leaned over the head-rail, viewing us as they
approached, but her quarter-deck was deserted. |
could find no hin:of female apparel or the blue
serge of the yachtsman.

0Old Parsons, taking his stand at the rail clear of
the crowd, waited until the yacht floated abreast,
where with a few reverse revolutions of her pro-
peller she came to a stand within easy talking dis-
tance, as handscme and finished a model as ever 1
had seen afloat.

* Ho, the yacht ahoy I'* shouted Captain Parsons.

** Halloo I responded the glittering figure from
the bridge, manifestly the yacht's skipper.

* What yacht is that?”

* The Mermaid.”

. '?‘”Where are you from and where are you bound
0

*“From Madeira to Southampton,” came back
the response.

*That will do, Grace,” cried 1. joyfally.

‘* We took # lady and gentleman off their yacht,
the Spitfire, that we found in a leaky condition yes-
terday,’” shouted Parsons, ** having been dismasted
in a gale and blown out of the Channel, \We have
them aboard. Will you receive them and set themn
ashore "

* How many more besides them, sir* bawled the
master of the yacht.

** No more—them twoonly.” And Parsons point-
ed to Grace and me, who stood conspicuously near
the main rigging.

Ay, ay, sir; wedll receive 'em.
your boat?”

Captain Parsons flourished his hand in token of
acqulescence; but he stood near enough to enable
me to catch a few growling sentences referring to
the laziness of yachtsmen. which he hove at the
twinkling figure through his teeth in language which

:

Will you send

certainly did not accord with his priestly tenden-
cies. There was no luggage to pack, no parcels to
hunt for, nothing for me to do but leave Grace a
minate while I rushed below to fee the stewards.
Se¢ much confusion attended our transference that
my recollection of what took place is vague. 1 re-
member that the second mate was ipcessantly
shouting out orders until one of the ship’s quarter-
boats, wich several men in her, had been fairly
lowered to the water’s edge and brought to the
gangway, over which some steps had been thrown,
I alse remember once again shaking Captain Par-
sons most cordially by the hand, thanking him

efrusively for his kindness, and wishing him and.

his ship all possible good luck under the heavens,
The passengers crowded round us and wished us
good-bye, and I saw Mrs. Barstow slip a little par-
cel into Grace's hand and whisper a few words,
whereupon they kissed each other with the warmth
of old friends.

Mr. McCosh stood at the gangway. and I asked®
him to distribute the twenty-pound bank-note f
handed to him among the crew of the boat that had
taken us from the Spitfire. I further requested that-
the second mate, taking his proportion. which 1 left
entirely to Mr. McCos", would purchase some trifie-
of pin or ring by which to remember us.

Grace was then handed inio the boat—a ticklish
business to the eyes of a landsman, but performed
with amazing dirpatch and ease by the rough sea-
men, who passed her over and received her. I

followed, watching my chance, and in a few '

moments the oars were out and the boat making:
for the yacht, that lay within musket-shot.

\Ve were received by the captain of the yacht, a
fellow with a face that reminded me somewhat ol
Caudel’s, of a conntenance and bearing much too
sailorly to be rendered ridiculous by his livery of
gold band and buttens. But before I cuuld address
him old Parsons hailed to give him the pame of the
Carthusian, and to request him to report the ship,
and he ran on to the bridge to answer. J could
look at nothing just then but the ship. Of all sea-
pieces I do not remember the like of that for beauty.
We were to leeward of her, and she showed us the-
milk-white bosoms of her sails that would fiash out

in silver brilliance to the sunlight through sheer -

force of the contrast of the vivid red of the water-
line as it was lifted out of the yeast and them
lunged into it again by the rolling of the craft.
rge soft clouds resembling puffls of steam sailed
over her waving mast-heads, where a gilt vane:
glowed like a streak of fire against the blue of the-
sky between the clouds. _ : I

« 0T

BT the boat had now gained the talt fabric's side;:
the tackles had been hooked into her, and even
while she was soaring to the davits the great main-
topsail of the Carthusian came slowly around and
the sails to the royal filled. At the same moment 1
was sensible of a pulsation in the deck on whicls
we were standing; the engines had been starteds
and in a few beats of the heart the Carthusian was
on our quarter, preaking the sea under her bow as
the long, slendor, metal hull leaned to the weight
of the high and 8swelling canvas.

I pulled off my hat and flourished it; Grace waved®
her handKkerchief. A hearty cheer swept down to
us. not only from the passengers assembled on the

oop, but also fromn the crowds who watched us.
rom the forecastle and fiom the line of the bul-
wark-rails, and for some minutes every figure was.
in motion as the people gesticulated their farewells
to us,

‘ Act the fourth said [ bringing my eyes to
Grace's face. ‘‘One more Act, and then over goes
the show, as the cockneys say.”’

