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“DLUTARCES TOPICS.

THE CHURCH AT VARIENZE WITH
CHRIST’S TEACHING.

Azain the Presiding Elder System.—Both
BisLop and Church at Their Mercy.

T public mind was well express-
el w il o great mixed audience cheer-
vl 1 name of Jesus Christ and hiss-

cd tie name of the Churehe There was

. time when the words, Christ and
s Churel’” might meet with more

everential attention than they  do

1149\
Who is there that dare say that the
Clogren is i heautiful expressioqn of the

mind of Christ?

There are i thousand things which
1o Holy Catholie Church teaches that
contradict the lite and teachings of the
Nuzarencs.  Tire ehureh reflects more
ol the ehiaraeter of its human element
Uhan of its spirituitd head. The church
in the South saw ho evil in slavery be-
canse its members amd o ministry saw
pone. In this particular, as in many
olhers, the npoan clement got away
with the divine Jor awhile.  Instend
ol =-nting the Southern chureh a vis-
ion cike Peter received when =truggling
in the tois of race prejudice. Provi-
denee this time turned foose the el
Lent boys in blue™

Ab, yes Ure churelt has grown t) he
on intensely haman institution., It
Shapes its poliey 1o please this “big
or avoid conflict with the oth-
- This is as true of white as of
coored ehureches. Numbers of white
churches praetise most base and jgno-
ble diseriminations against the poor
amd the Negro, in order to please the
wealthy awd the prejudiced. What
i= that but o man-fearing., man-pleas-
ing =pirit? It is trne as the Bible,
that 1o the extent the chureh yields
to men rather than to God, to that
extent it is both an unsafe and danger-
ous guide. Jesus Christ and his gos-
pel will ever stand as the reveladon
ol God's will, but the ¢huieh can nev-
e claim to be an infallible interpreter
ol that revelation.

Thos who think it a crime to in-
teldigently  point out errors in the
eciireh, are of papist tendency, and in-
c¢iine to believe the chureh ineapable
ol error. .

The true head of the ehiireh is Christ,
and his word is the Tundamenrtal law.
But the ehurelr operaves through hu-
man agenceiess It has an eeelesiastical
apparatus, policy, financial system, of-
ficers aml honors.  This machinery is
not the chureh, although generally so
regarded by the unthinking, yet it is
the tangible manifestation, and reflects
the character of the chureh.

It is indeed sad when all of this ee-
clesiastical machinery falls into 1he
hands of avarice. ambition and mal-
ice.
The Tact that general officers and
presiding elders, as a class, control
the general assembly of the A, M. E.
church, ¢learly shows that motives
born of human passions, triumph over
Ill:lt'hi‘."ht‘l' spirit ol self abnegation
amd Christ exaltation that should char-
acterize servants of - God. Anong
some ol the human and selfish motives
that lead presiding elders to race for
the general assembly are, a desire to
stand in with the new bishop so ax to
dssure personial preferment; the desire
to influrnce legislation in favor of ¢lass
interests, &e.

No Iaw c¢an be passed that in anv
way ('m't-:\.ils the power and profit
i o ey, A o Jaw cin

L H ance tihe interesy of
Laity or elergy if it in the least ham-
pers the presiding elders. The presid-
ing elder system has bred a set of tax-
gatherers and political jobbers. We
cil point out quite a number of pre-
siding elders who make “‘big monev”
every election by playing with poli-
tics.

’I‘h\o pres:it'ling elders make money as
reprIy m'x_lt_ag-n'os of the church out of
the politicians. and gain scores of fa-
vors from the bishops by working the
same racket. A chureh that breeds
such o class of men is certainly not
in perfectly sound moral health. The
A. M. E. church has not one among
all its younger bishops who is willing
to risk his life by undertaking a mis-
sionary tour to Africa. Bishop Turn-
er has been so bluffed that he has at
last declared his willingness to be “‘of-
fered up.” But the way he dodges the
rf_\z_u thing of going would make g na-
tive chief !{mgh himself sick. Bishop
Turner  will never make a tour
through Africa; at most he would sim-
Py mail on a guy voyage to Siberia.
I)r._ Coppin, editor of the Review, for
A time had himsell advertised as Bish-
op Turner’s companion, but he hedged
lo_ng ago. and is makin liv

‘ g a lively
cklimb for the ‘“‘top roost.” Dear read-
er. you should attend a conference.
Some poor preacher who has not. re-
ceived $200 all the Year will sort of
hesitate about paying four or five dol-
lars in the v i

T various comference mills
His reason for refusing will be lack
ot ack

money to get home with, should
he spend a dollar more than 4s actual-

y
ly necessary, but he will get such a
lecture that in goes his scanty sup-
PI¥ of the needful. He must borrow
money now in order to reach his home
At the next conference he is marked
for the non-payment of his debts. The
humble, unknown little fellows, that
preach back in the woods are made
to examplity all the virtues of self-
denial and eelf-sacrifice, while the bi
fellows roll in luxury. ;8

he minutes of the Michigan confer-
ence show that & certain preacher
trandlerred to Minnesqta, ived
Rilt of $20 toward The traveling o
‘myettthwetonyth“:gthe
‘conlerence widows and orphans went

wul’’

‘b a delegate to the genera

short. Dr. Handy has so much money
that his hoard is able to invest $12,
000 in real estate, yYet there are a huun-
dred old preachers and two hundred
preacher’s widows, who do not have
enough to ecat.  This doesn't reflect
on Dr. Handy or his board, to the con-
trary it does them credit, for it shows
that they have handled the funds en-
trusted to them, with wisdom. It al-
=0 shows that the various annuanl con-
ferences fail to handle their money
wisely.  If Dr. Handy could keep up
all the great expenses of his depart-
ment. and yYet have $21,000 to invest,
why c¢an't the annual confereees which
ety B0 cents out of every dollar that
goes to Dr. Handy support their de-
pendants?

Listen, and Plutarel will tell you
why.
Dr. Handy is a business man. he

has handled thousands of dollars Tor
himself, and knows how to figure. He
plans, calculates and manages with
wisdom. and therefore, for the first
time in all its history., the financial
department of the A. M., E. c¢hurch
has got something tangible to show
for its money, and at the same time,
has met all of its expenses,  When Dr.
Handy entered upon his office, he had
nothing but debts, an arm-ful of due-
bhills and an old earpet-sack, contain-
ing them: now he has a fine safe full
of receipts, and a splendid building
to put the safe in.

You ¢an rest assured that the ¢om-
ing general assembly will find o good
u=t 1or the property purchased.

Why doesn’t the conference attend
1o their dependants?  Because they
use their moaey in another direetion.
It goes to the schools and colleges.
Dr. Johknson gets $1.300 a year to
raise money for these same schools and
colleees, but he doesn't raize half what
it costs to keep him in office.  Dishop
Girant is on this trail, and by the way
he talks out. the seent is warm. He
will see to it that Dr. Johnson gives
assurance of betrer future service, or
wets out of the way. Dr. Jennifer is
barking along the same trail, but there
isa sort of ring in his bark, that seems
to s=ay, “Give me Johnson’s place.”

You see that accursed spirit of am-
bition forever gets in the way.  Dr,
Jennifer has made himsell a big name
by building a fine chureh at Chicago,
but he shows utter lack of counscivnce
when it is considered that with %10,
000 eash in hand, he has involved the
people in about $40,000 indebtedness,
and not raised a thousand dollars.
He will simply follow the example of
scores of his class, build a fine ¢hurch
an evedit and elimb out_fnom under be-
fore the tumble comes.

Do you think that the people’s mon-
ey should be handled recklessly. or
without respect to ordinary business
prudence?

Dr. Handy has done well; Iie is both
an able and a conseientious man. Dr,
Smith has done well, but not so well
ax he should have done under the ad-
vantageous conditions  surrounding
him. Dr. Derrick has done nobly, in
fact better than all his fellow officers
when all things are considered.  Dut
Dr. Derrick is cut out to b a bishop,
he is of that timber and that is his
destiny. Dr. Handy is just in the right
place.  When Dr. Smith goes out of
his place, he Will go down, not up.

Dr. Heard is hot after Smith’s shoes,
This same Dr. Heard is a D. D., who
knows nothing respectable of theology
as a science, who talks as loud as a
steamboat mate, and has not one sin-
gle commanding or winning thing in
personal appearance or deportment,
and yet who is going to the top at
a1l:45 gait. Why is this? He is a
politician, and manipulates tho wires.
Ah yes, sad truth, there are wires, and
wire pullers in the colored churches
as well as in the white. There is a
Rev. AL J. Burton, up in Illinois, whose
reputation is not spotless, yet he has
got things down fine and expeets to
assem-
bly of his church. Yes, there are wires
and wire pullers. May the great God
grant that mercy and not wrath be
extended toward his people. “Plu-
tareh’s” heart aches as he recalls the
thousands of shameful iniquities within
the churches of which he knows. This
pen is not writing to vent spite, to
further personal ambition, but it obeys
the behest of an honest heart; a heart
that would give its last life-throb to
remedy the evils which the pen now
portrays.

“Plutarch’” knows that there are
hundreds hunting his scalp; that all
manner of cunning is being employed
to ferret him out; that many think
that he is a minister, and hope to iden-
tify him and hang his carcass on the
wall. He knows all of this, but it
moves him not. His only concern is
that no innocent man suffer for ‘Plu-
tarch’s’”’ deeds. I any of the ‘sus-
pects’’ are punished for ‘‘Plutarch’s’
sins, withered be the hands that do the
evil deed. “‘Plutarch’ does not de-
clare his identity, because he wants to
keep the public attention upon what
he writes, he is not seeking to pose as
a Rev. He invites closest attention
to his words, and none to himsell.
It his words are wrong, let someone
show wherein. They must at least
be very nearly expressive of the popu-
lar mind, as such journals as the Den-
ver Statesman, Illinois State Capitol,
&c., reproduce his articles. The edit-
ors of each of these papers are not men
who act hastily. What they are do-
ing is expressive of the fact that the
heroic chord within them has been
touched. _ “Plutarch”

Three white men were held last week
to answer the charge of rape commit-
ted on an Afro-American woman in
Louisville, KXy. The bond was fixed
at $1,000 each.

The Loug Island District conference
of the A. M. E. church, has ted
resolutions endorsing Rev. Wil-

A BYSTANDER'S NOTES.

ALBION W. TOURGEE ON THE LABOR
QUESTION.

He Discusses the Value of Free Labor.—
Prejudice Untweighs Everything
. Else.

Nothing could better illustrate the
idea which the Bystander has so often
repeated, that reason and logic are
utterly impotent in polities as against
prejudice and sentiment, than the po-
sition of the white people of the South
upon the question ol a protective tar-
itf. It illustrates the absurdity of the
claim that natural laws and individ-
ual interests control the collective uce-
tion ol peoples.

As a matrer of fact, the NSouth owes
every clement of her recent prosperivy
1o the principles of the party she re-
fuses 10 tolerate among her people and
which she does nou hesitate 1o sup-
press and exterminate by means as
prutal and persecutions as barbarous
as tose which followed the revoca-
tion of the ediet of Nantes,  In this
case, i48 in that, every economic inter-
est and every hope of continued pros
perity are plainty and ovidentdly opp o~
ed vo the policy ol cruelty aund njus-
tice adopred solely from the impulse
ol prejudiee and passion.

} e history o1 the Sonthern senti-
ment upen the gubject ol protection
o American industries, taken in con-
necetion with her own industrial devel-
opmeiit, is 4 very instructive page ol
onr political ana economice history.

Previous to the abolition of slavery,
the Stawes of the South, in theory and
praciice were almost wholly devoted
to the doetrine of free-trade. It is
true. that some few of the leading ad-
vociates o tite American doctrine of
sell-protection were to be found among
them. who were all the more promi-
nent and notable because of their ex-
ceptional c¢haracter.  Of these Henry
Clay is an eminent example.  As o
»sSouthern Protectionist’ he occupied
a position and c¢commanded an influ-
ence in his party, which even his splen-
did talents could hardly have achiev-
ed, had he been of Northern birth and
antecedents.

Thix general devotion to the theory
and practice of free trade on the part
of the =lave-holdimg aristocracy of the
South, was a naturad result of the
anomalous relation of the slave-holder
1o popular economic conditions. The
fact seems to have been generally for-
gotten, or at least so generally neg-
leeted, as to have passed out of the or-
dinary cognizance, that whatever was
to the pecuniary advantage of the
slave-owner must of necessity be op-
posed to the interest of free Iaborers.

The political economy of =slavery
went still farther. Edueated, seli-con-
trolling labor was its enemy. Varied
industries threatened its very life. The
example of prosperous free labor was
its most deadly foe.

We find, therefore, that ignorance
was encouraged. While the Stater of
the North were establishing the poli-
¢y of free schools and demonsirating
their utility and necessity as the nurs-
ery of iree thought, and the guardian
of free labor, in all the States of the
South, there were but two in iwhich
there was the shadow of a public
school system, and in them it was but
a shadow. The public school houses
in any ecity of 10,000 inhabitants at
the North, easily exceeded im value all
the public school buildings in all the
slave states, with possibly one excep-
tion.

It was the natural and logical pol-
icy of the slave-holding interest to cre-
ate and perpetuate dependency in all
other classes of society., The non-
slave-holding white man was the vie-
tim of its repressive tendency just as
much as the black man. It devoted
him to poverty, ignorance, dependency
and inferiority from which his only es
¢ape was to become one of the domi-
nant class.

Under these conditions, the slave-
holding aristocracy declared that the
interests of ‘‘the South’’—that is, the
individual interests of its governing
class, the slave owners themselves—
would be best subserved by the policy
of free trade. To “buy in the cheap-
est market, and sell in the dearest,”
withwout regard to the location of ei-
ther was, they said, very clearly to
their interest and advantage.

And in this they were quite right.
The slave-holder’s profit depended on
converting the cheapest possible la-
bor into the crudest form of product.
He did mot fear competition, for no
labor could be more inexpensive than
hie. 1t is a favorite theory that the
success of the slave-owner depended
upon two conditions—the control of
certain products, and the assumed fact
that white labor cannot compete with
colored: labor in the climate of the
South. Both are fallacies, but they
have become so thoroughly ingrained
fn ouwr thought, that even so Intelligent
a writer as General Francis A. Walker
could not refrain from their recent re-
iteration. .

The truth is that slavery would be
profitable to the slave-owners any-
where and is profitable to the State
nowhere. These two facts have be-
come confused in the popular thought

| aid 80 have come to be almost con-

vertible ideas in ulat -
Tertible spec ing on its re
So, too, it is no more true that the
white man cannot compete with the
colored man as a laborer at the South,
than it 'is that the colored man can-
wot compete with the white man as
borer ?rnat'h‘o?ﬁm” at the North.
The real e tter
ﬂ;;d South, beeause Ha Bl
O]

®
)

in uw old time, was not only in a
sellse discredited, but competition with
slave labor was discouraging. 1t was
easy to get a bare subsistence with
very little work. So the “'poor white”
of the South, having little to spur him
1o endeavor, grew up lazy and shift-
less, both by inclination and inherit-
ance. What the unrestricted compe-
tition and free opportunity of the
North kept alive, the social cconomy
of the South, and the political econo-
my which resulted from it, Killed.
Enterprise and aspiration are lherit-
able qualities, and so are their oppo-
sites. Slavery, though dead, still lives
10 blast with its awful inheritance.
It is true too, that white men of
Northern or European birth eannot,
and never will to any appreciable ex-
tent, compete with the colored man
as a. laborer in that region, both be-
caust they are not inured to the cli-
nmate and «till more because he cannot
work for the same wages, live in the
same hovel, subsist on the same ra-

: tions, or submit to the same imposi-

tions, as the colored man has become
accustomed to endure.

Never was there a better illustra-
tion of the immutable truth that a
political economy based on cheapness
ol production means the inherent deg-
radation of labor. and that cheap
labor means ignorance and dependeney
to the laborer.

Probably the assertion that =lavery
is everywhere, and always, profitable
to the slaveowner. will be regarded
with inceredulity by many readers, be-
cause its denial has become very pop-
ular. both at the North and the
South.

The Bystander has paid a good dea)
of attention to the subjeet, and has
nont serupled to go to original =ources
for hisx information. The books of ace-
count of more than one Southern plan-
tatiom are in his possession. and more
ihan once master and overseer have re-
cited for him the financial story of
those dayvs, He has not heen an inat-
tentive student of the newspaper and
magazine literature of the South in
the ante-bellum dayvs, and as the re-
sult of all his investigations he reaf-
firms= the statement that slavery is al-
ways profitable to the slave-owner in
the production of raw materials; if it
competes with Ifree labor. is entirely
wecure, if there i8 a relinble market
for the natural increase of the stock,
and it is managed with the same care
and attention the successful employer
of free labor bestows upon his busi-
1EHS.

0! course, he does not mean to as-
sert that every slave-holder made mon-
ey in the old days. .To do so, would
be to declare that the economie qual-
ities of the institution were such as
t0 insure every one against extrava-
gance, recklessness and neglect.  No
business can stand that, and there
was probably more of all these ele-
ments of ill-success among the slave-
holders of the South than among the
other classes of the so-called producers
in the civilized world. The very fact
that it endured the strain of these de-
structive forces so generally as it did,
is one of the strongest evidences of
the accuracy of the conclusion above
stated.

But it does not need demonstration
to assure any Illinois farmer that.
given 100 slaves upon a farm of pro-

portionate size, secure from escapes
and uprikings, and with a steady
market for every child born among

them as soon as it has arrived at 15;
ferding and housing and clothing them
upon the same principles that he does
his horses, that is, just enough to keep
them in prime condition—it does not
need any argument to show that sueh
a man, with the same ability that
would enable him to make any profit
with free labor, would make a much
greater one with slave labor. And it
is easy to see that the cconomical sys-
tem most favorable to the owner of
another’s labor, must surely tend to
reduce the free laborer to a condi-
iion of depcndency approximating
that of the slave.

The elaboration which seemed nee-
essury to this branch of the subject
compels us to deler to a future ocea-
sion, the consideration of what the
‘“new South” owes to the operation
of the principles it abjures.

Albion W. Tourgee.

Mayville, N. Y., July 24.

Washington Personals.

Geo. M, Arnold Nearly SBucceeded in Defeat-
ing Washiugton.

Washington, D. C., August 1.—Great
crowds are leaving here for Detroit.
Each train carries a large body of
veterans and friends. George M. Ar-

nold left ‘“red hot,” and will leave
Detroit in Ashes before he will have
the G. A. R. encampment here for next
ear.
mef. B.T W ton spent two
days in the city on. his way South,
and expressed himsell much pleased
with the outlook for another year.
Tuskegee i8 erecting two new build-
ings, and still will not be able to ac-
commodate all applicants for admis-
sion.

Dr. and Mrs. Grimpke and Mrs. A,
J. Cooper are still in Canada, not yet
hav returned from the National Ed-
ucatiomal Association.

E. L. Thornton, the adroit corre-
epondent of the New York Age, certain-
ly believes in looking after the founda-

tion of political aspirants since he has |

raised considerable discussion because
of his comparison of Mr. Fortune’s
and Mr. Dougalas’ feet.

Doctor Dilon, daughter of Bishop
. passed through the city en
te to Tuskegee, Alabama, where
is to be resident physician. S8he
80 full of enthusiasm for her profes-
, and so alive to all facts relating
her work and accomplishments in
lines that a conversation with

. refreshing.

s;‘:%gg
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THE GALLANT BOYS IN BLUE STiLL
TRUE.

No Separate Departments.—The Question
Quick.y but Firmly Decided.

Long live the Grand Army of the
Republie!

Just as the Plaindealer goes 1o press,
the Silver Encampment has emphiatic-
ally put its seal of condemuation upon
those despicable Southerners who have
been trying 1o sow the seed of seces-
sjon and dissension among those gal-
lant heroes, who now vote as they
fought. True® to their war records,
the veterans almost unanimously  ve-
tocd the separale  department ques-
tion.  We have time but for an ex-
wact ol that report. 1The entire re-
port will appear in our next issue.

The objects sought 10 be accom-
plisned by the orgalization of (he
urand Army ol the Republic are:

1. ‘o preserve  and  strengthen
those Iraternal 1eelings which bind co-
goether the soldiers, sailors and marines

who united to suppress the fate re-
bellion, amd o perpetuate the meme
ory and history ol che dead.

. >

20 To assise sueit former comrades
in arms as need help and prouciion
and to extend needial aid o e wid-
ows and orphans ol those who have
fallen.

o To maintain true legianee 10
the United Sitates ol America. based
upon . pariaimount respect lor. and
ldelity to its constitution and Liws;
to discountennnee whatever tends to
weaken loyaliy. incites 1o insurree-
tion. treachery or rebellion, orv in any
manner impairs the efficiency and per-
maneney ol our free institutions, and
o encourage the spread ol universal
liberty, equal rights and justice to all
men.”’

This  platform  of principles is so
broad that all honorably discharged
roldiers and sailors can stand upon it.
In the opinioa ol your committee, the
fact that the department of Mississip-
pi and Louisana consists of posts—a
part being composed of white coni-
rades, the others of colored comrades—
ix no sutficient reason for making this
radical change in our rules and regu-
lations.  OQur fraternity, charvity and
loyalty swbould be witnessed by gur
decds ag awell as our words.  The rec-
ommendations of ibg-commander-in-
chiel is based upon the faect that seven
of the colored posts of the department
of Louisana and Mississippi petitioned
for & separate department. Comrades
representing a part of their post ap-
peared before the committee and ¢laim-
¢d in argument that it was their un-
derstanding and that of many other
of their colored comrades, that they
were only petitioning for a depart-
ment to be ereated in the State of Low-
isana, the same as in other stiates, in
which all comrades, white and black,
should be equally entitled to member-
ship, and, further, that they and those
represented by them are opposed to
the ereation of a separate department.
In view of the facts submitted to your
committoe, it is of the opinion that
it would be inexpedient to plice the
authority with the commander-in-chief
{o organize new or provisional depart-
ments in states in whieh there are or-
ganized departments. Willinm War-
ner. John . Rea, Lucius Fairchild,
Henry Paintor.

A Colo_ssal S(_:hemc.

Congressman Vaughn of lowa “’ohld Pen-
sl n Ex-Slaves

Washington, D. C.,, August 3.—Ex-
Mayor Vaughn, of Council Bluifs,
las succeeded in creating quite a sen-
sation in Washington and in making
himscld the favorite candidate of the
colored men for President of the Unit-
ed States. The Negroes ol Washing-
ton have been orguanizing themselves
‘into Vaughn clubs, and they will try

and send two delegates to the Nation-
al Republican convention pledged to
vote for Vaughn, the colored man’s
friend. Mr. Vaughn addressed a large
audience of colored people at the Met-
ropolitan Colored JMethodist church
last night. Mr. Vaughn prefaced his
address with the remark that he was
a man of independent fortune, and
then proceeded to advocate his prop-
osition to have pensions paid to all
ex-slaves. He said that as the Negroes
had been held in bondage in this coun-
try, and had added materially to its
wealth by their labor, without receiv-
ing in return any compensation, the
country neceasarily owed them a debt.
He was in favor of paying this debt
by. issuing $400,000,000 in bonds to
cun fifty years, and drawing interest
at the rate of 2 1-2 per cent a year.
This sum, he said, would enable the
government to place upon the pension
rolls every Negro that had been a
slave. Mr. Vaughn assured his hear-
ers that if they alded him by using
their votes intelligently, there would
be little doubt of securing the pas-
gage ol a bill giving them the money
they desire. He salid he had already
cor nded with senators, represent-
atives and other inent men on
the subject, and he read letters from
Senator Cullom, Peter Studebaker and
others dlowh%that they indorsed the
m:lon. e had also written to
t Harrison, but Mr. Harrison
replied that he did not have time to
contribute to the discussion.

Mr. Tobias Browa, of Louisville, Ky.,
and Miss Daisy Grubbs, a student of
Flsk University, were prineipals in an

elopement at Jeflersonville, Ind.
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Bereafter no Correspond-
ence will be publisted that
reaches us later than the
arst mail Wednesday morn-
ing.--Editor.

BATTLE CREEK DOINGS,

Battle (Yyeek. August 3.—-thv‘ 11
number of our citizens mtnnd«-d- t,lu‘- (-(k-
~hration at Benton Harbor last \)\G‘(“.
Thursday. (MONE them. your LO}'lti
spondent. The day was fine, just (()l()
emough 1o be pleasant. and u.m}d t.m
pleasing seenes of t.hm'grww fruit gar-
den of the West We _brejat-hed t‘ho
pure air from Lake .\h'chxg:t'n. The
procesdion formed immediately on th(?
arrival of the train from Battle (‘rvﬂt
and Kalamazoo. It was headed by
the Kalamazoo bhand

Is the Plaindealer worth &1 a year
to vou? If =0, isn’t it wort_h the same
to 3’0111' neighbor? Urge him to take
jt.  All the news every week, and a
complete novel everv month. Take
the Plaindealer.

Mayor Hobbs made the address of
welcome, which was responded to by
Hon. H. McCoy. of Indianapolis. At
o P M., the large audience iistened to
a elromg speech by Rev. D. A. Gra-
ham .of Minneapolis, followed by that
distinguished orator. Hon. John R.
Lvneh, of Mississippi, who made one of
the best speeches of his life. Our Ben-
ton Harbor friends proved to be roy-
al entertainers for the first colored 'col-
ebration held in that beautiful city.
and we want 1o go there again.

Mr. Sevmaour Brown and family at-
tended the celebration at Ann Arbor
vfonday: also Mr. and Mre. Geo. Col-
lims. )

Mra. Jak, Toliver lelt to-day for Ann

Arbor. From there she will visit the
encampment at Detrait, and relativea
in Xaline. Mich.
About twenty-flive of our cclored peo-
ple, young and old. went to the coun-
irv home of Mr and Mrs. Dyson last
week., Thursday. A grand time wWas
had by all.

Mr. George Marshali assisted Rev.
Roberts in hix quarterly meeting Sun-
dav, at Kalamazoo

Lev. Pope will hold his last quarter-
v meeting next Sunday, August 9.
“AMre. Wm. ook and son. Bennie,
who have for several weeks heen the
gruests of Mr and Mrs, (:mrp:p Wi]-
liame&. returned o their home in Chi-
cago, last week.

Mra  George
in Detroit. o

A\re. 8. Brown. of Findlay. Ohio. is
visiting relatives and friends in the
city. )

Mr. Edward Casey s visiting rela-
tives in Allegan county.

e ——————————

JACKSON JOTTINGS.

Jackson. August 4. —We are happy
to once more furnish you all with
news of our city, so as to Jet you
know how and what we are doing.

The A. M. E. church is almost com-
plete, and let us all congratulate the
Elder and members for such a fine
building. )

A Jarge number are making arrange-
ments o attend the conelave. which
is to be hold in Detroit, Aug 10—13.

AMisses iy and May Williams are
spending a few days of pleasure hy
visiting friend= in Saline, Mich.

Mrs. (. Wood, of Chicago, 18 the

Is the Plaindealer worth #1 a year
to vou? If so.isn’t it worth the same
1o vour neighbor? TUrge him to take
it.  All the news every week, and a
complete novel every month. Take
the Plaindealer.
puest of Mrs. W, Hall. )

The young people have ovganized
a band consisting of both ladies and
gentlemen.  Let us hope they will rue-
ceed.

Mrs. Hughos has just returned to her
home in Leslie after a visit 1o her sons,
Mewgs E. and E. Stewart, of this
city.

Vise Kate McAlister wiil make €Chi-
cazo her Tuture hom:.

Mre. Teon DeAngles is spending &
fow months among fricnds in Obherlin,
Ohio. =

Mra M DBrowediord and sister
visiting friends ih Chatham. Ont

Mrs. H. Deigh has aceepred o situ-
tion in Detroit.  Let us wish her suc-
Cess.

The Giblin Chapter gave 2 rocial
last Thursday evening. During the
evening the K. O T. gave an exhibi-
tion drill which was highly appreei-
ated.

rev. Henderson. of Detroit. paid us
a short visit while en route for South
Bend.

Mrs F. M. Thurman left Monday
wo spend a few days with her mother
in Detroit.

\fias Susie Smith is spending a few
davs among friends in Detroit

Miss Georgie Jones is visiting frlends
in Toledo. Ohio.

Mrs FEliza Shores who was injured
by a fall, is now in a fair way of re-
cOvery.

We are sorry to hear that Mrs. J
W Lett i8 on the sick list,

Mr. C. J. Jenkine. of Cleveland. Ohio,
is the gueat of T. Jones. Ww. 8. B.

Williams is visiting

are

MILWAUKEE NEWS,

dilwaukee, Wis., Aug. 3.—The lit-
erary and musical entertainment giv-
en al St. Marks A. M. E. church, Thurs
day evening 28th ult., was highly in-
teresting and welll attended. The mu-
pical part of the program was entrust-
ed to Misses Lydia and Lotta Hughes,
and Emma Bell and Mesdames Hunt
and Bell, Measrs. Williams and Dixon.
The literary part was well cared for
by Misees Parks and Broady and Mr.
Harricron. The program was received
with hearty applause.

We venture to remind those subscrib-
ers who owe us that if they pay us
promptly. we can afford to issue &
much better paper. Pay up. i you
are behind, and see us do it.

Mr. Ed. Howell has opened up a
fine sample room at 220 4th street.
A& Mr. Howell is quite a popular
voung man. he will, no doubt. be suc-
cessful in hig mew undertaking.

We are constantly being surprised

- at the narrow-mindedness. the niggard-

liness displayed by some of our young
men.  When young men refuse to do-
nate a =small sum to enable an old
‘associiate of theirs to proecure a law-
ver to defend his life against a charge
of murder. then they reach the low-
est depth of meanness.  Its more so

“avii-a 100. this same young man waa |

never known to refuse to contribute

" to the best of his means to any char-

jitable purpowe.
A thing of beauty

is a joy for-

ever.”  Get UGems of Deportment.”
and you'll have both. 82, Order now.
Ar. . V. Saunders. of the World's

duration to his little son, Vincent.
and was the guest- of Mr. J. J. Wilkes
and Mr. and Mrs, A, G. Burgette.
Great eredit s due Miss Lillian Craig,
of Pentwater, Mich., and Miss Hattie
Atkins. for the part they took in try-
tain Mr. Saunders on a pleasant trip
1o Whitefish Bay. of which Mr. and
Mr=. A, G. Burgette plaved the part
of hoxt and hostess Mr. Saunders
wen: home well pleased with his vis-
it. and says it will head the list of
memorable events that are sealed with
his heart. J. J. B.

NEWS NOTES.

Guelph, Ont., August 3.—This is my
initiation inw qui.l-pushng; therefore
it wil not only be short but brief

The - Superintendent of the B. M. E.
Sunday School, Mr=. M. . Linton died
on the 24th ult., and was buried on
Monday. 27th., at Galt, Ont.  Kev,
Mr. Minter took part in the burial
service, accompanied by several mem-
bers of the school.  We lost in Mrs,
Linton. a true and devoted friend,
whowe place cannot easily be tilled.
Mr. (. B, Stewart has moved to
Windsor, and will make that place
his future home.

Mr. R. Johuson has moved from Col-
lingwood to the eity, and opened up
a first-class ice-cream parlor and gro-
cery store on the corner of Essex and
Devonshire streets. )
Robimson's great show was in the
city on Wednesday, and of course our
people were out in full force to see
the elephant.

We wamnt the news 1If you have a
friend in any town where we have no
correspondent, send us his name,—we
will do the rest.

Mrs. Waldren has moved back to
Guelph from Detroit, and since her re-
turn has lost one of her grand-chil-
dren. We all sympathize with her
in her bereavement.

We are all preparing for a big time
at Hamilton on the First.

Subseribe for the TPlaindealer, and
lcave the news at 88 Essex street.

M. S,

.
GRAND. HAVEN NOTES.

Grand Haven., August 4. —Miss DBer-
nis Smith has gone to Detroit to spend
the summer.

Fire was discovered in the shop of
the Cutler and Savidge lumber co., but
was soon under control. It caught
from the sparks through a hole in the
stack.

Should yvou happen to compare the
Plaindealer with any other race paper
which you may be taking, your opin-
fon must be favorable to the Plain-
dealer. Help us to improve it, Sub-
acTibe vourself and get your friends
10 subseribe.

The two boyvs who were held for
purglary in this city, were released,
their fines being paid by their parents

Fred R. Graves was stopped on his
way heme Saturday by two men. but
they got nothing.

The concert at the M. E. church
Sunday evening, was very fine. :

\Mr. John Elliott is expected home
this week. We will be glad to wsee
John at the old home agaia.

" . R G

LANSING LETTER.

Lan~ing., August 3.—Mary A. John,
the wife of Henry Scortt, died at her
residenes. 109 Lenawee street, August
1st. after an i Iness of four years, which
#he hore with christian  fortitude,
She wiax born in Cincinnati, ©Ohio,
where =he passed her childhood: she
came to Michigan in 1862, and resided
in Grand Rapids until 14 Years ago,
whin she took up her residence amony
us. She was a kind neighbor. and a
loving mother, and she will be missed
by a host of friends, but mostly by
those who ealled her wife and mother.
She leaves a husband, one son. one
daughter and two grand-daughters,
and a. host of other relatives 1o mourn
her loss.  Her son and daughter, Mr,
J Wilson and Mrs, Lizzie Jackson and
her two  granddaughters, Mrs. W,
Thomps=on. of Toledo, Ohio: Miss Gus-
ta Wilkon and Mrs M. A, Harrison,
of Marshall. attended the funeral. Age,

71 years. 3 months and 10 days
M. A H.
I'iqua. Ohio, August 2.—Our ciwy

has been startled by the elopement of
Aliss Caliie Wilson, one of outr accom-
plished ladies. 1o the West, there to
become the wife of Mr. . 8. Bowles,
who omly a short time ago left for
Helena, Montana, there to engage in
fhe barber business.

Mr. and Mr=s Giles will leave soon
for Detroit. to attend the G. A, R.
encampment.

We venture 1o remind those subserib-
ars who owe us that if they pay us
promptly. we can afford to issue a
much better paper. Pay up. il you
are behind, and see us do it.

Mr. Ship and Mr. Reuben Redman
are on the fick list.

The Second Baptist church gave a
Moonlight pienic Tuesday evening, at
the residence of Mr. George Gross, on
North Broadway.

Our pulpit was again filled last Sun-
day by Rev. F. C. Crumble. of Cincin-
nati. D. A. M.

XPSILANTI NOTES-

{- Ypsilanti, August- 5.—Mise Julie Ja-
cobs ie visiting her rister, Mrs. A,
Hehazen, of Adamas sireet.

Miss Leatherman, uof Jackson, is vis-
jiting Mrs L. Mashat.

Mr. Carter, of Jackson, i8 in the city.

Mrs. Boyd, of Jackson. i8 visiting
Mrs. Mary Thompson, of Cross st.

The Ladies’ Lyceum met at the res-

A thing of beauty i® a joy for-
ever.” Get “‘Gems of Deportment,”
and you'll have both. &2, Order now.

jdence of Mrs. 1.. Hayes
\Memsra. Charlie Moss and Alfred

returned from Chicago.
R. M.

Hayes have

Wh};n vou get a good thing at a
reasonable price, don't be selfish with
it. See that your next door neigh-

bor subscribes to the Plaindealer.
.Dollar a year.

The Plaindealer, $1 per year Urge
vour best friend to take it. The Plain-
dealer and the “‘History of the Black
 Phalanx,” $2.50.. The History alone

.8 worth that much. Subscribe for
' the Plaindealer.

Fair City, paid a visit of four day’s

One

WE CIVE YOU

In all Englizh branches, prepare you to
be a good teacher, carry you through a
regular college course and graduate you
with the degree of A. B. We also teach
you how to use the carpenter’s and black-
smith’s and farmer’s tools, how to draw
the plan of anything you wish to make or
build, how to cook, sew, make dresses,
set tvpe, run a printing press, and how
to sing and play on the piano or organ.

A Thorough Training

(a5 o] 1l BN

W

bt Semani b e B

ATLANTA UNIVERSITY, ATLANTA, GA.

We surround you with good Christian influences without any sectarian bias.
your head, hand and heart. We place vou under experienceli teachers, many of them educated in the best universities, colleges and
normal schools of the land. We provide you with a comfortable room. steam-heated and lighted, together with plenty of whole-
sume, well-cooked food, and your washing—all for ten dollars & month. : ¢
primary course, one dollar and & half in the grammar, normal and college-preparatory courses, an
course—these prices being less than one-third of the actual cost of the instruction. Y
found out that the best schooling is the cheapest.

If you wish to give all your time to the special mechanical course, learning carpentry, wood-turning, blackemithing and
mechanical drawing, you can do so for three dollars a mvonth. The regular mechanical course, with half the time in the shop and
half in the school-room, is one dollar and a half a month. '

The term begins Wednesday, September 30, 1891.

) : It is important to be present the first day.
pupils can be aided. Catalogue will be sent on applecation to

-n-*

In short, we offer you a good, all-round education for

For vour tuition we charsve one dollar a month in the

two dollars in the college

The 600 students who were present last vear

v. A few needy and deserving
HORACE BUMSTEAD. President.

The Mohonk» Conferencec.

What They

Recommend.—Correspondence
Solicited.

A conference has been held at l.ake

Mohonk, New York, for several years.

Smiley, to consider the welfare of the
Indian. At the suggestion of ex-Pres-
idemt Hayes, a Conierence was held
in June of last year at the same place
and under the same genial hospitality,

0 conwider the weilare of the Ne-
L0,
The wsecond Conference of this na-

ture, was held in June of the present
Year at the same place. At these Con-
lerclees, proininent men and women
irom North and South, interested in
these problems, have fraternally join-
ed.  The cemsus of the members pres-
ent show that geographically, if not
numetrically, a large territory in the
South was represented.

Toward the settlement of the Negro
problem, such a conference may con-
tribute in three ways. It may gather
a body ol information from observers
and workers in the South coneerning
the condition and outlook of the Ne
gro, it may discuss and devise meas-
ures for the improvement of his condi-
tion, and it may contribute to an era
of good feeling by bringing Northern
and Southern men and women togeth-
er.
The feeling thus developed between
Northern and Southern members at
the Conference, has not been marred
by any acrimonious utterances, and
there was a decided gain at the last
conference in freedom of discussion.

At the formal orgamnization of the
Conference, the following officers were
elected @ president, Homn. Rutherford
B. Hayes, of Ohio; secretaries, Rev,
S. M. Newman, of Washington, D. .,
Rev. 8. J. Barrows, of Boston, and
Mra. I. C. Barrows, of Boston. The
Executive Committee were as follows:
Rev. Lyman Abbott, D. D., president;
M. E. Gates, Rev. M. E. Strieby, Mr.
H. 0. Houghton, Rev. 8. M. Newman,
D. D.,, Rev. A. W. Pitzer. D. D., Houn.
Philip Garrett, Rev. Williman Hayes
Ward, . D.

The Executive Committee, in  the
closing session of the Conference, ren-
dered a report which was unanimous-
Iy adopted, recommending the follow-
ing objcts 1o be sought in behall of
the Negro —

1. The accomplishing of the primary
education of the Negro by the Ntates
themselves, and the further develop-
ment of means and methods to this
end, until all Negroes are creditably
trained in primary schools.

2 The largely inereased support of
whools aided by private benevolence,
which  shall supply teachers and
preachers for the Negro race.

3. The grounding of the vast ma-
jority of these teachers and preachers
in common English studies and the
English Bible, with the further oppor-
tunity for any of them to carry on
their studies as far as thay may
dessire. “

4. The great extension ol industrial
education for both men and women.
5. The encouragement of secondary
schools established, maintained, and
conducted by Negroes.

6. The purchase of homesteads by as
many Negro households as possible,
with an inereased number of decent
houss to replace the old one-room
cabin. ;

<. The establishment by the Govern-
ment ol postal savings banks, in which
Negroes can be encouraged 1o rave
their earnings until thay can purchase
homces.

®. The aid of public education by the
National Government, for the bene-
fit of those sections in which illiteracy
most prevails.

9. The removal of all disabilities
under which Negroes lubor. by the gure
forces of education, thrift and relig-
ion.

The Proceedings ol the Conference
will be published in a few weeks.
Those wishing to communicate any
facte or suggestions concerning the
purpoee of the Conference, are invited
to addreas the secretaries, care of Rev.
S. J. Barrows, 141 Franklin Street,
Boston, Mass.

THREE RIVERS AFFAIRS

Three Rivers, August 3.—The Minses
Ida and Bertha Calloway are visiting
at Cassopolis.

Mr. and Mrs. Leonard Jacobs visit-
ed Comstantine, Sunday.

Miss Nora Jenkins, of Constantine,
was the guest of Miss Luella E. Jacobs,
Saturday. 1

Mrs. W. Owens is combining pleas-
ure with business in Cassopolis this
week.

Does it occur to you that we are
getting out a good weekly for $1°?
We are anxious to make it better.
You can help us.  We want 10.000
new subscribers. Can’t you send ur
one new subecriber?

Mige Kittie Jackson, of Kalamazoo,
was the guest of Mes. Wm. Owens the
first of the week.

Mre. I.. Jacobe will spend several
weeks visiting friends in Jackson and
Hillsdale. L.ou.

&
-~

TOLEDO LOCALS.,

Toledo. Ohio. August 3.

Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Monroe, of Am-
herstburg, were the guests of Mre. W,
| H. Turner, Sunday. Mrs. Monroe will

under the kindly auspices of Mr. A, K.

take a. trip on the lakes

Mr. White, of Detroit, paid a fiy-
ing visit to Toledo.

M. John Brown will spend
week in Detroit. i

Miss Emi y Turner, of Louisville, Ky.,
formerly of Ambherstburg. paid a vis-
it to relatives and many friends of
this city.

this

A Liberal Spirit.

Twr Opinjons Which Mark the Grewth of 8
Christian Senliment,

We give below, two editoriud clip-

pings; the first is from the pen of a4

white editor of the Western Christian

Mre. J. Franklin and Mrs. O. Fields | Advocate, relative to the suggestion

entertained Miss Emily
day evening.

Myrs. O, P. Fields leaves for Cincin-
nati next week, where she will spend
thwe rest of the summer.

Mrs. Randal is visiting Detroit,

Toledo Reporter.

No Truth In It.

Mrs. Bruce ludipnantly Denies Current Re-
poits.

Washington, D. C., August 5.—Prom-
inent people are always subject to erit-
iciem, more or less adverse.  Nenator
Bruse, like other men who hold high
positions, endures his share.  The lat-
tst story about him is that he has been
in partnership with certain men in In-
dinna to remove some alleged ‘'disaf-
fections'” of the race, and that asa re-
ward for his services, Indiana Repub-
licans would appoint Mrs. Bruce to
o place on the board of lady managers
of the World's Fair.

Mr. Bruce indignantly denies the sto-
rv. In the first place he is not aware
of the serious inclination of Afro-Amer-
jcans to join tiw Democracy, and there-
fore has no wweed to be at the trouble
of remedying an ill which does not ex-
jst, and secondly, Mrs. Bruce would
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not take a position in the board if it~

was offered her, and therefore it would
be fo!ly for him to =eck an appointment
Tor her.
Americans to suppose that they would
accept any mans dictation as to their
poiltical fealty, since they are capable
of doing their own thinking. He be-
tieves them to be pure Republicans
who canl neither be bought or cajoled
by the Demoeracy, and he is at no
trouble to wheedle them into Repub-
licanism. .

3
:

A VARIETY OF THINGS.

Catholies have established a trade
school ealled Nazareth Institute, at
L.och Eine, Ind., for Afro-American
boys.

Does it
getting out
We are anxious to
You can help us.  We want
new subseribers.  Can’t you
one new subseriber?

cAaunt Cindy® Bell, of Fort Deoge,
Iow:a, celebrated her 100th birthday
on the first of August. She prides her-
<« 1f on being able to turn off the week-
Iy washing as quick as any of the
young folkes.

Frederick B. MeGinnis, a well-known
colored man of Baltimore, has received
from Mrs. Jefferson Davis, a handsome
osage orange-wood cane, which isx a
bequest from the late president of the
confederate states.

Richard Hoops, colored, who claims
to have been born in 1770, is still Tiv-
ing in a dilapidated little shanty on
the Cole county. Missouri, side of the
Osage river railroad bridge. He has
occupicd the same uninviting quarters
for 4 number of years. To all out-
ward appearances he is just the same
that he was twenty years ago. Oceea-
sionally he does small jobs of work,
but for the most time he hunts and
fishes, and is very proficient in both
callings.

An Afro-American bootblack, of
Brooklyn, who has built up a pros-
perous business and now runs n neat
little parlor on Fulton street where
he increases his respectable bank ac-
count by shining his neighbor’s shoes,
was approached by a white tramp,
who, believing like most of his kind,
that all Afro-Americans are gullible
and peculiarly pusceptible to a white
man's flattery, began to give the boot-
black ‘“taffy,” hoping thereby to get
a dime for a drink. He was listened
to quietly till he began the old stocy
of being without a nickel and having
nothing to eat: ‘See here,” said the

occur to you that
a4 good weekly
make it

we o are
for £1?
better.
10,000
seld us

bootblack, “if you are hungry, go

catch English sparrows and roast
them. There's plenty of them, and you
can trap them with a string. Nobody
needn’t go starving if he's got any
sense.’’

SUMMER COMPLAINTS.

Multitudes of children every summer
die from what i8 known as Summer
Complaint, Diarrhea, Cholera Infan-
tum and Dysentery. Humphreys' Spe-
cifice. Noa. FOUR, FIVE and 3IX are
aufe-curing thousands.

Wanted—to eetl a hall interest in
a two-chair barber shop; two bath
roome. If there is an industrious
colored man anywhere who is Jdesirous
of finding a good steady trade, let
me hear from him.

l.ovell F. Morgan,

Jox 144 Mt. Vernon. Jowa.

4t.—43.

Wanted—In a town of 10,000 inhab-
itants, a cook for a first-class restau-
rant. Wages from $40 to 350 per
month. Address Plaindealer office.

Lurner Mon-| p o g E. P. Albert, that at the

next election of bishops in the M. E,
chureh, one of ihem should be
an Afro-American. The other is from

“an editorial in the Christian Recorder

on the melection of the faculty of the
proposed Payne Theological Inatitute,
The advocaey on the one side in the
organ ol a white c¢hurch for the ap-
powmntment of a black mun to the bish-
opric of a church, in which black men
e comparatively few, and the strong
plea for @ white man among the tac-
ulty of a school supported by Afro-
Americans, is significant of the growth
of a liberal spirit among Christians,

which will eventually Wring to the
whole church a large and desirable
following who justly criticise both

black and white Christians becausw in
practice they fall wo far short of the
teaching of true Christianity. The
Western Christian Advocate says
“Bearing in mind that eminent qual-
ification is admitted and urged by the
colored man himeself to be the prime
requikite in a bishop, white or black,
what would be the probable effect
upon our work of electing such a col-
ored bishop?  Possibly it would drive
out of our communion in the
North. 1t may be we have some so
prejudiced that’ they would spurn a

~chureh eatholie enough to igonore col-
. But they could do very well in

He thinks it an insult to Afro-
“ex] on earth.
Cheaven, s

other communions »o long as they liv-
What they would do in
not »o plain. But the

“church, after such a purging. would be

1

homogencous, and, il not nwmerically
though we believe that, once exhib-

biting the Spirit of the Master. it woukld

gain much more than it could lose.
even in numbers), spiritually it would
be swonger than ever.

Doubtless T would eut us off from
attracting members in the Old South:
but we are not attracting any as it
ie. It might cause ur to lose some
in the border conferences. But it
would put those remaining upon a
platform, against which the gates of
hell could mot nrevail. They would
be in harmony with the doctrines qnd
traditions of our Methodism., which
then, South and North, would face
the same way.

How would our bishops relish it?
Tt were strange if there would not
be a contest of honor who should con-
seerate their ‘brother in black.”

How would our ministers reeeive
him?  Just as they receive a white
bishop: for, by the supposition, he is
to be the peer of any on the Board
of Bighops. in scholarship. enlture, abil-
ity and piety.  Suach being the case,
a white minister refusing to take his
appointment at his hand, would be
an ohject either of curiosity, pity, or
contempt.”’

Dr. Iae says:

“The Payne Seminary will nor be
a training school for the teacher, but
for the pupil. Thank God. we are now
co far advanced that we have a few
ministers who can bhe said to be ap-

proaching a ripe scholarship.  But the
new seminary will scareely wacrifice
seholarship to race prejudice. I wise,

we ahall rise above this sufficiently at
leagt to secure one man of noted abil-
ity an a teacher, though he be a white
man.

There is little doubt that in organ-
izingg the new inatitution and equip-
ping it, we shall pay little attention
to the source whence our faenlty
comes, further than to asce that it is,
first, right in theology: second, that
it iR ripe in scholarship; third, that
it is possessed of great experience and

work, to begin with.”’

(

prestige in theonlogical and educational ‘ .

Smith Pr nting Company. .
The complete stock of wedding cards,

invitations, tickets, calling cardas, etc.,

kept always on hand by the W. L.
Smith Printing Co., 97 Woodward

avenue, satigfies the most exacting. %:

Excellent quality of work, prompt
service, and courtecus treatment to
purchasers, are characteristic features
of all eoncerned in the business. Give
them a call.

RENEW NOW!

And Get —This Handsome
Book. A Big Offer.

“Gems of Deportment’ is one of the
most beautiful books ever issucd from
the American press, the publisher’s
price of which is $2.50. Thir elegant
book contains gems of thought from
the best writers and thinkers of the
world, and is at once a guide to
learning, a4 manual of knowledge, a
teacher of etiquette, and a book of
beauty. It is superbly jllustrated and
handsomely bound in English cloth,
gold edges. Yeceiptr, hinta, rules of
behavior, dreas, converration, educa-
tion, marriage, divorce, how to travel,
1t is peculiarly suitable for a holiday
gift book, and Plaindealer gubscribers
can get it for §1. The Plaindealer one
vear anl *‘Gems of Deportment.”’ only

2. SUBSCRIBE.
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As she enters |
womarhood, every yonng girl needs
the wisest care. Troubles beginning !
ther may make her whole life mis-
erable.

But the troubles that are to be
feared have a positive remedy. Dr.
Pierce's Favorite Prescription builds
up and strengthens the system, and
reculates and promotes every proper
function. It’s a generous, support-
ing tonic, and a quieting, .sc.)othmg
nervine —a legitimate medicine, not
a beverage, free from alcohol and
injurious drugs. It corrects and
cures, safcly and surely, all those
delicate derangements, weaknesses,
and diseases peculiar to the sex.

A remedy that does cure 1s one
that can be guraranteed.  That’s
what the proprictors of ¢« Favorite
Prescription ” think.  If it doesn’t

ive satisfaction, in every case for
which it's recommended, they’ll re-
fund the money. No other medicine
for women is sold on such terms.

Decide for yourself whether some-
thine else sold by the dealer, is
likely to be “just as good” for
you to buy.

SICKHEADAGHE
CARTERS

these Little Pills.
They also relieve Dis
tresa from Dyspepsia,In-|
digeation and TooHearty
Eating. A perfect rem
ody for Dizziness, Naus
Drowsiness, Bad Tas
in the Mouth, Coate
Tongue,Pain in the 8ide
TOKPID LIVER. They
regulate the Bowels
Purely Vegetsble.
Price 25 Cents;

CARTER MEDICINE €0., NEW YORK.
Small Pill. Small Dose. Small Price.

D + ONLY TRUE

7 IRON
'TONIG

Wil purify BLOOD, regulate
KIDNEYS, remove LIVER

PILLS.

disorder, bulld streneth. renew
appetite, restore health and
\'||;nl'n(‘ynlllh. Dyspepsin,
Indigestion, thattired feel-

lu{(qhwlutel_\' eradicated,
Mind brightened, brain
power Increased,

R ————
bones, nerves, mise
cles, recelve new foree.
suffering from complaints pes
culiar to their sex, usingit, find
————

a safe, specdy cure. Retarns

Tose bluonnnle(-cks“bcaulines Comploxion.

.‘S.n'ui evervwhere. All genulue gools hear

Creseente™ d>end us2 cent stamp for Jdl-page
pampbllet,

OR. HARTER MEDICINE CO., St. Louls. M>.

OUNALD KENNEDY
0f Roxbury, Mass, says

Kennady's Madical Discovery
cures Horrid Old Sores, Deep
Seated Ulcers of 4 years
standing, Inward Tumors, and
every disease of the skin, ex-
cept Thunder and
Cancer that has taken root.

Price $1.50.

Humor,

Sold by every
Druggist in the U. S. and
Canada.

lllinois State
Medical Institute. |

103 State St., Chicago.
Chartered by the State.

Authorized Caplitai $I1580,000.

Conducted by a Full Staft of Physiclans, thres
of whom are noted German Specialists.

FOR THE EXCLUSIVE TREATMENT
OF ALL CHRONIC DISEASES.

Ample Facilities for Room cnd Board.

Each Disease treated by a Physician, who makes
it a specialty; five of our staff receiving thelr educes
tion and experience in Europe. where a Dootor must
study seven yYears instead of three as here. 1f afiio
ted with Catarrh, Consumption., Asthma or any
gm o’lf‘vwbu. consult (l)lnr'gpoelallu. Our treate

, Heart a i
[pento eqwuu. Liver nd Kidney Troubles

RAeumat
m'm.wtgu.(}ottm Tape Worm and all Skin Die-

Our German Eye and Ear Speciall cured
many cases when pronounced lnp:hnbl':. has

Our treatment for Eps . Paral ervows
Troubles has met with wondert:l o::e“o::.‘d at

to Diseases of Men or Wo b
lpodmrovuma made for their t.ro:::::m.. ve had

De
CONSULTATION FRER.
1f affiicted with aay disents address tn any leaguege
WLINOIS STATE MEMICAL INSTITUTE,
303 Siale Streel, Chisage

G. A. R. ENCAMPMENT.

A BIG GATHERING OF THE OLD
VETERANS AT DETROIT.

The Grand Parade With 3C,000 in
Line Witnessed by 200,000 Peo-
ple.—-Events of the Day.

Detroit and the G. A. RR.

The city of Detroit was quite ready to
receive the hosts of the Grand Army that
poured upon her by every train arriving in
the city from Saturday noon to Monday
night. Excellent provision had been made
for the comfort and convenience of the
visiting posts. Committeemen were sta-
tioned at the depots, and every incoming
train was met and the people it carried
heartily greetcd and conducted to places
of entertainment. One of the first to ar-
rive was the Frank P. Blair post and the
famous Ransom post, of St, Louis. These
were followed by other posts and depart-
ments until Detroit was full of the boys
in blue, and general holiday hilarity pre-
vailed.

The decorations had been under con-
struction for days ahead of the date set
for the beginning of the encampinent, ard
it is safe to say that no city which has
been honored in times past by Grand Arny
gatherings ever had more elaborate decora-
tions to welcvome the veterans. Flags,
bunting aud banners were everywhere,
while at the principal street intersections
along the line of the grand parade were
constructed archs of special beauty.
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of these triumphal archs was stationed at
the corner of Woodward avenue ana Park
street, and another at the brige on Jeffer-
son avenue, At the intersection of Wood-
ward and Jefferson avenues there was
erected an arch and tower, resembling
somewhat the famous Eiffel tower of the
Paris exposition, while at the corner ot
Fort and Griswoild streets a noble imita-
tion marble arch was erected and dedicated
to peace. It bore the mottos, **Cherily on,
Courageous Friend, to Heap the Harvestof
Perpetual Peace,” and *‘Their Prowess
Brought us Peace, Undying be Their
Fame.”
NOTES.

There were fully 200,000 spectators
viewing the parade. Every railroad enter-
ing Detroit carried immense excursions,

The Detroit police arrested twenty-eight
suspects on Tuesday.

Gov. Winans was in Detroit Tuesday
ana viewed the parade. He said to a re-
porter:

+:Y saw every man in the parade to-day
and will remember it as among the grand-
est sights of my life. It was a magnifi-
cent display and most admirably handled.
Detroit has scored a success and all Michi-
gan is proud. 1 can't conceive how the
thing could have been improved upon, and
I regret only that as years advance the
percentage of deaths among the old sol-
diery must so rapidly increase.”

A grand reception was given to the
commander-in-chief, the G. A. R.-
Woman's Relief Corps and Sons of Veter,
ans Tuesday night.

Mayor Pingree, ex-President Hayes,
Gen. Alger and others made speeches.

Commander-in-Chief Veazev was on
Tuesday presented with a magnificent dia-
mond badge. Ex-President Hayes made
the presentation speech.

The ninth convention of the Woman's
Relief Corps, held in Detroit during the
week, was largely attended.

Ohio was second only to Michigan in its
turnout. From every city and remote
hamlet in the state came posts or bands,
and from the number in line it looked
doubtful if the state would bave turned out
better had the silver anniversarv been in
her own borders.

One of the prettiest things of all was an
organization of fifteen girls known as the
Mary Logan Cadets, of Columbia. They
wore blue dresses and red caps, and their
ages ranged from sixteen tc twenty years,
Each carried a miniature rifle, and they
were comanded by Lieut. Sadie Chapman.
As will be imagined they received more
applause than the flags of famous battles,

Detroit Post No. 384 was the escort to
the commander-in-chief, and preceeded the
staff of this officer in the parade. It was
everywhere remarked that no post in the
fifteen or twenty miles of parade made a
finer appearance than this organization.
Its uniform was black Prince Albert coats,
trousers to match, buff gioves, light-colored
canes, slouch hats and gold badges. This
post was one of the best drilled commands
of the entire day, and received applause ail
along the line.

Rev. Samuel D. Paine, pastor of the
Memorial Presbyterian church of St. Au-
gustine, Fla., is the new chaplain-in-cheif
of the G. A. R.

The color line question was hotly debat-
ed at Thursday afternoor’s session of the
converntion. but the matter was left where
it was previous to the meeting.

Ransom Post, of St Louis, attended
the Fort street Presbyterian church by
special invitation Sunday morning and
listened to a sermon by Rev. Dr. Rad-
cliffe,
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The Big Parade.
Promptly on time Tuesday morning the
big parade started from Grand Circus

Park. The route taken by the veteraans
waus thronded ou both sides of the strect,
immense grand stands being erected every
few feet dlong the way. It is estimated
that there were fully 30,000 men in line,
and it was without a doubt the greatest
parade in the history of the organization.
One hundred and twenty-tive bands were
in line and additional music was made by
the veterans singing the national airs as
they marched along. A continual cheer-
ing was kept up by the thousands of spec-
tators which became the more vociferous
whenever some well-known man, such as
Gen. Alger or ex-President Hayes, both
of whom marched iu the line with their re-
spective posts, appeared. The torn and tat-
tered flags carried by some of the posts also
created immense enthnsiasm among both
veterans and spectators. The line was
nearly five hours in passing and the line of
march took two hours and twenty-five
minutes to cover, so that it was well on to
six o'clock when the parade was ended.
Following the commander-in-chief and
his staff came the departmment of 1llinois
and one of the first posts in its ranks was
George H. Thomas post, of Chicago, the
members of which carried red, whitec and
blue umbrellas, which formed. as they
marched along a literal living flag.
Phil Sheridan post of Chicago fol-
lowing, carried aloft on a pole a large
goose attached to which was a placard
reading *‘Everything is lovely and the
goose hangs high.” Wisconsin followed with
four posts and several bands in line fol-
loved by the Department of Pennsylva-
nia. and then camethe Department of Ohio,
which was, next to Michigan, the largest
department in the line, It took the Ohio
men just one hour and tweuty minutes to
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ARCH OF PEACE ON FORT S8TREET.

pass agiven point, and the Cincinnati,
Cleveland, Toledo, Dayton and Columbus
rosts were coticed as being made up of es-
pecially fine looking men, The posts were
among the best in the lipe. Following
Ohio came the departments in order as
follows: New York, Connecticut, Mass-
achusetts, New Jersey, Mauine, Colifornia,
Rhode Island, New Hampshire, Vermont,
Potomac. Virginia, Maryland, Nebraska,
lowa, Tndiana, Colorado and Wyom-
ing, Kansas, Deleware, Minnesota,
Missouri, Oregon, Kentucky, West Vir-
ginia, South Dakota, Wushington and
Alaska, Arkansas, New Mexico, Utah,
Tennessee, IL.ouisianna and Misslssippi,
Florida, Montana, Texas, Idaho, Arizona,
Georgia, Alabama, North Dakota, Indian
Territory and Oklahoma, Michigan. Divi-
sion of Naval Veterans, Division of Sons
of Veterans. The Michigan department
was led by Coul. Eaton and staff of twenty-
four mounted raen, all of whom carried
themselves with true military bearing.
The ladies’ band, of Fentou, and the Har-
riet A. Fenny, Daughters of Veterans, of
Lansing, were among the most popalar
features of the department, but when Fair-
banks post. of Detroit. came along and the
people recognized the form of Gen. Alger
marching beside the stalwart old soldier,
Gen. O. M, Poe, the air was fairly rent
with cheers and shouts. The reviewing
stand was statiored at the Campus Mar-

tius and among the celebrities who
occupied seats near Commandenr-
in-Chief Veazey were: Ex-

President Hayes, Gen. Nelsou A. Miles
and staff, Congressman Burrows, Senator
Manderson of Nebraska, Senator Chand-
ler of New Hampshire, Senator Shoup of
Idaho, Gen. Warren G. Keifer, Gen.
Batchellor, Hon. Austin Blair. Gen. John
Pulford, ex-Senator Palmer, Hon, Richard
J. Oglesby, Gen. W. O. Dudley, Gen.
Henry A. Barnum, Gen. Robt. A. Barth,
Gen. R. T. Foster, Gen. Bussev, Corporal
Tanner and many others. At the conclu-
sion of the parade Commander-in-Chiet
Veazey said that he thought sn the whole
it exceeded that in Boston last year.

MEN AND THINGS.

Speaker Reed arrived in New York from
Europe last week.

The cholera death rate at Mecca
per day, and 30 at Djedday.

The peoples’ party, of Ohio, has nomi-
nated Hon. John Seitz for governor.

is 140

D. B. Fisk, one of the wealthiest mer-
chants of Chicago, died there last week.

Home Secretary Matthews is in favor of

releasing from prison John Daly, the dyna-
miter,

The number of farms and homes covered

by mortgages in the United States is
2,491,930,

A company has been formed in New

York for the purpose of loaning umbrellas
at a small cost.

Twenty-five thousand people attended
the funerals of the St. Mande victilns at
Puris last week.

Grasshoppers are doing considerable
flamage to the oats, pastuies and meadows
in various parts of Ohio.

Frederick C. Havemeyer, fownder of the
I-!avemeyer sugar firm, died at Throggs
Neck, N. Y., aged 85 years,

Two attempts have been wade on the
life of President Barrillas. of Guutemala,
recently.” A revolution seems inevitable.

Messrs. O’Brien and Dillen. recently
released from the Galway jail, have an-

nounced that they will no longer support
Paruell, _ i

H

| The Plaindealer
the following piaces:

‘Saginaw—-Miss Hattie Butler
Sherman avenue.

Boston, Mass.—W. L. Reed. 93 1-2
Cambridge Street, and J. W. Sherman
115 Cambridge Street.

Lansing—Crotty Bros. and T. T.
Russell, newsdealera.

Niles, Mich.—Miss Mabel Bannister,

Milwaukee, wis,,—S. B, Bell, 739 3rd
Street. (10

Kalamazoo — Viram 17
Michigan avenue.

Marion, Ind.—Mrs Anna Juljus.

South Bend. Ind.—C. A. Mitchell, 835
West Thomas street.

Birmingham, Ala.—W. H. Moss, 1908
4th., avenue, .

Bay City, Mich.—W. D. Richardson.

Clinton, Mich.—F. Kirchgessuer.

CHAS. CUNNINGHAM
Caterer *~, Confectioner.

Ice Cream. Water Ices and Fine Cakes.
‘ Silver, Linen and Dishes to Rent.
Special Rates to Chburches and : unday Schools.

309 Woodward Ave.,

Wedding and Birthday Dgn‘mt, Mwh,

Cakes a Specialty.
TELEPHONE 4794,

A YEAR ! 1undertake to hriefly
teach any fairiy intelligent person of either
sex, who can read and write, and who,
after instruction, will work industriously,
how to earn Three Theusand Dollars a

Yearin tLeirown iocalities,wherevar they live.] will also farnish
the situation oremployment.at w hich you can arn that amount,
No money fur me unicss successful as above. Easily and quick!y
learned. I desire but ene waorker from each district or county, |
vave aiready taught and provided with emplovment & lurge
numnber, who are making over $3000 a yeareaci. its N KW
sad SOLII. Full particulars FRRIEF. Address at once,
E.C, ALLEN. Box 49, Augusta. *Maine,

C. G. Wynn

PHOTOURAPIIER

Studio 106 Miami Ave.,

(Forn erly 342 Woodward Ave.,)

Detroit, - Mich.

Near Grana Circus Park.
Telephone 20 &54.

aiways for sale at

656

Wilson,

QTATE OF MICHIGAN, COUNTY OF WAYNE.
) 88. At a session of the Probate Court for said
County cf Wayne, held at the Probate Office, in
the City of Detroit, on the twenty pinth day of
June ip the year one thousand eight hundred and
ninety-one, present Edgar O. i»urfee Judge of Pro-
bate. In the b atter of the estate of Alice
Johnson, deceased. On reading and filing the pe-
titionof Charlotte Gallawa, praying that admin’s-
tration of said estate may be granted to Charles
Geist jr. or some other suitable peraon. It is order-
ed that the twenty-eight day of July oext at ten
o'clock in the foremoon. at said Probate
Office, be appointed for hearing said
petition. And it i8 further ordered, that a copy
of this order be publish d three successive wee
previous to said day of hearng, in IuE PLAIN-
DEALER & newsgsper prinied and circulating in
said Counmty of Wayne.
EDGAR O. DURFEE
Judge of Probate. =
(A true cog_y.\
HOMER A. FLINT,
Register.

fnug Httle fotunes have been modeat
wark for us, by Anua Page, Austing
Texas, and Juo. bonn, Toledo, Ohlo,
See cut. Others are doingha well. Why
108 vou?  Somie eatn over $500.00 a
. You cando the work and live
jat huene, wherever you are, Even be-
s’lnn :Ta are ensi.y earning from 85 te

104 day. All ages. We show you how
snd start you. Can work in re time
or &1l the time. Big muney for work~
ers. Feallure unknown smong them,
NEW and wonderful. Particulars free.
M.Hallett & Co.,Box 8530 Portland, Malne

\ A pamphlet of information and ab-
nnct of the laws,showing How to/4
A Obtain Patents, Caveata, Trade
Marks, Copyrights, sent gu.

UNN & CO.
361 Breadway,
i, New Yerk.

POVUL. U0 & Yearis bringg nde hy John R
Goodwin,iroy N.Y. nt weak tor ne, Leader,
youmay not mwoake ns nauch, but we can
teach youquickly how toenrn trom #5 10
$10 4 duy at tiw start, and e as you go
whosexes, oil ages, Inany part of
Coll 83 comuence At home, give
Uy anE HINe OF spare thoments ouly to
oth. AL is new. Grent pay MUKE for
every worker, Ve start you, furnish ng
everything. FASILY, SPELDILY Jearued,
PARTICULARS FREF., Address st once,
STINSON & 0., FORFLAMN, HAlNG.

THE NEW WEBSTER

JUST PUBLISHED—ENTIRELY XEV.

A GRAND INVESTMENT l
for the Flmn!‘n‘:N School, or the uhi:‘;m |

n in for over
More than 100 edswt,;mun employed.
expended before firse e:;p'y‘m printed.
Cri exam lnatlor: invited. the Best.
Sold by all Booksellers. lilustrated pamphletfres.
6. 8 O. MERRIAM & CO., Publishers,
Springfield, Mass., U. 8. A.
S Teorints ol e 3041 Sk o
sev 1]
Webster's U, ke ,aneditionlong
| varjous names,—* [ 3
Great Webster's onsry,” *We

s Big

bacy of eack, from A 1o
misl the of eac
2,19 44 years :.nd "fmmch«pplauJ

made by photographing the old pages.

Time Tables. :
THE SHORT: LINE
—rroN—

Detrolt and Toledo to
Cincionati, Ind’sapoit

! Railroad

.___ : Louisville,
’y_:.‘,MATlHWlTON&WcJPR and All Folnts Sout
Leave +5.0 13

troit, M.C.R.R.

edo,C.H. & D

645 am 10.15am 33 pm 120! ace
Arrive

Lima 9.20 am 1221 pm 600 pm 2% am
Dayton 1205 ptu 255 pm %4Spm S.10am
Hamilton 12 om 353 pm 948 pm 6.08 pm
Cincinpati 210 pm 4.43 pm 16.59 pm 7.ubam
Indianapolis 7.25 pm 7.25 pm 12.35axu 9.3 am,

Through parior cars on day trains and Pullmag
cars oo night trains wean Detroit and

SR eDaity. exoept
aily. tDaily, ex Sunday.
M. D. 0&0{;0{(& E. O. %:.(?(l)!}r)ﬂ(.lk.
n anager. ’ Agts.
D. B. TRACY. Nor. Page. Agent,
155 Jefferson avenue Detroit. Mich.

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

Time Oct. Tth, 18%9.

Leave. LsTive,
*7 40 a m..Toronto. Montreal and Kast. §0 40 am
*1200 m..........Port Hurva. ........ *315 p m
*35pm ..., Port Huromn Express. . .... *10pm

*10%0pm...Toronto and Mcntreal Ex.. . *910p m

DETROIT.URAND HAVLN € MILWAUKLRE R'Y

Depot foot uf Brush street. Tra-ns rus by Cen-
tral Standard Time. April 22th, 1890, oy

~ ik Teave, Arrive,
*Muskegon & drandRupids Exvo50am 9% pm
*Through Mail & Saginvaw... 1100 am 406 pm

Steamvoat Express e 430 pm 11558 m
Pontiac & Jrchard Lake Surb +5:55p m  +8:3) am
tChicago Express with sleeper.8 wp m 7108
tNight Lxpress with sleeper.1030pm TN am
*Daily, Sundays excepted. -Daily
658 a m 11 00 a m and 4 30 p m tr.ins ¢connect a
Durand for Saginaw and Bav Ciry.
Grand Rapids Express and Morning Exprese
have parlor car to Urand Rapids.

Steau boat Express Las waguner parlor Buffet
ca.&t;o Urané:i Haven. |
Chicago Express has elegant Pulilman sleeping
and Buffet cars to Chicago daily.
4 I}llght Express has sleeper 1o Grand Rapids
aily.
Sleeping car berths can be secured at
ticket oftice, 169 Jetlerson avenue, cor. of Wood
ward, and at the depot foot of Brush street.
E. J. PIERCE, W. J. 8PICER,

Citv Ticket Agt. General Manager

WABASH KAILROAD,

City Ticket Oftice, 9 Fort sireet Waegt

Depout fool of Tweittn streel. Swaus -1 tuue
Leare. Arrive.

Indianap's Lafayette, Kunsas
City and Western Flyer....... *8.2%am *6.45 pm
8t. Louis Express cerenen 3330 pm $9.35 aun
Bt. Lowis ana ind Kxpress..... $19.50pm 3110 pwm
Chicago Exprees........ . . 3La5 pm 311.20 pw
Chicago Express. ... ... .. 31950 pm L, 0am
Ind Louisville & St. Louis
Expreas..... .... .......... 3950 pim  $11.90 pmn
$Daily. *Daily except Sunday. §kxoept Savur
uay. tExcept Monaay.
A. F. WOLFSCHLAGER, City Ticket Ag=st,
“R. (: BUTLKR, Division Freight and Passengar

ent.

Clncinnati Ae
Hamilton ever-ready
and ticket
Dayton batween
Thousand Cincinnati
Mile Daytos
Books Chicago
are Bt Leuis
oW ) Salamance
sold Ft. Wayne
for PER Iadianapolis
Twenty Ann Arbor
Dollars Toledo
= MILE i
good Peoris
on Cleveland
fifteen V|A Niagara Falls
different and a
roads Thousand
all other
connecting il (] pointa.

WILLIAM LOOK.

(Late Citcuit Judge,)

Attorney & Counselor
at Law.

HAS REMOVED

His Offices to
No's, 55 and 56 McGraw Bailding.

DETROIT. MICI1.

The Detroit, Lansing and Northern.

Three Elegant Trains to and from Grand Rapids
Daily, except Sunday. Five Express Trains to

and from Lansing Daily, Except Sunday. Leave
Detrait
7:05a.m. 10:50 a.m. 1:15 p.m.
5:00 p:m. €:00

p.m.
Counecting in Upion Station. Grand Rapids for
THE CHICAGO AND WEST MICHIGAN.
Trains leave Grand Rapids for Chicago 10 a.m.
{g. m,, and 11:35 p. m., time filve and one-half
urs, Trains leaving Grand Rapids at 11:35 p.in,
daily bas through slespers arriving at Chicage

7.06a, m.

Tr:ln leaving Detroit 1:18 p.m., arrives at Grand
l‘gdl 505 p. m. Direct oonnection with
&8 M traje marth. arriving at Manistee 310:
p.m., and Traversa ritv 1050 n .; arrives at
Holland 6:23 p.m.; arrives at Muskegon 7:35 a.m.
THE SAGINAW VALLEY AND 8T. LOUIS
Is the Shortest Line letween Grand Rapide avd
the Saginaws- Traios leave Grand Rapids 7:90
a.m., 4:30 p.m. Leave East Saginaw 7:30 a.mn.
6:10 p.m. ‘Time four and one half hours.

hone 908,
Freight and Ticket Office, Hammond Building,
Ground Floor, 120 Griswoid Bt., also enirance
xi& urﬁﬁtﬂn Gen'l. Mgr., Grand Rapids.
EO. DRHAVEN. Gen'l. Pass. Act., Grand Rapide

" E G H n AGENTS

WANTED

To Sel! Qur Royal Book,

“The Black Phalanx.”

It'is a2 history of the N'mfro Soldiers and gives a
full account of their services in ighting for fres.
dom and the Union, from the Revolation to the
yresent time. SPLENDID PICTURES of tne
Negruo Troops. All »ay it ia the grandent beck

ever written. Pllew of money to be made selling it,
forevery bodywants it. You Can Make Mongy.
are One man has already made 600 dodars oo '»’lo
bugke Ben

and see our

Dictionary,” * Webster's Encyclopedic Dictions- yltmcn

» ete.
] '!yh:n.yq sanouncements conoerni

fail to send at onee for ciromiars

7 BUBLISHING 6% Baritori cun

2 »atoRn. C'mcinmari or Rt Lonia, (Mees— - Peger)

Ft. Wayne, Ind. —Rev. J. H. Roberte
205 Calhoun streei.
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" Three months, -
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lssued Every Friday.
TERM3—PAYABLE IN ADVANCE.

Uiy m ail or cartier, per anaum, - - Sl.gg
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FREEDOM AND PATRIOTISM.

Freedom and Parriotism are strong
incentives to influence men 10 offer
up their lives in the struggle to gain,
to defend and battle for their coun-
try. Of the men who quickly hasten-
ed to respond to Lineoln’s call for vol-
unteers it jnay be said of them, that
Patriotism was the sole incentive that
jnspired them. Of them and other vol-
unteers, who answered to the call la-
ter, it may also be said :** They fought
for their country, their whole coun-
try, and nothing but their country.”
But there was a class in the country,
who had not even the privilege or
rights accorded to aliems, whose an-
cestors in the previous war of the Re-
public had fought that this nation
might be; humble and patriotic, they
had waited and sighed for the time
to come when they might have a place
in the glorious Republic, where they
nad earned a heritage. Quickly they,
too, responded to the call. In mno
heart beat the throbs of patriotism
stronger; no war charger scented more
eagerly the battle afar off. There
were none better prepared to lay
down their lives s othat this Repub-
lic in its entirety might go down the
ages to fulfil a glorious destiny. With
porrowing hearts they learned that
it was no war of theirs. Reluctantly
they retired to their homes, except
those so favored by feature and com-
plexion as to bc able to enlist in the
white regiments.

There were men who saw further
than the governmeat, and out upon
the frontiers, in Missouri and Kansas,
and in Louisaaa _under Butler, were
formed regi:‘nfma a val-
or for a government which failed to
recognize them, equal in every respect
to those of the gallant soldiers who
were fighting with Grant at Shiloh
and Donelsom, or those with MecClel-
lan at Malvern Hill, Antietam and
other engagements of the Army of the
Potomac. The story of the coniliet
is familiar. The government was in
pressing need for men.  Lincoln issued
his proclamation of Emancipation, and
the Afro-American was permitted to
enlist How eagerly taey flocked to the
reeruiting office. In how short a time
did they present the appearance of
trained soldiery. . in how many a con-
flict, with the fires of freedom and pa-
triotiem burning within their breast,
did they perform prodigics of valor,
and surprise the world by their great
gallantry. At those carnivals of
death,—"The Crater” and Fort Wag-
ner,—at Olustee and Nashville, gal-
lantly and heroically as the whites
fought, and without detracting one
jfota from their just meed of praise for
the heroes who fell there, it can truth-
fully be said that they were surpass-
ed in heroism by the Black PPhalanx.

What a picture of sublime heroism
Fort Wagmer recalls. What resolu-
tion sat upon those, sable faces. How
their eyves gleamed with the fire of an
uwndaunted eourage. With what ner-
vous impatience they awaited the com-
mand to charge. Patriotism. freedom
and revenge, all commingled in their
hearts to create a strong incentive for

man courage aad the great wars and
battles of history. Tennysoa has made
immortal the charge of the six hun-
dred at Balaklava. XNo sublimer cour-
age was ever exhibited than that of
the Black Phalanx. If the blood tin-
gles at the recital of brave deeds, it
must leap and surge when it is known
that the men who laid down their
lives and struggled for their country,
are made the objects of a relentless
proscription. Yet such is the fate of
the Black Phalanx, and of all their
blood. The freedom won in war is

ing laws that degrade their manhood.
In the G. A. R., an effort is bLeing
made to induce the white comrades to
throw overboard the black comrades
with whom they fraternized on many a
tented field, and with whom they par-
ticipated in many a well-fought bat-
tle. Can human nature be so vile?
Can the prejudices of a few overcoime
the good sense and patriotism of the
many? The G. A. R. will deter-
mine.

How every true American must read
with shame what the Afro-American
must endure. That the Black Phalanx
must still fight on, while others are
at peace, to wrest from an unwilling
couniry, the same opportunity to live,
the same right of others to enjoy Amer-
ican privileges, that they earned on so
many battle-{iclds of the Republic, from
Bunker Hill to the Appomattox. That
this is 80, is a disgrace to the Repub-
lic. Can not the patriotism and the
love of freedom that does, or should,
exist in the Republic, unite to accord
to them their full share of citizen-
ship?