‘“ Aren’t you glad to be here, Herbert?”

*“ [ could kneel, my darling. But how good those
people are ! How well they have benuved! What.
did Mrs. Barstow give you ?”’

She put her hand in her pocket, opened a little
parcel, and produced an Indian bracelet, a wonder-
fully cunning piece of work in gold.

*Upon my word ! cried I.

*“How kind of her I'’ exclgimed Grace, with her
eyes sparkling, though [ seémed to catch a faint
note of tears in her voice. °'1shall always remem-
ber dear Mrs. Barstow.”

* And what yacht is8 this ' said I, casting my eyes:
round. ‘' A beautiful little ship indeed. How ex-
quisitely white these planks! What mobey, by
George, in everything the eye rests upon !’

The master, who had remained on the bridge to-
start the yacht, now approached. He saluted us-
with the respectfal air of a man used to fine com-
pany, but instantly observed on his giancing at.
Grace that his eye rested upon her wedding-ring.

[ presume you are the captain?’ said L

*“1am, sir.” e

*Pray what name?”’

*“John Verrion, gir.”

“1\Vell, Captain Verrion, I must first of all thank
you heartily for receiving us. Is the owner of thus-
vessel aboard 1!

“No, sir, Shebelongs to the Earl of —. His
lordship's been left at Madeira. lle changed his-
mind and stopped at Madeira—him and the count-
ess, and a party of three that was along with them
—and sent the yacht hoime.”

I have not the honot of his lordship’s acquain-
tance,’’ said I, “but 1 think, Grace,” [ remarked,
turning toward her, not choosing to speak of her as
“this lady ** while she wore the wedding-ring, nor
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to call her *‘ my wife,” either, ** that he is a distant
connection of your annt, Lady Amelia Roscoe.”

‘[ don't know, Herbert,” she answered.

‘* Any way,” said I, it is a great privilege to b%e
received by such a vessel as this.”

** His lordship 'ud wish me to doeverything that's
right, sir,”’ said Captain Verrion. **1'lthavzacabin
got ready for you; but as to meals—'’ he paused,
and added, awkwardly, ‘‘I’m afraid there's nothin’
aboard but plain yachting fare, sir.”

‘“When do you hope to reach Southampton, cap-
tain

**Monday afternoon, sir.’*

‘* A little more than two days!” I exclaimed.

~¢“You must he a pretty fast boat.”

He smiled and said, ‘ \What might be the port you
want to get at, sir? Southampton may be too high
up for you.”

“QOur destination was Penzance,” said I, **but
any port that is in England will do.”

*Oh,” said he, ‘‘ there ought to be no difficulty in
putting you ashore at Penzance ’* He then asked if
we would like to step below, and forthwith conduct-
ed us intoa large, roomy, elegantiy—indeed sump-
tuously—furnished cabin, as breezy as a drawing-
room, and aromatic with the smell of plantains
or bapanas hung up somewhere ncar, thongh out
of sight, )

*This should suit you. Grace,” said L.

¢ Is it not heavenly "’ she cried.

The captain stood by with pleased countenance,
observing us.

“1 dunno if I'm right in calling you 8i{r ?” he ex-
claimed. I didn’t rightly catch your name.”

* My name is Mr. Herbert Barclay.”

*Thank ye, sir. 1 was going to say that if you
and her ladyship—"

“No, not her ladyship,’” I interrupted, guessing
that having heard me pronounce the name of Lady
hAmelia. Roscoe he was confounding Grace with

er.

“ was going to say, sir,”” he proceeded, ‘' that
you’re weicome to any of the sleeping-berths you
may have a mind to.”

The berths were aft—mere boxes, each with a lit-
tle bunk, but all fitted so as to correspond in point
of costliness with the furniture of the living or
state-room. Me chose the two foreinost berths, as
being the furthest of the sleeping-places froir the
screw; and, this matter being ended. and after de-

.clining Captain Verrion’s very civil offer of refresh-

mente, we returned to the deck.

The steamer was thrashing through it at an ex-
hilarating speed. The long blue Atlantic surge
came brimming and frothing to her quarter, giving

- her a Iift at times that set the propeller racing, but

the clean-edged, frost-Kke band of wake streamed
far astern, where in the lignid blue of the afternoon
that way hung the star-colored cloths of the
farthpsian, a leaning shaft resembling a spire of
ce. '

We chatted as we walked the deck. We had the
afterpart of tie little siiip entirely to ourselves; the
captain came and went, but never otfered to ap-
proach. In fact it was like being aboard one’s own
vessel; an‘l now that we were fairly going home,
being driven toward the English Channel at a
steady pace of some twelve or thirteen knotsin the
hour by the steady resistless thrust of the propeller,
we could find heart to abandon ourselves to every
delightful sensation born of the sweeping passage
of the beautiful steamer, to every emotion inspired
by each other’s society, and by the free, boundless,
nobie prospect of dark-blue waters that was spread
around us.