Should you happen to compare the
Plaindealer with any other race paper
which you may be taking, your opin-
ion must be favorable to the Plain-
dealer. Help us to improve it. Sub-
seribe yourself and get your friends
to subscribe.

Our entertaining correspondent, Plu-
tarch, is nothing if not wubiquitous.
This week’s mail and newspaper com-
ments locate him in Wilberforee, Waco,
Guelph, Ont., and Washington. Now
as a matter of fact, even Plutarch can-
not exist in more than one place. Set-
tle it between you, gentlemen. :

We publizh elsewhere the recommen-
dations of the second Mohonk Confer-
ence. The members of this Conference
are all interested and earnest men no
doubt, and some of the recommenda-
tions are good and will be productive
of good. But we would like to ask
those at the head of this movement,
why is the Afro-American ignored?
There are hundreds of Afro-Americans
capable of sitting in conference, even
with those distinguished men, and it
seems quite an anomaly to us to read
of “Negro Conierences,”” to which no
“Negro'® was invited. :

We hope that all Michigan eitizens,
and especially our friends, the Demo-
crats, are pleased witle Governor Wi-
nans’ selections for the World’s Fair
committee. Irom among all the in-
telligent, progressive "and prominent
Democerats of Detroit, he could not find
a man who was suited, to his mind,
for the place and, therefore, he gave
Detroit’s place upon the committee to
a politician, pure and fimple. What's

true of Detroit, is true of the rest of
the state. Au& as a result we have

a committee which in no way repre-
senis the interests of this state. We

satislied.

Ouida has long been known as an

of liberty, both decent and indecent.
It remains for her latest effort upon
“Immorality and the State’” to win
for her a place among the ‘‘greatest
of modern thinkers, along with De-
troit’s self-confessed chief-priest of the

the most trying and desperate deeds. “‘greatest thinker’’ class, the most dis-

They cross the ditch and are met by
a withering leaden hail of bullets and
canister. Their ranks are decimated,
Upon the order they close in upon the
center, and without pause aor hesita-
tion. rush on. They are ably support-
ed by the white regiments. They gain
the outwork, and still unappalled by
the leaden hail, they attack the inner
works. Their brave commander falls,
The color-bearer is wounded, but he
still clings to his colors. Like Titans
they struggle, but that storm of death
is too coastant, too severe. Their
ranks are thinned, and reluctantly they
are compelled to retreat, but jn or-
der, still preserving a brave front. Ma-
ny a black anrd white soldier that day
assisted each other in carrying their
dead and wounded "away. and
vied with other in sacrilices and acts
kindness. A common cause, a com-
mon danger, obliterated race lines, and
influenced men to accept as comrades
in arms, those whom they had previous
Iy looked upon with contempt.

With amazement the world read of
that assault. It seemed incredible that
a race born im servitude, unused to
arms, freedom, uninspired by the mo-
tives that actuated men t 0 noble deeds,
could perform such prodigies. How
the blood tingles when it reads -bf
the deeds ol heroes. Immortal epies
recite how thoee who ‘‘ap Marathon
and ILeuctra fell,”” of Leonidas and the
three hundred at Thermopylae, of Ro-

tinguished editor of the Evening News,
We must confess we have not yet read
the latest effort of the novelist, and
hence may not be permitted to esti-
mate the brilliancy of her effort, even
if we could. And though it has hap-
pened a few times in the world’s his-
tory that people of ordinary ability
and power have by a single stroke,
by pen or sword, by word or deed,
lifted themsclves up into the ranks
of the ‘‘immortelles,” still 'we should
have becn loth to accord to Ouida so
rare a privilege. Ouida was to our
humble mind what the horse editor
would call a ‘‘rank outsider’—very
rank. To lift her at one fell swoop
into that class of ‘jdea manufactur-
ers,”” amidst whom it is our delight
and the city’s honor to have so dis-
tinguished a representative, in the per-
son of our esteemed editor, would have
been too much for us to do, and we
should not have attempted it.

The impossibility has however, be-
come an actuality, Saul is among the
prophets, and Quida is immortal. Her
credentials  were indeed gilt-edged.
*‘She thinks as I think,’”’ says, in sub-
stance, our honored chief apostle. Of
whom can like be said? Ouida’s has
been indeed a great achievement, and
fube must” well merit her rewardv .

.- - SR
We want the news. If you have a
friend {in any town where we have no
correspondent, send us his name,—vywe

will do the rests
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still demied, and legislatures are pass-:

hope the citizens of Michigan are-

apologist for all sorts and conditions |
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Current Comment. ;

Christian Herald :

. Those preachers who are interest-
ed in the education of the race\must
not cease in their effort to urge® ugon
the people to keep their children in
school. .
Pittsburg Mirror:

Plutarch’s Topics, by a fearless cor-
respoandent of the Detroit Plajndeal-
er, should be read carefully. They
have the right ring, and contain many
wholesome truths. And the old ad-
age, ‘‘Hew to the lime, let the chips
fall where they may,” i8 in order.

American Baptist :

One by one the quill drivers are re-
membered by the present administra-
tion, and still they are not happy. The
latest in that direction is Mr. Robert
Pelham, Jr., of the Detroit Plaindeal-
er, who has been appointed as a spe-
cial agent of the Interior Departinent
and assigned at Marquette, Mich. This
is a just recogmition of one of our
brightest and brainiest journalists.
Cleveland Gazette :

The Detroit Plaindealer, of July 24,
contained anothern bitter attack on
Wilberforee university in general, and
Rev. T. H. Jackson, head of the theo-
logical department, in particular, by a
writer signing himself “"Plutarch.”’ The
frequent attacks on this institution
seem to imdicate that the writer is
a resident of Wilberforce or Xenia, if
not a member of the faculty of the
college- .

American Baptist :

The adage “Unite or Perish” has
for time immemorial been accepted as
a truism, but it has been supplanted
by a new one, “Divide and succeed,”
recently in the discussion of the vexed
Negro question. If the first can be
considered good logic; for other peo-
ple, we cannot see why it is not good
logic for colored. We have not seen
where the race is benefitted by divi-
sion upon any public question, and
candidly it seems that they are injur-
ed. These expedients will do for a the-
ory, but rarely prove advantageous in
practice. It will be no harm to look
before you leap, and it won’t do muel
harm if we think twice before we
divide.

Southwestern Baptist :

I saw an article in the Detroit Plain-
dealer saying that the Baptist pul-
pit of Texas, is av its highest point,
and that we have omnly ignorant, whis-
ky-drinking minlsters, and intimated
that Bishop Grfnt is the only Negro
leader in vite state that is caleulated
to better the comdition of our race.
This piece was written by a Metho-
dist preacher at Waco. 1 wanted to
ask you, where was Grant educated?
What has he done for the Negroes of
Texas? Why don’t you see the Afri-
can Methodist pulpits of Texas that
are filled with a lot of stray preach-
ers from other states, and mauny ol
them have quit their wives and com-
mitted other black crimes, and their
only punishiment is that they have been
tran-ferred to Texas, and honored with
the degree of D. D. Texas belongs
to the Baptists, so you need not mis-
represent us in that way. Remember
I can seq you,—Yyou work against ev-
ery Baptist teacher and preacher on
the sly; your teachers are teaching in
cities and communities where the Bap-
tists are three to one. Why is this?
Is it because we have no teachers?
No, it is hecause the Baptists are dis-
posed tc be honest with you, while
you are cutting at them in shieep’s
clothing. but you prove to be raving
wolves.

From the Philadelphia Tribune :

Speaking about colored men and
women filling plaees in banking insti-
tutions, comiucrcial bouses, factories
and foundries, don’t you know 1 have
been surprised mysell 2t the number
employed in such places. It is a pain-
ful we don’t honestly know \\'llllt' pro-
gress our people are making. W hy a
few months ago when I went to New
York to arrange my trip abroad, I en-
tered into a steamship company’s of-
fices, and in ome of tie officer’s pri-
vate office I saw a mneat looking col-
oved lady doing type-writing. _How
many of New York’s busy millions
knew she was there? Business called
me at a large commercial house, and
there 1 saw a colored man, who is
shipping clerk, in the person of James
Trusty.” I mention his name because
his tall erect form is familiar to many
of “the boys” in our city. I'entered
a certain daily newspaper office, and
there saw am intelligent looking color-
ed man in the editor’s private office,
filling the position of stenographer and
type-writer. On coaversing with him,
1 discovered that he came from th_(\
South West with the editor, who is
ver'y fond of him, and admires him for
his homnesty, capability and attentive-
ness to business. Said this young man
to me : “No goimg out to balls, get-
ting my head filled with rum and beer
and dancing until broad day-light for
me. In the eight years I have been
here. I am found at my post every
morning at the usual hour with a
clear head and a steady hand.” Af-
ter getting through my business down
town, I proceeded up-town to visit
an old friend. When on Broadway,
near 32nd street, my eyes rested upon
a magnificent cafe. the entrance to
which exceeds anything I ever saw in
America. The spacious hallway is one
solid mass of marble, heavy furniture
and the like. I entered it, gazing
around like I imagine sight-seers do
when visiting Holy Lands. I was told
1 was in the Hotel Imperial.. There
1 found not only colored bellmen, but
a colored clerk bhehind the counter
alongside of his white brother. ’I:his
is no fable. Anyome going to New
York may learn the same and see the
man. And he is not so'light you would
mistake tim for a ‘‘white’”” man ei-
ther.

Our Offer To You!

“Gems ol Deportment’ is one of the
most beautiful books ever issued from
the American press, tbe publisher’'s
price of which is $2.50. This elegant
book contains gems of thought from
the best writers and thinkers of the
world, and is at once a guide to
Jearning, a maaual of knowledge, a
teacher of etiquette, and a book of
beauty. It is superbly illustrated and
handsomely bound in English cloth,
gold edgese. Receipts, hints, rules of

| behavior, dress; conversation, educa-

Ftion, marriage, divoece, how to travel.
It is peculiarly sittable for a holiday
gift book, and Plaindealer subscribers
ean get it for $1. The Plaindealer one
vear and ‘‘Gems of Deportment,’” only
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ENCANPHENT NOTES

P3IRSONALS OF PRCMINENT PECPLE
WHO ATTENDED

Colonel Arnold made a bold fight
against Washington, and gained a 1ol-
lowing which gave Washington men
apprehension. To stop the 1lood iide
toward Lincoln which the Colonel was
causing, they made very fair promises
to him, and if Afro-Americans receive
decent treatment at Washington next
Year, Colonel Arnold should be thank-
ed for agitating the matter and there-
by forcimg the citizegs to accord to
the race the rights of manhood at the
next encampment.

The Hon. D. A. Straker's little
speech at the “Vets” picnic was a
corker. The old soldiers were aroused
to an old-time enthusiasm, which wuas
expressed in applause which sound-
ed from shore to shore as he left the
stand.

Gen. Robert Small, of “The Plant-
er’ lamv, and ex-Congressman from the
state of South Carolina, is spend-
ing a lew days with the Hon. D. A.
Straker at 230 Bagg street. General
Small’'s experience during the war, his
natural ability, and career as a poli-
tician have made him one of the best
known Afro-Americans in the coun-
try, and established his claims to lead-
ership. His large experience has made
him familiar with {the practice of
Southern politicians; with the differ-
ent phases ol the race question, aand
entitle his views on all such questions
to careful consideration.

Readers of the Plaindealer are famil-
far with the methods by which Gen-
gra,l Small was counted out of his seat
in Congress from his district, and now,
through technicalities, *Mr. Miller”
says General Small, ‘“*has been count-
ed out amd the certificate of election
given to Mr. Elliot, because some of
Miller’s tickets read ‘For Representa
tive” instead of “Representative,’” and
others of Mr. Miller’s tickets were 1-8
of an inch too short.”” He thinks that
the farmers’ Alliance will result jn cre-
ating in his own state, two factions
among the Democracy, and that al-
though the talisman of what is called
Negro supremacy is still strong enough
to make them form a solid rank, that
uitimately the Afro-American will be
benefitted. School facilities in his dis-
trict are poor. In the town of Beau-
fort, there i8 a school almost wholly
supported by the Freedman's board3:
of the Presbyterian church, the state
contributing but a small amount to
it. gms same board has recently ap-
poinfed an Afro-American principal of
the Biddle University in North Caro-
lina. He spoke hopefully of the mate-
rial interests of the race in his state,
and estimated their accumulations at
$20,000,000. If the next encampment
goes to Washington, General Small
thinks that the protest of the Afro-
American members will have a whole-
some effect, and that the hotels and
restaurant keepers, &ec., will relax their
rules for a time at least, or it will re-
sult in showing to the G. A. R. and
the American people the meanness and
despicableness of the prejudices of the
National capitol. The General is op-
posed 1o the plan of the Southern
white posts to create separate provis--
ional departments mnd is prepared if
Le gets the opportunity, to use his in-
fluenee against it.

He is delighted with the welcome he
has reccived in Detroit, and is enthu-
siastic in his praise of the encampment,

He is at present Collector of the
Port at Beaufort, 8. (', and it is very
probable that in the next eampanign he
will loom up as a candidate for Con-

Robt. T. Teamoh. of Boston, Mass.,
attended the encampment as one of
the representatives of the Boston
Globe, one of Boston's finest and greaws
est dailies.  Mr., Teamol is one of a
stalf of six, who represented his paper
here. Hc has been connected with the
Globe for many years. and is a valued
menmber of the reportorial staff of that
paper. He goes from here to Denver,
(ol., on business for the Globe.

Among the week’s pleasant events
was the presentation of a staff of the
native woods of Louisina, to Gener-
al Alger Monday evening. by Col. Lew-
is, in behalfl of the New Orleans posts.

The Colored Sons of Veterans, of
Washington, also showed their regard
for Gemeral Alger by presenting him
with a beautiful gold badge, with a
distinctive badge of the organization.
Oommaander John D. Powell, Jr., made
the remarks apprising General Alger
of the nature and purpowe of the vis-
it, after which Sergeant J. W. Ames
made the presentation in an cloquent
and appropriate address.

Among the many pleasant visitors
to the Plaindealer office this week, is
Mr. D. W. Washington, of Memplis,
Tenn., who is here as i delegate to
the letter Carriers’ Association. Mr.
Washington’s courtesy can be seen at
the door of the convention room where
cowrteously welcomes you to the in-
teresting megtings of the Association.
All who have met him regret the
ghortuess of his stay in the city.

Gemnjal J. J. C. MecKinicy, of Lou-
isville, accompanied by the courteous
young teacher, Mr. Parker N. Bayley,
of Washington, D. C., made i pleas-
ant call at the olfice’ Mr. Bailey’s
stay in the city was very short, but
Mr. McKinley, who is accompanied
by his wife and her sister, Miss Davis,
will be the guests of Mrs. Wm. Lam-
bert, of lLarned street for reveral
duys

The attitude of Commander in Chiet
Veazy with regard w the color ques-
tion in the G. A, R., as raised by
Southern posts, is not radical enough
to please some of the old veteraus.
Many of them are very outspoken in
their disgust at the attitude assumed
by the men from the South. A prom-
inent writer on war subjects and a
member of the G. A. |R., said “The en-
campment is ilkely to rebuke the com-
mander-in-chief by abolishing the col-
or line entirely. If the matter is put
as a matter of principle, the encamp-
ment will adopt it in & second. The
Grand Army fought that the colored
man might have his rights. It is
not going back on ite principles now.
J admit that there may be some in-

"

} The only colgred musicians in line

ercd before the grievances of the few,
and if the enemies of the colored men
push the thing, the colored lines will
be wiped out entirely. They should
m.ﬂ

The commander-in-chief has received
from Ohio the following dispateh :

Columbus, Ohio, August 5.—Com-
mander-inChief, W. G. Veazey : Our col-
ored comrades fought for the same
cause and flag that you and I did.
Then why not allow, him all the rights
guaranteed him undér our ritual? You
cannot rightfully, justly or manfully
do hiin less. E. W. Poe, auditor of
state. '

From the lips of many a dark-vis
aged, grim-featured boy in blue simi-
lar sentiments are heard, and an ef-
fort to push the matter on the part
of the South is apt to result very dif-
ferently from what they anticipate.

The Oliver P. Morton Post, ef Wash-
ington, though mustering Dbut nine
men, received the greatest applause
from the reviewing stand of any post
in line.

Discrimination in favor of the Negro
was noticeable as the eolored troops
passed the staad of the Commandey-
in-Chief. Each received an ovation,
and cheer after cheer followed them
as, few in number and rugged in
appearance, they plodded along. Ev-
ery one remembercd the brave black
color-bearers, who died holding up the
flag of the country which had thepy
never owned him for a son. Worthy
of all praise were the black men who
survived, and sacred are the memories
of those who fell, vietims of the bul-
lets of those who had wrung from
. them all that life holds dear and buteh-
rered them as a last sacrifice to prej-
| udice and injustice.

Tears fell from many an eye as the
old flags, tattered and torn, some of
them held to the staves by almost a
shred, were born past the stands.

Mr. John H. Paynter, who looks
after the interests of the Philadelphia
State Journal in Washington, is a
typical newspaper man, cheery and
aggressive, with an abiding faith in
the merits of his own paper.

The visit of Mr. W. A. Smith. of
Boston, to the Plaindealer office was
L memorable from the fact that lhe oi-
fered a solution of the street car prob-
lem, which has successfully downed
all the great minds of Detroit.

Among the best appearing posts was
John Brown Post 184, composed of
forty men. They were led by their
own drum corps and presented a good

appearance. Namuel Smith was com-
arander.
Alger camp, Sons of Veterans., of

Washington, D. (., are here in great
force, prominent among whom are J.
D. Powell, Chas. B. Fisher and J. W,
Buteher.  Mr, Fisher is aid de ¢camp
to General Veazey.

Mr. Ferdinand Barnect. of the Chica-
go Conservator, combined business and
pleasure during his stay in the city,
and was equally at home talking pen--
sion claims to the old veterans, or es-
corting the ladies under his care to the
points of interest around the city.

William H. Smith commanded the
John C. Fremont Post, 406, the new-
1¥ organized Detroit Post. The thir-
ty men in line evoked a storm of ap-
pt)uu.ac as they passed the reviewing
rtand.

The Hon. John M. Langston, of Vir-

ginia, ex-Congressman, ex-Minister to .
Hayti, and at present candidate for

onie of the Circuit judgeships, paid the

Plaindealer a visit upon Monday. He

was en route to Cleveland, and only

staid ome day in Detroit. As Minister

to Hayti, Mr. Langston became quite

familiar with the relations existing

between the ‘two countries. Ie wmays

that no foreign Court is of as much

importance to the United States. as

that of Hayti. Public ‘opinion, hev
says, belittles Hayti, but anyone go-

ing there with that opinion may be

prepared for a great surprise.

of New Orleans, La., are at the resi-
dence of J. M. Wells, 94 DBrewster
street.  Qol. Iewis is a born fighter
and great G. A. R. man.

The majority report of the commit-
tee on the color question was present-
ed by Major William Warner, of Mis
#ouri, in the finest speech of the day.
He said :  “I believe that the colored
man who was good enough to stand
between the flag and its foes in 1861,
is good enough to stand bemeath its
folds in 1891.” The speech won the
encampment.

'I‘I}e Hon. Geo. F. Ecton, of Chica-
€90, is of Mr. Barnett’s party and, in a
quiet way, took in the sights of en-
campment week. Mr. Barnett and Mr.
Ecton were guests of Mrs. Sheweraft,

Alex Johmson, of Owosso, is the on-
ly colored member of the Quackenbusgh
Post, No. 205, of that city. He has
been a member of that Post for eight
Years and is now color sergeant. \ir.
Johnson took occasion to say that he
believed that “Billy Smith*’ and “Plu-
tarch’ were accomplishing much good,
and ’he hoped that they would keep
pegging away, as we could not hope
to sce these evils right themselves.

E. W. Crosby, of the Buffalo Times
represented his paper and the New
York Age during the week, but found
time to take in moset of the features
ol interest as well as make up the re-
quired amount of copy.

Captain Wm. H. Smith, of the John
C. Fremomt Post, found a pocket-book
at the Michigan Central depot on Mon-
day morning, and promptly returned
it to its owner. He was awarded with
“*Thank you.” Her generosity scarce-
ly equaled his honesty.

were the Brown drum ¢orps.

justice done in a few cases, but the

rights of the many should be consid-

commendable, and compared very fa-
vorably, 2!&% gimilar organizations.

Col. James W. Lewis and family, °

They showed a proficiency that was. :i

j
!
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NOTICE TO SUBRCRIBERS.
ubseribers not recetving Twx PLAINDRALRER

ml larly should notify us at once. Wo desire
svery copy dehva'ai pmmm-

THE PLAINDEALER always for sale at
the follnwing places:

Asron Lapp, 495 Hastings street.
John Will 81 Croghan street.
Cook and Thomas, 42 Croghan street.
Joves and Brewer, 382 Antoine street.
W. H. Jobnsoa, 469 Hastings street.

MERE MENTION.

To Clty Sabecribers. »

On and after June 1, 1891, all unpaid
subacriptions will be charged for at
the rate of 50 cents for each three
months. The present low price of
the Plaindealer,—One Dollar per year,

—cannot be allowed to those who do
not pay in advance, when bills arc
presented. !

The Plaindealer office i8 now perma-
nently located on the second floor of
the buidilng formerly occupied by the
Tribune Printing Company, 13—17
Rowland street.

Mr. A. R. Binga, of Pontiae, is in the
city.

Mr. John Grant is visiting friends
in the city again. .

Afe. M. Dowling, of Buffalo, N. Y,
is at Mrs. A, Walker’s.

Mr. J. R. Boyd, of Washington, D. C.
is the guest of Detroit friends.

Mrs. Ray Jones, of Pittsburgh, Penn.,
is the guest of Detroit Ifriends.

Mrs. George Williams, of Battle
Oreek, is visiting in the city.

Mr. Chas. Henderson, of Cleveland,
Ohjo, took in the encampment.

Mr. and Mrs. Giles, of Piqua, O., at-
tended the encampment this week.

Mr. John Coben, of Hamilton, Ont,,
visited friends the past week.

Mr George Smith, of Rond Eau,
Out., is visiting friends in the clty.

Miss Susic Smith, of Jackson, spent
a Yew days in the city this week.

Mrs. .J R. Moore spent a few days
with Mrs. G. T. Smith this week.

Miss Bernis Smith, of Grand Haven,
Mich., will spend the swmmer in this
eity.

Mrs. H. Ward, o Macomb street,
h:}ls returned from her visit to Toledo,
Ohio.

Miss Annie Riee, of Antoine st., is
visiting friends aud relatives at St.
Paul, Minn.

Mr. 8. 5. Baptist, of Pittsburg, has
been thwe guest of Mrs. M. Ferguson,
this week. )

Mr. R. G. P. Troy, of the American
Catholic of Cincinnati, was a Zuest
of Mrs. Beeler,

.\!iss Fannie Henderson, of Cleveland,
Ohio, is the guest of her sister, Mrs.
Geo. W, Cheek.

"Mr. Ed. S. Williams and wife, of
$t. Louis, Ma., are the guests of Mrs.
Anmnie Byrd., of Catharine street.

M_r. W.. il. Duporte is fortunate in
]151\'1ng his annual two week’s vaea-
tion at this time.

_.\li&‘j Nancy Barbour, of Iouisville,
Ky.. is the guest of Mrs, Joe. Barbour
of Brewster street.

Mrs Emma Lewis, nee Spencer, of
Chicage, is in the city, the guest of
Mrs. Demming, Adams ave.

Mr Walter White, of Lafayette, Ind.,
#pent l‘l.n: fore part of the week in the
city, visiting triends.

Mrs. Hannah Hughes, of" Pontiae, j
the guest of Mrs., Jane Wise Y g L
red street. 5, ol Al

Aiiss Ida Vaughn, of Toledo is 1

. ’ , wing
entertained by the Misses Gib {
Hastings strect. ° sot, of

Mrs. John Durrett, nee Annje Brow

, > Brown
of Montreal, is visiting her aun ;
Mrs. M.E. Duporte. = o Mrs.

Miss Hattie Hall, of Columbus, Ohj
s jr the city. She is at Mrs S o
Catherine street. - Bmith’s,

Mrs. Horne, wife of Editor Hor
of the Chattanooga Observer, was tlileé
guest of AMrs. Sheweraft,

Mr. Willis Mitehell, of Columb

. usv .
spent the week wit-l; his brother, I?u-
fux Mitchell, of Elliot street.

Master Fred Barrier returned 1
’ ! 10Mm
Monday, after a week's stay with'h.ig
mother at Bois Blane island.

Mr. Samuel Baptist, of Pittsburgh,

Pean., is stopping at Mrs., Mart X
guson's, of Russell street. ha Fer-

Mr. Al Burgess and wife, of S
louis, Mo., are being enterf' . kt‘-
Mrs. Wm, l.imso:%. alned by

General Bobert Smalls and wi
i : ¢ 8] ¢ ife,
South garolmu, are the guests of l’r(?fl
b. A, Straker, Bagg street. |

Mr. Thad. Warsaw, Jr will i
M The , . nform-
Uy receive a number of t-he’\'iﬁtr;l:s
oday, from 4 till 7 P. M. '
Mr. and Mrs. H. Byrad of Li
M AMra. H. Byrq, ima, O.
-ll;‘t‘rlll] the ¢city to see the pm-:ulefl \(I)r'
dTd was 4 mem . 55th
Massachusetts. mber of the 35t
Mrs Duperte who has had
rs. A severe
a.}-tu_ck of cholera during the past t\\r((;
f‘,e‘eks, Was enabled to be in her ac-
customed plaee last Sunday.
Mr. and Mrs Namuel J.
Ara. N orda
sons, of Louisville, Ky., were nenztlgg
tained by Mrs. E. P. Harper, of Dj-
Visivn street, the past week.
Mrx James Towles form
M y erly i
ity, and now a resident og g'feltlli]tlxs
.)h.fo.' is in the city for a week'a stay.
1\‘l I8 the guest of Mrs. John Bush.
Mre. M. E. MeCov vice presi '
] ] Y, esident
f 'the John Brown Reljet (‘oI:-ps. will
pye a reception tonight from 6 till

nP. M., in honor of Miss Julfa May-

) ]
Ir. J. A. Fields of the Freigh
t De-
t-ment of the L. 8. and M.ig. Rni?—
.:. at White Pigeon, was the guest
‘l\:'iekﬂ' J. Lewis for a few days
- L Y
POrge A. Barrier, who {s one of th
d'ward’s greatest polftieal hustler:,
l‘};elé( ?I.&pmtn:led side-walk inspector.
. nected with
e o i the Board of
nj. S, lLee, of Bellaire. Ohio -
the Plaindealer thi Wt‘ek.’ cglllrl
8 & talented apd en getic young

and will look after the interests
t . Plaindealep in Bellaire and

having expired. _ d

Dr. George C. Hall, of Chicago, was
gett-ing points from Detroit this week,
for Chicago during the World's Fair.

)}r& S. Nokes, a former resident of
this city, but now of Tiffin, Ohio, is
in the city to see friends and take in
the encampment.

Dr. and Mrs. Abbott, Mr. Garrison,
of Toronto, Parker Bailey, ol Wash-
ington, D. C., Mr. and Mrs. McKinley
and Mrs. Davis, of Louisville, Ky.,
are with Mrs. Wm. Lambert, Larn-
ed street. ‘

Is the Plaindealer worth $1 a year
to you? If so, isn’t it worth the same
to your neighbor? Urge him to take
it. All the news every week, and a
complete novel every month. 'Take
the Plaindealer.

*The Misses Laura Phelps, Ella
Phelps, Kate Gates, Emma Willis and
Eva Nichols,
nia, Ohio, who have been attending
the National Teachers convention at
Toronto, stopped over in Detroit for
the present week, and are at Mrs. Cop-
per’s, Madison avemue.

Mre. McCoy of Lincoln avenue is
entertaining Mr. and Mrs. Davis, of
Watertown, N. Y., Mrs. Fowler and
the Misscs Cook and Connor. of Balti-
more, Mrs. Barnett, Mr. and Mrs. J.
J. Turner and Mrs. I. Roberts, of Chi-
cago, M. J. Bowles, of Virginia, Mrs.
White, of Harrisburg, and Mrs. Dor-
pey, of Saginaw.

J. H. Martin, E. H. Drew, and Sam-
uel Kemp, of Fremont, Ohio, paid a
pleasant visit to the Plaindealer of-
fice, Wednesday. They were among
the many Ohjoans who took in the
show im this eity. Mr. Martin is lead-
er of the Fremont eolored band ,and
the other two gentlemen are members
of the same organizatton. Fremont
is the home of ex-President Hayes,
and the gentlemen were loud in their
praises of the ex-President.

At the residence of Mrs. Ferguson,
which is under the charge of Mrs. Har-
riet Smith and daughter during Mrs.
Ferguson’s absence from the ecity, is
a pleasant group of Washingtonians,
headed by Col. Arnold. With him
are Misses M. Smith, E. Patterson,
Julia Mason, who holds a prominent
place in the Relief Corps, Mrs. Brown
and Mrs. J. C. Jackson, and Messrs.
Ames, Philipson, Layton and Dr. J,
A. Boyd.

Glances llere and There.

The depots at a period of unusual
excitement like the present week, is
a source of fruitful study as well as
amusement. The people of this day
and generation arrogate to themselves
a knowledge omly a little inferior to
the gods, and an independence known
only of Americans born and bred. Kept
within their proper bounds, within the
limits of their owmn bailiwick, their
seli-assertions might pass unchallenged.
A sudden transier, however, into a
seething mass of unfamiliar faces,
transforms all their vaunted self-pos-
gession into utter helplessness. The
majority of the people always seem
to get rattled in a crowd. What a
flood of ridiculous, unanswerable and
useless questions are poured upon the
depot olficers. People without plans,
without chart or compass, tossed
about hither thither, bent on seeing
every thing, and doing cverything, but
knowing abeolutely nothing. All day
Monday trains came in every twenty
minutes bearing thousands of long men
and short men, without whiskers and
with whiskers, and yet one gate ten-
der takes oath he was asked a hundred
times if & short man with a long mus-
tache, or a long man with a eclean
face, had arrived that day. At every
station too, were booths over which
a rign read “Bureau of Information.”
In charge of these ‘‘bureaus’” were
ordinary individuals stocked with a
certain amount of the G. A. R. brand,
such as location of army corps, dia-
gram of the city, program of the en-
campment, etc. This was all they
were paid to know, and in most cases
did know. They were not used to
knowing so much, and the committee
was doubtless wise in not crowding
them with information.

If, however, every one of the 70,000
volumes in the city library were an
encyclopedia, and every page in each
an answer, 't would not have avail-
ed against the sea ol hopeless inqui-
ries which ro!led upon these ‘“‘bureaus.”

[ 2 -* -

Youth time, to itsell, is nothing if not
Demwecratic. 'The story is told of a
little boy mamed °“‘Billy,”” who was
allowed to keep his sixth birth-day
by mviting a number of his friends
for a party. To Billy, friends were
friemds, and s0 he went out on the

street and invited whom he wanted.
Among the number were the children
of a Mr. Wheaton, whoee fine house
and carriage gave tone to the entire
block, and little Topsy, the son of Mr.
Wheaton's colored washer-woman.
Most of the number, used to such gath-
erings, brought with them little gifts
for Bily, but little Topsy not being
up to the custom which now prevails
in polite circles of paying for your in-
vitation with a present, came empty-
handed, and deeply chagrined was he
to find himeelf, so to speak, minus the
“wedding garment.”” When supper
was announnced Topsy was missed, but
he came in all out of breath before
it was finished, and electrified the as-
sembled eompany by exclaiming, “Say,
Miss Johnson, Ma says she’ll buy me
a present for Billy just as soon as Miss
Wheaton pays her for washing,” and
e probably does not know now why
everything got so still for a minute.

One of Attorney General Miller's
good deeds for the race during the pres-
ent administration, was the adjust-
ment of a difficulty arising from the
appointment of a young Afro-Amer-
ijcan as postal route agent in North-
ern Mississippi. The appointment was

‘l obnoxious to the whites of that sec-

tion, and a number banded to-
gether to prevent him from fulfilling
the duties of his position. To accom-
plish this they fired a number of shots
through the car, in which he was pass-
ing through their town. By order of
the Attorney General, the matter was
tnvestigated, and three young men,
who had committed the outrage were

arrested. One of them pleaded guil-.
., ' Read the advertisament on page 8
and get a mew subseriber or two for §~
the Plaindealer.

tX. sand the other two were convie
aﬁd’mt to the penttentiary wher
they now are, the term of the ott

school teachers of Xe-

Telephone 829.
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HENRY MERDIAN,,

—~——DEALER IN—— i

COAL,
JWOOD, COKE

CHARCOAL.

THE DIME SAVINGS BANK

Open

Pays 4

PER
CENT

the b6th

Every Evening.

per cent. on all Savings

Deposits. Money deposited befere

will draw Interest from (st

~of month.

392 Atwater Street, foot Riopelle.

UNDERTARERS

Detroit, - Michigan.

[wiLLIAM GRIsT.]

Geirst Bros.,

- AND ENBALMERS,

73 Gratiot Ave. Near Miami Ave.

Telephone 2318,

EXS FURNISHING 00D

Latest Styles .

Detroit, - -

- Paul Wieneke, -

Shirts Made tO Order.

Lowest Prices

226 Randolph Street
Mich.

105 GRATIOT AVENUE
The Latest Solid Gold Birth-

Souvenir Spoons.
Orange, Coffee

Albert Schaub

(Fumiture & Piano Moving,
Storage &

Office 200 12th St.

3,000 Pleased Purchaserst

Weber, Boardman & Gray and
Newby & Evans Pianos.

If you would like to join this army and becoms th
possessor of one of these Superb Pianos, call at

LING’S MUSIC HOUSE,

67 Monroe Avenue, corner Randolph Street.

-~
~

.é_

D, MeCulloash's “Odon

58 MIAMI AVENU

o)

 SCIENTIFIC DENTISTRY,
TEETH
Natural and Artificial.

A perfect and natural Set of Molars for

80.00 AND UPWARD,

Gold Filling $1.

tmder”  Dental

E, DETROIT, MICH.

Amalgam 5‘0.cts'.

Painless Extraction of Teeth.

Parls

Peninsular Savings Bank,

94 Griswold Street. .
- $8500,000.

Capital, - -

Four per cent Interest paid on Savings Deposits.

Accounts solicited and every accommodation extended consistent with safe

banking.

‘ JOSEPH B. MOORE, Cashier.

R

e M —

MURRAY WATSON

Shipping.

Telephone 1673 2 R.

A

v MNEAR BRUSH. - -

day Rings at $1.50 Each.

—_— IN—

] ;.nd Tea,
JFrom $1.50 Upwards.

S

L MORAIOOS

SH

7" 41 and 43 MONRUE VR

G-o TO

TG

OF SALE.

';-'&_ N {‘. L

“YOU WE MEAN”

—SMOK®—— 7.

THE BEST 6c CIGAR ON EBARTH.

ED. BURK'’S,
36 MONROE AVE. WE MAKE'EM

2. Taitnherxr,

Manufacturer and Dealer in
Wkite Wash, Kalsomine, Paint, Varnish
Horse Scrub Shoe, Hair and Cloth

BRUSHES, ETC..

87 Gratiot Ave.,

DETROIT, MIiCcR

JAMES CORNELL
Painting In All Branches.
Dealer in Wall Paper. -

Heasnglin : <
Faper - ) a‘nd Frescoling:

Wall Psper 8 cents per ?oll_..
60 MICHIGAN AVENUE. ~

- Sample cdpies of the Plaindealer, .

dress ,

“w7 LIVL,”

semt free, on application, to any ad-- S
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A TRUE POET.

! 1 know a pensive poet
" Who writes a ream a day;
And always to a lady fair
He sings his gentle lay.
;}
. To-day it is to Lesbia.

To-morrow it's to May;
It is a different damsel
On every different day.

e:Does not.’’ I asked the poet,
It trouble you a deal
Imagining so many loves

Which you can never feel!”

“Nay, nay,'’ replied the poet,
«For 1 imagine none;
But truly, deeply. fervently
] love them every one.”’
+«—Boston Courler.

DON MIGUEL.

It was about fifty years ago, at the
close of one of the many rebellions
which are continually taking place in
this beautiful island of Cuba. The in-
surgents had been crushed by the
:Spanish authorities, many of the leaders
.had been captured and executed, others
‘transpo.ted to old Spain for life-long
imprisonment, but the commander of
the rebel army, Don Miguel del Rqsa,
had escaped and no trace of him could
be found. Before the breaking out of
‘the war D'on Miguel had been one of
‘the most popular men in Santiago.
Young and good looking, a colonel of
one of the Spanish regiments stationed
in the city, always ready for a dance
or bull-ficht, he was much sought after
by the fair ones of this old town. His
.father had been a Castilian, but his
mother was an American, and from
-her he had inherited that love of jus-
-tice and liberty common to the Anglo-
-Saxon race,

Tradinr back and forth between
“Santiago and the ports of the United
States was a New England brigantine.
‘Her captain and owner took with him
-on all of his voyages his only daughter,
her mether having died early in her
childhood. With this captain and his
-pretty daughter Don Miguel b:came
very {riendly. He was always the first
:to meet them on their arrival in port
-and had taken many jolly excursions
dnto the interior of the island and
-around the shores of the harbor to-
gether. The young people had, nat-
airally, fallen 1n love with one another,
and the old captain, although regret-
ting that Don Miguel was not a sailor,
had rather encouraged them in their
Neve-making. He also sympathized
'with Don Miguel in his plans for free-

iing Lis island from the hated Spanish
»§yoke. _And it was in the cabin of the
«‘Foam” (as the brigantine was called)
“that Don Miguel, with his few com-
panions from the army, who sympa-
~thized with him, and the leading ‘men
.from the people, formulated their plot
. for a general uprising. The captain
himselt did not take ‘any part in the
- conspiracy, nor did any of his crew.
He had brought on his last voyage,
. Hidden away under his regular cargo,
quite a number of rifles and a quantity
©of ammunition for the insurgents, but
this, with his personal sympathy and
- ‘the use of his vessel for their meetings
was all he had done to aid the upris-
ing. The Spanish authorities, howev-
- er, knowing of his friendship with Don
Miguel, had anchored an armed
‘schooner alongside of the ‘Foam” and
v had given the captain orders not to
. 1eave his vessel. on the breaking out
» of the revolution, suspecting that the
. American was in some manner con-
vneated with the plot.

‘The rebellion proved a short-lived
one. Don Miguel’s followers were
mpoorly armed, and miserably drilled.
Most of them had been brought up in
.abject fear of the army all of their
'Tives, and it was next to impossible to
'make such troops stand before the
-steady advance of trained soldiers,
motwithstanding the bravery of their
<ommander and his officers. They
ware beaten in every pitched battle,
zand it was only in the mountain passes,
'when they could harass the marching
<column from behind rocks and trees,
vthat they were at all successful. His
-army gradually diminished in num-
ers, some were killed outright, many
~captured. but the majority. growing
«Jisheartened, surrendered. Don Mi-
sweel at last found himself with only
+Sfteen or tweniy followers, and they,
wrexre hunted to the deepest recesses of
‘&ine forests and mountains.