We were uninterrupted till five o’clock. The cap-
tain then advanced, and, saluting us with as much
respect as if we had been the earl and his lady, in-
nuired if we wouid have tea served in the cabin. I
answered that we should be very glad of a cup of
tea, but that he was to give himself no trouble; the
simplest fare he could put before us we should feel
as grateful for as though he sat us down to a Man-
sion House dinner.

He said that the steward had been left ashore at
Maderia, but that a sailor who knew what to do asa
waiter would attend upon us.

*Who would suppose, Grace,” saidlI, when we
were alone, *‘that the ocean was so hospitable?
Figure us finding ourselves ashore in such a condi.
tion as was oar lot when we thought the Spitfire
gfinking under us—in other words, inwant. Athow
many houses might we have knocked without get-
ting shelter or the offer of a meal! This is like be-
ing made welcome in Grosvenor Square; and you
may compare the Carthusian to a fine mansion in
Bayswater.”

The captain contrived for ‘‘tea” as he called it,
a8 exceilent a meal as we could have wished for-—
white biscuit, good butter, bananas, a piece of vir-
gin corned beel, and preserved miik to put into our
tea. What better fare could one ask for? [ had a
pipe and tobacco with me, and as I walked the
deck in the evening with my darling I had never
feit happier.

It was a rich autumn evening; the wind had
glackened and was now a light air, and we lingered
on deck long after the light had faded in the west.
ern sky, leaving the still young moon shining
brightly over the sea, across whose dark, wrinkled.
sofily heaving surface ran the wake of the speeding

acht in a line like a pathway traversing a bound-
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I slept as soundly as one who sleey.. to wake no
more: but on going on deck some little while be-
foxe the breakfast was served { was grievously dis-

appointed to find a wet day. There was very little
wind, but the sky was one dismal surface of leaden
cloud, from which the rain was falling almost per-
pendicalarly with a sort of obstinacy of descent
that was full of the menace of a tardy abatement.
Fortunately, the horizon lay weil open; one could
see some miles, and the steamer was waslLingalong
at her old pace, a fufl thirteen, with a nearly be-
calmed coliler, ragged, wet, and staggering, all
patches and bentinck-boom, dissolving rapidly
into the weather over the starboard quarter.

It was some time after three o’clock in the after-
noon that on a sgdden the engines were “ slowed
down,” as [ believe the term 18, and & minute later
the revolutions of the propeller ceased. There is
always something startling in the abrupt cessation
of the pulsing of the screw of a steamer at sea.
One gets so used to the noise of the engines, to the
vibratory sensation communicated in a sort of
tingling throughout the frame of the vessel by the
thrashing blades, that the suspension of the famil-
iar sound falls like a fearful hush upon the ear.
Grace, who had been dozing. opened her eyes.

*What can the matter be?’ cried I.

As [ spoke I heard a voice, apparently aboard 1he
yacht, hailing. I pulled on my cap. turned up the
collar of my coat, and ran on deck, expecting to
find the yacht in the heart of a thickness of rain and
fog. withsome big shadow of a ship looming within
biscuit-toss. It was raining steadily, but the sea
was not more shronded than it had heen at any
other hour of the day, saving perhaps that some-
thing of the complexion of the evening which was
not far off lay somber in the wetatmosplere. 1ran
to the side and saw at the distance of the length of
the steam yacht—my own haplesslittle dandy, the
Spitdre! Her main-mas{ was wholly gone, yet I
knew her at once. There she lay, looking far move
mirerably wrecked than when 1 had left her, lifiing
and falling forlornly upon the small swell, her poor
little pump going, plied, as I instantly perceived,
by the boy Bobby Allett,

I had sometimes thought of her as in harbor, and
sometimes as at the hottom of the sea, but never,
somehow, as still washing about, helpless and sod-
den, with a gushing scuppergand a leaky bhottom.
Caudel—poor old Caudel—stdod at the rail, shout-
ing to Captain Verrion, who was singing out to him
from the bridge.

I rushed forward, bawling to Captain Verrion,
‘That's the Spitfire! that's my yacht!” and then
at the top of my voice 1 shouted across the space of
water between the two vessels, * Ho, Caudel ! where
are the rest of you, Caudel? For God’'ssake launch
your boat and come aboard

He stood staring at me, dropping his hand first
on one side, then on the other, doubting the evi-
dence of his sight, and reminding one of the ghost
in *“ Hamlet': ** It lifted up its head and did ad-
dress itself to motion as it would speak.”