Finding themselves in such a plight,
<all hope of succeeding as liberators
-was abandcned, and breaking up into
samall parties of two or three each,
“they chose sepanrate paths leading to
the coast, where t.hey hoped they
‘might hail some passing vessel, and
-0 escape from the island.

Don Miguel, with one compamon.
;vesolved to return as near as possible
:¢to Santiago, and endeavor to establish
<communication with Captain Standish,
of the Foam.” With his cause lost,
the knowledge of the country and of
the water oourses, which he had
gained in his hunting and fishing ex-

. 1 peditions, now stood him in good stead.
TTaking unfrequented paths through
the foreet, they at last reached a small
thut in which lived an eld fisherman,
' ~with whom Don Miguel had often
sapeat & night during his fishing expe-
ditions. This old man, although
Wto Don Miguel, had taken 80
4, pertls the-uprisiag, owing tohis age,
for although able to paddle around
the bay in his cance and attend to his

aets, he was hardly strong -ensugh to

P

shoulder a musket and march aeross
the rough hitls, and endure the hard.'
ships of a soldier’s life.
situated about a mile from the mouth

from the Morro.

Don Migue! decided that the cave
at the foot of the clff, although
the grim fortress rose directly
above, would be the safest place for
him to hide until he conuld concoct
some plan of escape. In the first

cept by his old fisherman friend. who
went in when the tide and wind
permitted. as it was a great feed-
ing ground for a large, rock bass,
which was hardly ever hooked in any
other part of the bay; then again he
well understood that propensity of hu-
man nature to always seek for that
which they are very anxious to find,at
a distance, and never look directly be-
neath their noses. The interior of the
cave was, moreover, quite dark, and
unless a very thorough search was
made, with torches, it would have
been hardly possible to discover his
hiding place. The same night after
reaching the old man’s hut, Don
Miguel and his friend were quietly
paddled down to the cave and took up
their quarters on a ledge of rock well
above high water, at the upper end.
A note was sent by the fisherman to
Captain Standish and his fair daugh-
ter, telling them of his whereabouts,
and his desire to escape from the
island. This note was delivered by
the old fisherman, as he paddled up to
market with his fish in the early morn-
ing. Passing close under the stern of
the ‘Foam,” the note was thrown on
board attached to the tail of a squirm-
ing fish, which landed directly at Grace
Standish’'s feet, as she was leaning
aganst the rail of the quarter-deck,
thinking about Don Miguel, and pray-
ing that he might still be alive. Not
having heard from him directly since
the breaking out of the revolution, and
now during the past few weeks no
word had reached her ears con-
cerning him, she had nearly ceased
to hope. Startled at first by the fish
filapping on the deck, her quick eyes at
once caught sight of the paper, and
her heart, ready to seize on the slight-
est sign, told her at once that it was
the message she was longing for, yet
was afraid would never come.

In this way communication was es-
tablished between the brigantine and
Don Miguel. The old fisherman went
quietly from one to the other, ex-
changing their messages and supplying
the fugitives with necessary provisions.
The authorities had gradually relaxed
their vigilance in regard to the ‘Foam.”’
One atter another the ring leaders of
the rebellion had been captured, and
not one would implicate Captain Stan-
dish in any way. So when the Cap-
tain demanded the right of an Ameri-
can citizen to take his vessel to sea,
and threatened them with dire results
if he was not allowed to do so, the
Commander-in-Chief of the Spanish
army, after having first thoroughly
searched the brigantine for Don Miguel,
gave him the authority to clear his
vessel for the United States. After
receiving this authority Captain Stan-
dish overhauled the ‘‘Foam and put
everything in ship-shape order. Word
was sent to Don Miguel by the fisher-
man, and all was arranged. Late one
afternoon. when the tide and the wind
served right, the «*Foam’s" anchor was
taken aboard after its long rest in the
mud of Santiago harbor, the stars and
stripes hoisted to the peak, all sail
spread, and escorted by an armed cutter
from the Spanish schooner, she sailed
quietly out of the beautiful little harbor.
When off the Morro the cutter left
her to pursue her course unhindered.
Little did the Spanish sailors think. as
they rowed back up. the harbor, that
hardly one hundred feet from them,
within the opening of the cave, but
well back in the shadow, was the man
they were all hunting for so eagerly.
Here Don Miguel with his friend and
the fisherman were eagerly waiting for
‘darkness to come, that they might
venture out and follow the brigantine.
As the sun set and darkness began to
shut down on the sea, the brigantine’s
course was altered until she was stand-
ing back again for Santiago harbor.
After an hour of anxious watching a
small light was made out from the
fore-castle of the *Foam.” She was
laid to, a ladder lowered. and in a few
minutes Don Miguel was on deck. and
Grace, folded in his arms. was sobbing
out her joy on his shoulder. The fish-
erman and Don Miguel's faithful com-
rade were taken on board. the old
canoe cast adrift, sheets eased off, and
the ‘Foam” was once more on her
homeward journey.

Sail after sail was set and the little
brigantine, seeming to know what was
required of her, and glad again to feel
the sea foaming under her bow, fairly
flew up the Cuban coast. Afteran un-
eventful voyage. New Orleans was
reached. Don Miguel and Grace were
duly married, the «Foam” sold and
the happy family settled down to live
a quiet life on a small orange planta-
tion. with all their sorrows and bhard-
ships forgotten in the bappy outcome
of all their troubles.—The Argonant.

Amn Bloettleally Contrelled Praw.
e A six Wowse power slectricmetor will
operste the draw of .the new Harvard
britige at Boston. This is said to be
the first application of electricity te
work of this kind.

L

His hut was Lo S

of the harbor on the opposite shore

place the cave was seldom visited ex- LSl

H()WARD

=UNIVERSITY--

WASHINGTON,D. C.

Seven Distinct Departments, under
forty competent Professors and Instructors
Theological. Medici), Legsl, College, Pre,
1aritory, Normal and Industrial. For in
formation address— Rev. J. E. Rank'n

D. D:, L..L. D,, President.
J. B Johuson, Secretary.

PARISIAN STEAM LAUNDRY

l

18 & 20 GRATIOT AVE.

D TROIT, MICHIGAN.

Lace Curtains A Speclalty.
Windsor, Chatham, and London, Ont.

First clags work warranted, Telephone 321

New Prices, No Acconnts Kept
The Best Work Guaranteed.

Shirts - - 10C
Collars - - 2C
Cuffs = - c

(00K {ND TROMIS

NEW BANNER

BARBER SHOP

Brush Street between Ma-
comb and Gratiot Ave.

Messrs. Cook and Thomas take pleasur
in invitiug their many patrons and the gen-
eral public to parlonize their new shop ‘‘on
of the finest” in the state. Every conveni-
ence. First class workmen. Every thing
new and neat. Pleasant quarters. Call.

Hot and Cold Baths,

WITH SHOWER or PERFUMERY.
Bath Rooms reserved for Ladies Fri-
days, 2to4 pm. Complete service.

Cook & Thomas, Prop.

e ==

AND REAL ESTATE
G0ODRICH BROS,
Walker Block
26 West Fort Stroeet
DETROIT, MICH.
There is nothing, unless it
be the sewing machine, that
Laslightened woman’s labof
as much as Dobbins’ Elec-
tric Soap, constantly sold,
gince 1869. Now, why rub
and toil, and wear out your-
self and your clothes. on
washday, when this perfcet
soap is provided, to lighten
your labor and save .your
clothes? It you have ever
used it, )n the 22 years we
have made and sold it, you
know that it is the best, pur-
oest, and most economical
soap made. If you haven’t
tried it, ask your grocer for
it now. -Be sure and get the
genuine with our name on
the wrapper.

Read This ..
considered, in arriving
TWice s koowledge of the uh::

of an articls. There is as much real pure soap in
a bar of Dobbins’ Electric as in four bars of any
| other soap made, and it will, if used according to
directions do four times as much work as any
gth r. Itscostis but a very slight advance on
that of inferior scap. In:ist upom Dobbins’ Elco
tric, . 'L L. Craaix &£,Co.,
. Phn.thl.;hh.h

pot the selling
alone, that must be

At
e T

JOHX BR RITMEYER & SONS.
Plorists & Rose Growers
Popular Flowers i their Beason.
ORvice Collestiow of m Liants on
Beobibitieon,:

c.g.mnudmﬁi-u

S

85.00 FORIEII PRICE $7.00!

Forward at onoce Photograph, Tin-type or Daguerreotype, and have a
Permanent, Portrait enlarged, 14x17 elegantly framed and complete,

$5.00 FORMER PRICE $7.00!

FOR 86.00
The Finost work and full S8atisfaction Guaranteed in every Instance!
I'ULL. mn.slzx Pon'rm'r AND rmn 810.

ENGRAVINO AND OOHMERO!AL DESIGNINO.

Cuts for Newspapers, Catalogues, Books and publications of
every description. Monograms, Trade
Marks, Business Cards, Letter Heads, Charts, etc., in outline or line-work ; Zinc Btchiug, Photo-Ea-
graving, Cuyo-mthognph or Wood Cuts, Singh column portraits for Newspapers $3.00,

323 DEARBORN ST. Rooms (3-14-18.

Edward H. Lee,

CHICACO, ILL.

Are You A Total Abstainer -

ALCOHOLIC

If so you should I

——FROM —

AS A BEVERACE?

[OTAL ABSTINENCE Litt lSS(lElHlﬂl

OF AMERICA,

Which furnishes Life Insurance for Total Abstainers ONLY. on a new and
Approved Plan,

LIQUORS

nsure in the

the cost in the best «:1d line companies.
sand. All losses paid promptly and in full.

This Association in 1889 furnished insnrance at considerably less than one-third
Its death rate for 1889 was only five p.: thou

TOTAL EXPENSE PER $1,000,

Liberal Terms
Address,

Takenout at theage of 25................ 5 48
o . . 80. ...l ¢ 40
o o 8 ... 746
oo o 40................ 8 46
. . o 45l 946
o ooow . 80........coiinnn 10 48

Tbe above was the cost per $1,000 upon a $3.000 certificate.

- GEQ. H. REISSMAN, Gen’l Ag’t.
' 44 State St., Detroit, Mich.

DURING 1889, OF-POLICY

to Agents.

H. RIDIGER,
MERCHANT TAILOR,

194 Ba:n_c'l_ol-pib. Stree‘b

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

H,. Ridiger,

194 Randolph Street.
Miner’s Opera House Blook. '

uchOO. ﬂ nien ml! ﬂ"“
thh <AL T QV
TROUT BROS.,

255 Woodmd Avenue,

DETROIT, MICB

smx!
o€ price—HUNMPHALYS M
“ﬂ%“‘“ .‘. . X.

AGENTS WANTED.
P A R

AFRO-AMERICAN PRESS,

T™HE

ITS EDITORS

By 1. CARLAKD PBNN,
o0 ga-Ete S

(Part of title-pege reduesd .as-halt)
Crowx Ooravo, 560 Pasnms.

ILLUSTRATED wiTH 160 FINE PORTRAITS,

(NAXY OF WRICK EAVE XEVER
;mmmub).l.i.

Jas. MoCune th.CbuB.

R. Ward, Willis A. Bodgulﬂ{ .m‘

A now in the
m world's A ].

WILLEY & CO., Pusuenzas,
198 and 197 Srars Sr., Sramenma, Masa

L
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“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
ctrengthen me at all and my appe-
tite was very variable. My face
was vellow, my head dull, and I had
such pains in my left side. In the
morning when I got up I would
bave a flow of mucus in the mouth,
and a bad, bitter taste. Sometimes
mv breath became short, and I had
cuch queer, tumbling, palpitating
censations around the hLeart. ached
zll day under the shoulder blades,
tm 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.
EDUCATIONAL.

Taition & Books free, given by Seminary at Mt.
Carroil. lll.. to one student from each county of UC.
8. Rend for free “Uread” and learn cobditions.

MICHICAN FEMALE SEMINARY -
Kalamazoo. Mich. Terme 820. Opens 8c¢ptember 10,
i84i. Semd for Catalegue No §.

8T. THOXAS,

ALMA LADIES COLLEGE, “"ostiuro,

is attracting a large number of Michigan students be-
cause of its thorough courses in Literature, Languages,
Musle Fine Art, Commer1al Science and Elocution. It
Lias the finest buildings and furnishings, the la.‘rgest at-
tendance and highest record in Canada. Try a Canadisn
Bchool. Only two hours b fust train from Detroit. Ele-

t 60-page Calendar frer. Aqdress
gant O PRINCIPAL AUSTIN, A. M., B.D.

fafficied with ) Tham '
1amiced vir i Thompson's Eye Water.
Nanme or describe your direase and [ wili > ou
FRE Free Prescription. Thousands cured. DR
e T. NOLAN CROWLEY, Terre Haute, Ind.
GEIT make |00 PER CENT. profit. on my Corsets,
A Belts, Brushes, Curlers & medicines, Sam-

ples FREE Write now. Dr. Bridgman, 377 B'way, N.Y.

Aerto-Asthma

S . A
KIDDER'S PASTILLES. s, i sucwenia -

Ce. ,Chariestown, Masa.

ENSION W5 n, p.C.

Successﬂélxll Pro%ecutes Claims.

Late Principal miner U.8. Pension Bureau.
3yrsinlast war. 15adjudicating claims, atty since.

El & 'o"E. MAKES$3.00 ADAY

Selling our Standard Medi-
RN cines. Sendreference and
we will ship you 812 worth on commission to

ttart with, Lauderbach Co., Newark, N, J.
[

$3-50 A nn} Chance

. orenergetic men or women.
Clear Protit. Jw ite at ance for territory.
Special inducements if you establish and supply to
cal agents. Best thing out. Sample, by mail, 25c.
LORIMER& CO.. 4-48 8. Clark St.. Chicago, 11

r~ ?% Mrs. Alice Maple, Oregon, Mo., writes:
i\ “My weight wus 30 pounds, now it is 195,
s redaction of 125 1bs.” For circulars adrress, with 6c.,
Dr. O.W.FSNYDER, McVicker's Theatre, Chicago, IlL
MANHOO RESTORED. REMEDY
FREE. A victim of vouthful
impriudence, causing Premature Decay, Nervous Debil-
stv, Lost Manhood, &c.. having tried in vaiuevery known
remedy, has discovered a simple means of =elf-cure,

which he will send (sealed) FREFE to his fellow-sufferers,
Address J. C. MADON, Box 3179, New York City.

Root'Be

| R
THE GREATHEAF:},H

Pa-xace mzkes 5 gajlous
8ol by all dealers

Suy oue sendiug address w THE C. K. HIRES CO.. Philadelvbia

Dedivious. sparkling and appetizing.
A beautifu! pirture Bock and cards sent free to

Patents! Pensions

Send for Inventor's Guideor How to Obtain a Patent.
8end for Digest of PENSION and BOUNTY LAWS,
FATRICK OFARRELL, - WASHINGTON, D. C.

5
TON SCALES

$60

Beam Box Tare Beam

of any kind,
egpecially thas
dreadful dis-

BLOOD POISON

ease which Hot 8prings and mercury give only tempo-

rary of. We guarantee to cure or m
io{:t Throat, !:e{;}\);: Psk(:, (“l?n‘m. l::tkl: l(i)‘;dehl‘shg:
Soree nbu: ing. i
oumsutm.l.ouol‘gw.(}o per olora sﬂ&'f.“?v‘:
our treatment is very

solicit the very worst cases
positively guarantee a cure or mo

gort We
Nte us for poaisive fs which we will nndp.byy

mail free securs!
el We have N’“ren:o‘i 'i‘"mpondonce confiden-

them. Wry © pe \4 Lo refer teo
e, Wiite and deeerive onss "COOK RRAESY OS2

13th and Farnam sta.
CURED TO STAY CURED.

HAY FEVER 5. sur owen

dress of every sufferer inthe
& ASTHMA U.S.and Canada. Addrese,
P. Kareld Nayes, X.D, Buffale, 1.Y

| The Soap
that
- Cleans -

- Most

1s Lenox.

2
3

¢

SONE  RECENT BOOKS

A NEW STCRY BY W. D. HOWELLS.

An Afro-American Heroine.—A New Book
by Jusi Chandier Harris.

Washington, August 3.—Amidst all
the political broils and ministerial as-

pirations, there seems to be an unusual

accumulation of literature involviug
the Alro-American, written both by
some talented Negro authors and by
well known writers of the white race.
Not long since there was reviewed in
these co.umbns, a book published on the

*Lil¢ of F1ed Douglass, ' by k. M. Hol-

lund, & white man. Following that

fup i8 a contribution to literature by

the well-known writer, Joel Chandler
Harris,— "Uncle Remus.’’ The name of
this book is "Balaam and his master.””
Balaam is & Negro, who, according to
the customs then in vogue, wuas given
to a young son of a wealthy Nourh-
eriwr, and the whole story is o nar-
ration oi heroic devotion to his young
muster. The incidents cannot be re-
produced hwre, bhut the whole story
a8 well as tour othwers which comprise
the book, are interesting as represent-
ing the deep-seated affection which the
bowrbon NSouth holds for the *‘old ime”
Negre.  The sixth story represents a
mixed blood, and she i characterized
with, the vengeance of @ demon for
a wrong which has been donc‘ h_vr, and
w hich finally results in her killing her
master, herself, and burning the house
over their heads.

such is the sentiment of the aver-
age Southerner and in such contribu-
tions as this, as well as of all of
Harris' writings, we gather the opin-
jons of thomse who are nearest us and
ought to Know us best. As a bqut,h-
erner, Harris has neither the b_lt}er
gall of Page, the hypocritical eynicism
of Maurice Thompson nor .thc intel-
lectual littleness of ' J. Stinson, but
strikes one as an endeavorer to picture
times and conditions as they are or
have been.  If his pictures always fall
<hort of the highest type _of Negro of
to-day. it is because he neither knows
them by contact or any Ot«hel“ Mens.

Turning, however, Irom .\outherp
writers, to a world-wide famous noy-
elist of W. D, Howell’s type, who in
his writings and criticisms hum's A
iront rank in the literary world.vlt is
excecdingly  gratifying 10 fol.!o“ his
story in Harper's Magazine. An Im.-
porzfti\'c Dutry,”” in \_vl'nch he is pl(‘tl‘ll-
ing  the noble qu:tl!ut's of El“‘.‘“f-‘fi
American.  His heroine _is a Z\eglg i
and readers of the Plaindealer W ()_ul(}
do well to read this story, .bc;:mm}x;,
in the July number and atill contin-

uing. . )
Reference should be made also in this
connection, to two other books recent

and more or less (l‘ih'(‘l)lh‘ﬂ('d
inr the Plaindeader, one by J. (':‘. 1 m‘m.
the other by E. .\, Johnson. The latk-
ter is a carefully })l‘t"p:ll‘t‘d t}*xt-l)()\(')
entitled a School fi.l‘sl()l‘}' pt tl}o ; 9-‘
gao Race in America, and that 1tl m?
been introduced into t‘ho schpq q ()
Sorth Carolina. into .\lm\\: 1 m\‘ﬁnr-
ity. Livingstone (‘u.llo;:t'. I’:l.ddlvx“ lm-
versity, Scotia Seminary. Kittre 1}
dustrial and .\'m‘nm} Instuutm”m :‘111'
ficient comment on its (‘.'\'C(‘n(‘n(.('.. Am .
Johnson is a youhg AXIro-‘\{xl«‘llf:rl L
who by his own eft()rl.s has ptlm.;.r(m
through college, u(:qum-(.\ a 'p‘r()'}ra:.
wional course of law in w hich h,v tl‘hl::.lig
NN Suecess, and at .thc’- H“I.m- 11‘ th('-
honored with the prn}mpul?lnl‘) ()\mid
leading school of Raleigh, NG mid
all thwese duties, he has mund‘ lllll'( Lo
write his book. :1'11(1 the (‘;‘n'o shown
{(x composition 1% cumpl;)é«.“mght .

Iy published

DI a g L0
This book ought | g .
every school in Ameriea. When the

: continues to bob up

CNCLTO Problem™
notwithstanding the
solutions 11\:111 h:\\"‘l-lim

-ould he well to acqikd ' ldren.
::‘h;ltv and black, with ll:)t:ll](;;sd;l\i\t\]l“
: v oreearding  a race w 1
;'ll‘l)ll)(ivcll( %n’ diseussion, ;'nul ~o “I'm::nl:‘lﬁ
into all the curreat history ob .
jca.

But there is ano
<on why 4{\'1‘13\' M
: d =tudy suelh ¢ The au-
;1111((:” in hisx preface truly .\‘:l'?..\‘t ’tl‘il:*(q
general tone of most of th(-‘ ”t:r(:t os
taught in our ﬂ'l}()()ls has l‘)(«,n 'h((‘th(‘I'
the inferiority of the Negro. 1\} ther
actually said in so many .\\m‘(‘.\ {n d'\-.
to be inferred from the hl;!:h( it (mﬂ(w
tion of the deeds of one 1ucf( t{(:* the
complete exclusiocn of tlms_w 0‘ Climw-d
er. But how must the httl(l ! (‘)1 red
child feel when h;', I1};\:1 ((I){“llr})t(;r:( the
assigmed course ol L. ». ¥oo o
in it 1 not one word of credit,
:::)tltoﬁzm\]\fur(l of fu\'m'ul).l‘e.c()mnfni:lii
for even one n.tlnm\‘s: the 11:1‘1(11&0?; r(imgl;

e -ents who have e 1zh
I:ﬁz:lg‘gliﬁree centuries ol his country's

. AL .
m:t'l?lll'g "Afro-American Pr:oss" h.y.)J.. ('d
Penn, hagbeen very carefully d\x‘ ur:mk.
in these columns, and T can onll} t‘d (f
exception to the general usoh} ness o
the book as there argued by raving
that the book has come &'h()l"t ()f ite
possibilities as a referemce W ork by
omitting some where, either in a rep-
arate chapter or in an appendix to give
a complete list without comment of
all Afro-American papers ever publish-

thousand and one
been made, it
all children,

ther and greater rea-
Afro-American child
work. The au-

'ed. no matter for how long or ghort

a time. Such an appendix or chapter
would have rendered the work im-
mensely more valuable as a roforon_co
work. while in ite present shape it will
hardly be in great demand by the pop-

ular reader nor is it exhaurtive enough-

an of lettera.
for the m T. J. Calloway.

~ A Desperate Man.

He Kills Beveral Peopie and dies Himeelf.

George Craig. who was imprieoned
in Cynthiana, Ky., for murder, escap-
ed by bullying the jailer's wife last
Friday. The next day he appeared
at Nathan Conway’s house near Paris,
and asked for a drink of water.
While William Conway, the oldest son,
was handing him the water he struck
him with a rusty scythe, and liter-
ally cut him to pieces. Nathan Con-
wav, the father, ran to his son’s as-
sist‘unce. and was himeself killed by
the desperado. The mother's throat
was cut from ear to ear, and Charles
Conway, another son, was nearly kill-
od. Other members of the family ran
for assistance?® neighbors came, and
was shot several times. He then show-
ed figcht but was driven back. and af-
ter running a half mile, dropped dead.
The murderer killed his mother-in-law
at Cynthiana, and his brother is await-
ing the death penalty in Cincinnati,
for killing his wife.

v
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IN PLAYFUL MOOD.

The cyclone actually takes a town by

| storm. — Washington Btar.

Do not imagine that the young lady
means yes when she nods after midnight.
—Dallas News.

**Oh, Mr. Bullfish, vou are so odd.”
‘‘The remedy. Miss Bmilax, lies entirely
with you.’—Bostoa Courier.

There are not many offices that seek
the men, but & good many of them are
looking for pretty stenographers.—Elmira
Gazette.

:Can lying be justified?’’ asks the Couri-
er-Journal.” Justiied? Why, down this
way, if it be on the right side, it can be
sanctified. —Waco (Tex.) Day.

A Rice county farmer gathered eight
bughels of gooeeberries from his ce
this season. He
them for sugar enos to put up the re-
mainder. —Kans it%r

‘‘Philosophic ad may sll be very
well, but some men have wound up in jail
who have followed it.”’ *“Why, how's
that?’’ ‘‘They were advised to take things
as they found them, o,ng they did so.''—
Kate Field's Was n.

aura—''l don't know, George. It
seems such & solamn th to marry.
Have you counted the cost!’’ George—
**The costs, Laura! The cost! BShucks!
I’ve got a preacher cousin that'll marry
us for nothing.”—Chicago Tribune.

Convict—‘Excuse me, ma'am, you
dropped your handkerchief.!’ Lady visi-
tor—*'Thank you, you are very good.
Conviet, eagerly—‘‘Say, ma’am, you
couldn't manage to persuade the gov'nor
of that, somehow, could you?’'—Bomer-
ville Journal.

Major's Cement Repairs Broken Articles
I5c and 25c. Major's Best Liquid Glue 10c.

Bakers are beginning to use wooden pie
plates.

‘*Hanson’s Magic (orn Salve.”
Warranted to cure, or money refunded.
your dJdruggist for it. Price 15 cents,

Ask

There is on exhibltion in St. Augustine,
Fla., an alligator with three eyes.

Secure a Business Education at Home.
A full Business Course given by mall. Perfect sat-
isfaction, low rates; Bryant's College, Buffalo,N.Y.

The latest freak of mas-uline fancy is a
white shirt with a black collar.

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup, for Chil-
dren teething, aoftens the guins, reduces inflamma-
tion, ailays pain, cures wind colic. 2ic. a bottle.

A camera which ig said to take fifty pho-
tographs per second is a I'rench novelty.

FITS.—All Fitsstopped free by PR. KLINK'S GREAT
Nerve Restorer. No Fitafter firstday 'suse. Mar-
rellous cures. Treatise and $2.00 trial »outtle free to
Kitcases. Sendto Dr. Kline 93! Arch &.t., Phlla.. Pa.

Virtue, alas, not unfrequently trips and
falls on the sharp-edged rock of poverty.

Spratts Patent Dog Soap kllls fleas, makes
coat glossy; by mail 2w. Pamphiet fr-e ' hog
Diseases.” Other matter of interest address
Spratts Patent, New York City.

The nian who thinks a long fuce is pleas -
iﬁ)g to God has never rightly understood
m. -

That *all gone” or faint feeling so preva-
lent with our best female population. quick-
ly succumbs to the wonderful powers of
Lydia E. Pinkham’'s Vegetable Compound.
It never fails.

A multicolor printing apparatus in Lon-
don prints a poster with seven colors at
dnce.

J.S. PARKER, Fredonia. N. Y., says: ‘‘Shall
not call on you for the 8100 reward, for I be-
lieve Hall'a Catarrh Cure will cure any case of
catarrh. Was very bad.”” Write him for par-
ticulars. Sould by Druggists, 76c¢.

The man who says, “Let me have no sor-
rows,”” might as well say, "Let me have no
joy=."

When you have that tired feeling of ex-
haustion, and you have little ambition.
your blood is thin and poor. There §s noth-
ing that will enrich your blooed. bring back
lite and activity, like Hires' Root Beer.
Nothing so nutriticus and strengthening.
Ask your druggist or grocer for a package.
Makes five gallons, sparkling and delicious.
b.'old everywhere. ’

The leading railroads of Europe will
adopt a system of standard time the same
in principle as that used by the railroads in
this country. :

Can You Find The Word?

The only one ever printed. (Can you £nrd
the word? Each week a different 3-inch
dispiay is publixbed ia this paper. There
are no two words alike in either ad., ex-
cept One word. This word will be found in
the ad. for Dr. Harter’'s Iron Tonic, Little
Liver Pills and Wild Cherry Bitters. Look
for **Crescent’’ trade mark. Read the ad.
carefully and when you find the word send
it to them. and they will return you a book,
beautiful lithographs and sample free.

The new warship of the English navy. the
Royal Sovereign. was constructed in seven-
teen months. which is sald to be the best
time un record for such work,

-

When Baby was sick, we gave her Castorla,
WhulhovunChﬂd,shccrbdforCuﬁofb,
When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria,
When sbe had Ohildren she gave them Cestoria.

A rivet. in the form of a tube to be used
both as a rivet and as a drainage way, is
the latest wrinkle in {ron shipbuilding.

In §t. Paul a companv makes a business
of c!eaning and inspecting chimnevs and of
finding the cause of bad drafts in chimneys.

TREATED FREE.

Positively Cured with Vegetable Remedies.

Have cured thousands of cases. Cure cases pro-
nounced h(:ro&eu by best physictans. From firstd
symptoms disappear; in ten dayas atleast two-thlm
all symptoms removed. Send for free book testimo-
pials of miraculous cures. Ten days’ treatment
free by mafl. 1f you order trial send 10¢ in stamps

topay posiage. D H H.GREEN & S8ONS.Atlanta.Ga.
Lf you order triai return this advertisement Lo us

off six bushels of .

Ask your storekeeper for our Fruit Jar
Opener. Don't see how you get along with-
outit. Ifhe don't keep it send 10 cents
postage and get one free.

KirwaN & TyLER, Baltimore. Md.

The person who can least <pare it is often
most willing to give others a piece of his
mind.

Physicians’ Wine,

All physicians who have used Speer’s Port
Grape Wine and Claret recommend it above
all other wines for valuable medicinal proper-

ties, especially for females and debilitated per-
sons. The Climax Brandy is also beld in high
esteem,

A sulstitute for gutta-percha bas been
found iu the sap of the karite or butter tree
ot Africa.

The problem of medicine is solved by
Hires” Root Beer impsarting pure., rich
blood. Source of health. Without pure
blood a person cannot long remain healthy
and free from disease, Hires' Root Beer
Puckages make five gallons of a delicious.
sparkling temyperance drink. Cooling and
quenching the thirst. All first-class drug-
glsts and grocers sell it.

A pew wire called the Hungarian wire is
covered with three coats of thread and two
coats of celluloid.

Gratifying to AllL

The high position attained and the uni-
versal acceptance and approval of the
pleasant liquid fruit remedy Syrup of Figs
as the most excellent laxative known, illus-
trate the value of the (ualities on which its
success is bused and are abundantly grati-
fying to the California Fig Syrup Company.

Mica in large quantities has been discov-
ered in British Columbia near the head of
the Tete Jaune Pass.

Laws and

PE"SIO" Kxperience 26
dvice Free. years. Write us,

A
A. W. Ne(ORMICK & BONS, Uneinnati, 0. & Washingten, D. .

| NATE TO ASK MY DOCTOR.”

False modesty and procrastination
are responsible for much female suffer-
ing. We can excuse the instinetive
delicacy that suggests concealment to
the young, but there is no excuse for
those who reject theaassistance of
a woman.

LYDIA E. PINKHAMS x5
Componud
isan entire and permanent cure for the
worst forms of female disease, and
instantly relicves all weaknesscs and
ailments peculiar tothe sex. Itissold
by all Drugprists as a standard ar=-
ticle, or sent by mail, in form of Pills
or Lozenges, on receipt of §1.00.
For the cure of Kidney Complaints,
either sex, the Compound has no rival.
Send stamp for ' Guide to Health and
Etiquette,’”’ a beautiful illustrated book.

Mrs. Pinkhan freely answers letters
of inquiry. Eunclose stainp for reply.

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

W. N. U.. D.—9—32,

When \'.'rltmg to Advertisers p;oue =
vou saw the advartisemens in this Paver

- PISO’'S C

 _CONSUMPTION.

URE FOR
Best Cough Medicine. Recommended by Physicians.

Cures where all else fails. Pleasant and agreeable to the
taste. Children take it without objection.

By druggists.

CHEAP COMFORT

Can be secured by the small investment in
SAPOLIO when youw have a house or kitchen to clean.
From the paint to the pots and pans, and including the
windows and floors, it is the very best labor-saving soap
for scouring ard cteaning. Al Grocers sell it.

one cake of
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UKAOQUAINTED WITH THE GEOGRAPHY OF THE COUNTRY, WILL OBTAIN
MUCH VALUABLE INFORMATION FRCM A STUDY OF THIS MAP OF
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THE GHICAGO, ROCK ISLAND

branches and extensions East and West of the.
birect Route to and from Chicago, Jolie
Peoris, La Salle, Moline, Rock Island, in ILLINOIS—Davenport,

Including main lines
Missourt Rive:. The

& PACIFIC RAILWAY,

uscatin

Ottumwa, Oskaloosa, Des Moines, Winterset, Audubon, Harlan and Council-
Bluffs, in IOWA—Minreapolis and St. Paul, in MINNBSOTA—Watertown
and Sioux Falls, in DAKOTA—Cameron, St Joseph, and Kansas City, in
MISSOURI-Omahs, Fairbury, and Nelson, in NEBRASEA—Atchison, Leev-
enworth, Horton, Topeka, Hutchinsaon, Wichita, Belleville, Abilene, .
City, Caldwel], in KANSAS—Kingfisher, El Reno, in the INDIAN
TORY-Denver, Colorado Springs and Pueblo, in COLORADO. Traverses
new areas of rich farming and grasing lands, affording the best facilities of
fntercommunication to all towns and cities ¢ast and west, northwest and.
southwest of Chicago, p1d to Pacific and transoceanic Seaporta.

MACNIFICENT VESTIBULE EXPRESS TRAINS,

all competitore in

of equipment, between CHICAGO and.

Leading splendor
DES MOINES, COUNCIL BLUFFS and OMAHA, and between CHICAGO
ené DENVER, COLORADO SPRINGS and PUEBLO, via KANSAS CITY and.

TOPEKA or via ST. JOSEPH. Through Cosaches, Palace 81

NEW

oepers,
AND ELEGANT DINING CARS, and FREE RECLINING CHAIR CARS.
Oalifornis Excursions daily, with choice of routes to and from Salt Lake
City, Ogden, Helsna, Portiand (Ore.), Los Angeles and San Francisco. Fast.
Express Trains daily to and from all towns, cities and sections in S8outhern
Nebraska, Eansas and the Indian Territory. The Direct Line to and frova
Pike’'s Peak, Manitou, Cascade, Glenwood Springs, and all the S8ani

Resorts and Scenic Grandeurs of Colorado. -
VIA THE ALBERT LEA ROUTE. =

__{'~ Sl . -
» (

Fast Express Trains, daily, between Chicago and Minneapolis and 8t. Paul,
making close connections for all points North and Northwest. FREE Re-
clining Chair Cars to and from Kansas City. The Favorite Line to Pipestone,
Watertown, Sioux Falls, and the Summer Reeorts and Hunting and Fishing
@Grounds of lowa, Minnesota and Dakota. '

THE SHORT LINE VIA SENECA AND KANKAKEER offers facilities to
travel between Cincinnati, Indianapolis, Lafayette, and Council Bluffs, 8¢,
Joseph, Atchison, Leavenworth, Kansas Cit~, Minneapolis, and 8t. Paul.

For Tickets, Maps, Folders, or desired information, apply to any Ticket

Office in the United States or Caneds, or address

E. ST. JOHN,

CHICAGO, ILL.

s g

JOHN SEBASTIAN, '
Gen'l Ticket & Pass Agend..

.
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- Brown, Stephen Robinson,

Church News-

Bothel A. . E.—Corner of Hastings and
sfreeg Services at 10:30 a. m. and 7:30

m Sunday School, 2:30 p.m.—Rev. John M. Hen-
‘euon. pastor

Ebene .. M. E.-Calhoun street, pear
Mﬂien"ge‘:vms at 10:30 a. m.and 7:30 p. m.
@unday School, 2:30 p. m.—Rev. J. H. Alexander,
pastor.
.A. M. E.—Services 10:30 a. m.
:‘”; ﬁ:eSunday School, 2:3. p. m. Rev,
‘-Booon- plswf_c han street, near Beau
tist.—Crog X -
blen. “B:e% at 10:0 a. ;. and 7:30 p. m.
Sunday School, 2:30 p. m.—Rev. K. H. McDonald,
pastor.

Comn union, -
Berm’;::, 10:30 a. m. Sunday School, 2: g m
Evening Prayer aad Sermon, 4 p. m.
YThompson, D. D.. rector.

Shiloh Baptut—-Columbh street, near Rivard
Bervices at 10:30 a. m. and 7:30 p. m. Sunday
6chool immediately after moruing service.—Rev.
W. A. Mcredith, pastor.

(Brief items of news will be welocome from
either pastors or lavmen.) .

‘ onservator recommends to its
Chfche ((;Oreaders the excellent effects
of grﬁng their hard-worked ministers
« lroliday, calling their attention to
the exhausting labor which falls upon
the pastor of a church encumbered by
debt, who is expected to officiate at
all social affairs of his members; chris-
ten their children, bury their dead and
visit their sick, as well as raise money
and preach two sermons every Sun-
day. The same might be j_ustly appl_led
to many other communities, of which
Detroit is one. -

The Rev. Wm. C. Jason, of the A.
3. E. church, of Orange, N. Y., wus
cowhided by Miss Adaline Brown, a
member of his congregation, because
he would not fall in love with her.
The Rev. Jason is a graduate from
Drew Theological Seminary, and has
since his pastorate in Orange, raised
the church to a good position. He
has carned the respect of the entire
community by his christian deport-
ment and intelligence, and nothing
in his manner has given cause for scan-
dal. The young woman in question
fxas been a prompt attendant at ser-
vices sinee his appointment there, and
is supposed to have been impelled to
the deed because, to stop her unseemly
attentions to him, he was forced to
write to her a letter disclosing that
he was not in love with her, and had
wo intention of marrying.

The twelfth street Baptist church, of
Boston, known throughout the coun-
wy as Dr. Grimeg' church, from the
noted founder, is just now, the scene of
unfortunate dissensions and disagree-
ments among its members. IFor some
time the church has been without a
pastor, and recently a number of the
members extended a call to Rev. Hen-
ry H. Harris, a former pastor. The
Ilev: Harris is under & c¢loud, and
many of the members opposed the ex-
tension of the call to him until he shall
be proven innocent. In spite of this
oppousition, however, it was announc-
« that he would preach from the
“Mwellth street pulpit, August 2nd, and
the efforts of the opposing faction were
futile to prevent it. A warrant had
been sworn out against him. charg-
ing him with abortion, to prevent
Ahis appearance in the pu'!pit. Mr. Har-
vis gave bail for $10.000. and accom-
panied by a special officer, proceeded
to the church and delivered an exeel-
lent sermom with very slight mention
of the trouble. Many of the most in-
fluential members of the church favor
Harris, in spite of the charges against
him, and the fight in the church prom-
iscs to be a bitter one.

The Coming Conferance.

‘A Public Reception.— Where the Delegates

Will Stop.

The Michigan Annual Conference will
open its Fifthh Annual Session, Thurs-
day, August 13 at Bethel chureh, cor-
uner Napoleon and Hastings street.

On the evening of August 12th, the

Bishop, Rt. Rev. J. M. Brown, D. D,
and the conference and visitors will
be tendered a reception by the citizens.
The program will be largely impromp-
tu. The musiec will be furnished by
tie Bethel choir and other home tal-
ent.
The Hon. D. A. Siraker will deliv-
er the address of welcome on behalf
of the eitizens; the pastor, Rev. J. M.
lienderson on behalf of the church,
and responses will be made by Bishop
Lrown and Rev. 8. J. Hill

Addresses will follow from Bishop
B. W. Arnett, D. D., the Rev. Drs.
Coppin, Handy, Irerrick and other dis
tinguished visitors.

With 80 large a mumber of prom-
inent orators, a nice program may
be expected.

Al citizens are invited to be present.
Admission free, of course, and a hearty
‘welcome all around.

Where the preachers will be enter-
tained :

Bishop Brown and wife, Robert’Pel-
ham, 223 Alfred street; Rev. Dr. Der-
rick, Thaddeus Warsaw, 52 Division
street; Rev. Benj. Roberts, W. C. Lew-
4, 58 Oalboun street; Rev. J. J. Hill,
J: P. Coates. S. W. Benson and S. B.
Pope, Sarah Hawkins, Beaubien street;
Reva J. L. Watkims and L. M. Beck-
ett, David Carneal, 157 Clinton
street; Rev. C. F. Hill and wife, Jane
Gregory; 379 Maple street; Rev. J.
MeSmith and Wm. Oollins, John Beel-
er. 90 Division street; Rev. W, H.
304 Cal-
houn street; Rev. 8. R. Collins, Thos.
Mulberry. 289 Brady street; Rev. H.
Harper, Alfred Allen, 2835 Elljot street;
Ilev. 8. P. Peaker, Mrs. Evans, 817
DBeaubien street; Rev. R. Jeflries, Wm.
Elig, 799 Beaubien street; Rev. A,
Cotman, Mrs. Sarah Bibbme, 177 Wil-
kina street; Rev. J. K. Hart, Mrs. Hat-
tie Burton, 787 Antoine street; Rev.
W. 1. Brown., Middleton Hill, 270
Alfred street; Rev. E. E. Gregory, 379
‘Maple street; Rev. S. W. Brown, James
Dean, Calhoun street; Rev. W. H. Saun-
ders, 61 Cadhoun street.

Rav. J. W. Sherrit from Halifax, N.
S., James Lyons, Calhoun street; Rev,
Mr. Ross of Toledo, Ohio, and Rev.
J. S. Woods, editor Afro-American Bud-
«et, Mrs. Mary Thomas, 204 Wilkins
atreet.

Places reserved for visitors.

Mes. . S. Lyberdes, 840 Grandy ave.
Wm. Johnson., 272 Alfred street; Mrs.
C. Pregton, 361 Croghan street; Wm.
Sanford, 168 Division. street; Philan-
der Fox, 184 Wilkins street; Wm.
Slaughter, 878 Champlain street; Mrs.
Ella Bell, 116 Division street.

A

THE SUNDAY SCHOOL.

LESSON VII—AUGUST 16--THE
FIVE THOUSAND FED.

Goldon Text: «1 Am That Bread of Life.”
—John VI: 48,

HOME READINGS.

Mo. Five Thousand Fed...... John vi. 1-14,
Tu. Matthew's Version... . Matt. xiv. 13-21.
W. Mark's Version..... «...Mark vi. 31-44.
Th. Luke’s Version......... Luke ix. 10-17.

Fr. Four Thousand Fed..... Mark viii. 1-9.
Sa. Compassion of Jesus..,.Matt. ix. 32-38.
Su. Not by Bread Alone...... Matt. iv. 14,

Introductory.—¢‘The feeding of thé five
thousand is the one miracle related in

every Gospel. The student will, of course,

thousand, which is narrated in Matt. xv.
32-39. Mark viii. 1-9. The historical con-
nection with what preceded is not the
same in the four aecounts. Here it isin
connection with the miracles at Bethsaida,
and probably after the death of John the
Baptist. In Matthew it is in connection
with the death of John the Baptist; in
Mark and Luke it is after the death of
John the Baptist, but in connection with
the return of the twelve.”—Plummer.

I. The Multitude Gathered. Verses
1-4.—1. “After these things.”” The
“‘things’’ referred to are those which are
narrated in the latter part of the preced-
ing chapter. How much time is indicated
by the word ‘‘after’’ it is impossible to
tell. ‘“Went over.”” To the east side.
‘‘The Bea of Tiberias.”” John adds this
name probably because it is the one by
which the sea was best known to the Gen-
tiles.

2. ‘““A great multitude followed him."
For partial explanation, see notes on verse
4. ‘‘Because they saw his miracles.”
Literally, ‘Because they were seeing,’’
etc. The thought is that he kept working
miracles as he moved about. A curiois
interest in these wonderful works, rather
than any deeper motive, was what drew
the crowd to him.

3. “Went up into a mountain. The
Greek has ‘‘the mountain.’’ Its exact
situation is not known. ‘‘Sat with his
disciples.”” To enjoy a brief season of
rest and refreshment.

4. “‘And the passover . . . was nigh.”’
It was, therefore. in the month of March.
Spring was well advanced in that latitude.
The caravans were already moving toward
Jerusalem, and it is more than likely that
many of the pilgrims to the feast turned
aside to see and hear the wonderful man
that was creating so great a stir.

H. The Multitude Fed. Verses 5-14.—
5. ¢“Jesus . . . said unto Philip,” etc.
Why our Lord should have singled out
Philip, and addressed the question particu-
larly to him, we cannot tell. There is no
indication that Philip was the commissary
of the company.

6. ¢‘This he said to prove him."” To
test whether he could suggest any expedi-
ent. ‘‘He himself knew what he would
do.”’ And, therefore, had no need to re-
sort to the advice of another.

7. “Two hundred pennyworth of bread 1
1s not sufficient.” ¢Christ’s question does
not suggest to Philip the true answer of
divine sufficiency, but leads him to think
of the human difficulty. He looks on the
vast throng of people. Atthelowest esti-
mate, it would take the value of two hun-
dred denarii to feed them—in present
money value, negrly thirty-five doilars; in
actual labor value, nearly a working man's
yearly wages.”—Ellicott.

8, 9. “Andrew . . saith, . . . There
is a tad here.” etc. After Philip had so
hopelessly failed to point out any method
of accomplishing the desired end, Andrew
ventures, very modestly, to say that there
was a little boy present with five barley
loaves and two fishes, the ordinary food of
the common people, bat adds. in a depre-
cating sort of tone, that this scant supply
would utterly fail to meet the demands of
the case.

10. “Make the men sit down.” Inregu-
lar order. ‘‘About five thousand.’’ As
they sat ‘‘by fifties in a company’ (Luke
ix. 14), it was easy to count them.

11. ‘““When he had given thanks. ‘Said
grace, in his character of host. ‘‘He dis-
tributed . . . as much as they would.”
The miraculous multiplication took place
in his hands, and did not cease until every-
body had been abundantly supplied. The
method of the miracle is utterly beyond
comprehension.

12. “‘Gather up the fragments.” Jesus
will not have anything wasted, even
though he is able to furnish an abundant
miraculous supply.

13. “Filled twelve baskets.” ¢These
‘baskets’ "were wallets such as every Jew
carried when on a jourmey. to keep him-
self independent of unclean Gentile food.
Each of the twelve doubtless gathered in-
to his own wallet. Mark telis us that the
fragments of fish were gathered also.”’
(Cambridge Bible.)

14. “Then those men. . . said, This is
. . . that Prophet that should come.”
What they saw convinced them that Jesus
was that prophet ‘‘foretold in Deut. xviii.
15, 16, and referred to by the delegation
sent from Jerusalem to inquire of John
the Baptist as to his character and author-
ity.’—Abbott.
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WISE AND OTHERWISE.

Clothes do not make the iman, but the
gay youth frequently owes a good deal to
his tailor. o

No religion is worth a row of pins that
does not make its possessor willing to
make sacrifices.

There is room for everybody in this big
world. Friction comes from the fact that
too many want the front room.

Lord Algernon: ¢I really consider it
my duty to marry some American girl.”

Ethel: ‘‘A duty for revenue only, is it
not?’
8he: ¢‘Darling, do you love me?’' Hoe,

kissing her rapturously and repeatedly:
“DoI! I wish you were a two-headed
girl. That's all I can say "

An exchange says that rubbing cattle all
over with onions will kill lice, but it
doesn’t say what becomes of the cattle or
the milkmaid. —Ram's Horn.

A citisen of Cordele, Ga., caught a
rabbit recently that had a gold watch
chain around its neck. He is now looking

htio_‘r‘s_bbitth.sthuthomtch.

distinguish it from the feeding of the four |

V. Geist. Charles Geist.

V. Geist & Son

Undertakers <
Practical  Embalmers,

st Monroe Ave., Detroit.
Established in 1861.

TELEPHONE 637.
GEO. J. SEXAUER,

DEALER IN .

toves &
Hardwar

Manufacturer of the .
HOME REFRIGERATOR.

Heavy Tin and Sheet Iron Work.

Gasoline and Oil Stoves.
89 Gratiot Avenue, Detroit, Mich.

Cheapest Wall Paper House

--In the City--
Paper 3, 4 and 5¢ per Roll.

White - 6 cts
Gilt - 8and 10
Painting o -

=Paper Hanging =7

and Decorsating,

James Clifr
210 Michigan Avenue.

ICE: CREAM
FLINN & DURFEE’S

One Quart 30¢c Two Qnarts 50c Oune
Dollar per Gallon Delivered.

SPECIAL RATES to Churches, Societics and
Boarding Houses.

- TELEPHONE 257,
204 MICHIGAN AVENUE,

ATTENTION!
MILLIONS IN IT!

Pensions and Bounties.
New Laws, New Rulings,
New Decisions,

Soldiers, Sailors.

Their Widows, Children.
Mothers, Fathers, Sisters
and Brothers entitled to

PEINSIONS.
NEW LAW.

Soldiers and Sailors who have become
disabled gince the war are entitled to
Pension—No evidence required.
WIDOWS and CHILDREN

Are entitled to penslon—regardleu, of
cause of the soldler's death—Thou-
sands of claims heretofore reject-
ed are now good.

Apply at once to

L. W. PULIES,

Ex-U. 8. Examiner of Pensions, Selic-
itor of Claims and Patents.

SEky Office, 1733 Tenth Street, N. W,
Washington, It C.
Lock Box 445.

Is Your House or
Household Furniture

Insurea
Against Loss or Damage by

IrrIRE?™

If Not Get Your Rates From B

W.W.FERGUSON
FIRE INSURANCE &

REAL ESTATE AGENT.
Office 101 Griswold St.,

DETROIT, MICH. J

PR TR

TELEPHONE 2495
Or 295 Alfred Siveet.®

GRAND STEAM LAUNDRY

196 Randolph Street,
Lyceum Theatre Block.

Lace Curtains and Prompt
Work a Specialty.

Guods Called FYor And Delivered.
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Your Chance!

N ORDER to Increase the circulation ¢f Tux PLAINDEALER 0 10,000 coples,

the prios of the paper has been
ers, in order to secure this pum

g:rt at ONB DoLLAR per year. The publish-

of subecribers without fail by January

1, 1892, will give to those amisting in iptroducing THE PLAINDEALER inte

new homes a nurmber of valuable

premiums. The premium list includes Sewing

Machines, Watches, Choice Books, Histories, Household Untensils and Toya.

THE PLAINDALER is the best Newspaper
published by Afro-Americans in this country.
No paper compares with THE PLAINDEAL-

ER for fullness of news,

enterprise and excellence.

Its popularity is proved by the fact that it is now
in its 9th Year, circulates in every part of the
Union, and is universally acknowledged by the
by the press, as being in the front rank of

journalism.
and COMPACT, and
paper to canvass for.

Popular Price $L. per Tear

SIX MONTH3 75 CENTS,

It is CHEAP, CLEAN, CHEERY

agents find it the best

THREE MONTHS 50 i!BNTS.

PREMIUM I.IST.

Sunday School Libraries.

To any Sunday School, eburch offi-
cer or organization that will secure
a club of 73 yearly subscribers at the
Popular Price of One Dollar we will
give a library of 50 choice boeks, val-
ued at $25.

Or for a club of 30 yearly subseribers
we will give alibrary of 20 ehoiece
books, valued at $13.

All American books--nearly every wolume
fllustrated—written by authors known to Sun-
day-school workers and popular with allrea’
ers—nearly 18,900 pages of matter, averaging
850 pages to a volume—put up in fourrows in
a neat and strong wooden .ase—each volume
stroogly boupnd in attractive covers of a uai
form shade of dark-brown cloth, D. Lothrep
and Ceo. publishers, Boston.

Or for a club of 25 yearly subscribers
we will give a library (another style)
of 50 choice books valued at $13

I your Sehool needs books of any
kind write the Plaindealer for other
oifers. Semd stamp for answer.

| Sewing Meachines, Etc.,

To any one who will secure a cludb
of 30 yearly subscribers to the Plain-
dealer at the popular price of one dol.
lar per year, we will give a Light
Running American Unioa Sewing Ma-
chine, No., 6, with six side drawers,
latest style, with full set of attach-
ments. Regular price of this machine
is $45.

To any boy who will secure a club
of 15 yearly subscribers at the Popu-
lar Price of One Dollar, we will give
a Boy's Nickel Wateh, a handsome,
perfect time-piece, vaiued at $5.

To any one who will secure a elub
of 10 new subscribers for one year we
will give either a Carpet Sweeper, or
Clock as may be selected.

To any boy who will secure a chud
ol 5 yearly subscribers, we will give
a Chicago Target Air Rille, with tar
get, dart, package nf bullets and full

directions. ‘

The Plaindealer eompany having se-

cured a number of copies of the Life
and Biography of Zachariah Chandler,
a superb boeok, of interest to all goed
citizens, will send the same to any

address, together with the Plaindealer

for one year, for the low price of
$2.00 for bnth book and paper.

'The Chandler book contains much
valuable information, the never to be
forgotten ‘4 a. m. speech on Jefl.
Davis,” is handsomely bound in cloth,

and would be an ornament to any |

library. It deals of the stirring times
wvhen that stalwart of stalwarta- was
a central and leading figure in Nation-
bl affairs. Every Afro-American in
Michigan should have this book in his
library. Every Afro-American of ali
the other states should have the same.
The original eost of the book. was
$2.50. Send at once as we have but a
limited number.

Such books of the rase, as the “Blaek
Phalanx, a history of the Negro Sol-
diers {n the United States,”” ‘‘Men of
Mark,” by Prof. Simmons;. ‘Recolles-
trons of Seventy Years’”’ by DBishop

Payne; and the ‘“Afro-American Press
and its Editors’® (just out) by I Gar-
land Penn given as- premiums Sead

ete.

H you are {n need of any household
utensils write to the Plaindealer ¢ome-
pany for their inducements on the
same. Send stamp for answer.

No two premiums given-on the same
subscription..

As cheap as the cheapest and egqual
1o the best. Sutecribe for the Plain-

{ dealer. One doliar for the yeas.

Prizes to Agents or Others.

INTENDING 10 MORE THAN DOUBLE THE CIRCULATION OF THR
PLAINDEALER IN THE NEXT FEW MONTHS, THE PUBLIGHERS
OFFER THREE PRIZES TOTBE PERSONS SENDING IN THR
LARGEST NUMBER OF ANNUAL SUBSCRIBERS, (NGT
IN COMPETITION POR ANCTHER PREMIUM)

BETWEEN NOW

FIRST

AND JAN. 1, 1&92.

The person sending in the largest number of subecribers between now and January

1, 1892, will be given a prize

of Twenty-Five Dollars Cash.

SECOND PRIEZE.

PFor the second largest number of subecribers sent in befose January L, 1388, there will
be aw~rded a priae of Fifteen Dollars Cash.,

THIRD

PRIZE.

The person sending the third largest number of subecribers befoss Janua.y 1, 1808,
will be awarded a prize of Ten Pollara Cash.

o
GO TO WORK AT ONCE! WITH A LITTLE “HUSTLING"™
- . YOU MAY WIN. L

Popular Price

cj$1.oo A Year..

FOR FURTHER INFORMATION ADDRESS . . - ~

PR

THE PLAINDEALER CO.,

Box 92.

DETROIT, MICH.

!: ——
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James A.Dostom ...

“"DOSTON

‘Wiliilam H. Doston

ROS.,

-

NEW AND COMPLETE CAFE

Samﬁ/é and Billiard Rooms,

IS N2 & ¥

Sma e

.. Wine Parlors in Connection. - e
acomb St. OOQ’. BrusSh.

"Telephone 448.

I'T PAYS 1O ADVERTISE.

stamp for instuctions, sample copies,
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—Subscription. including 52 Issues and Monthly Novel Supplement, $1.00.
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A Novel.

By EDNA LYALL,

VAUGHAN, NOVELIST.

AUTHOR OF “ DONOVAN,” " WE TWO0,” ** WON BY WAITING,” “IN THE GOLDEN DAYS,” “4A HARDY NORSEMAN,”

CHAPTER 1.

Nothing fills a child’s mind like a large old man-
sion; better If un- or partially occupied; people with
the spirits of deceased mewmbers of the county and
Justices of the Quorum. Would I were buried in
the peopled solitude of one, with my feelings at
seven years old I—From ** Letters of Charles Lamb.”

To attempt a formal biography of Derrick
Vaughan would be out of the question, even
though he and I have been more or less thrown
toget%.ler gince we were both in the nursery.
But I have an odd sort of wish to note down
roughly just a few of my recollections of
him, and to show how his fortunes gradually de-
veloped, being perhaps stimulated to make the
attempt by certain irritating remarks which one
overhears now often enough at clubs or in draw-
ing-rooms, or indeed wherever one goes.
“Derrick Vaughan,” says these authorities of
the world of small-talk, with that delightful air
of omniscience which invariably characterizes
them, ‘‘ why, he simply leaped into fame. He
is one of the favorites of fortune. Like Byron,
he woke one morning and found himself fam-

. ous.”

Now this sounds well enough, but it is a long
way from the truth, and I—Sydney Wharncliffe,
of the Inner Temple, Barnster-at-law—desire
while the past few years are fresh in my mind to
write a true version of my friend’s career.

Every one knows his face. Has it not ap-
peared in ‘“ Noted Men,” and —gradually deteri-

. orating according to the price ot tho paper and

the quality of the engraving—in many ancther
illustrated journal? Yet somehow these works
of art don’t satisfy me, and, as I write, I seo
before me something very different from the
latest photograph by Messrs. Paul & Reynard.

I see a large-featured, broad-browed English
tace, a trifle heavy looking when in repose, yet
& thorough, honest, manly face, with a complex-
ion neither dark nor fair, with brown hair and
maustache, and with light hazel eyes that look out
on the world quietly enough. You might talk
to him for long in an ordinary way and never
suspect that he was a genius ; but when you have
him to yourself, when some consciousness of

“KNIGHT ERRANT ETC., ETC,

sympathy aroused him, he all at once becomes
8 different being. His quiet eyes kindle, his
face becomes full of life—you wonder that you
ever thought it heavy or commonplace. Then
the world interrupts in some way, and, just as a
hermit-crab draws down its sheﬁ with a comi-
cally rapid movement, so Derrick suddenly re-
tires into himself.

Thus much for his outer man.

For the rest, there are of course the neat little
accounts of his birth, his parentage, his educa-
tion, etc., etc., published with the list of his works
in due order, with the engravings in the illustra-
ted papers. DBut these tell little of the real life
of the man.

Carlyle, in one of his finest passages, says that
‘“ A true delineation of the smallest man and his
scene of pilgrimage through life is capable of
interesting the greatest mern ; that all men are
to an unspeakable degree brothers, each man’s
life a strange emblem of every man’s ; and that
human portraits faithfully drawn are of all pict-

es the welcomest on human walls.”s And
though I don’t profess to give a portrait, but
mereriy & sketch, I will endeavor to sketch faith-
fully, and possibly in the future my work may
fall into the hands of some of these worthy

eople who imagine that my friend leaped into
ame at a bound, or of those comfortable mor-
tals who seem to think that a novel is turned out
as easily as water from a tap.

There is, however, one thing I can never do:
I am quite unable toput in words my friend’s
intensely strong feeling with regard to the sa-
credness of his profession. Itseemed to me not
unlike the feeling of fsaiah when, in the vision,
his mouth had been touched with the celestial
fire. And I can only hope that something of
hhis may be read between my very inadequate

nes.

Looking back, I fancy Derrick must have been
a clever child. But he was not precocious,
and din some respects was even decidedly back-
ward.

I can see him now—it is my first clear recol-
lection of him—leaning back in the corner of
my father’s carriage a8 we drove from the New-

- s
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market Station to our summer home at Mondis-
field. He and I were small boys of eight, and
Derrick had been invited for the holidays, while
his twin brother—if I remember right—indulged
in typhoid fever at Kensington. He was shy
and silent, and the ice was not broken till we
passed Silvery Steeple.

*“That,” said my father, *“is a ruined church
it was destroyed by Cromwell .in the Civi
Wars.”

In an instant the small’ qaiet boy sitting be-
side me was transformed. His eyes shone ; he
sprung forward and thrust his head far out of
the window, gazing at the old ivy-covered tower
as long as it remained in sight.

“ Was Cromwell really once there ?’ he asked
with breathless interest.

‘8o they say,” replied my father, looking with
an amused smile at the face of the questioner,
in which eagerness, delight, and reverence were

mingled. ‘“Are you an admirer of the Lord
Protector ?”
‘“ He is my greatest hero of all,” said Derrick,

fervently. ‘Do you think—oh, do you think
lﬁe1 gseibly can ever have come to Mondis-
e .))

My father thought not, but said there was an
old tradition that the hall had been attacked by
the Royalists, and the bridge over the moat de-
fended by the owner of the house; but he had
no great belief in the story, for which, indeed,
there seemed no evidence.

Derrick’s eyes ‘during this conversation were
something wonderful to see, and long after,
when we were not actually playing at anythinq,
I used often to notice the same expression stea.
ing over him, and would cry out, ‘“ There is the

man defending the bridge again ; I can see him .
Tell me what happened to him

in your eyes !
next !”

Then, generally pa.eing to and fro in the apple
walk, or sitting astride the bridge itself, Derrick
would tell me of the adventures of my ancestor,
Paul Wharncliffe, who performed incredible
feats of valor, and who was to both of us a most
real person. On wet days he wrote his story in
a copy-book, and would have worked at it for

~
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hours had my mother allowed him, though of
the manual part of the work he had, and has
always retained, the greatest dislike. Iremem-
ber well the comical ending of this first story of
his. He skipped over an interval of ten years,
represented on the page by ten laboriously made
stars, and did for his hero in the following
lines :

* And now, reader, let us come into Mondie-
field Churchyard. There are three tombstones.
On one is written, * Mr. Paul Wharncliffe.’ ”

The story was no better than the productions
of most eight-year-old children, the written
story at least. But curiously enough it proved
to be the germ of the celebrated romance *“ At
Strife,” which Derrick wrote in after-years; and
he himself maintains that his picture of life dur-
ing the Civil War would have been much less

raphic had he not lived so much in the past
5urmg his various visits to Mondisfield.

It was at his second visit, when we were nine,
that I remember his announcing his intention
of being an author when he was irown up. My
mother still delights in telling the story. She
was sitting at work in the sout Farlor one day,
when I dashed into tke room calling out:

“Derrick’s head is stuck between the bal-
usters in the gallery ; come quick, mother, conie
quick !” ) :

She ran up the little winding staircase, and
there, sure enough, in the musician’s gallery,
was poor Derrick, his manuscript and pen on
the floor and his head in durance vile.

“You silly boy!” said my mother, a little
frightened when she found that to get the head
back was no easy matter. * What made you put
it through ?”

 You look like King Charles at Carigbrooke,”
I cried, forgetting how much Derrick would re-
sent the speech.

And being released at that moment he took
me by the shoulders and gave me an anfry
shake or two, as he said, vehemently, “I’'m
not like King Charles! King Charles was a
liar.”

I saw my mother smile as she separated us.

* Come, boys, don’t quarrel,” she said. *‘ And
Derrick will tell me the truth, for indeed I am
curious to know why he thrust his head in such
a place.”

“] wanted to make sure,” said Derrick,
* whether Paul Wharncliffe could see Lady Let-
tice when she took the falcon on her wrist below
in the passage. I mustn’t say he saw her if it’s
impossible, you know. Authors have to be
quite true in little things, and I mean to be an
author.”

““ But,” said my mother, laughing at the great
earnestness of the hazel eyes, ‘‘could not your
hero look over the top of the rail ?”

“Well, yes,” said Derrick. ‘ He would have
done that, but you see it’'s so dreadfully high,
and I couldn’t get up. But I tell you what,
Mrs. Wharncliffe, if it wouldn’t be giving you a
great deal of trouble—I’'m 8orry you were trou-
bled to get my head back again—but if you
would just look over, since you are so tall, and
T'll run down and act Lady Lettice.”

““Why couldn’t Paul go down-stairs and look
at the lady in comfort ” asked my mother.

Derrick mused a little.

‘“ He might look at her through a crack in the
door at the foot of the stairs, perhaps, but that
would seem mean, somehow. It would be a
pity, too, not to use the gallery; galleries are
uncommon, you see, and you can get cracked
doors anywhere. And, you know, he was
obliged to look at her when she couldn’t see
him, because their fathers were on different
gides in the war, and dreadfal enemies.”

When school-days came, matters went on
much in the same way; there was always an
abominably scribbled tale stowed away in Der-
rick’s desk, and he worked infinitely harder
than I did, because there was always before
him this determination to be an author and to
prepare himself for the life. But he wrote merely
from love of it,and with no idea of publication
until the beginninﬁ of our last year at Oxford,
when, having reached the ripe age of one-and-
twenty, he determined to delay no longer but to
plunge boldly into his first novel.

He was seldom able to get more than six or
eight hours a week for it, because he was read-
ing rather 1ord, 8o that the novel progressed but
slowly. Fnally, to my astonishment, iv came to
a dead stand-still.

I have never made out exactly what was wron
with Derrick then, though I know that he passe
through a terrible time of doubt and despair. I
spent part of the Long with him down at Ventnor,
where his mother had been ordered for her
health. She was devoted to Derrick, and, as far
a8 I can understand, he was her chief comfort
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in life. Major Vaughan,the hAsband, had been
out in India for years; the only daughter was
married to a rich manufacturer at Birmingham,
who had a constitutional dislike to mothers-in-
law, and as far as possible eschewed their com-
pany; while Lawrence, Derrick’s iwin brother,
was forever getting into scrapes, and was into
the bargain the most unblyshingly selfish fellow
Iever had the pleasure of meeting.

“Sydney,” said Mrs. Vaughan to me one after-
noon when we were in the garden, ‘‘Derrick
seems to me unlike himself; there is a division
between us which I never felt betore. Can you
tell me what is troubling him ?”

She was not at all a good-looking woman, but
she had a very sweet, wistful face, and I never
looked at her sad eyes without feeling ready to
go through fire and water for her. I tried now
to make light of Derrick’s depression.

‘“ He is only going through what we all of us
go through,” I said, assuming a cheertul tone.
‘* He has suddenly discovered that life is a great
riddle, and that the things he has accepted
in blind faith are, after all, not so sure.”

She sighed.

“Do all go through it ?” she said, thoughtfully.
“ And how many, I wonder, get bevond ?”

‘“Few enough,” I replied, moodily. Then re-
membering my role—‘But Derrick will get
through, he has a thousand things to help him
which others have not—you, for instance. And
then I fancy he has a sort of insight which most
of us are without.”

“ Possibly,” she said. ‘¢ As for me, it is little
thatI can do for him. Perhaps you are right,
and it is true that once in a life at any rate we
all have to go into the wilderness alone.”

That was the last summer I ever saw Derrick’s
mother ; she took a chill the following Christ-
mas and died after a few days’ illness. But I
have always thought her death helped Derrick
in a way that her life might have failed to do.
For althoueh he never, 1 fancy, quite recovered
from the blow, and to this day cannot speak of
her without tears in his eyes, yet when he came
back to Oxford he seemed to have found the an-
swer to the riddle, and though older, sadder and

aver than before, had quite lost the restless

issatisfaction that for some time had clouded
his life. In a few months, moreover, I noticed
a fresh sign that he was out of the wood. Com-
ing into his rooms one day I found him sitting
in the cushioned window-seat reading over and
correcting some sheets of blue foolscap.

“ At it again ?” 1 asked.

He nodded.

“I mean to finish the first volume here.
the rest I must be in London.”

‘“ Why ?” I asked, a little curious as to this un-
known art of novel-making. :

*“ Because,” he replied, * one must be in the
heart of things to understand how Lynwood was
affected by them.”

For

“Lynwood! Ibelieve you are always think-
ing of him!” (Lynuwood was the hero of his
novel.)

“Well, so I am nearly—so I must be, if the
book is to be any good.”

‘“Read me what you have written,” I said,
throwing myself back in a rickety, but tolerably
comfortable armchair which Derrick had inher-
ited with the rooms.

He hesitated a moment, being always very
diffident about his own work ; but presently hav-
ing 1provided me with a cigar and made a good
deal of unnecessary work in arranging the
sheets of the manuscript, he began to read
aloud, rather mnervously, the opening chapters
of the book now so well known under the title of
* Lynwood’s Heritage.”

I had heard nothing of his for the last four
ears, and was amazed at the gigantic stride he
ad made in the interval. For, spite of a cer-

tain crudeness, the story seemed to me a most
powerful story ; it rushed straight to the point
with no wavering, no beating about the bush ; it
flung itself into the problems of the day with a
sort of sublime audacity ; it took hold of one; it
whirled one along with its own inherent force,
and drew forth both laughter and tears, for Der-
rick’s power of pathos had always been his
strongest point.

All at once he stopped reading.

“Goon!” I cried, impatiently.

“That is all,” he said, gatho ing the sheets
together.

“You stopped in the middle of a sentence |” I
cried in exasperation.

‘“Yes,” he said, quietly, * for six months.”

“ You provoking fellow! why, I wonder ?”’

‘“ Because I didn’t know the end.”

¢ Good heavens! And do you know it now ?”

He looked me full in the face, and there was
an expression in his eyes which puzzled me.

v

I believe I do,” he said ; and, getting up, he
crossed the room, put the manuscript away in a
drawer, and returning, sat down in the window-
seat again, looking out on the narrow, paved
street below, and at the gay buildings oppo-
site.

I knew very well that he would never ask me
what I thought of the story—that was not his
way.

“YDerrick I” I exclaimed, watching his im-
passive face, ‘1 believe, after all, you are &
genius.”

I Kardly know why I said,  after all,” but till
that moment it had never struck me that Der-
rick was particularly gifted. He had so far got
through his Oxford career creditably, but then
he had worked hard ; his talents were not of a
showy order. I had never expected that he
would set the Thames on fire. Even now it
seemed to me that he was too dreamy, too quiet,
too devoid of the pushing faculty to succeed in
the world.

My remark made him laugh incredulously.

‘ Define a genius,” he said.

Tor answer I pulled down his beloved Impe-
rial Dictionary and read him the following quo-
tation from De Quincey : ‘‘Genius is that mode
of intellectual power which moves in alliance
with the genial nature ; 1. e., with the capacity of
pleasure and pain; whereas talent has no ves-
tige of such an alliance, and is pertectly inde-
pendent of all human sensibilities.”

‘“Let me think! You can certainly enjoy
things a hundred times more than I can—and as
for suffering, why you were always a great hand
at that. Now listen to the great Doctor John-
son and sce if the cap fits. ‘The true genius
is a mind of large general powers accidentally
determined in some particular direction.’

“-Large general powers!’—yes, I believe,
after all, you have them with—alas, poor Der-
rick! one noble exception—the mathematical
faculty. You were always bad at figures. We
will stick to De Quincey’s definition, and for
Heaven’s sake, my dear fellow, do get Lynwood
out of that awful plight! No wonder you were
depressed when you lived all this age with such
a sentence unfinished !”

‘“ For the matter of that,” said Derrick, ‘“he
can’t get out till the end of the book ; but I can
begin to go on with him now.”

*“ And when you leave Oxford ?”

“Then I mean to settle down in London—to
x};rite leisurely—and possibly to read for the

ar.”

‘““We might be together,” I suggested. And
Derrick took to this idea, being a man who de-
tested solitude and crowds about equally.
Since his mother's death he had been very much
alone in the world. To Lawrence he was always
loyal, but the two had nothing in common, and
though fond of hissister he could not get along
at all with the manufacturer, his brother-in-law.
But this prospect of life together in London
Eieased him amazingly ; he began to recover

is spirits to a great extent and to look much
more like himself.

It must have been just as he had taken his de-
gree that he received a telegram to announce
that Major Vaughan had been invalided home,
and would arrive at Southampton in three weeks’
time. Perrick knew very little of his father,
but apparently Mrs. Vaughan had done her best
to keeg up a sort of memory of his childish days
at Aldershot, and in these the part that his
father gla.yed was always pleasant. So he looked
forward to the meeting not a little, while I from
the first had my doubts as to the felicity it was
likely to bring him.

However, it was ordained that before the ma-
jor’s ship arrived, his son’s whole life should
change; even Lynwood was thrust into the
background.
Derrick, the quiet, the self-contained, had fallen
Ealssionately in love with a cert€in Freda Merri-

eld.

CHAPTER 1II.

Infancy? What if the rose-streak of morning

Pale and depart in & passion of tears

Once to have hoped is no matter for scorning:

Love once: e’en love’s disappointment endeérs,

A moment’s success pays the failure of years.
R. BROWNING.

THE wender would have been if he had not
fallen in fove with her, for a more fascinatin

irl I never saw. She had only just returne

om school at Compiegne ; and was not yet out ;
ner charming freshness was unsullied—she ha
all the simphicity and straightforwardness of un-
spoiled, unsophisticated girlhood. I well re-
member our first sight of her. We had been
invited for a fortnight’s yachting by Calverle
of Exeter. His father, Sir John Cufverley, h

As for me, I was nowhere, for ,
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& sailing yacht, and some guests having disap-
pointed him at the last minute, he gave his son
carte blanche as to who he should bring to fill
the vacant berths.

80 we three traveled down to Southampton to-
gether, one hot summer day, and were rowed
out to the * Aurora,” an uncommonly neat little
schooner which lay in that overrated and fre-
juently odoriferous roadstead, Southampton
Water. However, I admit that on tha, evening
—the tide being high—the place looked remark-
ably pretty ; the level rays of the setting sun
turned the water to gold, a soft luminous haze
hung over the town and the shipping, and by a
strotch of the imagination one might have
thonght the view almost Venetian. Derrick’s
i)erfec: contont was only marred by his shyness.

knew that he dreaded reaching the *“ Aurora ;”
and sure enou[ih as we stegped on to the exquis-
ftely white deck and caught sight of the little
group of guests, I saw him retreat into his crab-
shell of silent reserve. Sir John, who made a
very pleasant host, introduced us to the other
visitors —Lord Probvn and his wife, and their
niece, Miss Freda Merrifield. Lady Probyn was
Sir John's sister, and also the sister of Miss
Merritield’s mother ; 8o that it was almost a
family party and by no means a formidable gath-
ering. Lady Probyn played the part of hostess,
and chaperoned her ﬁretty niece ; but she was
not in the least like the aunt of fiction—on the
contrary, she was comparatively young in years
and almoat comically young in mind ; her niece
was devoted to her, and the moment that I saw
her I know that our voyage could not possibly
be dull.

As to Miss Freda, when we first caught sight
of her she was standing near the companion,
dreased in a daintily made yachting costume of
blue serge and white braid, and round her white
sailor hat she bore the nameo of the yacht
stampdd on white ribbon ; in her waistband she
had tastened two deep crimson roses, and she
looked at us with frank, girlish curiosity, no
doubt wondering whether we should add to or
detrazt fromn the .enjoyment of the expedition.
She was rather tall, and there was an air of
strongth and energy about her which was most
refreshing. Her skin was singularly white, but
there was a healthy glow of color in her cheeks ;
while har large, gray eves, shaded by long lash-
os, werse full of life and brightness. As to 'her
features, they were perhaps a trifle irregular,
and her elder sisters were supposed to eclipse
her altogether ; but to my mind she was tar the
most taking of the three.

I was not in the least surprised that Derrick
should fall head over ears in love with her; she
was exactly the sort of girl that would infallibly
attract him. Her absence of shyness; her
straightforward, easy way of talking; her gen-
uine good-heartedness ; her devotion to animals
—one of his own pet hobbies—and finally her
exquisite playing made ths result a foregone
conclusion. And then, moreover, they were
perpetually together. IIe would hang over the
piano in the saloon for hours while she played,
the rest of us lazily enjoying the easy-chairs and
the fresh air on deck ; and whenever we landed
these two were sure in the end to be just a little
apart from the rast of us.

It was an eminently successful cruise. Weall
liked each other; the sea was calm, the sun-
shine constant, the wind as a rule favorable,
and I think I never in a single fortnight heard
80 many good stories, or had such a good time.
We seemed to get right out of the world and its
narrow restrictions, away from all that was hol-
low and base and depressing, only landing now
and then at quaint little quiet places for
some merry excursions on shore. Freda wasin
the higheat spirits; and as to Derrick, he was a
different creature. She seemed to have the
power of drawing him out in a marvelous de-
gree, and she took the greatest interest in his
work-—a sure way to every author’s heart.

But it was not till one day, when we landed at
Tresco, that I felt certain that she genuinely
loved him—there in one glance the truth flashed
upon me. I was walking with one of the gard-
eners down one of the long shady paths of that
lonely little island, with its curiously foreign
look, when we suddenly came face to face with
Derrick anl Freda. They were talking earn-
estly, and I could 3ee her great gray eyes as
they were lifted to his—perhaps they were more
expressive than she knew—I caunnot say. They
both started a little as we confronted them, and
the color deepened in Freda’s face. The gard-
ener, with what photographers usually ask for—
‘‘just the faint beginning of a smile”—tarned
and gathered a bit of white heather growing
near.

“ They say it brings good luck, miss,” he re-
marked. handing it to Freda.

“ Thank you,” she said, laughing, ‘I hope it
will bring it tome. At any rate it will remind
me of this beautiful island. Isn’t it just like
Paradise, Mr. Wharncliffe ?”

‘“For me it is like Paradise before Eve was
created,” I replied rather wickedly. ‘ By the
bye are you going to keep all the good luck to
yourself ?”’

“I don’t know,” she said, laughing. ‘‘Per-
haps 1 shall; but you have only to ask the
gar(}ener, he will gather you another piece di-
rectly.”

I took good care to drop behind, having no
taste for the third fiddle business; but I noticed
when we were in the gig once more, rowin
back to the yacht, that the white heather ha
been equally divided—one half was in the waist-
band of the blue serge dress, the other half in
the button-hole of Derrick’s blazer.

So the fortnight slipped by, and at length one
afternoon we found ourselves once more in
Southampton Water; then came the bustle of
the packing and the hurry of departure, and the
merry party dispersed. errick and I saw them
all off at the station, for, as his father’s ship did
not arrive till the following day, I made up
my mind to stay on with him at Southampton.

“You will come and see us in town,” said
Lady Probyn, kindly. And Lord Probyn invited
us both for the shooting at Blachington in Sep-
tember.

“We will have the same party on shore and
gee if we can't enjoy ourselves almost as well,”’
he said in his hearty way ; ‘‘ the novel will go all
the better for it, eh, Vaughan ?”

Derrick brightened visibly at the suggestion.
I heard him talking to Freda all the time that
Sir John stood laughing and joking as to the
comparative pleasures of yachting and shoot-
ing.

** You will bo there too ?”’ Derrick asked.

“I can’t tell,” said Freda, and there was a
shade of sadness in her tome. Her voice
was deeper than most women’s voices—a rich
contralto with something striking and individ-
ual about it. I could hear her quite plainly;
but Derrick spoke less distinctly—he always had
a bad trick of mumbling.

“You see I am the youngest,” she said, ‘‘and
I am not really ¢ ount.’ Per'imps my mother will
wish one of the elder ones to go; but I half think
they are already engaged for September, so after
all I may have a chance.”