Astonishment appeared to bereave him of speech.
For some moments he could do nothing but stare;
then up went both hands with a gesture that was
eloguent of—* Well I'm blowed!” **Come aboard,
Caudel ! comeabhoard I’? I roared, for the little dan-
dy still had her dingey, and 1 did not wish to put
Captain Verrion to the trouble of fetching the two
fellows.

With the motions and air of a man dumfounded
or under the influence of drink, Caudel addressed
the lad, who dropped the pump-handle, aud be-
tween them they launched the bout, smack-fashion.
Caudel then sprung into- her with an oar and
sculled across to nus. He came floundering over
the side, and yet again stood staring at me as
though discrediting hissenses. The color appeared
t0 have been washed out of his face by wet; his oil-
skins had surrendered their water-proof properties,
and they clung to his frame as soaked rags would.
His boots were full of water, and his eyes resembled
pieces of jelly-fish fixed on either side of his nose.
1 grasped his hand.

* Of all astonishing meetings, Caudel! But how is
it that you are here? What has become of the main-
mast? Wherve are the rest of the men? Never did
a man look more shipwrecked than you. Are you
thirsty? Are you starving

By this time Captain Verrion had joined rs, and a
knot of the steamer’s creav stood on the forecastle,
looking first at the Spitfire, then at Caudel, scarcely,
I dare say, knowing as yet whetherto feel amused
or amazed at this singular meeting. Caudel had
the slow, laborious mind of the merchant sailor.
He continued for some moments to gaze lieavily and
damply about him, then said:

**Dummed if this ain’t wonderful, too '—to find
you here, sir! And your young lady, Mr. Bar-
clay ! ‘

**Safe and well in the cabin,” I answered,
where are the others, Caudel?”

“I'll spin you the yarn in a jiffy, sir,’’ he an-
swered, with a countenance that indicated a grad-
ual recollection of hisg wits. ** Arter you left us we
got some siil upon the yacht; bat just about sun-
down it hreezed up in a bit of a putl, and the rest of
the mast wentoverboard, a few inches above the
deck. Well, there we lay. There was nothing to bhe
done. Job Crew he says tome, ‘ What's next? says
he, ‘What but a tow home ' says I. ‘It’il have to
be that,’ said he, ‘and pretty quick, too.’ he says,
‘for I've now had nigh enough of this galliwanting.’
Jcb was a-wanting in sperret, Mr. Barclay. I own

I was surprised to hear him, but I says nothin’,
and Dick Files he says nothin’, and neither do Jim
Foster. Well, at day-break a little bark bound to

‘ But

the river Thames comes along and hails us. 1

asked herto give me a tow, that I might have &
chance of falling in with a tug. The master shook
his head, and sings out that he'd take us aboard,
but we wasn't te talk of towing. On this Job says,
‘Here goes for my clothes.! Jim follows him.
Dick says to me, ' What are you going to do?p
‘Stick to the yacht,’ says 1. He was beginning to
argue. ‘No gooi a-talking.’ saysI; ‘here I am and
here 1stops.’ Wouldn't it have been a blpoming
shame,’’ he added turning slowly to Captain Ver-
rion, ‘‘to have deserted that there dandy, when
nothin’'s wanted butan occasivnal spell at the
pump, and when something was bound to coms
along presently in give usa drag?”’

Captain Verrion nodded, with a little hint of pat-
ronage, I thought, in his appreciative reception of
Caudel's views.

* Well, to make an end to the yarn, Mr. Bar-.
clay,” continued Caudel, “ them three men went
aboard the bark, taking their clothes with ’em; but
when 1 told Bobby to go too, °“No,” rayshe, ‘I'll
stop and help ye to pump, sir.” There's the making
of a proper English sailor, Mr. Barclay, in that there
boy,” he exclaimed, casting his ey~s at the lad, who
had again addressed himself to the pump.

‘“ And here you've bheen all day ¥ said I,

‘ All day, sir, and all night too, and a dirty time
it's bin,”?

“ Waiting for something to give you a tow, with
along black nig!it at hand ¢’

**Mr. Barclay]’ said he, ** 1 told ye that I should
stick to that there little dandy; and [ wouldn't
break my word for no man.”

“You sha'n’t be disappointed,” said Captain
Verrion, bestowing on Caudel a hearty nod of ap-
proval, this time untinctured by condescension.
** Give us the end of your tow-rope, and we'll drag
the dandy home for ye.” ‘

“Cap’n, [ thank ’ee,” said Candel.

“ You and the boy are pretty nigh worn out, 1 al-
low.” exclaimned Captain Verrion.  “I'll put a
couple of men aboard the Spitfire. How often does
she want pumping

*'Bout every half heur.”

*You stay here,”’ said Captain Verrion, looking
with something of commiseration at Caudel, who,
the longer one surveyed Lim, the more soaked,
ashen, and shipwrecked one found him. ‘Il
send for the boy, and you can hoth dry yourselves
and get a long spell of rest.” Heleft us to give the
necessary orders to his men, and, while the steam-
er launched her boat, I stood talking with Caudel,
telling him of our adventures aboard the Carthu-
sian, of our marriage, and so forth,

1 had got into the shelter of the comparion while
I talked, and Grace, hearing my voice, calied to me
to tell her why the steamer had stopped, and if
there was anvthing wrong.

*‘Come here, my darling,” said 1. She approached
and stood at the foot of the steps. ** We have fallen
1n with the Spitfire, Grace, and here is Caudel.”

She uttered an exclamation ofastonishment. He
ditected his oyster-like eyes into the compatative
gloom, and then, catching sight of her, knuCkled
his forehead, and exclaimed, * Bless your sweet
face! And 1 am glad indeed, mum, to meet youn
and find you both well and going home likewige.”
She came up the stairs to give him her hand, and 1
saw the old sailor’s face working as he bent over it,

The steamer made a short job of the Spitfire; but
a very little of maneuvering with the propeller was
needful, a line connected the two vessels, the yacht's
boat returned with the boy Bobby, leaving three of
the steamer's crew in the dandy, the engine-rocm
bell sounded, immediately was felt the thrilling of
the engines in motion, and presently the Mermalid
was ripping through it once more, with the poor
little dismasted Spitfire dead in her wake. 1 sent
for the boy, and praised him warmly for his manly
behavior in sticking to Caudel. Captain Verricn
then told them both to go below and get some hot
tea, and put on some dry clothing belonging fo
them, that had been hrought from the dandy.

“PI'm thinking, sir,”” said he, when Caudel and
the other had left, ** that 1 can’t do better than run
you into Mount's Bay. 1 never was at Penzance,
but I believe there's a bit of 8 harbor there, and no
doubt a repairing shipway, and | understand that
Penzance was your destination all along.”

I assured him that he would be adding immeas-
urably to his kindness by doing as le¢ proposed;
“bat as to the Spitfire,” I continued, "I sha'n’t
spend a farthing upon her. My intention is to sell
her, and divide what she will fetch among those
who lhave preserved her.”

Some time about two o'clock in the afternoon of
Monday, the Mermaid, with the Spitfire, in tow,

was steaming into Mount’s Bay. 1| stood with
Grace on my arm, louking. The land scemed #8
novel and refreshing to our sight as though we had
kept the sea for weeks and weeks. The sun stood
high; the blue waters, delicately brushed by the
light wind, ran in foamless ripples; the long curve
of the parade, with the roofs of houses past it, dom-
inated by a church, caine stealing out of the green
slopes and hills beyond, A few sSmacks from
Newlyn were putting to sea, and the whole picture
their way was rich with the dyes of their canvas.

The steamer was brought to a stand when she
was yet some distance from Penzance harbor, but .
long before this we had been made out from the
shore, and several boats were approaching to in.
quire what was wrong and to offer such help‘ as the
state of the Spitfire suggested. Caudel and Captain
Verrion came to us where we were standing, and
the former said:




" NOBODY BUT A FOOL

. THE CHINESE HERB REMEDY COMPANY.

Bl D o

‘A MARRIAGE AT SEA.

“I'm going ahoard the dandy mow, sir. I'll see
her snug, and wili then take your houor’'s com-
mands.”

*Our address will be my ceusin’s home, which
is some little distance from Penzance,” l1answered;
“here it'is.” And [ pulled out a piece of paper and
gcribbled the address upon it. * You’ll be without
anything in your pocket, I dare say.” 1 continued,
handing him flve sovereigns. ‘ See to the boy,
Caudel, and if he wants 1o go home you must learn
where he lives, for I mean to sell that yacht there,
and there'll be money to go to him. And so fare-
well for the present,” said I, shaking the honest
fellow heartily by the hand.

He saluted Grace, and went over the side, followed
by Bobby Allett, and both of them were presently
aboard the little Spitfire.