Inaudible remark from my friend.

“Yes, I came here because my sisters did not
care to leave London till the end of the season,”
replied the clear contralto. ‘It has been a per-
fect cruise. I shall remember it all my life.”

After that, nothing more was audible; but I
imagine Derrick must have hazarded a more per-
sonal question, and that Freda had admitted
that it was not only the actual sailing she should
remember. Atany rate her face when I caught
sight of it again made me think of the girl de-
scribed in the *‘ Biglow Papers ”:

“Twas Kin’ o’ kingdom come to look
On sech a blessed creatur,

A dogrose bhlushin’ to a hrook

Ain’t modester nor sweeter.”’

So the train went off, and Derrick and I was
left to idle about Southampton, and kill time as
best we might. Derrick seemed to walk the
streets in & sort of dream ; he was perfectly well
aware that he had met his fate, a.nci) at that time
no thought of difficulties in the way had arisen
either in his mind or in my own. We were both
of us young and inexperienced ; we were both of
us in love, and we had the usual lover’s notion
that everything in heaven and earth is pre-
pared to favor the course of his particular pas-
sion.

I remember that we soon found the town in-
tolerable and, crossing the ferr;, walked over to
Netley Abbey, and lay down idly in the shade of
the old gray walls. Not a breath of wind stirred
the great masses of ivy which were wreathed
about the ruined church, and the place looked
80 lovely in its decay, that we felt disposed to
Ludge the dissolute monks very leniently for

aving behaved so badly that their church and
monastery had to be opened to the four winds of
heaven. After all, when is a church so beauti-
ful as when it has the green grass for its floor
and the sky for its roof?

I could show you the very spot near the East
window where Derrick told me the whole truth,
and where we talked over Freda’s perfections
and the probability of frequent meetings in
London. He had listened so often, and so pa-
tlentlf to my affairs, that it seemed an od1 re-
versal to have to play the confidant; and if now
and then my thoughts wandered off to the com-

-

ing month at Mondisfield, and pictured violet
eves while he talked of gray, it was not from any
lack of sympathy with my friend. Derrick was
not of a self-tormenting nature, and though 1
knew he was amazed at the thought that such &
girl as Freda could possibly care for him, yet he
believed most implicitly that this wonderful
thing had come to pass ; and remembering her
facd as we had last seen it, and the look in her
eyes at Tresco, I, too, had not a shadow of a
doubt that she really loved him. She was not
the least bit of a flirt, and society had not had &
chance yet of molding her into the ordinary girl
of the nineteenth century.

Perhaps it was the sudden and unexpecte@
change of the next day that makes me remem-
ber Derrick’s face so distinctly as he lay back
on the smooth turf that afternoon in Netley Ab-
bey. As it looked then full of youth and hope,
full of that dream of cloudless love, I never saw
it again.

CHAPTER III.

Religion in him never died, but became a habit—
a habit of enduring hardness, and cleaving to the
steadfast performance of duty in face of the strong-
est allurements to the pleasanter and easier course.
* Life of Charles Lamnb by A. Ainger.”

DERrRICK was in good spirits the next day.
He talked much of Major Vaughan, wondered
whether the voyage home had restored his.
health, discussed the probable length of his
leave, and s]{fsculated as to the nature of his ill-
ne?s 3, tho telegram had of course given no de-
tails”

*“There hasn’t been even a photograph for the
last five years,” he remarked, as we walked
down to the quay together. “Yet I think I
should know him anywhere, if it is only by his
height. He used tolook so well on horseback.
I remember as & child seeing him in a sham
fight charging upon Ceesar’s Camp.”

‘“ How old were vou when he went out ?”

‘“Oh, quite a small boy,” replied Derrick.
“Tt was just before I first stayed with you.
However, he has had a regular succession of
photographs sent out to him, and will know me
easily enough.”

Poor Derrick! I can’t think of that day even
now without a kind of mental shiver. We
watched the great steamer as it glided up to the
quay, and Derrick scanned the crowded deck
with eager eyes, but could nowhere see the tall,
soldierly figure that had lingered so long in his
memory. He stood with his hand resting on
the rail of the gang-way, and when presenﬁy it
was raised to the side of the steamer, he still
kept his position so that he could instantly catch
sight of his father as he passed down. stood
close behind him, and watched the motley pro-
cession of passengers; most of them had the
dull, colorless skin which bespeaks long resi-
dence in India, and a particularly yellow and
peevish-looking old man was grumbling loudly
a8 he slowly made his way down the gang-way.

‘“ The most disgraceful scene!” he remarked.
“ The fellow was a8 drunk as he could .».”

‘“ Who was it ?” asked his companion.

““ Why, Major Vaughan, to be sure. The onl
wonder is that he hasn’t drunk himself to dea
by this time—been at it years enough!”

Derrick turned as though to shelter himself
from the curious eyes of the travelers; but
everywhere the quay was crowded. It seemed
to me not unlike the life that lay befors him,
with this new shame, which could not be hid;
and I shall never forget the look of misery in hus
face.

‘“ Most likelya ﬁreat exaggeration of that spite-
ful old fogey’s,” I said. ‘‘‘Never believe any-
thing that you hear,”is a sound axiom. Had
you not better try to get on board ?”

“Yes ; and for Heaven’s sake come with me,
Wharncliffe I” he said. It can’t be true! It
is, a8 you say, that man’s apite, or else there is
some one else of the name onLeoard. That must
be it—some one else of the name.”

I don’t know whether he managed to deceive
himself. We made our way on board, and he
spoke to one of the stewards, who conducted us-
to the saloon. I knew from the expression of
the man’s face that the words that we had over-
heard were but too true ; it was & mere glance
that he gave us, {et if he had said aloud. ‘ they
beloug to that old drunkard! Thank Heaven
I’'m n)tin their shoes!” I could not have bet-
ter understood what was in his mind.

There were three persons only in the great sa-
loon : an officer’s servant, whose appearance did
not please me ; a fine-looking old man with gray
hair and whiskors, and a rough-hewn, honest
face, apparant'y the ship’s doctor; and a tall

izzled man, in whom I at once saw a sorv of

orrible likeness to Derrick—horrible because
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his face was wicked and degraded, and because
its owner was drunk—noisily drunk.

Derrick paused for a minute looking at his
father; then deadly Mpale, he turned to the
old doctor. “I am Major Vaughan’s son,” he
aaid.

The doctor grasped his hand, and there was
something in the old man’s kindly, chivalrous
manner which brought a sort of light into the
gloom. .

“] am very glad to see you!” he exclaimed.
< Js the major’s luggage ready ?”’ he inquired,
turning to the servant. Then as the man re-

lied in the affirmative, ‘¢ How would it be, Mr.
%augha.n, if your father’s man just saw the
things into a cab? and then I'll come on shore
with you and see my patient safely settled in.”

Derrick acquiesced, and the doctor turned to
the major, who was leaning up against one of
the pillars of the saloon and shouting * "Twas in
Trafalgar Bay” in a way which, under other
«circumstances, would have been highly comic.
The doctor interrupted him, as with much feel-
ing he sung how—

**England declared that every man
That day had done his duty.”

“Look, major,” he said; ‘‘here i3 your son
come to meet you.”

“ Glad to see you, my boy,” said the major,
reeling forward and running all his words
together. ‘ How’s yvour mother? Is this Law-
rence ? Glad to sce both of you! Why, your’s
like’s two peas. Not Lawrence, do you say?
Confound it, doctoryow the ship.rolls to-day!”

And the old wretch®staggered and would have
fallen, had not Derrick sugported him and
landed him safely on one of the fixed ottomans.

“ Yes, yes, you're the son for me,” he went
on, with a bland smile, which made his face all
the more hideous. ‘‘You’re not so rough and
clumsy as that confounded John Thomas, whose
hands are like brickbats. I’m a mere wreck, as
you see; it’s the accursed climate! But your
mother will soon nurse me into health again;
she was always a good nurse, poor soul! it was
her best point. What with you and your mother,
I shall soon be myself again.”

Here the doctor interposed, and Derrick made
desperately for a porthole and gulped down
mouthfuls of fresh air; but he was not allowed
much of a respite, for the servant returned to
say that he had procured a cab, and the major
ca{led loudly for his son’s arm.

““I'l not have you,” he said, pushing the ser-
vant violently away. ¢ Come, Derrick, help me ;
you are worth two of that blockhead.”

And Derrick came quickly forward, his face
atill very pale, but with a dignity about it which
I had never before seen; and giving his arm to
his drunken father he piloted him across the
saloon, through the staring ranks of stewards,
officials and tardy passengers outside, down the
fangway, and over the crowded quay to the cab.

knew that each derisive glance of the specta-
tors was to him like a sword-thrust, and longed
to throttle the major, who seemed to enjoy him-
self amazingly on terra firma, and sung at the
top of his voice as we drove through the streets
of Southampton. The old doctor keﬁf up a
cheery flow of small-talk with me, thinking, no
doubt, that this would be a kindness to Derrick ;
and at last that purgatorial drive ended, and
somehow Derrick and the doctor between them
%)t t{xe major safely into his room at Radley’s

otel.

We had ordered lunch in a private sitting-
room, thinking that the major would prefer it to
the coffee-room ; but, as it turned out, he was
in no state to appear. They left him asleep,
and the ship’s doctor sat in the seat that had
been prepared for his patient, and made the
meal as tolerable to us both as it could be. He
was an odd, old-fashioned fellow, but as true a
gentleman as ever breathed.

“ Now,” he said, when lunch was over, “ you
and I must have a talk together, Mr. Vaughan,
and I will help you to understand your father’s
case.”

I made a movement to go, but sat down again
at Derrick’s request. I think, poor old fellow,
he dreaded being alone, and knowing that I had
seen his father at the worst, thought I might as
well hear all particulars. .

*Major Yaughan,” continued the doctor, ‘ has
now been under my care for some weeks, and I
had some communication with the regimental
surgeon about his case before he sailed. He is
suffering from an enlarged liver, and the diseasa
has been brought on by his unfortunate habit of
over-indulgence in stimulants.” I could almost
have smiled, so very gently and considerately
did the good old man veil in long words the
shameful fact. ‘It is a habit sadly prevalent
among our fellow-countrymen in India; the

-

climate aggravates the mischief, and very many
lives are in this way ruined. Then your father
was also unfortunate enough to contract rheum-
atism when he was camping out in the jungle
last year, and this is increasing on him very
much, so that his life is almost intolerable to
him, and he naturally flies for relief to his great-
est enemy, drink. At all coste, however, you
must keep him from stimulants ; they will only
intensify the disease and the sufferings—in fact
they are poison to a man in such a state. Don’t
think I am a bigot in these matters; but I say
that for a man in such a condition as this there
is nothing for it but total abstinence, and at all
costs your father must be guarded from the
possibility of procuring any sort of intoxicating
drink. Throughout the voyage I have done my
best to shield him, but it was a difficult matter.
His servant, too, is not trustworthy, and should
be dismissed if possibie.”

‘ Had he spoken at all of his plans?” asked
Derlrfick, and Eis voice sounded strangely unlike
itself.

“ He asked me what place in England he had
better settle down in,” said the doctor, ““and 1
strongly recommended him to try Bath. This
seemed to please him, and if he is well enough
he had better go there to-morrow. He men-
tioned your mother this morning; no doubt she
will know how to manage him.”

“My mother died six months ago,” said
Derrick, pushing back his chair and beginning
to pace the room. The doctor made kindly
apologies.

b ‘“ Perhaps you have a sister who could go to

im?” .

*“No,” replied Derrick. “M
is married, and her husband wo
it.”

¢ QOr a cousin or an aunt?”’ suggested the old
man, naively unconscious that the words sound-
ed like a quotation.

I saw the ghost of a smile flit over Derrick’s
harassed faco as he shook his head.

“1 suggested that he should go intc some
home ‘se—cases of the kind,” resumed tne doc-
tor, Jr place himself under the charge of some
medical man; however, he won’t hear of such
a thing. But if he is left to himself—well, it is
all up with him. He will drink himseif to death
in a few months.”

‘“He shall not be left alone,” said Derrick
“J will live with him. Do you think I should
do? It seems to be Hobson’s choice.

I looked up in amazement--for here was Der-
rick calmly giving himself up to a life that must
crush every plan for the future he had made.
Did men make such a choice as that while they
took two or three turns in aroom? Did they
speak so composedly after a struggle that must
have been so bitter? Thinking it over now, I
feel sure it was his extraordinary gift of insight
and his clear judgment which made him behave
in this way. e instantly perceived and

romptly acted ; the worst of the suffering came
ong after.

“OWhy of course you are tho very best person
in the world for him,” said the doctor. ‘< He
has taken a fancy to you, and evidently you
have a certain influence with him. If any one
can save him it will be you.”

But the thought of allowing Derrick to be
sacrificed to that old brute of a major was more
than I could bear calmly.

““A more mad schemeo was never proposed,”
I cried. ‘ Why, doctor, it will be utter ruin to
my friond’s career; he will lose years that
no one can ever make up. And besides he is
unfit for such a strain; he will never stand it.”

My heart felt hot as Y thought of Derrick, with
his highly strung, sensitive nature. his refine-
ment, his gentleness, in constant companionship
with such a man as Major Vaughan.

“My dear sir,” said the old doctor, with a
gleam in his eye, ‘I understand your feeling
well enough. But depend upon it vour friend
has made the right choice, and there is no
goubt that he’ll be strong enough to do his

uty.”

The word reminded mo of the major’s song,
and my voice was abominably sarcastic in tone
as I said to Derrick, * You no longer consider
writing your duty then?”

‘“Yes,” he said, *‘ but it must stand second to
this. Don’t be vexed, Sidney; our plans are
knocked on the head, but it is not 8o bad as you
make out. I have atany rate enough to live on,
and can afford to wait.”

There was no more to be said, and the next
day I saw that strange-trio set out on their road
to Bath. The major looking more wicked when
sober than he had done when drunk; the old
doctor kindly and considerate as ever ; and Der-

only sister
d never allow

rick, with an air of resolution about that English

face of his, and a dauntless expression in his
eyes, which impressed me curiously. .

These quiet reserved fellows are always giv-
ing one odd surprises. He had astounded me
by the vigor and depth of the first volume of
“Lynwood’s Heritage.”” He astonished me now
by a new phase in his own character. Appar-
ently, he who had always been content to follow
where I led, and to watch life rather than take
an active share in it, now intended to strike out
a very decided line of his own-

CHAPTER I+

Both Goethe and Sckhiller were profoundly con-
vinced that Art was no luxury of leisure, no mere
amusement to charm the 1dle or relax the care-
worn; bat a mighty influence, serious in its aims
although pleasurable jn its means; a sister of
Religion, by whose aid the great world scheme was
wrought into reality, —LEWES’S Life of Goelhe.

Max is a se'fish being, and I am a particularly
fine specimen of the race as far as that charac-
teristic goes. If I had a dozen drunken parents
I should never have danced attendance on one
of them ; yetin my secret soul I admired Der-
rick for the line he had taken, for we mostly do
admire what is unlike ourselves and really noblie,
though it is the fashion t, seem totally indiffer-
ent to everything in heaven and earth. Bui all
the same I felt annoyed about the whole busi-
ness, and was glad to forget it in my own affairs
at Mondisfield.

Weeks passed by. I lived through a midsum-
mer dream of happiness, and a hard awaking.
‘Lhat, however, has nothing to do with Derrick’s
story, and may be passed over. In October I
settled down in Montague Street, Bloomsbury,
and began to read for the Bar, in about as dis-
agreeable frame of mind as can be conceived.
One morning I found on my breakfast-table a
letterin Derrick’s handwriting. Like most men,
we hardly ever corresponded-—-what women sa
in the eternal letters they send to each other
can’t ccnceive—but it struck me that under the
circumstances I ought to have sent him a line
to ask how he was getting on, and my conscience
pricked me as I remembered that 1 had hardly
thought of him since we parted, being absorbed
in my own matters. The letter was not very
long, but when one read between the lines it
somehow told a good deal. I have it lying by
me, and this is a copy of it:

“Dear SipNEY—Do like a good fellow go to
North Audley Street for me, to the house which
I described to you as the one where Lynwood
lodged, and tell me what he would see besides
the church from his window—if shops, wbat
kind? Also if any glimpse of Oxford Street
would be visible? Then if you’ll add to your
favors by .getting me a second-hand copy of
Laveleye’s ‘ Socialisme Contemporain,’ I anuld
be forever grateful. We are settled in here all
right. Bath is empty, but I people it as far as I
can with the folk out of ‘Evelina’ and ‘Persua-
sion.” How did you get on at Blachington? and
which of the Misses Merrifield went in the end ?
Don’t bother about the commissions. Auy time
will do. Ever yours, DEeRRICK VAUGHAN.”

Poor old fellow! all the spirit seemed knocked
out of him. There was not one word alout the
mijor, and who could say what wretchedness
was veilea in that curt phrase, ¢ we are settled
in all right?” All right! it was all as wrong as
it could be! My blood began to boil at the
thought of Derrick, with his great powers—his
wonderful gift—cooped up in a place where the
study of life was 8o limited and so dull. Then
there was his hunger for news of Freda, and his
silence as to what had kei)t bhim away from
Blachington, and about all a sort of proud
humility which prevented him from saying
much that I should bave expecied him to say
under the circumstances.

It was Saturday, and my time was my own. I
wentout, got his book for him ; interviewed North
Audley Street; spent a bad five minutes in
company with that villain ‘ Bradshaw,” who is
responsible for 8o much of the brain and eiye
disease of the nineteenth century, and finall
left Paddington in the Flying Dutchman, whic
landed me at Bath early in the afternoon. I
left my portmanteau at the station, and walked
through the city till I reached Gay Street. Like
most of the streets at Bath, it was broad, and
had on either hand dull, well-built, dark gray,

eminentl{] respectable, unutterably dreary-
lookin ouses. I rang, and the door was
opened to me by a most quaint old woman,

evidently the landlady. An odor of curry per-
vaded the passage,and became more oppressive
as the door of the sitting-room was opened, and
I was ushered in upon the major and his son,
who had just finished lunch.

‘“ Halloo!” cried Derrick, springing up, his
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face full of delight, which touched me, while at
the same time it filled me with envy.

Even the major thought fit to give me a hearty
welcome. .

“Glad to see you again,” he said, pleasantly
enough. ‘“It's a relief to have a fresh face to
look at. We have a room which is quite at your
disposal, and I hope you’'ll stay withus. Brought
your portmanteau, eh ?”

It is at the station,” I replied.

““See that it is sent for,” he said to Derrick;
‘““and show Mr. Wharncliffe all that is to be
seen in this cursed hole of a place.” Then,
again turning to me, ‘ Have you lunched?
Very well, then, don’t waste this fine afternoon
inlg.‘n invalid’s room, but be off and enjoy your-
self.”

So cordial was the old man that I should have
thought him already a reformed character, had
I not found that he kept the rough side of his
tongue for home use. Derrick pTaced a novel
and a small hand-bell within his reach, and we
were just going, when we were checked by a
volley of oaths from the major; then a book
came ﬂying across the room, well aimed at Der-
rick’'s head. He stepped aside, and let it fall
with a crash on the sideboard.

‘“ What do you mean by giving me the second
volume when you know Fam in the third?”
fumed the invalid.

He apologized quietly, fetched the third vol-
ume, straightened the disordered leaves of the
discarded second, and with the air of one well
accustomed to such little domestic scenes, took
up his hat and came out with me.

““How long do you mtend to go on playing
David to the major’s Saul?”’ I asked, marveling
at the way in which he endured the humors of
his father.

"‘“As long as I have the charce,” he replied.
“I say, are you sure you won’t mind staying
with us ? It can’t be a verycomfortable house-
hold for an outsider.”

“Much better than for an insider, to all ap-
pearance,” I replied. “I’'m only too delighted
to stay. And now, old fellow, tell me the honest
truth —you didn’t, you know, in your letter; how
have you been getting on?”

Derrick launched into an account of his father’s
ailmentas.

*Oh, hang the major, I don’t care about him,
I want to know about you,” I cried.

“ About me ?” said Derrick, doubtfully. ¢ Oh,
I'm right enough.”

“What do you do with yourself? How on
earth do you kill timo?” I asked. ¢‘Come, give
me a full, true and particular account of it all.”

“We have tried threo other servants,” said
Derrick: ““ but the plan doesn’t answer. They
either won’t stand 1it, or else they are bribed
into smuggling brandy into the house. IfindI
cain do most things for my father, and in the
morning he has an attendant from the hospital
who is trastworthy, and who does what is neces-
sary for him. At ten we breakfast together,
then there are the morning papers which he likes
to have read to him. After that I go round to the
Pamp Room with him—odd contrast now to
what it must have boen when Bath was the rags.
Then wo have lunch. In the afternoon, if he is
.well enough, we drive; if not, he sleeps, and I
get a walk. Later on an old Indian friend of his
will sometimes drop in; if not, he likes to read
until dinner. After dinner we play chess—he is
a first-rate player. At ten I help him to bed;
from eleven to twelve I smoke and study Social-
ism, and all the rest of it that Lynwood is at
present floundering in.”

“ Why don’t you write then ?”

“I tried it, but it didn’t answer. I couldn’t
sleep after it, and was in fact too tired; seems
absurd to be tired after such a day as that, but
somohow it takes it out of one more than tho
hardest reading ; I don’t know why.”

“Why,” I said angrily, ““it’s because it is
work to which you are quite unsuited—work for
a thin-skinned, hard-hearted, uncultivated and
well-paid attendant, not for the novelist who is
to be the chieflight of our generation.”

He laughed at this estimato of his powers.

¢ Novelists, like other cattle, have to obey
their owner,” he said, lightly.

I thought for the moment that he meant the
major, and was breaking into an angry remon-
stance, when I saw that he meant something
quite different. It was always his strongest
point, this extraordinary consciousness of right.
this unwavering belief that he had to do apd
therefore could do certain things. Without this,
I know that he never wrote a line, and in my
heart I believe that this was the cause of his
success.

‘“ Then you are not writing at all ?” I asked.

““Yes, I write genemll for a couple of hours
before breakfast,” he said.

Angd that evening we sat by his gas-stove and
he read me the next four chapters of ¢ Lyn-
wood.” He had rather & dismal lodging-house
bedroom, with faded wall-paper and prosaic
snuff-colored carpet. On a rickety table in the
window was his desk, and a portfolio full of blue
foolscap; but he had done what he could to
make the place habitable : his Oxford pictures
were on the walls—Hoffmann’s ¢ Christ speak-
ing to the Woman taken in Adultery” hanging
over the mantel-piece—it had always been a
favorite of his. remember that, as he read
the description of Lynwood and his wife, I kept
looking from him to the Christ in the picture.
till I could almost have fancied that each face
bore the same expression. Had his strange,
monotonous life with that old brute of a & major
brought him some new perception of those
words, ‘“Neither do I condemn thee”? But
when he stopped reading, I, true to my charac-
ter, forgot his affairs in my own, and we sat
talking far into the night—talking of that luck-
less month at Mondisfield, of all the prob-
lems it had opened up, and of my wretched-
ness.

““You were in town all September ?”’ he asked ;
‘“ you gave up Blanchington?” .

“Yes,” I replied. ¢ What did I care for coun-
try houses in such a mood as that ?”

He acquiesced, and I went on talking of my
grievances, and it was not till I was in the train,
on my way back to London, that I remembered
how a look of disappointment had passed over
his face just at the moment. Evidently he had
counted on learning something about Freda
from me, and 1—well, I had clean forgotten both
her existence and his passionate love.

Something. probably sclf-interest, the desire
for my friend’s company, and so forth, took me
down to Bath pretty frcquently in those days;
luckily the major had a sort of liking for me,
and was always polite cinough; and dear old
Derrick—well, I believe my visits really helped
to brighten him up. At any rate he said he
couldn’t have borne his life without them, and
for a skeptical, dismal, cynical fellow like me to
hear that was somehow flattering. The mere
force of contrast did me good. I used to come
back on the Monday wondering that Derrick
didn’t cut his throat, and realizing that, after
all, it was something to be a free agent, and to
have comfortable rooms in Montague Street,
and no old bear of a drunkard to disturb my
peace. And thean a sort of admiration sprung
up i my heart, and tho cynicism bred of melan-
choly broodings over solitary pipes was less
rampant than usual.

It was, I tbink, early in the new year thatI
met Lawrence Vaughan in Bath. © was not
staying at Gay Street, so I could still have the
vacant room next to Derrick’s. Lawrence put
up at the York House Hotel.

‘“ For you know,” he informed me, “1I really
can’t stand the governor for more than an hour
or two at a time.”’

** Derrick manages to do it,” I said.

““Oh, Derrick, yes,” he replied, ¢ it’s his
metier, and he is well accustomed to the life.
Besides, you know, he is such a dreamy, quiet
sort of fefllow ; he lives all the time in a world of
his own creation. and bears the discomforts of
this world with great Iphilosophy. Actually he
has turncd teetotaler! It would kill me in a
week.”

1 make & point of never arguing with a fellow
like that, but I think I had a vindictive longing,
a8 I looked at him, to shut him up with the
m;'xljor for a month and see what would haEEen.

hese twin brothers were curiously alike in
face and curiously unlike in nature. So much
for the great science of physiognomy. It often
seemed to me that they were the complement of
each other. For instance, Derrick in society
was extremely silent, Lawrence was a rattling
talker ; Derrick when alone with you would now
and then reveal unsuspected depths of thought
and expression ; Lawrence when alone with you
very frequently showed himself to be a cad.
The elder twin was modest and diffident, the
vounger inclined to brag; the one had a strong
tenden~y to melancholy, the other was blessed
or cursed with the sort of temperament which
has been said to accompany ““a hard heart and
& good digestion.”

“I was not surprised to find that the son who
could not tolerate the governor’s presence for
more than an hour or two was a prime favorite
with the old man ; that was just the way of the
world. Of course, the major was as polite as
possible to him ; Derrick got the kicks and Law-
rence the halfpence.

In the evenings we played whist, Lawrence

coming in after dinner, ¢ For, you know,” he
explained to me, ‘I really couldn’t get through
a meal with nothing but those infernal minerak
waters to wash it down.”

And here I must own that at my first visit I
had sailed rather close to the wind; for when
the major, like the hatter in  Alice,” pressed
me to take wine, I—not seeing any—had an-
swered that I did not take it; mentally adding
the words ‘“in your house, you brute.”

The two brothers were fond of each other
after a fashion. But Derrick was human, like
the rest of us; and I'm pretty sure he did not.
much enjoy the sight of his father’s foolish and
unreasoning devotion to Lawrence. If youcome
to think of it, he would have been & full-fledged.
angel if no jealous pang, no reflection that it
was rather rough on him had crossed his mind,
when he saw his younger brother treated with
every mark of respect and liking, and knew that.
Lawrence would never stir a finger to help the
poor fractious invalid. Unluckily they hap-

ened one night to get on the subject of pro-
essions.

“It’s a comfort,” said the major, in his sar-
castic way, ‘“‘to have a fellow-soldier to talk to
instead of a quill-driver, who as yet is not even
a penny-a-liner. Eh, Derrick? Don’t you feek
inclined to regret your fool’s choice now? You
might have been starting off for the war with
Lawrence next week if you hadn’t chosen what

ou're pleased to call a literary life. Literary
ife, indeed! I little thought a son of mine
would ever have been so wanting in spirit as to
prefer dabbling in ink to alife of action—to be
the scribbler of mere words, rather than an offi-
cer of dragoons.”

Then tc my astonishment Derrick sprung to
his feet in hot indignation. I never saw him
look so handsome, before or since; for his
anger was not the distorting devilish anger
that the major gave way to, but real downright
wrath.

“You speak contemptuously of mere novels,’”
he said, 1n & low voice, yet more clearly than
usual, and as if the words were wrung out of
him. “What right have you to look sown on
one of the greatest weapons of ‘he day? and
why is a writer to submit to scoffs and insults
and tamely hear his profession reviled? I have
chosen to write the message that has been given
me, and I don’t regret the choice. Should I
have shown greater spirit if I had sold my free-
dom and right of judgment to be one of the
national killing machines ?”’

With that he threw down his cards and strode
out of the room in a white heat of anger. It was
a pity he made that last remark, for it put him
in the wrong, and needlessly annoyed Lawrence
and the major. But an angry man has no time
to weigh his words, and, as I said, poor old
Derrick was very human, and when wounded too
intolerably could on occasion retaliate.

The major uttered an oath and looked in
astonishment at the retreating figure. Derrick
was such an extraordinarily quiet, respectful,
long-suffering son as a rule, that this outburst
was startling in the extreme. Moreover, it

spoiled the game, and the old man, chafed by .

the result of his own ill-nature, and helpless to
bring back his partner, was forced to betake
himself to chess. I left him grumbling away to
Lawrence about the vanity of authors, and went
out in the hope of finding Derrick. As I left
the house I saw some one turn the corner into
the Circus, and starting in pursuit overtook the
tall dark figure where Bennett Street opens on
to the Lansdowne Hill.

“I'm glad you spoke up, old fellow,” I said,
taking his arm.

He modified his pace a little. ¢ Why is it,”
he exclaimed, “that every other profession can
be taken seriously, but that a novelist’s work is
supposed to be mere play? Good God! don’t
we suffer enough? Have we not hard brain-
work and drudgery of desk-work and tedious

athering of statistics and troublesome search
into details? Have we not an appalling weight
of responsibitity on us ?—and are we not at the
mercy of a thousand capricious chances ?”’

‘““Come now,” I exclaimed, “ you know that
you are never 8o happy as when you are writ-
ng.”

“Of course,” he replied; ‘“but that doesn’t
make me resent such an attack the less. Be-
sides, you don’t know what it is to have to write
in such an atmosphere as ours; it's like a
weight on one’s pen. This life here is not life
at all—it’s a daily death, and it’s killing the
book, too; the last chapters are wretched. I'm
utterly dissatisfied with them.”

‘“ As for that,” I said, calmly, ¢ you are no
judge at all. You never can tell the worth of
your own work ; the last bit is splendid.”
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«“T could have done it better,” he groaned.
<« But there is always a ghsstly depression
dragging one back here—and then the time is
so short; just as one gets into the swing of it
the breakfast-bell rings and then comes—" He
broke off.

I could well supply the end of the sentence,
however, for I knew that then came the slow
torture of a tete-a-tete with the major, stinging
sarcasms, humiliating scoldings, vexations an
ditficulties innumerable. )

I drew him to the left, having no mind to go to
the top of the hill. We slackened our pace
again, and walked to and fro along the broad,
level pavement of Lansdowne Crescent. We
had it entirely to ourselves—not anoJher crea-
ture was in sight. .

¢ could bear it all,” he burst forth, “if only
there was a chance of seein{z Freda. Oh, you
are better off than I am—at least you know the
worst. Your hope is killed, butaine lives on a
tortured, starved lifel Would to God I had
never seen her!”

Certainly beriore that night I had never quite
realized the irrevocableness of poor Derrick’s
passion. I had half hoped thattime and separa-
tion would gradually efface Freda Merrifield
from his memory ; and I listened with dire fore-
boding to the flood of wretchedness which he
poured forth as we paced up and down, thinking
now and then how little people guessed at the
tremendous powers hidden under his usually
quiet exterior.

At last he paused, but his last heart-broken
words seemed to vibrate in the air and to force
me to speak some kind of comfort.

“ Derrick,” 1 said, ‘“come back with me to
London—give up this miserable life.”

I felt him start a little ; evidently no thought
of vielding had come to him before. We were
passing the house that used to belong to that
strange book-lover and recluse, Beckford. Ilook-
ed up at the blank windows, and thought of that
curious, self-centered life in the past, surround-
ed by every luxury, able to indulge every whim ;
and then I looked at my companion’s pale, tor-
tured face, and thought of the life he had elected
to lead in the hope of saving one whom duty
bound him to honor. After all, which life was
the most worth living—which was the most to be
admired?

We walked on; down below us and up on the
further hill we cculd see the lights of Dath ; the
place so beautiful by day, looked now like a
fairy city, and the abbey, looming up against
the moonlit sky, seemed like somo great giant
keeping watch over the clustering roofs below.
The well-known chimes rang out into the night
and the clock struck ten.

1 must go back,” said Derrick, quietly. My
father will want to go to bed.”

I couldn’t say a word : we turned, passcd
Beckford’s house once more, walked briskly
down the hill, and reached the Gay Street
lodging-house. I remember the stifiing heat of
the room as we entered it, and its contrast to
the cool, dark, winter’s night outside. I can
vividly reecall, too, the old major’s face as he
looked up with a sarcastic remark, but with a
shade of anxiety in his blood-shot eyes. He
was leaning back in a green-cushioned chair,
and his ghastly yellow complexion seemed to be
more noticeable than usual—his scanty gray
hair and whiskers, the lines of pain so plainly
visible in his face, impressed me curiously. I
think I had never before realized what a wreck
of a man he was—how utterly dependent on
others.

Lawrence, who, to do him justice, had a good
deal of tact, and who I believe cared for his
brother as much as he was capable of caring
for any one but himself, repeated a good story
with which he had been enlivening the major,
and I did what I could to keep up the talk.
Derrick meanwhile put away the chessmen, and
lighted the major’s candle. He even managed
to force up a laugh at Lawrence’s story, and, as
he helped his father out of the room, I think I
was the only one who noticed the look of tired
endurance in his eyes.

CHAPTER V.
I know
How far high failure overtops the bounds
Of low successes. Only suffering draws
The inner heart of song, and can elicit,
The perfumes of the soul.—Epic of Hades.

NEexT week, Lawrence went off like a hero to
the war ; and my friend--also I think like a hero
—stayed on at Bath, enduring as best he could
the worst form of loneliness; for undoubtedly
there is no loneliness so frightful as constant
companionship with an uncongenial person. He
had, however, one consolation: the major’s
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health steadily improved, under the joint influ-
ence of total abstinence and Bath waters, and,
with the improvement his temper became a lit-
tle better.

But one Saturday, wheh I had run down to
Bath without writing beforehand, I suddenly
found a different state of things. In Orange
Grove I met Dr. Mackrill, the major’s medical
man ; he used now and then to play whist with
us on Saturday nights, and I stopped 1o speak
to him.

*“Oh, you’ve come down again! That’s all
right,” he said. ‘Your friend wants some one
to cheer him up. He’s got hisarm broken.”

‘“How on earth did he manage that?” I
asked.

“Well, that’'s more than I can tell you,” said
the doctor, with an odd look in his eyes, as if he
guessed more than he would put into words.
*“All I can get out of him was that it was done
accidentally. The major is not so well; no
whist for us to-night, I'm afraid.” He passed on,
and I made my way to Gay Street. There was
an air of mystery about the quaint old landlady ;
she looked brimful of news when she opened
the door to me; but she managed to ‘ keep
herself to herself,” and showed me in upon the
major and Derrick, rather triumphantly I
thought. The major looked terribly ill-worse
than I had ever seen him; and as for Derrick,
he had the strangest look of shrinking and
shamefacedness you ever saw. He said he was
glad to see me, but I knew that he lied. He
would have given anything to have kept me
away.

“Broken your arm?” I exclaimed, feeling
bound to take some notice of the sling.

‘“Yes,"” he replied, “I met with an accident
to it. But luckily it is only the left one, so it
doesn’t hinder me much! I have finigshed
seven chapters of the last voume of ‘Lynwood,’
and was just wanting to ask you a legal ques-
tion.”

All this time his eyes bore my scrutiny defi-
antly ; they scemed to dare me to say one word
about the broken arm. I didn’t dare—indeed
to this day I have never mentioned the subject
to him. -

But that evening, while he was helping the
major to bed, the old lady made some pretext
for toiling up to the top of the house, where I
sat smoking in Derrick’s room.

“You’ll excuse my making bold to speak to
you, sir,” she said. I threw down my news-

aper,eund, looking up, saw that she was bub-
ling over with some story.

“Well ¥ 1 said, encouragingly. .

“It’s about Mr. Vaughan, sir, I wanted to
speak to you. I really do think, sir, it’s not
safe he should be left alone with his father, sir,
any longer. Such doings as we had here the
other day, sir. Somehow or other—and none of
us can’t think how—tho major had managed to

et hold of a bottle of brandy. How he had it I

on’t know; but we none of us suspected him,
and in the afternoon he says he was too poorly
to go for a drive or to go cut in his chair, and
scttles off on the parlor sofa for a nap while Mr,
Vaughan goes for a walk. Mr. Yaughan was out
a couple of hours. Iheard him ¢ome in and go
into the sitting-room; then there came sounds
of voices and a scuflling of feet and moving of
chairs, and I.knew something was wrong and
hurried up to the door—and just then came a
crash like tire-irons, and I could hear the major
a-swearing fearful. Not hearing a sign from
Mr. Vaughan, I got scared, sir, and opened the
door, and theregl saw the major a-leaning up
against the mantel-picce as drunk as a lord, and
his son seemed to have got the bottle from him ;
it was half empty, and when he saw me he just
handed it to me and ordered me to take it away.
Then between us we got the major to lie down
on the sofa and left him there. When we got
out into the passage Mr. Vaughan he leaned
against the wall for a minute, looking as white
as a sheet, and then I noticed for the first time
that his left arm was hanging down at his side.
‘Lord! sir,” I cried, ‘your arm’s broken.” And
he went all at once as red as he had been pale
just before, and said he had got it done acci-
dentally, and bade me say nothing about it, and
walked off there and then to the doctor’s, and
had it set. But, sir, given a man drunk as the
major was, and given a scuffle to get away the
drink that was poisoning him, and given a crash
such as I heard, and given a poker a-lying in
the middle of the room where it stands to reason
no poker could get unless it was thrown—why,
sir, no sensible woman who can put two and
two together can doubt that it was all the ma-
jor’s oin%”
“Yes,” I said, “that is clear enough; but
for Mr. Vaughan’s sake we must hush it up;

and, as for safety, why, the major is hardiy
:ﬁrong enough to do him any worse damage than
at.’

The good old thing wiped away a tear from
her eyes. She was very fond of Derrick, and it
went to her heart that he should lead such &
dog’s life. .

Ig said what I could to comfort her, and she
went down again, fearful lest he should discover
her up-stairs and guess that she had opened hep
heart to me.

Poor Derrick! That he of all people on earth
should be mixed up with such a police-court
story—with drunkards, and violence, and pokers
figuring in it! I layback in the camp-chair and
looked at Hoffman’s ¢ Christ,” and thought of
all the extraordinary problems that one is for-
ever coming across in life. And I wondered
if the people of Bath who saw the tall, impas-
sive-looking, hazel-eyed son and the invalid
father in their daily pilgrimages to the Pum
Room, or in church on Sunday, or in the Pa
on sunny afternoons, had the least mnotion of
the tragedy that was going on. My reflections
were interruﬁted by his entrance. He had
forced up a cheerfulness that I am sure he did
not really feel, and seemed afraid of letting our
talk flag for a moment. I remember, too, that
for the first time he offered toread me his novel,
instead of as usual waiting for me to ask to hear
it. I can see him now, fetching the untidy port-
folioand turning over the pages, adroitly enough,
as though anxious to show how immaterial was
the loss of a left arm. That night I listened to
the first half of the third volume of “ Lynwood’s
Heritage,” and couldn’t help reflecting that its
author seemed to thrive on misery ; and yet how
I grudged him to this deadly-lively place, and
this monotonous, cooped up life.

““How do you manage to write one-handed ?”
I asked.