* There are boats coming.’” exclaimed Captain
Verrion, ** which will tow your dandy into Pen-
zance harbor. sir. Will you go ashore in one of
them, or shall [ have one of the yacht's lowered for

on?"

v Thanking him heartily, I replied that one of the
Penzance boats would do very well, and then look-
ing into my pocket-book and fintling that I had no
more money about me than I should need, Tentered
the cabin, sent the sailor attendant tor some Ink,
and writing a couple of checks, asked Captain Ver-
rion to accept one for himself and to distribute the
proceeds of the other among his crew. He was
very reluctant to take the money—said that the earl
was a born gentleman, ¥ho would wish him to do
everything that had been done, and that no sailor
ought to receive money for serving people falleu in
with in a condition of distress at sea; but I got him
to put the checks into his pocket atlast, and several
boats by this time having come alongside, I shook
the worthy man by the hand, thanked bhim again
and again for his treatment of us, and went
with Grace down the little gangway-ladder into
the boat.

On landing we proceeded to the Queen’s Hotel,
where | oridered dinner, and then wrote a letter Lo
my cousin, asking hin: and his wif2 to come to us
as speedily as possible, adding that we had been
very nearly shipwrecked and had met with some
strange adventures, thie narrative of which, if at-
tempted, must fill a very considerable bundle of
manuscript. Thig dore | teld the waiter to pro-
cure me a mounted messenger, and within three
quarters of an hour of our arrival at Penzance my
letter was on its way at & hard gallop to the littie
straggling village of , of which Frank Howe
was vicar.

Time passed, and 1 was beginning to fear that
some engagement prevented Howe and his wife
from coming over to us, when, hearing a noise of
wheels, 1 stepped to the window, and saw my
cousin assisting a lady out of a smart little pony
carriage.

“ Here they are " I exclaimed to Grace.

There was a pause; my darling looked ahout her
with territied eyes, and I believe she would have
rushed from the room but for the apprehension of
runuing into the arms of the visitors as rhey as-
cended the staircase. A waiter opened the door,
and in stepped Mr. and Mrs. Frank Howe. My
cousin and I eagerly shook hands, but nothing
could be done before the ladies were introduced. |
had never before met Mrs. Howe, and found her a
fair-haired. pretty woman of some eight-and-twen-
ty vears, dressed somewhat ‘*dowdily,” to use the
ladies’ word, but her countenance so beamed with
cheerfulness and good nature that it was only need-
ful to ook at her to like her. Frank, on the other
hand. was a tall, well-builh man of some three-and.
thirty, with small side-whiskers, deep-set eyes, large
nose, and teeth so white and regnlar that it was a
pleasure to see him smile. One gucsse: that what-
ever special form his Clristianity took, it would
not be wanting in muscularity. He held Grace’s
hand in both of his and seemed 10 dwell withenjoy-
ment apon Ler beauty as he addressed her in some
warm-hearted sentences. Mrs. Howe Kissed her on
both cheeks, drew her to the sofa, seated herself by
her side, and was instantly voluhle and delightful.

1 took Frank to the window, and with all the
brevity possible in a narrative of adventures such
as ours, reiated what had befallen us. ile listened
with a running commentary of ** By Jove! You
don't say so! I8 it possible?” and other such ex-
clamations, constantly directing glances at Grace,
who was now deep in talk wirh Mrs. Howe, and, as
1 could tell by the expression in her face, excusing
her conduct by explaining the motives ofit.

Mrs. Howe’'s air was one of asfection and sym-
pathy, as though she had come to my darling with
the resolution to love her and to help her.

“She is very young, Herbert,” said Frank, in a
low voice.

s*she is eighteen,” T answered,

“She is exquisitely beauntiful. I cannot wonder
at you, evenif I couid have the heart to condemn
you. But is not that a wedding-ring on her fiL-

er !

“1t is,” I answered, looking at him.

He lvoked hard at me in return, and remarked,
t A mere provision against public curiosity, 1 pre-
same? For youn are not married?”’

« 1 am not so sure of that,” [ answered; * but my
story is not yet ended.” And I then told him of the
marriage service which had been performed by
Captain Parsons on board the ship Carthusian.

«Tat!? cried he, with a decided Churchman-like
ghake of the head when i had madean end. ‘*‘ That’s

po marriage, man.”

iy A .

“ 1 believe it i3, then,’” said I; * thoagh, of course,
until you unite us we do not consider ourselves
man and wife.”

‘I should think not.”” he exclaimed with vehem-
ence. ‘*What | a plain master of a ship empowered
to solemnize holy matrimony ! Certainly not. No
Churchman would hear of such a thing.”

*- Ay, but it’s not for the Church; it’s the affair of
the law. 1f the law says it’s all right the Charch is
bound to regard it ae right.”

* Certainly not,” he cried, and was proceeding,
but 1 interrupted him by repeating that we had
consented to be married by Captaig Parsons in the
foriorn hope that the contract might be binding.