And he sat down to his desk, put a letter-
weight on the left hand corner of the sheet of
foolscap, and wrote that comical first paragraph
of the eighth chapter over which we have all
langhed. I supFose few readers guessed the
author’s state of mind when he wrote it. I
looked over his shoulder to see what he had
written, and couldn’t help laughing aloud; I
verily believe that it was his way of turning off
attention from his arm, and leading me safely
from the region of awkward questions.

‘“ By the bye,” I exclaimed, *‘ your writing of
garden parties reminds me. [ wentto one at
Campden Hill the other day, and had the good
fortune to meet Miss Freda Merrifield.”

How his face lighted up, poor fellow, and
what a flood of ﬁ]uestions he poured out. ‘ She
looked very well and very pretty,” I repliedh I
played two sets of tennis with her. She asked
after you directly she saw me, seeming to think
that we always hunted in couples. I told her
you were living here, taking care of an invalid
father ; but just then up came the others to ar-
range the game. She and I got the best courts,
and as we crossed over to them she told me she
had met your brother several times last au-
tumn, when she had been staying near Alder-
shot. Odd that he never mentioned her here ;
but I don’t suppose she had much impression
on him. She i3 not at all his style.”

“Did you have much talk with her?” he
asked.

*“No, nothing o be called talk. She told me
they were leaving London next week, and she
was longing to get back to the country, to her
beloved animals—rabbits, poultry, an aviary,
and all that kind of thing. I should gather that
they had kept her in the background this sea-
son, but I understand that the eldest sister is
to be married in the winter, and then no doubt
Miss Freda will be brm\lﬁht forward.” ‘

He seemed wonderfully cheered by this op-
portune meeting, and though there was so little
to tell, he appeared to be quite content. I left
him on Monday in fairly good spirits, and did
not come across him again till September, when
his arm was well, and ﬁis novel finished and re-
vised. He never made two copies of his work,
and I fanci this was because he spent so short
a time each day in actual writing, and lived so
continually in his work ; moreover, as I said
before, he detested penmanship.

The last part of ‘““ Lynwood ” far exceeded m
expectations ; perhaps—yet I really don’t thin
so—I viewed it too favorably. But I owed the
book a debt of gratitude, since it certainly help-
ed me through the worst part of my life.

;%on’t you feel flat now that it is finished 7’ I
asked.

‘I felt so miserable that I had to plunge into
another stox(iy three days after,” he replied ;
and then and there he gave me a sketch of his
second novel, “ At Sight,” and told me how he
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meant to weave in his childish fancies about the
defense of the bridge in the Civil Wars,.

‘“ And about ‘ Lynwood ?” Are you coming up
to town to hawk him around ?” I asked.

_“Ican’t do that,” he said; ‘“you see I am
tied here. No, I must send him off by rail,
and let him take his chances.”

‘“Nosuch thing!” I cried. “If you can’t
leave Bath I will take him round for you.”

And Derrick, who with the oddest inconsis-
tency would let his MS. lic about anyhow at
home, but hated the thought of sending it out
alone on its travels, gladly accepted my offer.
So next week I set off with the huge brown-
paper narcel ; few, however, will appreciate my
ood nature, for no one but an author or a pub-
sher knows the fearful weight of a three-vol-
ume novelin MS.! To my intense satisfaction [
soon got rid of it, for the first good firm to which I
took it received it with great politeness, to be
handed over to their ““ reader’ for an opinion;
and apparently the ‘‘ reader’s ” opinion coincided
with mine, for a month later Derrick received an
offer for it with which he at once closed—not
because it was a good one, but because the irm
was well thought of, and because he wished to
Jose no time, but to have the book published at
once. I happened to be there when his firsf
‘““proofs ”” arrived. The major had had an at-
tack of jaundice, and was in a fiendish humor.
We had a miserably time of it at dinner, for he
badgered Derrick almost psst bearing, and I
think the poor old fellow minded it more when
there was a third person present. Somehow,
through all, he managed to keep his extraordi-
* nary capacity for reverencing mere age—even
this degraded and detestable old age ot the ma-
. jor’s. I onlythoughtthat in this he was like
my own ancestor, Hugo Wharncliffe, whose def-
erence and respectfulness and patience had not
descended to me, while unfortunately the effects
of his physical infirmities had. I sometimes
used to reflect bitterly enongh on the truth of
Herbert Spencer’s teaching as to heredity, so
clearly shown in my own case. In the year 1683,
throuzh the abominable cruelty and harshness
of his brother Randolph, this Hugo Wharncliffe,
my great-great-great-groat-great-grandfather,
was immured in Newgate, and his constitution
was thereby so much impaired and enfeebled
that two hundred years after, my constitution is
paying the penalty, and my whole lifeis thereby
changed and thwarted. ence this childless
Randolph is affecting the course of several
lives in the nineteenth century to their griev-
ous hurt.

But rerenons a nos moutons—that is to say, to
our lion and lamb—the old brute of a major and
his long suffering son.

While the tabie was being clearcd, the major
took forty winks on the sofa, and we two beat a
retreat, lighted up our pipes in tho passage, and
were just turning out when the postman’s double
knock came, but no shower of letters in the box.
Derrick threw open the door, and the man
handed him a fat stumpy-looking roll in a pink
wrapper.

“Ysav!” he exclaimed, ¢ proofs !”

And, in hot haste, he began tearing away the
pink paper, till out came the folded bits of print-
ing and the dirty and disheveled blue fooleap,
the look of which I knew so well. It i3 an odd
feeling, that first seeing one’s sclf in print, and
I could guess, even then, what a thrill shot
through Derrick as he turned over the pages.
Buat he would not take them into the sitting-
room, no doubt dreading another diatribe
against his profession; and we solemnly played
euchre, and patiently endured the major’s with-
ering sarcasms till ten o’clock sounded our
haﬁpy release.

owcver, to make a long story short, a month
later—that is, at the end of November—*¢ Lyn-
wood’'s Heritaga” was published in three vol-
umes with maroon cloth and gilt lettering. Der-
rick had distributed among his friends the pub-
lishers’ announcement of the day of publication,
and when it was out I besieged the Ebraries for
it, always expressing surprise if I did not tind it
in their lists. Then bogan tho time of reviews.
As I had expected, they were extremely favor-
able, with the exception of ¢‘ The Herald,” ** The
Stroller,” and ** The Hour,” which made it ra-
ther hot for him, the latter in particular pitching
into his vicws and assuring it3 readers that the
book was ‘ dangerous,” and its author a believer
in- -various things especially repugnant to Der-
rick, as it happened.

I was with him when he read these reviews.
QOver the cleverness of tho satirical attack in
“The Weekly Herald” ho laughed hearti'y,
though the laugh was against himself; and as
10 the critic who wrots in ** The Stroller,” it was
apparent to all who knew ¢ Lynwood” that he
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had not read much of the book ; but over this
review in ‘“ The Hour ’ he was genuinely angry
—it hurt him personally, and as it afterward
turned out, played no small part in the story of
his life. The good reviews however, were many
and their recommendation of the book hearty;
they all prophesied that it would be a great suc-
cess. Yet, in spite of this, +‘ Lynwood’s Herit-
age” didn’t sell. Was it, as I had feared, that
Derrick was too devoid of the pushing faculty
ever to make a successful writer? Or was 1t
that he was handicapped by being down in the
provinces playing keeper to that abominable
old bear? Anyvhow, the book was well received,
read with enthusiasm by an extremely small
circle, and then it dropped down to the bottom
among the mass of overlooked literature, and
its career seemed to be over. I can recall the
look in Derrrick’s face when one day he glanced
through the new Mudie & Smith’s lists and
found ¢ Lynwood’s Heritage” no longer down.
I had been trying to cheer him up about the
book and quoting all the favorable remarks I
Lad heard about it. But unluckily this was
damning evidence against my optimist views.

He sighed heavily and put down the lists.

“It’s po usa to deceive one’s self,” he said,
drearily. ‘‘Lynwood’ has failed.”

Something in the deep depression of look and
tone gave me a momentary insight ijto the au-
thor’s heart. He thought, I know, of the agony
of mind this book had cost him, of-those long
months of waiting and their deadly struggle, of
the hopes which made all he had passed through
geem 80 well worth while ; and the bitterness of
the disappointment was no doubt intensified by
the knowledge that the major would rejoice
over it.

We walked that afternoon along the Bradford
Valley, a road which Derrick was specially fond
of. Heloved the thickly wooded hills, and the
glimFses of the Avon which, flanked by the
canal and the railwag, runs parallel with the
high-road ; he always admired, too, a certain
little village with gray stone cottages which lay
in this direction, and liked to look at the side of
the old hall near the road; nothing remained of
it but the tall gate-posts, and rusty iron gates
looking strangely dreary and deserted, and with-
in ono could see, between some dark yew-trees,
an old terrace walk with stone steps and balus-
trades—the most ghostly-looking place you can
conceive. :

I know you’ll put this into a book some day,”
I said.

“Yes,” ho said, “it is already beginning to
simmer in my brain.” Apparently his deep dis-
appointment as to his first venture had in no
way affected his perfectly clear consciousness
that, come what would, he had to write.

As we walked back to Bath he told me his
““Ruined Hall > story as faras it had yet evelved
itself in his brain, and we were still discussing
it when in Milsom Street we met a boy crying
evening papers, and details of the last great
battle at Saspataras Hill.

Derrick broke off hastily, everything but anx-
iety for Lawrence driven from his mind.

CHAPTER YVI.
Say not, O Soul, thou art defeated,
Because thou art distrest;
If thon of'detter things are cheated,
Thou canst not be of best,.—7. I, Lynch.

““Goop heavens, Sidney!” he exclaimed, in
great excitement, and with his whole face aglow
with pleasure, ‘‘look here !”

He pointed to a few lines in the paper which
mentioned the heroic conduct of Lieutenant L.
Vaughan, who at the risk of his life had rescued
a brother officer when surrounded by, the enemy
and completely disabled. Lieutenant Vaughan
had man . zed to mount the wounded man on his
own herse and had miraculously escaped him-
self with nothing worse than a sword-thrust in
the left arm.

We went home in triumph to the major, and
Derrick read the whole account aloud. With all
his dectestation of war, he was necvertheless
greatly stirred by the discription of the gallant

efense of the attacked position—and fora time
we were all at one, and could talk of nothing but
Lawrence’s heroism, and Victoria crosses, and
the prospects of peace. However, all too soon,
the major’a fiendish temper returned, and he
began to use the event of the day as a weapon
against Derrick, continually taunting him with
the contrast between his stay-at-home life of
scribbling and Lawrence’s life of heroic adven-
ture. I could never make out whether he want-
ed to goad his son into leaving him, in order
that he might drink himself to geath in peace,
or whether he merely indulged in his natural

love of tormenting, valuing Derrick’s devotion
as conducive to his own comfort, and knowing
that hard words would not drive him from what
he deemed his duty. I rather incline to the lat-
ter view, but the old major was always an enig-
ma to me ; norcan I to this day make out his
raison-d’etre, except on the theory that the
training of a novelist required a course of slow
torture, and that the old man was sent into the
world to be a sort of thorn in the flesh of Der-
rick.

What with the disappointment of his first book
and tne difficulty of writing his second, the fierce
craving for Freda’s presence, the struggle not
to allow his admiration for Lawrence’s bravery
to become poisoned by envy under the influence
of the major’s incessant attacks, Derrick had
just then a hard time of it. - He never complain-
ed, but I noticed a great change in him; his
melancholy increased, his flashes of humor and
merriment became fewer and fewer—I began to
Le afraid that he would break down.

“For God’s sake!” I exclaimed, one evening
when left alone with the doctor, after an even-
ing of whist, ‘**do order the major to London.
Derrick has been mewed up with him here for
nearly two vears, and I don’t think he can stand
it much longer.”

So the doctor kindly contrived to advise the
major to consult a well-known London physi-
cian and to spend a fortnight in town, further
suggesting that a month at Ben Rhydding might
be enjoyable before settling down at Bath again
for the winter. Luckily the major took to the
idea, and just as Lawrence returned from the
war, Derrick and his father returned to town.
The change seemed likely to work well, and I
was able now and then to release my friend and
play cribbage with the old man for an hour or
two while Derrick tore about London, inter-
viewed his publisher, made researches into sev-
enteenth-century documents at the British Mu-
seum, and somehow managed in his rapid way
to acquire those glimpses of life and character
which he afterward turned to such good ac-
count. All was grist that came to his mill, and
at first the mere sight of his old howme, London,
scemed to revive him. Of course at the very
first opportunity he called at the Probyn’s, and
we both of us received an invitation to go there
on the following Wednesday to see the march-
past of the troops and to lunch. Derrick was
nearly beside himself at the prospect, for he
knew that he should certainly meet Freda at
last, and the mingled pain and bliss of being
actually in tho same place with her, yet as com-
pletely separated as if seas rolled between them,
was beginning to try him terribly.

Meantime, Lawrence turned up again, ﬁreatly
improved in every way by all that he had lived
through, but rather too ready to fall in with his
father’s tone toward Derrick. The relations be-
tween the two brothers—always a little peculiar
—became more and more ditticult, and the ma-
jor seemed to enjoy pitting them against each
other.

At length the day of the reviewarrived. Der-
rick was not looking well, his eyes were heavy
with sleeplessness, and the major had been
unusua.llf exasperating at breakfast that morn-
ing, so that he started with a jaded, worn-out
feeling that would not wholly yield even to the
excitement of this long-expected meeting with
Freda. When he found himself in the great
drawing-room at Lord Probyn’s house, amid a
buzz of talk and a crowd of strangc faces, he
was seized with one of those sudden attacks of
shyness to which he was always liable. In fact,
he had been so long alone with the old major
that this plunge in society was too great a re-
action, and the very thing he had so longed for
became a torture to him.

Freda was at the other end of the room talk-
ing to Keith Collins, the wecll-known member
for Codrington, whoso curious but attractive
face was known to all the world through the
caricature of it in ‘‘Punch.” I knew that she
saw Derrick, and that he instantly perceived
her, and that a miserablessense of separation,
of distance, of hopelessness overwhelmed him
as he looked. After all, it was natural enough.
For two years he had thought of Freda night
and day; in his unutterably dreary life her
memory had been his refreshment, his solace,
his companion. Now he was suddenly brought
face to face, not with the Freda of his dreams,
but with a fashionable, beautifully dressed,
much-sought girl, and he felt that a gulf lay
between them ; it was the gulf of experience.
Freda’s life in society, the whirl of gayety, the
excitement and success which she has been en-
joying throughout the season, and his miserable
monotony of companionship with his invalid
father, of hard work and weary disappointment,
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had broken down the bond of union that had
once existed between them. From either side
they looked at each other—Freda with a wonder-
fng perplexity, Derrick with a dull grinding
pain at his heart.

Of course they spoke to each other; but I
fancy the merest Elatitudes passed between
them. Somehow they had lost touch,, and a
crowded London drawing-room was haJdly the

lace to regain it.

P So youlg?lovel is really out,” I heard her sa
to him in that deep, clear voice of hers. *
like the design on the cover.” ) ]

¢« Oh, have you read the book ?” said Derrick,
coloring.

“ Well, no,” she said, truthfully. “I wanted
to read it, but my father wouldn’t let me—he is
very particular about what we read.”

That frank but not very happily worded answer
was like a stab to poor Derrick. He had given
to the world, then, a book that was not fit for
her to read. This ¢ Lynwood,” which had been
written with his own heart’s blood, was counted
a dangerous, poisonous thing, from which she
must be guarded. )

Freda must have seen that she had hurt him,
for she tried hard to retrieve her words.

‘It was tantalizing to have it actually in the
house, wasn’t it ? I have a grudge against ‘ The
Hour,’ for it was the review in that w lch- set my
father against it.” Then, rather anxious to
leave the difficult subiect—“ And has your

brother quite recovered from his wound ?”

I think she was a little vexed that Derrick did
not show more animation in his replies about
Lawrence’s adventures during the war; the less
he responded the more enthusiastic she became,
and I'm perfectly sure that in her heart she was
thinking : .

““He 18 jealous of his brother’s fame—I am
disappointed in him. He has grown dull, and
absent, and stupid, and he is dreadfully wanting
in small talk. ffear that his life down in the
provinces is turning him into a bear.” )

She brought the conversation back to his
book ; but there was a little ‘touch of scorn in
her voice, as if she thought to herself: “1 sup-
pose he is one ot those pecple who can talk only
on one subject—his own doings.” Her manner
was almost brusque. )

“Your novel has had a great success, has it
not ?”’ she asked.

He instantly perceived her thought, and re-
plied with a touch of dignitﬁ and a proud smile :

“On the contrary, it has been a great failure ;
only three hundred and nine copies have been
sold.”

I wonder at that,” said Freda, ¢ for one so
often hears it talked of.”

He promptly changed the topic, and began to
speak of the march-past. ‘I want to see Lord
Starcross,” he added. ‘I have no idea what a
hero is like.”

Just then Lady Probyn came up, followed by
an elderly harpy in spectacles and false, much-
frizzled fringe.

“Mrs. Carsteen wishes to be introduced to
you, Mr. Vaughan ; she is a great admirer of
your writings.”

And poor Derrick, who was then unused to
the species, had to stand and receive a flood of
the most fulsome flattery, delivered in a strident
voice, and to bear the critical and prolonged
stare of the spectacled eyes. Nor would the
harpy easily release her prer. She kept him
much against his will, and 1 saw him looking
wistfully now and then toward Freda.

“ It amuses me,” I said to her, ‘“ that Derrick
Vaughan should be so anxious to see Lord
Starcross. It reminds me of Charles Lamb’s
anxiety to see Kosciusko, for,” said he, ‘I have
never seen a hero; I wonder how, they look,’
while all the time he himself was living a life of
heroic self-sacrifice.”

¢ Mr. Vaughan, I should think, need only look
at his brother,” said Freda, missing the drift of
m{ speech.

longed to tell her what it was possible to tell
of Derrick’s life, butat that moment Sir Richard
Merrifield introduced to his daughter a girl in
& huge hat and great flopping sleeves, Miss
Isaacson, whose picture at the Grosvenor had
been so much talked of. Now the little artist
knew no one in the room, and Freda saw fit to
be extremely friendly to her. She was intro-
duced to me, and T did my best fo talk to her
and set Freda at liberty as soon as the harpy
had released Derrick ; but my endeavors were
frustrated, for Miss Isaacson, having looked me
well over, decided that I was not at all intense,
but a mere common-place, slightly cynical
worldling, and having exchanged a few luke-
warm remarks with me, she returned to Freda,

and stuck to her like a burr for the rest of the
time.

We stood out on the balcony to see the troops
oby. It was a fine sight, and we all became
ighly enthusiastic. Freda eni'loyed the mere
ageant like a child ane was delighted with the

gorses. She looked now more like the Freda of
the yacht, and I wished that Derrick could be
near her; but, as’ill luck would have it, he was
at some distance, hemmed in by an impassable
barrier of eager spoctators.

Lawrence Vaughan rode past, looking wonder-
fully well in his uniform. He was riding a spir-
ited bay, which took Freda’s fancy amazingly,
though she reserved her chief enthusiasm for
Lord 8tarcross and his steed. It was not untid
all was over and we had returned to the draw-
ing-room, that Derrick managed to get the talk
with Freda for which I knew he was longing,
and then they were fated, apparently, to disa-
gree. 1 was standing near and overheard the
close of their talk. '

“I do believe you must be & member of the
Peace Society!” said Freda, impatiently. ‘Or
perhaps you have turned Quaker. But I want
to introduce you to my godfather, Mr. Fleming ;
you know it was his son whom your brother
saved.” .

And I heard Derrick being introduced as the
brother of the hero of Saspataras Hill ; and the
next day he received a card for one of Mrs.
Fleming's receptions, Lawrence having pre-
viously been invited to dine there on the same
night.

Vhat happened at that party I never exactly
understooxf. All I could gather was that Law-
rence had been tremendously feted, that Freda
had been present, and that poor old Derrick
was as miserable as he could be when I next
saw him. Putting two and two together, I guessed
that he had been tantalized bﬁ a mere sight of
her, possibly tortured by watching more favored
men enjoying lon% tete-a-tetes ; but he would say
little or nothing about it,and when, soon after,
he and the major left London, I feared that
the fortnight had done my friend harm instead
of good.

CHAPTER VII.

Then in that hour rejoice, since only thus
Can that proud heart grow wholly piteous.
Thus only to the world thy speech can flow
Charged with the sad authority of woe.
sSince no man nurtured in the shade can sing
To a true note one psalm of conquering;
Warriors must chant it whom our own eyes see
Red from the battle and more bruised than we,
Men who have borne the worst, bave known the

whole,
Have felt the last abeyance of the soul.

—F. W. H. Myers.

ABovurt the beginning of August I rejoined him
at Ben Rhydding. The place suited the major
admirably, and his various baths took up so
great a gart of each day that Derrick had more
time to himself than usual, and ‘“ At Strife ” got
on rapidly. He much enjoyed, too, the beauti-
ful country round, while the hotel itself, with its
huge gathering of all sorts and conditions of
people, affording him endless studies of charac-
ter. The major breakfasted in his own room,
and, being so much engrossed with his baths,
did not generally appear tili twelve. Derrick
and I breakfasted in the great dining hall ; and
one morning when the meal was over, we, as
usual, strolled into the drawing-room to sesa if
there were any letters awaiting us.

“One for you,” I remarked, handing him a
thick envelope.

“ From Lawrence !” he exclaimed.

“Well, don’t read it in here ; the doctor will
be coming to read prayers. Come outin the gar-
den,” I said.

We went out into the beautiful grounds, and he
tore open the envelope and began to read his
letter as we walked. All at once I felt the arm
which was linked in mine give an involuntary
movement, and, looking up, saw that Derrick
had turned deadly pale.

“ What's up ?” I said. But heread on without
replying ; and, when I paused and sat down on
a sheltered rustic seat, he unconsciously fol-
lowed my example, looking more like a sleep-
walker than a man in the possession of all his
faculties. At last he finished the letter, and
looked up in a dazed, miserable way, letting his
eyes wander over the fir-trees and the fragrant
shrubs and the flowers by the path.

‘“Dear old fellow, what is the matter?” I
asked.

The words seemed to rouse him.

A dreadful look passed over his face—the look
of one stricken to the heart. But his voice was
perfectly calm, and full of ghastly self-control.

“Freda will be my sister-in-law,” he said,
rather as if stating the fact to himself than
answering my question.

“Impossible I’ I said.
How could—" ,

As if to silence he thrust the letter into my
hand. It ran as follows:

DEAR DERRICK,—For the last few days I have

““What do yon mean ?

been down at the Fleming's place in Derbyskire,

and fortune has favored me. Now, prepare
yourself for a surprise. Break the news to the
overnor, and send me your heartiest congratu-
ations by return of post. I am enga ed to
Freda Merrifield, and am the happiest fellow in
the world. They are awfully fastidious sort of
geople, and I do not believe Sir Richard would
ave consented to such a match had it not been
for that lucky impulse which made me rescue

Dick Fleming. It has all been arranged very - .

quickly, as these thinFs should be, but we
have seen a good deal of each other—first at
Aldershot the year before last, and just lately in

town, and now these four days down here—and :

days in a country house are equal to weeks else-
where. I enclose a letter to my father—give it

to him at a suitable moment ; but, after all, he -

is sure to approve of a daughter-in-law with
such a ‘dowry as Miss Mernifield is likely to .

have.
‘“Yours, aff’ly,
*“ LAWRENCE VAUGHAN.”

I gave him back the letter without a word. In .
dead silence we moved on, took a turning which

grounds to the wild moorland country beyond.

After all, Freda was in no way to
& mere girl she had allowed Derrick to see that
she cared for him ; then circumstances had en-
tirely separated them ; she saw more of the.
world, met Lawrence, was perhaps first at-
tracted to him by his likeness to Derrick, and -
finally fell in love with the hero of the season,
whom every one delighted to honor. Nor
could one blame Lawrence, who had no notion
that he had supplanted his brother. All the
blame lay with the major’s slavery to drink, for
if only he had remained out in India I feel sure
that matters would have gone quite differently.

We tramped on over heather and ling and
springy turf till we reached the old ruin known
as the Hunting Tower ; then Derrick seemed to
awake to the recollection of present things. He
looked at his watch.

“I must go back to my father,” he said, for
the first time breaking the silence. :

“You shall do no such thing!” I cried.
‘‘Stay out here, and I will see to the major, and
give him the letter too if you like.”

He caught at the suggestion, and ashe thanked
me I think there were tears in his eyes. Sc I
took the letter and set off for Ben Rhydding,
leaving him to get what relief he could from
solitude, space, and absolute quiet. Once I just.
glanced back, and somehow the scene has
always lingered in my memory—the great
stretch of desolate moor, the dull crimson of
the heather, the lowering gray clouds, the Hunt-
ing Tower, a patch of deeper gloom against the
gloomy sky, and Derrick’s figure prostrate on
the turf, the face hidden, the hands grasping at
the sprigs of heather growing near.

The major was just ready to be helped into the
garden when I reached the hotel. We sat down
in the very same place where Derrick had read
the news, and when I judged it politic, I sud-
denly remembered with apologies the letter that
had been intrusted to me. The old man
received it with satisfaction, for he was fond of
Lawrence and proud of him, and the news of
the engagement pleased him greatly. He was
still discussing it when, two hours later, Derrick
returned.

‘““Here’s good news !” said the major, glancing
?;ilas his son approached. * Trust Lawrence to
a

on his feet! He tells me the girl will have
a thousand a year.

What's she like ?”

“I have met her,” replied Derrick, with forced
composure. ‘‘She is very charming.”

‘“Lawrence has all his wits about him,”
growled the major. ‘“Whereas yocu--” (several
oaths interjected). “It will be a long while
before any girl with a dowry will look at you }
What women like is a bold man of action ; what
they despise, mere dabblers in pen and ink,
writers of poisonous sensational tales such ae
yours! I'm quoting your own reviewers, 8o you .
needn’t contradict me !”

Of course no one had dreamed of contradict-

i)!t) i;c it would have been the worst possible

113

You know her, don’t you?

{mll I help you in ?” said Derrick. “It is

just dinner-time.”

led to a little narrow gate, and passed out of the

lame. As .. .
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And as I walked beside them to the hotel, lis-
tening to the major’s flood of irn'ta.ting words,
and glancing now and then at Derrick’s grave,

tter suffering, I couldn’t help reflecting that

re Was courage inﬁniteg more deserving of
the Victoria Cross than Lawrence’s impulsive
rescue. Very gat}ently he sat through the long
dinner. I doubt if any but an acute observer
could have told that he was in trouble; and,
luckllﬁ, the world in general observes hardly at
all. He endured the major till it was time for
him to take a Turkish bath, and then, having
two hours’ freedom, climbed with me up the
rock-covered hill at the back of the hotel. He
was very silent. But I remember that, as we
watched the sun go down—a glowing crimson
ball, half veiled in gray mist—he said, abruptly,
‘‘ If Lawrence makes her happy I can bear it.
And of course I always knew that I was not wor-
:hﬂof her.”

errick’s room was a larfge, gaunt, ghostly

place in one of the towers of the hotel, and in
one corner of it was a winding stair leading to
the roof. When I went in next morning I found
him writing away at his novel just as usual, but
when I looked at him it seemed to me that the
night had aged him fearfully. Asa rule he took
interruptions as a matter of course, and with
perfect sweetness of temper; but to-day he
seemed unable to drag himself back to the outer
world. He was writing at a desperate pace too,
and frowned when I spoke to him. I took u
the sheet of foolscap which he had just finishe
and glanced at the number of the page—evi-
dently he had written an immense quantity since
the previous day

« You will knock yourself up if you go on at
this rate I’ I exclaimed.

‘“ Nonsense !” he said, sharply.
itnever tires me.”

Yet, all the same, he passed his hand very
wearily over hi§ forehead, and stretched him-

isolute face, which successfully masked such

“You know

- self with the air of one who had been in a cramp-

. ‘“—u_‘ﬂ* N

. ing position for many hours.

“You have broken your vow!”Icried. “You
have been writing at night.”

““No,” he said, ‘it was morning when I be-

came with him, and my father was delighted
with her.”

I wondered how they had got through the
meeting, but of course my curiosity had to go
unsatisfied. Of one thing I might be certain,
namely, that Derrick had gone through with it
like & Trojan, that he had smiled and congratu-
lated in his quiet way, and had done his best to
efface himself and think only of Freda. But as
every one knows—

** Face joy’s a costly mask to wear,
'Tis bought with pangs long nourished,
And rounded to despair,”

and he looked now even more worn and old
than he had done at Ben Rhydding in the first
days of his trouble.

owever, he turned resolutely away from the
subject I had introduced and began to discuss
titles for his novel.

“It’s impossible to find anything new,” he
said, ‘‘ absolutely impossible. I declare I shall
take to numbers.”

I laughed at this prosaic notion, and we were
still discussing the title when we reached home.

“Don’t say anything about it at lunch,” he
said, a8 we entered. ‘‘My father detests my
writing.”

I no%ded assent and opened the sitting-room
door—a strong smeli of brandy instantly became
apparent; the major sat in the green velvet
cgair, which bhad been wheeled close to the
hearth. He was drunk.

Derrick gave an ejaculation of utter hopelesa-
ness.

“This will undo all the good of Ben Rhyd-
ding!” he said. ¢ How on earth has he managed
to get it 2

he major, however, was not so far gone as
he looked ; he ca.ug]t up the remark and turned
towards us with a hideous laugh.

‘“Ah, yes,” he said, ¢ that’s the question.
But the old man has still some brains, you see.
I'll be even with you yet, Derrick. You needn’t
think you’re to have it all you're own way. It's
my turn now. You've deprived me all this time
of the only thing I care for in life, and now I

gan—three o'clock. And it pays better to getq turn the tables on you. Tit for tat. Oh! yes,

up and write than to lie awake thipkin%”

Judging by the speed with which the novel
Erew in the next few weeks, I could ven that

errick’s nights wero of the worst.

He began, too, to look very thin and haggard,
and I more than once noticed that curious
“gleep-walking”’ expression in his eyes; he
seemed to me just like a man who had received
his death-blow, yet still lingers—half alive, half
dead. I had an odd feeling that it was his novel
which kept himn going, and I began to wonder
what would happcu when 1t was finished.

A month later, when I mot him again at Bath
he had written the last chapter of *“ At Strife,”
and we read it over the sitting-room fire on tho
Baturday evening. J was very much struck with
the book ; it seemed to me a great advance on
“ Lynwood’s Heritage,” and the part which he
had written since that day at Ben Rhydding
was full of an indescribable power, as if the
life of which he had been robbed had flowed
into his work. When he had done, he tied up
the MS. in his usual Frosaic fashion, just as if it
had been a bundle of clothes, and put it on a
side table.

It was arranged that I should take it to Davi-
son —the publisher of ‘“ Lynwood’s Heritage ”—
on Monday, and see what offer he would make
for it. Just at that time I felt so sorry for Der-
rick that if he had asked me to hawk round fifty
novels I would have done it.

Sunday morning proved wet and dismal ; as a
rule the major, who was fond of music, attend-
ed service at the abbey, but the weather forced
him now to stay at home. I myself was at that
time no church-goer, but Derrick would, I verily
believe, a8 soon have fasted a week as have
given up & Sunday morning service; and hav-
ing 1o mind to be left fo the major’s company,
aud a sort of wish to be near my friend, I went
with him. I believe it is not correct to admire
Bath Abbey, but for all that ¢ the lantern of the
west’’ has alwaﬁs seemed to me a grand place;
as for Derrick, he had a horror of a ‘ dim, re-
ligious light,” and always stuck up for its huge
windows, and I believe he loved the abbey with
all his heart. Indeed, taking it only from a
gsensuous point of view, I could quite imagine
what a relief he found his weekly attendance
here ; by contrast with his home the place was
heaven 1itself. ' .

As we walked back I asked a question that

. had long been in my mind: ‘“ Have you seen

anything of Lawrence ?”
‘“ He saw ws across London on our way from

I've turned your d d scribblings to a useful
purﬁose, 80 you needn’t complain I’

All this had been ghouted out at the top of
his voice and freely interlarded with expressions
which I will not repeat; at the end he broke
again into a laugh, and with a look, half idiotic,
half devilish, pointed toward the grate.

“Good heavens!” I said, ¢ what have you
done ?”’

By the side of the chair I saw a piece of brown
paper, and catching it up, read the address—
‘“ Messrs. Davidson, Paternoster Row”’—in the
first place was a huge charred mass. Derrick
caught his breath; he stooped down and
snatched from the fender a fragment of paper
slightly burned, but still not charred beyond
recognition ke the rest. The wrnting was
quite legible—it was his own writing -the des-
cription of the Royalists’ attack, and Paul
Wharncliffe’s defense of the bridge. I Yooked
from the half-burned scrap of paper to the
side-table where, only the previous night, he
had placed the novel, and then, realizing as far
as any but an author could realize the frightful
thing that had happened, I looked in Derrick's
face. It's whito fury appalled me. What he
had borne hitherto from the major, God only
knows, but this was the last drop in the cup.
Daily insults, ceaseless provocation, even the
bumiliation of personal violence he had borne
with superhuman patience ; but this last injury,
this wantonly cruel outrage, this deliberate
destruction of an amount of thought, and labor,
and suffering which only the writer himself
could fully estimate—this was intolerable.

What might have happened had the major
been sober and in the possession of ordina
physical strength I hardly care to think. As it
was, his weakness protected him. Derrick’s
wrath was speechless, with one look of loathing
and contempt at the druuken man, he strode
out of the room, caught up his hat, and hurried
from the house.

The major sat chuckling to himself for a
minute or two, but soon he grew drowsy, and
before long was snoring like a grampus. The
old landlady brouiht in lunch, saw the state of
things pretty quickly, shook her head and com-
miserated Derrick. Then, when she had left the
room, seeing no prospect that either of my com-
panions would be in a fit state for lunch, I
made a solitary meal, and had just finished
when a cab stopped at the door, and outsprung

Derrick. I went into the lpassa.ge to meet him.
“ The major is asleep,” 1 remarked,

Ben Rhydding,” said Derrick, steadily. “Freda‘

He took no more notice than if I had spoken
of the cat. ) ’

“I'm going to London,” he said, making for
the stairs. ‘“Can you get your pag ready?
There’s a train at two-five.”

Somehow the suddenness and self-control with
which he made
me back to the hotel at Southampton, where,
after listening to the account of the ship’s doc-
tor, he had announced his intention of living
with his father. For more than two years he
had borne this awful life; he had lost prett
nearly all that there was to be lost, and he ha

ined the major's vindictive hatred. Now,

alf maddened by pan, and having, as he
thought, so hopelessly failed, he saw nothing for
it but to go—and that at once.

I packed my bag, and then went to help him.
He was cramming all his possessions into port-
manteaus and boxes ; the Hoffman was already
packed, and the wall looked curiously bare with-
out it. Clearly this was no visit to London—he
was leaving Bath for good, and who could won-
der at it ?

“] have arranged for the attendant from the
hospital to come in at night as well as in the
morning,” he said, as he locked a portmanteau
that was stuffed almost to bursting. ‘¢ What's
the time? We must make haste or we shall lose
tho train. Do, like a good feillow, cram that
heap of things into the carpet-bag while I speak
to the landlady.”

At last we were off, rattling through the aiet
streets of Bath, and reachinglthe station barely
in time to rush up the long flight of stairs And
spring into an empty carriage. Never shall I
forget that journey. The train stogped at every
single station, and sometimes in between; we
were five mortal hours on the road, and more

than once I thought Derrick would have fainted. .

However, he was not of the fainting order, he
only grew more and more ghastly in color and
riiid in expression.

felt very anxious about him, for the shock
and the sudden anger following on the trouble
about Freda seemed to me enough to unhinge
even a less sensitive nature. ¢ At Strife’ was
the novel which had, I firmly believe, kept him
alive through that awful time at Ben Rhydding,
and I began to fear that the major’s fit of drunk-
en malice miight prove the destruction of tha
author a3 well as of the book. Everything had,
as it were, come at once on poor Derrick ; yet I
don’t know that he fared worse than other
people in this respect. .

Life, unfortunately, is for most of us no well-
arranged story with a happy termination ; itisa
checkered affair of shade and sun, and for one
beam of light there come very often wide patches
of shadow. Men seemed to have known this so
far back as Shakespeare’s time, and to have ob-
served that one woe trod on another’s heels, to
have battled not with a single wave, but with ““ a
sea of troubles,” and to ‘l;mve remarked that
‘“ gorrows come not singly, but in battalions.”

However, owing I believe chiefly to his own
self-command, and to his untiring faculty for
taking infimte pains over his work, Derrick did
not break down, but pleasantly cheated my ex-
pectations. 1 was not called on to nurse him
through a fever, and consumption did not mark
him for her own. In {act, in the matter of ill-
ness, he was always the most prosaic, unroman-
tic fellow, and never indulged in any of the eu-
{)honious and interesting ailments. In all his
ife, I believe, he never went in for anything but
the mumps—of all complaints the least interest-
ing—and, may be, an occasional headache.

However, all this is & digression. We at length
reached London, and Derrick took a room above
mine, now and then disturbing me with noc-
turnal pacings over the creaking boards, but, on
the whole, proving himself the best of compan-
ions,

If I wrote till Doomsday, I could never makeo
you understand how the burning ot nis novel af-
fected him, to this day it is a subject [ 1nstinctive -
ly avoid with him, though the rewritten ¢ At
Strife” has been such a grand success. For he
did rewrite the story and that at once. He said
little; but the very next morning, in one of the
windows of our quiet sitting-room, often enough
looking out despairingly at the gray monotony
of Montague Street, he began at * Page 1, Chap-
ter 1,” and eo worked patiently on for many
months to remake as far as he could what his
drunken father had maliciously destroyed. Be-

ond the unburnt paragraph about the attack on

fondisfield, he nad nothing except a few hastily
scribbled ideas in his note-book, and of course
the very elaborate and careful historical notes
which he had made on the Civil War, during
many years of reading and research—for this

—————-
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eriod had always been a favorite study with
im.

But, as any aathor will caderstand, the effort
of rewriting was immense, and this, combined
with all the other troubles, tried Derrick to the
utmost. However, he toiled on, and I have al-
ways thought that his resolute, unyielding con-
duct with regard to that book ‘proved what a
man he was.

CHAPTER VIII.

How oft Fate’s sharpest blow shallleave thee strong,
With some rerisen ecstasy of song.
—F. W. H. Myers.

As the autumn wore on, we heard now and
then from old Mackriil the doctor. His reports
of the major were pretty uniform. Derrick used
to hand them over to me when he had read
them ; but by tacit consent, the major’s name
was never mentioned.

Meantime, besides rewriting ¢ At Strifo,” ho
was accumulating material for his next book and
working to good purpose. Not a minute of his
day was idle ; he read much, saw various phases
of life hitherto unknown to him, studied, ob-
served, gained experience, and contrived, I be-
lieve, to think very little and very guardedly of
Freda. )

But, on Christmas-eve, I noticed a change in
him—and that very night he spoke to me. For
such an impressionable fellow, he had really ex-

" traordinary tenacity, and, spite of the-course of

Hprbert Spencer that I had put him through, ne
retained his unshaken faith in many ﬁlings
which to me were at that time the merest le-
gends. I remember very well the arguments
we used to have on the vexed question of ‘ Free-
will,” and being myself more or less of a fatalist,
it annoyed me that I never could in the very
shightest degree shake his convictions on that
point. Moreover, when I plagued him too much
with Herbert Spencer, he had a way of retaliat-
ing, and would foist upon me his favorite au-
thors. He was never a Worshipger of any one
writer, but always had at least a dozen prophets
in whose praise he was enthusiastic.