* But without bans—without license—without the
consent of the young lady’s guardianst No, no,"
he cried, ** you are not married. But it is highiy
desirable,” he added with a look at Grace, *‘ that
you should get married without delay. And now
what do you propose to do "

“\Vell, tiine may be saved by your publishing the
bans at once, Frank.” :

** Yes, but you must first obtain the guardian’s
consent.”

*Qh, confound it!” I cried, **I did not know
that. I believed the bans could be published wlile
the consent was being worked for.”

He mused awhile, eying his wife and Grace, who
continued deep in conversation, and then, after a
considerable pause, exclaimeq :

“There is nothing to be done but this: we
must revert to your original scheme. Miss Bel-
lasgys -—"?

** Cail her Grace,” said L

** Well, Grace must comne and stay with us.”

I nodded; for that [ had intended all along.

[ will ind a lodging for you in the village.”! 1
nodded again. * Meanwhile—this very day, indeed
—you musi 8it down and write to Lady Amelia
Roscoe, saying all that your good sense can sug-
gest, and taking your chance, as you have put ft,
of thie appeal your association with her niece will
make to her ladyship's worldly vanity and to her
perceptions as & woinan of society.”

** All that you are saying,” 1 replied, ‘I had long
ago resolved on; and ye‘u will find this sclieme, as
you have put it, almost®word for word in the letter
in which 1 told you of my plans and asked you to
marry us.”’

“Yes, I believe my recommendations are not
original,” said he. * There is something mere to
suggest, however. If Lady Aimelia will send Grace
her consent, why wait (or the hbans to be published ¢
Why not procure a license? 1t is due to Grace,”
said he, siuking his voice and sending a 100k of ad-
muration at her, ** that you should make her your
wife as speedily as pussible.”

** Yes, yes, I have heard that said before. I have
heen a guod deal advised on this head. My dear
fellow, only consider; would not I make her my
wife this instant if you will consent to marry us¢”
The pony and trap had been sent around to some
adjacent stables, hut by seven o'clock we had made
all necessary arrangements and the vehicle was
again brought to the door. 1 then sat down to
write to Lady Amelin Roscoe.

Itris some years new since all this happened. 1
have no copy ofptiat letter, and my mewmory is not
strong'in points of this sort. 1 recollect, lowever,
that afler making several attempts | produced
something which was brief almost to abruptuess,
and that it satistied me as on the whole very weil
put, not wanting in a quality of what I might term
mild brutality, for this was an element 1 could not
very well manige without having regard to what |
had to ask and what [ had to teil. And let this ref-
erence to that letter suffice: though I must add I
took care to enclose a copy of Captain Parsons’ cer-
tificate of our marrviage, with the names of those
who had signed it, aMrming that the marriage was
good in point of law, as she might easily assure
herself by consulting her solicitors, and also ac-
quainting her in no doubtful terms that the
wedding-ring was on Grace's finger and that we re-
garded ourselves as husband and wile,

I had scarcely dispatched this letter when Caudel
was annetunced, He stood in the doorway, cap in
hand, knuckling his forehead and backing a bit
with a rolling gait, after the custoin of the British
merchant sailor,

** Weli, Mr. Barclay. sir. and how are ye again?
And how’'s the young lady after all these here
traverses "’

I bade him sit down, pullel the bell for a giass
of grog for him, and asked for news of the Spit-
fire.

** Well, sir,”” he answered, *she’s just what I've
come to talk to ye about. She'd started a butt, as 1
all along thouyght, otherwise she's as8 sound as a
bell. There was a shipwright as came down to look
at her, and he asked ine what we was going to do.
I told him I didn't think the gent as owuned her
meant to repair her. °1l rather fancy,’l says, says
1, feeling my way, ‘that he wants to sell her.’
*How much do ‘e ask, d’ye know ?’ says le, a-l0ok-
ing at the litrde dandy. ‘I can’t answer that,’ says
I, *but ’'m sure he’ll accept any reasonable offer.’
Says he, ‘May I view hert' ‘Sartinly,’ | says, says
{.  He thoroughly overhauled her, inside and out,
and then says he, ‘1 believe I can find a customer
for this here craft. Suppose you go and find out

what the gentleman wants, and let me know.
You'll find e at —,’ and here he names a public-
house."

** Get what you can for her, Caudel,” [answered;

** the more the better for those to whom the money

diagnosed free and cure
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would be sick and suffer pain when they can have

wiN go. For my part, as you know, 1 consider her i

as at e boftom; bat, since you've pulled her
through. I'll ask you to pack up certaimn articles
which are on board —the cabin clock, the plate, my
books;’ and I named a few other items of the little
craft’s internal furniture.

Well, he sat with me for half an hour, talking
over the dandy ard our adventures, then jeft me,
and I went into the town to make a few Decessary
purchases, missing the society of my darling as
though I had lost my right arm; indeed, I felt so
wretched without her that, declining the landlord’s
invitation to join a select circle of Penzance wits
over whom he was in the habit ol presiding in
the evening in the smoking-rooin full of the va-
pors of tobacco and the steam of hot rum and whis- «
ky. [ went to bed at nine o’ciock, and may say that
1 did not sleep the less soundly for missing the
heave of the ocean.

Next morning shortly after breakfast Frank ar-
rived to drive me over to —, Until we were clear
of the town he could talk of nothing but Grace—
how sweet she was, how exquisite her breeding,
how gentle. All this was as it should be, and I
heard him with delight.

But to make an end, seeing that but little more
remains to be told. It was four days after our
arrival at —.— that I drove Qrace over to Pen-
zance to enable her to keep an appointment with
her dress-mmaker. Caudel still hung about the
quaint old town, and kad sent me & rude briny
scrawl, half the words lookiug as though they had
been smeared out by his little inger and the others
as if they had been written by his protrude« tongue,
in which he said, in spelling beyoud expression
wonderful, that he had brought the shipwright to
terms, and wished to see me. I left Grace at the
dress-maker’'s and walked to the address where
Caudel had said I should find him. He looked
highly soaped and polished, his hair shone like his
boots, and he wore a new coat, with several fathoms
of spotted kerchief wound around about his throat.

After we had exchanged a few sentences of
greeting and good will, he addressed me thus:

** Your honor gave me lieve to do the best I could
with the little dandy. Well, Mr. Barclay, sir, this is
what I've done; and here's the money.”

He thrust his hands into the pockets of his trou-
gers, which buttoned up square as a Dutchman’s
s'ern afier the fashion that is long likely to remain
popular with the men of the Caudel breed, and pull-
ingoutalong chamois-leather bag,he extracted from
it 3 large quantity of bank-notes, very worn, greasy, v
and crumpled, and some sovereigns and shillings
which looked as if they had been stowed away in
an old stocking since the beginning of the century.

He surveyed me with a gaze of respectfal trinmph,
perhaps watching for sotne expression of astonish- /- \
ment, :

** How much have you there, Caudel?” "t

‘“ You'll scarcely credit it, sir,”” said he, grin-
ning. ) __~_¢’r

** But how much, man? how much?” o

‘“‘One hundred and seventy-three pound, four-
teen shillin’, as ['in a man !” cried he, smiting the
table with his immense fist.

I smiled, for though I had bought the dandy
cheap, she had cost me a very great deal more by :
the tinmie she was fIt to go afloat in than Caudel had . {
received for her. But Grace was not to be kept
waiting; and I rose.

‘*“You will give what you think fair to the boy 3
Bobby, Caudel.” X

He looked at me stupidly.

* Did 1 not tell you,"” s4id I, * that what the dan-
dy fetched was to be yours, and that something of
it was to go to the boy? As to those who deserted
you, they may call upon me for their wages, but
they’ll get no more.”

He seemed overwhelmed; and indeed his aston- -,
ishment surprised me, for I had imagined my in-
leultllons with regard tothe yacht were well known .
to him, :

Grace and I returned to —— somewherse about )
four o'clock, having lunched at Penzance. We }
alighted at the vicarage, and entered the fra- -
gaut little dining-roomn. My cousin and his wife
were sitting waiting for us. Sopiy onourentrance
started ap aud cried:

** Grace, here is a letter for you. 1 believe it is
from your aunt.”

My darling tarned white, and I was sensible of
growing very nearly as pale as she. He hand trem- o .
bled as she took the letter; she eyed imme piteously,
seemed to make an effort to break the envelope,
then extending it to me, said, ** I dare not read it.” ‘

1 instantly tore it open, read it to myself once, * !
then aloud:

* Lady Amelia Roscoe begs to inform her niece
that she washes her hands of her. She wishes -
never to see nor to hear of her again. So far as
Lady Amelia Roscoe’s consent goes, lier niece is at
liberty to do what she likes and go where she likes.
Any further communications which Lady Amelia’s
niece may require to make must be addressed to her
Jadyship’s solicitors, Messrs. Fox & Wyndall, Lin-
coln’s Inn Fields.”

**Thank Heaven!’” T exclaimed, drawing the
deepest breath I had ever fetched in my life.

**Now, Herbert, 1 am at your service,” said

Frank.
her husband
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Grace was crying, and Sophy, givin A
and me a reassuring look, with sisterly gentle- -
ness took my darling’s arm and led her out of the
room.

" [THE END.] .. T
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