““Well, on this Christmas cve, we had been to
see dear old Ravencroft and his granddaughter,
and we were walking back through the quiet
precincts of the Temple, when he said,
abruptly :

«“{ have decided to go back to Bath to-mor-
row.”

“Have you had a worse account?” I asked,
much startled at this sudden announcement.

“No,” he replied ; *“but the one I had a week
ago was far from good, if you remember, and I
have a feeling that I ought tp be there.”

At that moment we emerged into the confu-
sion of Fleet Street ; but when we had crossed
the road I began to remonstrate with him, and
argued the folly of the idea all the'way down
Chancery Lane.

However, there was no shaking his purpose ;
Christmas and its associations had made his life
in town no longer possible for him.

“ I must at any rate try it again and see how
it works,” he said.

And all I could do was to persuade him to
leave the bulk of his possessions in London, ‘*in
case,” as he remarked, ‘‘the major would not
have him.”

So the next day I was left to myself again with
nothing to remind me of Derrick's stay but his
pictures which still hung on the wall of our
sitting-room. I made him promise to write a
full, true, and particular account of his return,
a bona-fide old-fashioned letter, not the half
dozen lines of these degenerate days; and
about a week later I received the following
budget:

“Dear SYDNEY,—I got down to Bath all right,
and, thanks to your ‘' Study of Sociology,” en-
dured a slow and cold and dull and depressing
journey with the thermometer down to zero,
and spirits to correspond, with the country a
monotonous white, and the sky a monotonous
gray, and a companion who smoked the vilest
tobacco you can conceive. The old place looks
as beautiful as ever, and to my great satisfac-
tion the hills round about are green. Snow,
save in pictures, is an abomination. Milsom
Street looked asleep, and Gay Strect decidedly
dreary, but the inhabitants were aroused by my
knock, and the old landlady nearly shook my
hand off. My father has an attack of jaundice
and is in a miserable state. He was as'eep
when I got here, and the good old landlady,
thinking the front sitting-room would be free,
had invited ‘company,” i. e, two or three
married daughters and their belongings ; one of
the children beats Magnay’s ‘Carina’ as to
beauty--he ought to paint her. Happy thought,

send him and pretty Mrs. Esperance down here
on spec. He can paint the child for the next
Academy, and meantime I could enjoy his com-
pany. Well, all these good folks being just set-
to at roast beef, I naturally wouldn’t hear of dis-
turbing them, and in the end was obliged to sit
down, too, and eat at that hour of the day the
biggest dinner you ever saw—anything but
voracious appetites offended the hostess. Mag-
nay’s future model, for all its angelic face, *ato
to repletion’ like the fair American in the story.
Then I went into my father’s room, and shortly
after he woke up and asked me to give him some
Friedrichshall water, making no comment at all
on my return, but just behavingas though I had
beeon hore all the autumn, so that I felt as if the
whole affair were a dream. Except for this
attack of jaundice, he has been much as usnal,
and when you next come down you will find us
settled into our old groove. The quiet of it
after London is extraordinary. But I believe it
suits tho book, which gets on pretty fast.. Tlus
afternoon I went up Lansdown and right on past
the Grand Stand to Prospect Stile, which is at
the edge of a high bit of table-land, and looks
over a splendid stretch of country, with the
Bristol Channel and the Welsh hills in tho dis-
tance. While I was there the sun most con-
siderately set in gorgeous array. You never
saw anytﬁing like it. It was worth the journef
trom Londor. to Bath, I can aksure you. Tell
Magnay, and may it lure him down ; also name
the model aforementioned.

‘“ How is the old Q. C. and his pretty grand-
child? That quaint old room of theirs in the
Temple somehow took my fancy, and the child
was divine. Dou you remember my showing
you, in a gloomy, narrow street here, a jolly old
watchmaker who sits in his shop windowand 18
forever bending over sick clocks and watches?
Well, he’s still sitting there, as if he had never
moved since we saw him that Saturday months
ago. I mean to study him for a portrait; his
sallow, clean-shaved, wrinkled face has a whole
story in it. I believe he is married to a Xan-
thippe who throws cold water over him, both
litcralli' and metaphorically; but he is a philoso-
pher—I'll stake my re%uta.tion as an observer
on that—he just shrugs his sturdy old shoulders§
and goes on mending clocks and watches. On
dark days ho works by a gas-jet—and then Rem-
brandt would enjoy painting him. I look at him
whenever my world 18 particularly awry, and tind
him highly beneficial. Davison has forwarded
me to-day two letter from readers of ¢ Lynwood.’
The first is from an irate female who takes me to
task for the dangerous tendency of the story,
and insists that I bave drawn impossible cir-
cumstances and impossible characters. The
second is from an old clergvinan, who writes a
pathetic letter of thanks, and tells me that it 13
almost word for word the story of a son of his
who died five years ago. Query: shall I send
the irate female the old man’s letter, and save
myself the trouble of writing? DBut, on the
whole, I think not, it would be pearls before
swine. I will write her myself. Glad to see you
whenever you can run down. »

. * . “Yours ever,
: “D. V.

¢ (Never struck me before what pious initials
mine are.)”

The very evening I received this letter I hap-
pened to be dining at the Probyns’. As luck
would have it, pretty Miss Freda was staying in
the house, and she fell to my share. Ialways
liked her, though of late I had felt rather angry
with her for being carried away by the general
storm ot admiration and swept by it into an en-
gagement with Lawrence Vaughan. She was a
very pleasant, natural sort of talker, and she
always treated me as anold friend. But she
seemed to me, that night, a little less satistied
than usual with life. Perhaps it was merely the
effect of the black lace dress which she wore,
but I fancied her paler and thinner, and some-
how she seemed aﬁ eyes.

*“Where 13 Lawrence now ?” 1 asked, as we
went down to the dining-room.

‘“ He is stationed at Dover,” shereplied. ‘ He
was up here for a few hours yesterday ; he came
to say good-bye to me, for I was going to Bath
next Kionday wish my father, who has been very
rheumatic latelv—and you know Bath is coming
into fashion again; all the doctors recommend
it.”

“Major Vaughan is there,” I said, ‘‘and found
the waters very good, I believe; any day at
twelve o’clock you may see him_getting out of
his chair and going into the Pump Room on
Derrick’s arm. I often wonder what outsiders
think of them. It isn’t often, is it, that one sees
a son absolutely giving up his life to his invalid
father ?” .

She looked a little startled.

I wish Lawrence could be more with Major
Vaughan,” she said; ‘for he is his father’s
favorite. You see he is such a good talker, aﬁ
Derrick—well, he is absorbed in his books, &
then he has such extravagant notions about war,
he must be a very uncongenial companion to the
poor major.”

I devoured turbot in wrathful silence. Freda
glanced at me. ol .

It is true, isn’t it, that he has (ﬁl}lite given up
his life to writing and cares for nothing else ?”

‘“ Well, he has deliberately sacrificed his best
chance of success by leaving London and bury-
ing himself in the provinces,” I replied, dryly;
‘and asg to caring for nothing but writing, why
he never gets more than two or three hours a
day for it.” And then I gave her minute ac-
count of his daily routine.

She began to look troubled.

“I have been misled,” she said; ‘I had
gained quite a wrong impression of him.”

“Very few people know anything at all about
h}im,” said warmly; ‘you are not alone in
that.”

‘I suppose his next novel is finished now ?”’

said Freda ; ‘“ he'told me he had only one or two
more chapters to write when I saw him a few
months ago on his way from Ben Rhydding.
What 1s he writing now ?”
1_“ (I;Ie is writing that novel over again,” I re-
ied.
St Overagain ? What yearful waste of time !”

“Yes, it has cost him hundreds of hours’ work;
it just shows what a man he is that he has gone
through with it so bravely.”

‘ But how do you mean ? Didn’t it do ?”

Rashly, perhaps, yet I tBink unavoidably, I
told her the truth.

‘It was the best thing he had ever written,
but unfortunately it was destroyed, burned to a
cinder. That was not very pleasant, was it, for
a man who never malkes two copies of his work 7"’

‘“ It was frightful!” said Freda, her eyes dilat-
ing. ‘I never heard a word about it. Does
Lawrence know ?” .

““No, he does not ; and perhaps I ought not
to have told you, but I was annoyed at your so
misunderstanding Derrick. Pray never men-
tion the affair, he would wish it Kept perfectly

uiet.”
it Why ?” asked Freda, turning her clear eyes
full upen mine.

“Because,” I said, lowering my voice, ‘ be-
cause his father burned it.”

She almost aS})ed.

“ Deh’berate%y 7

“Yes, deliberately,” I replied. ‘ Ris illness
has affected his temper, and he is sometimes
hardly responsible for his actions.”

*“Oh, I knew that he was irritable and hast
and that Derrick annoved him. Lawrence tol
me that, long ago,” said Freda. ‘¢ But that he
should have done such a thing as that! It is
horrible! Poor Derrick, how sorry I am for
him! I hope we shall see something of them at
Bath. Do you know how the major is ?”’

“T had a letter about him from Derrick this
evening,” I replied, ““if you care to see it, I
will show it you later on.”

And by and by, in the drawing-room, I put
Derrick’s letter into her hands, and_explained
to her how for a few months he had given up
bis life at Dath, in despair, but now had re-
turned.

“I don’t think Lawrence can understand the
state of things,” she said wistfully. *“ And yet he
has been down there.”

Imade noreply, and Freda, with a sigh turned
away.

A'month later I went down to Bath and found,
as my friend foretold, everything going on in
the old groove, except that Derrick himself had
an odd, strained look about him, as if he were
fighting a foo beyond his strength. Freda’s
arrival at Bath had been very hard on him, it
was almost more than he could endure. Sir
Richard, blind as a bat, of course, to anything
below the surface, made a point of seeing some-
thing of Lawrence’s brother. And on the day
of my arrival Derrick and I hardly set out for a
walk when we ran across the old man.

Sir Richard, though rheumatic in the wrists,
was nimble of foot and an inveterate walker.
He was going with his daughter to see over
Beckford’s Tower, and invited us to accompany
him. Derrick, much against the grain, I fancy,
had to talk to Freda, who, in her winter furs
and close-fitting velvet hat, looked more fascin-
ating than ever,4vhile the old man descanted
to me on Bath waters, antiquities, etc., in &
long-winded way that lasted all up the hill. We
made our way into the cemetery and mounted
the tower stairs, thinking of the past when this

-

Tt




Lo soeee - PR 0 Yoo o i avime e

. b ““‘
— T T N e e e e A e 8 4% it <1 e et h ot it N S S
] -
. . DERRICK VAUGHAN, NOVELIST. 11
dreary Dlace had been 80 gorgeously furnished. | and he snatched the telegram from Derrick and CHAPTER IX.

Here Derrick contrived to
ichard, and Freda lingere
ith me.

“1 have been so wanting to see you,” she
#aid, ‘n an agitated voice. ‘ Oh, Mr. Wharn-
cliffe, is it true what I have heard about the
major? Does he drink ?

““Who told you ?” I said, a little embarrassed.

“It was our landlady,” said Freda; ‘“she is

et ahpad with Sir
in a sort of alcove

the daughter of the major’s landlady. And you
-8hould hear what she sags of Derrick! Why, he
must be a downright hero! All the time I

have been half despising him”—she choked
back a sob—‘ he has been trying to save his
father from what was certain death to him—so
they told me. Do you think it is true ?”

“I know it is,” I replied, gravely.

‘“ And about his arm—was that true ?”

I signed an assent.

-Her gray eyes grew moist.

* Oh,” she cried, ‘ how I have been deceived,
and how little Lawrence appreciated him! I
think he must,know that I've misjudged him,
for he seems so odd and shy, and 1 don’t think
he likes to talk to me.”

I looked searchingly into her truthful gray
oyes, thinking of poor Derrick’s unlucky love-

stor§.

“ You do not unde¢rstand him,” I said; “‘and
perhaps it 1s best s80.”

But the words and the lcok were rash, for all
at once the color flooded her face. She turned
quickly away, conscious at last that the mid-
summer dream of those yachting days had to
Derrick becn no dream at all, but a life-long
reality. -

I fe{t very sorry for Freda, for she was not at
all the sort of a girl who would glory in havinga
fellow hopelessly in love with her. I knew
that the discovery she had made would be noth-
ing but a sorrow to her, and could guess how
she! would reproach herself for that innocent
past fancy, which, till now, had seemed to her
go faint and far away—almost as something
belenging to another life. All at once we heard
the others descending, and she turned to me
with such a frightened, agpea.ling look, that I
could not possi%lg have helped going to the
rescue. I plunged abruptly into a discourse on
Beckford, and told her how he used to keep
diamonds in a tea-cup, and amused himself by

.grranging them on a piece of velvet. Sir
&a}mrd fled from the sound of my prosy voice,

needless to say, Derrick followed him. We
let him get well in advance, and then followed,
Freda silent and distraite, but every now and
then asking a question about the major.

As for Derrick, evidently he was on guard.
He saw a good deal of the Merritields and was
sedulously attentive to them in many small
ways ; but with Freda he was curiouslyreserved,
and if by chance they did walk together, he took
good care to bring Lawrence’s name into the
conversation. On the whole, 1 believe lovalty
wad his strongest characteristic, and want of
loyalty in others tried him more severely than
than anything in the world.

As the spring wore on, it became evident to
avery ono that the major could not last long.
His son’s watchfulnesa and the enforced tem-

erance which the doctors insisted on had pro-

onged his life to a certain extent, but gradually
his sufferings increased and his strength dimin-
ished. At last he kept his bed altogether.

What Derrick bore at this time no one can ever
know. When, one bright sunshiny Saturday, I
went down to see how he was getting on, I found
him worn and haggard, too evidently paying the

enalty of sleepless nights and thankless care.
?was a little shocked to hear that Lawrence had
been gymmoned, but when I was taken into the
sick-r&n I realized that they had done wisely
to send for the favorite son.

The major was evidently dying.

Never can I forget the cruelty and malevo-
lence with which his blood-shot eyes rested on
Derrick, or the patience with which the dearold
fellow bore his father’s scathing sarcasms. It
was while I was sitting by the bed that the
landlady eniered with a telegram, which she put
into Derrick’s hand.

*“From Lawrence!” said the dving man tri-
umphantly, ‘‘to say by what train we may ex-
pect him. Well ?” as Derrick still read the mes-
sage to himself: ‘““can’t you speak, you d—d

.idiot? Have you lost your d——dtongue? What
does he say ?’ )

“I am afraid he cannot be here just yet,” said

rrick, trﬁing to tone down the curt message;
-Jit seems he cannot get leave.”

“ Not get leave to see his dying father ? What
confounged nonsense. Give me the thing here ;”

: , ~

e

read it in a quavering, hoarse voice :

‘“ fmpossible to get away. Am hopelessly tied
here. Love to my father. Greatly regret to
hear such bad news of him.”

I think that message made the old man realize
the worth of Lawrence’s often expressed affec-
tion for him. Clearly it was a great blow to him.
He threw down the aﬁ)er without a word and
closed his eyes. Forhalf an hour he lay like
that, and we did not disturb him. At last he
looked up ; his voice was fainter and his manner
was more gentle.

‘ Derrick,” he said, ‘I believe I’ve done you
an injustice; it is you who care for me, not
Lawrence, and I've struck your name out of my
will—have left all to him. After all, though you
aro one of those confounded novelists, you've
done what you could for me. Let some one
fetch a solicitor—I'll alter it—I'll alter it!”

I instantly hurried out to fetch a lawyer, but
it was Saturday afternoon, the offices were closed
and some time passed before I caught my man.
I told him as we hastened back some of the
facts of the case, and he brought his writing
materials into the sick-room and took down from
the major’s own lips the word which would have
the effect of dividing the old man’s possessions
between his two sons. Dr. Mackrill was now
present; he stood on the side of the bed, his
fingers on the dying man’s pulse. On the other
side stood Derrick, a degree paler and graver
than usual, but revealing little cf his real feel-
ings.

““Word it as briefly as you can,” said the doc-
tor.

And the lawyer scribbled away as though for
his life, while the rest of us waited in a wretched
hushed state of tension. Inthe room itself there
was no sound save the scratching of the pen and
the labored breathing of the old man ; but in the
next house we could hear some one playing a
waltz. Somehow it did not seem to me incon-
gruous, for it was ‘‘ Sweethearts,” and that had
been the favorite waltz at Ben Rhydding, so that
1 always connected it with Derrick and his
trouble, and now the words rang in my ears—

‘*Oh, love for a year, a week, a day,
But alas ! for the love that loves alway.”

If it had not been for the major’s return from
India, I firmly believed that Derrick and Freda
would by this time have been betrothed. Der-
rick had taken a line which necessarily divided
them, had done what he saw to be his duty ; yet
what were the results? He had lost Freda, he
had lost his book, he had damaged his chance
of success as a writer, he had been struck out of
his father’s will, and had suffered unspcakably.
Had anything whatever been gained? The
mai'lor was dlying unrepentant to all appearance,
as-hard and cynical an old worldling as ever I
saw. The only spark of grace he showed was
that tardy endeavor to make a fresh will. What
good had it all been? What good ?

I could not answer the question then, could
only cry oyt in_a sort of indignation, *What
protit is there in his blood ?” But looking at it
now, I have a sort of perception that the very
lack of apparent profitableness was part of Der-
rick’s training, while if, as I nowincline to think,
there is a hereafter where the training began
hero is continued, the old major in the hell he
most richly deserved would fmve the remem-
brance of his son’s patience and constancy and
devotion to serve as a guiding light in the outer
darkness.

The lawyer no longer wrote at railroad speed ;
ho({mshed back his chair, brought the will to the
bed, and placed the pen in the trembling yel-
low hand of the invalid.

“You must sign your name here,” he said,
pointing with his finger; and the major raised
himself'a little, and brought the pen quavering
down toward the paper. With a scrtof fascina-
tion i watched the finely pointed steel nib ; it
trembled for an instant or two, then the pen
dropped from the convulsed fingers, and with a
cry of intolerable anguish the major fell back.

For some minutes there was a painful strug-
gle ; presently we canght a word or two between
the %roa.ns of the dying man.

““Too late!” he gasped, ¢ too late I” and then
a dreadful vision of horrors seemed to rise be-
fore him, and with a terror that I can never for-
get he turned to his son and clutched fast hold
of his hands : ‘‘ Derrick |” he shrieked.

Derrick could not speak, but he bent low over
the bed as though to screen the dying eyes from
these horrible visions, and with an odd sert of
thrill T saw him embrace his father.

When he raised his head the terror had died
out of the major’s face ; all was over. |

To duty firmn, to conscience true, ..
However tried and pressed,

In God's clear sight liigh work we do,
If we but do our best.— W, Gaskell.

LawreNcE came down to the funeral, and I
took good care that he should hear all about his
father’s last hours, and I made the solicitor
show him the unsigned will. He made hardly
any comment on }t till we three were alone to-

ether. Then with a sort of kindly patronage

e turned to his brother—Derrick, it must be re-
membered, was the elder twin—and said pity-
ingly, ¢ Poor old fellow ! it was rather rougE on
you that the governor couldn’t si%] this; but
never mind, you'll soon, no doubt, be earning a
fortune by your books; and besides, what does
a bachelor want with more than gou’ve already
inherited from our mother? Whereas, an offi-
cer just going to be married, and with this con-
founded reputation of hero to keep up, why, I
can tell you he needs every penny of it.”

Derrick looked at his brother searchingly. I
honestly believe that he didn’t very much care
about the money, but it cut him to the heart
that Lawrence should treat hirma so shabbily.
The soul of generosity himself, he could not un-
derstand how any one could frame a speech so
infernally mean.

¢ Of course,” I broke in, ‘“if Derrick liked to
go to law he could no doubt get his rights ; there
are three witnesses who can prove what was the
major’s real wish.”

“1 shall not go to law,” said Derrick, with a
dignity of which I had hardly imagined him capa-
ble. * You spoke of your marriage, Lawrence ;
is it to be soon ?”

““This autumn, I hope,” said Lawrence; ¢ at
leastif I can overcome Sir Richard’s ridiculous
notion that a grl ought not to marry till she’s
twenty-one. He’s a most crotchety old fellow,
that future father-in-law of mine.”

When Lawrence had first come back from the
war I had thought him wonderfully improved, but
a long course of spoiling and flattery had done
him a world of harm. He liked very much to
be lionized, and to sce him now posing in draw-
ing-rooms, surrounded by a worshipping throng
gf women, was enough to sicken any sensible

eing,

As for Derrick. though he could not be expect-
ed to feel his bereavement in the ordinary way,
‘et his father’s death had been a great shock to

im. It was arranged that after settling various
matters in Bath, he should go down to stay with
his sister for a time, joining me in Montague
Street later on. While he was away at Birming-
ham, however, an extraordinary change came
into my humdrum life, and when he rejoined
me a few weeks lator, [—selfish brute—was so

overwhelmed with the trouble that had befallen.

me that I thought very little indeed of his affairs.
He took this quite as a matter of course, and
what I should have done without him 1 can’t
conceive. However, this story concerns him
and has nothing to do with my extraordinary di-
lemma ; I merely mention it 2s a fact which
brought additional cares into his life. All the
time he was doing what could be done to help
me he was also going through a most baffling
and miserable time among the publishers; for
*“ At Strife,” unlike its predecessor, was ejected
by Davison and by five other houses. Think of
this, you comfortable readers, as you lie back in
your easy-chairs and leisurely turn the pages of
that popular story. The book which represented
years of study and long hours of hard work was
first burned to a cinder. Itwas rewritten with
what infinite pains and toil few can understand.
It was then six times tied up and carried with
anxiety and hope to a publisher's office, only to
reappear six times in Montague Street. an un-
welcome visitor, bringing with it depression and
disappointment. .

Derrick said little, but suffered much. How-
ever, nothinghdaunted him. When it came back
from the sixth publisher he took it to a seventh,
then returned and wrote away like a Trojan at
his third book. The one thing that never failed
him was that curious consciousness that he had
to write ; like the prophets of old, the *“ burden
came to him, and speak it he must.

_The seventh publisher wrote a somewhat du-
bious letter; the book he thought had great
merit, but unluckily people were prejudiced, ana
historical novels rarely met with success.

However, he was willing to take the story, and
offered half profits, candi%ly admitting that he
had no great hopes of a large sale. Derrick in-
stantly closed with the offer, proofs came in,
the boak appeared, was well received like its
Fredecessor, fell into the hands of one of the

eaders of society, and, to the intense surprise
of the publisher, proved to be the novel of the
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year. Speedily a second edition was called for ;
then, after a brief interval, a third edition—this
time a rational one-volume affair ; and the whole
1lot—6,000 I believe—went off on the day of pub-
licatiop. Derrick was amazed; but he enjoyed
his success verﬁ heartily, and I think no one
could say that he had leaped into fame at a
bound.

Having devoured ‘“ At Strife,” J)eo le began
to discover the merits of ‘ Lynwood’s Heritage ;”
the libraries were besieged for it, and a cheag
edition was hastily published, and another an
another, till the book, which at first had been
such a dead failure, rivaled ¢ At Strife.” Truly
an author’s career is a curious thing; and pre-

cisely why the first book failed, and the second
succeeded, no one could explain.
It amused me very much togee Derrick turned

into a lion; he was so essentially un-lionlike.
Peoplo were forever asking him how he worked,
and I remember a very pretty tih-l setting upon
him once at a dinner-party with the embarrass-
ing request:

“ Now do tell me, Mr. Vaughan, how do you
write your stories ? I wish you would give me a
good receipt for a novel.”

Derrick hesitated uneasily for a minute ; final-
ly, with a humorous smile, said :

“Well, I can’t exactly tell you, because, more
or less, novels grow ; but if you want a receipt,
you might perhaps try after this fashion: Con-
ceive your hero, add a sprinkling of friends and
relatives, flavor with whatever scenery or local
color you pleass, carefully consider what cir-
cumstances are most likely to develop your man
into the best he is capable of, allow the whole to
simmer in your brain as long as you can, and
then serve, while hot. with ink upon white or
blue foolscap, according to taste.”

The young lady applauded the receipt, but she
sighed a little, and probably relinquished all
hope of concocting & mnovel herself; on the
whole, it seemed to involve incessant taking of
trouble.

About this time I remember, too, another lit-
tle scene, which I enjoyed amazingly. I laugh
now when I think of it. I happened to be at a
huge evening crush, and, rather to my surprise,
came across Lawrence Vaughan. We were talk-
ing together, when up came Connington, of the
Foreign Office. “‘1 say, Vaughan,” he said,
“Lord Remington wishes to be introduced to
you.” I watched the old statesman a little curi-
ously as he greeted Lawrence, and listened to
his first words: *‘Very glad to make your ac-

uaintance, Captain Vaughan; I understand
that the author of that grand novel, ¢ At Strite,’
is a brother of yours.” And poor Lawrence
spent & mauvars quart d’heure, inwardly fuming,
I know, at the idea that he, tho hero of Saspa-
pataras Hill, should be considered merely as
¢ the brother of Yaughan, the novelist.”

Fate, or perhaps I should say the effect of his
own pernicious actions, did not deal kindly just
now with Lawrence. Somehow Freda learned
about that will, and, heing no bread-and-butter
miss, content meekly to adore her fiance and
deem him faultless, she ‘‘up and spake” on the
subject, and I fancy poor Lawrence must have
had another mauvais quart d’heure. It was not
this, however, which led tc a final breach be-
tween them ; it was somethinE which Sir Rich-
ard discovered with regard to Lawrence’s life at
Dover. The engagement was instantly broken
off and Freda, I am sure, felt nothing but re-
1i3f. She went abroad for some time,%owever,
and we did not see her till long after Lawrence
had been married to £1,500 a year and a middle-
aged widow wbo had long been a hero-worship-
er, and who, I amn told, never allewed any visitor
to leave the house without making some allu-
gion to the memorable battle of Saspataras Hill
and her Lawrence’s gallant action.

For the two years following after the major’s
death, Derrick and I, as mentioned before,
shared the rooms in Montague Street. For me,
owing to the trouble I spoke of, they were vears
of maddening suspense and pain; but what
pleasure I did manage to enjoy came entirely
through the success of my friend’s books and
from his companionship. It was odd that from
the care of his father he should immediately

&8s on to the care of one who had made such a

isastrous misiake as I had made. But I feol
the less compunction at the thought of the
amount of sympathy I called for at that time,
because I notice that the giving of sympathy is
8 necessity for Derrick, and that when tEe trou-
bles of other folks do not immediately thrust
themselves into his life, he carefully hunts them
up. During these two years he was reading for
the Bar—not that he ever expected to do very
much as a barrister, but he thought it well to

have something to fall back on, and de-

clared that the drudgery of reading would do
him good. He was also writing as usual, and
he used to spend two evenings a week at White-
chapel, where he taught one of the classes in
connection with Toynbec Hall, and where he
gained that knowledge of East End life which is
conspicuous in his third book—‘‘ Dick Carew.”
This, with an ever-increasing and often very
burdensome correspondence, brought to him
by his books, and with a fair share of dinners,
“ At Homes,” and so forth, made his life a full
one. In a quiet sort of way I believe he was
happy during this time. But later on, when,
my trouble at an end, I had migrated to a house
of my own, and he was left alone in the Mon-
tague Street rooms, his spirits somehow flagged.
ame is, after all, a hollow, unsatisfying thing
to a man of his nature. He heartily enjoyed his
success, he delighted in hearing that his books
had given pleasure or had been of use to any
one, but no public victory could in the least
make up to him for the loss he had suffered in
his private life ; indeed, I almost think there
were times. when his triumphs as an author
seemed to him utterly worthless—days of de-
pression, when the congratulations of his friends
were nothing but & mockery. He had gained a
striking success, it is true, but he had lost Fre-
da: he was in the position of the starving man
who has received a gift of bonbons, but so
craves for bread that they half sicken him. I
used now and then to watch his face when, as
often happened, some one said : ‘“ What an en-
viable fellow you are, Vaughan, to get on like
this 1” or, ‘“What wouldn’t I give to exchange
places with you!” He would invariably smile
and turn the conversation ; but there was a look
in his eyes at such times that I hated to see—it
always made me think of Mrs. Browning’s poem,
*“The Mask "—
‘“Behind no prison-grate, she said,

Which slurs the sunshine half a mile,

Live captives so uncomforted

As souls beliind a smile.”

As to the Merrifields, there was no chance of
seeing them, for Sir Richard had gone to India
in some official capacity, and no doubt, as every
one said, they would take good care to marry
Freda out there. Derrick had not seen her
since that trying February at Bath, long ago.
Yet I fancy she was never out of his thoughts.

And so the years rolled on, and Derrick work-
ed away steadily, giving his books to tne world,
accepting the comforts and discomforts of an
author’s life, laughing at the outrageous reports
that were in circulation about him, yet occasion-
ally, I think, inwardly wincing at them, and
learning from the number of Obegging letters
which he received, and into which he usually
caused searching inquiry to bo made, that there
are in the world a vast number of undeserving

0Or. :
P One day I happened to meet Lady Probyn at
a garden-party; it was at the same house on
Campden Hiil where I had once met Freda, and
perhaps it was the recollection of this which
prompted me to inquire after her.

“She has not been well,” said Lady Probyn,
‘“and they are sending her back to England ;
the climate doesn’t suit her. She is to make
her home with us for the present, so I am the

ainer. Freda has always been my favorite niece,
don’t know what it is about her thatis so tak-
ing ; she Is not half so pretty as the others.”

¢ But so much more charming,” I said. “I
wonder she has not married out in  India, as
every one prophesied.”

‘““ And so do L,” said her aunt. ‘However,
poor child, no doubt, after having been two
years engaged to that very disappointing hero
of Saspataras Hill, she will be shy of venturing
to trust any one again.”

“Do you think that affair ever went very
deep 7’ I ventured to ask. ‘It seemod to me
that she looked miserable during her engage-
ment, and ha}’)py when it was broken off.”

¢ Quite so,” said Lady Probyn; “I noticed
the same thing. It was nothing but a mistake.
They were not in the least suited to each other.
By the bye, I hear that Derrick Vaughan is
married.”

“Derrick ?’ I exclaimed ; “oh, no, that is a
mistake. It is merely ona of the hundred and
one reports that are forever being set afloat
about him.”

‘“ But I saw it in a paper, I assure you,” said
Lady Probyn, by no means convinced}.7

‘“ Ah, that may very well be; they were hard
up for & paragraph, no doubt, and inserted it.
But, as for Derrick, wh{, how should he marry ?
He has been madly in love with Miss Merrifield
ever since our cruise in the ¢ Aurora.’”
tiLady Probyn made an inarticulate exclama-

on. —

T Ty v
e
*

«Poor fellow!” she said, after a minute X

thought ; * that explains much to me.”

She did not explain her rather ambiguope
remark, and before long our lete-a-tete
interrupted.

Now that my friend was & full-fledged barris-
ter, he and I shared chambers ; and one morn-
ing about a month after this garden party,
Derrick came in with face of such radiant hsggl-
ness that I couldn’t imagine what good luck had
befallen him. .

““ What do you think ?’ he exclaimed ; ¢ here’s
an invitation for a cruise in the * Aurora’ at the-
end of August—to be nearly the same party that
we had yeam ago,” and he threw down the
letter for me to read.

Of course there was a special mention of “m
niece, Miss Merrifield, who has just return
from India, and is ordered plenty of sea-air.” I
could have told that without reading the letter,
for it was written quite clearly in Derrick’s face.
He looked ten year’s Jounger, and if any of his
adoring readers could have seen the pranks he
was up to that morning in our staid and resa)ect-
able chambers, I am afraid they would no
longer have spoken of him ‘ with bated breath
and whispering humbleness.”

As it happened, I too was able to leave home
for a fortnight at the end of August; and so our
party in the ‘ Aurora” really was the same, ex-
cept that we were all several years older, and
let us hope wiser, than on the previous occa-
sion. Considering all that had intervened, I
was surprised that Derrick was not more
altered ; as for Freda, she was decidedly paler
than when we first met her, but, before long,
sea-air and happiness wrought a wonderful
transformation in[;ler

In spite of the pessimists who are forever
writing books—even writing novels (more shame
to them) to prove that there is no such thing as
happiness in the world, we managed every one
of us heartily to enjoy our cruise. It seemed
indeed true that—

‘““Green leaves and blossoms, and sunny warm
weather,
And singing and loving all come back together.’?

Something, at any rate, of the glamour of
those past days came back to us all, I fancy, as
we laughed and dozed and idled and talked
beneath the snowy wings of the ¢ Aurora ;” and
I cannot say I was in the least surprised when,

on roaming through the pleasant garden s -

in that unique little island of Tresco, I

once more upon Derrick and Freda, with, if you

will believe it, another handful of white heather
iven to them by that discerning gardener!
reda once more reminded me of the girl in

the ‘¢ Biglow Papers,” and Derrick’s face was

full of such bliss as one seldom sees.

He had always had to wait for his good things,
but in the end they came to him. However, yon
may depend upon it he didn’t say much. That
was never his way. He only gripﬁed my hand,
and with his eyes all aglow with
claimed : * Congratulate me, old fellow!”

[THE END.]
> > o

SPLINTERS. '

“THAT actor is gretty prominent on the bil}
boards,” remarked the. guest at the hotel.
“Yes, but very obscure on the board bills,” re-
plid the landlord.— Washington Post.

“ THERE goes a brother-in-law of mine.” I
didn’t know you had any.” ¢ Oh, yes; the girl
he married promised to be a sister to quite a
number of us fellows.”— Washington Post.

Hoas out West sell at five cents a potnd, live
weight. At this rate the market price of the
man who sits cross-le ged in ithe street car
would be about $8.50.— New York Recorder.

“Do you know, Ethel,” said Clmppie, “that
you dwell in my mind altogether.” I don’t
either,” said Ethel, ““and, what is more, I shall
never live in a flat as long as I live.”—The

Epoch. ;

THE editor of the Chicago Tribune has prok
ably run into an umbrella. He prints this ad
monition : ‘“No man should carry a half-ppene
umbrella in & crowd. He should either put g
or shut up.”—Kansas City Star.

PrerrYy Daughter—Ma, may I go boating

Fond Mother—* Indeed, you shan’t! The idesjE

Who invited you?” Daughter—Mr. Bliffegs. B
Fond Mother—*“Oh! Yes, you may go with 1
Bliffers. He has a cork leg, and if the boat v

sets, just hang on to that.’
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BY MRS, JANE G. AUSTIN.

¢ Bur doctor, dear dear doctor, what are we
to do without yon? Mamma will die a thousand
times over ; and I never shall know whether 1
am really ill or making believe, without you to
assure me of the latter.”

The doctor looked pleased, and adjusting bis
old-bowed glasses, took a smiling survey of the
ovely speaker, with her great violet-blue eyes

and maze of sunmrry hair, and skin of cream an
roses, and rounded beauty of form.

“But I have procured a successor, a charming
young man, and as skilful as charming.”

* ] here solemnly register a vow of everlasting
tiatred against this accomplished youth. What
is his name ?”

“ Robert Winscombe, and he isn’t such a youth
as you seem to think. Fully thirty, I should say,
and a very manly, handsome fellow.”

“Ta he married, doctor ?” asked a frail, sweet
voice, a8 a hand, like a moonbeam, put aside a
lace drapery, screening a couch, in one corner.

¢ Qh, mamma, are you awake !” exclaimed
Millicent, running to arrange the dainty dra-
peries. ‘“And did you hear what this dear,
horrid, old thing has been saying?”’

““Yes, and I was 8o grieved I couldn’t speak,
at first,” said the invalid, plaintively. ‘ How
could vou do it, doctor ? But is he married ?”

“ No, that is, [ never asked him ; but he men-
¢ioped that his only family was a sister, who
keeps house for him; and be expects a_younger
brother, by-and-by. I suppose, by that, Le’s
oot married.”

¢TIl treat him horribly,” cried Millicent.

It was the third day after this, that Millicent,
dreaming in her hammock, under shelter of the
vine-clad verandah, heard the familiar roll of
the . doctor’s buggy upon the gravelled drive.
below. In a few minutes more, he had mounted
the steps, and presented himself inside the wall
of greenery, saying, gleetully :

«“Here is Dr. Winscombe, Mrs. Batolphe.”

Milliecnt started from her recumbent position,
or rather tried to do so; for to rise gracefully
and suddenly from a hammock, is rather a diffi-
cult feat, as Milly proved; for alas! the long
sleuder heel of her French slipper got entangled
in ghe meshes of the hammock, and a8 she sprang
upﬂ"_txipped her 8o suddenly and violently, that
she’ fell forward. As she fell, she struck her
head against a croquet mallet, that had been
carelessly left lying upon the floor, receiving a
wound sufficient to stun her for some moments.

When the blue eyes next unclosed, their half-
<conscious and dreamy gaze settled upon a strong,
dark face, bending over her, the gray eyes full
of watchful interest, the stern mouth breaking
into an evidently unaccustomed smile.

““You are better,” said this vision, quietly;
and Milly, closing her eyes, heard again and
again the brief phrase, reverberating, as it
seemed, through vaet reaches of echoing space,
‘“‘you are better, you are_better;” and then
down, down through, those dark, endless spaces,
slid the swooning sense, and all was silence.

Later on, she woke again, to find herself lying
on the bed in her own pretty bedroom, while
her mother, and a maid, and Dr. Wetherbee,
atood around her; and straight and silent as a
sentinel, at the foot of the bed, was the athletic
form, and the grave, kind face, for which, half-
consciously, she looked.

A wan smile flitted across her lips, and very

goftlv she whispered:

“Yes, I am better, now.”

Dr. Winscombe smiled again, aud came for-
ward, with a soothing draught, he had been pre-
paring. Then the room was darkened ; and the
anvalid left to solitude and repose.

But the repose would not come. For some
five minutes, she lay, silent; then springing
from the bed, she staguered to the mirror, and
gazed feverishly at her own image. The fluffy
golden curls, deluged with water and cologne,
had been ruthlessly dragged back, and lay
clumped, in wei-darkened masses. A great blue
swelling, upon one temple, was crested by a
deep cut. Pallid cheeks, and drawn and haggard
features, and violet shadows beneath the eyes,
all proved the severity of the late shock; and
Milly, clinging to the toilet-table lest she should

1, contemprfated the image, in stern disap-

‘pRoval,
i A hideous monster, nothing less.,” said she,

al?, and then crept back to bed, and cried

hefPelf to sleep. .

hat evening, the doctors came again, together.
‘But the next morning, Dr. Winscombe came alone,
i

.‘ . -
PN \

and so slid ({Setiy into the position of dail
vigitor ; for before Milly was quite recovereciv,
her mother, upset by the worry and fatigue her
daughter’s accident, fell into one of her nervous
crises ; and the new doctor found his skill and
patic;iuoe, not to mention his amiability, severely
taxed.

Summer waned into autumn, and although
Mrs. Batolphe was better, it had become so
strong a halit of the doctor’s horse to turn in at
the great iron gates of the Batolphe place, that
he seldom resisted it; and the delicate and
nervous invalid fancie i that 2ome access of vigor
and calm came to her with his presence. Not
infrequently, she prevailed upon him to stay for
dinner, or tea, or at least to take a biscuit.

“ By the bye.” said Mrs. Batolphe, one day,
to Millic:'nt, * you ought to call on the doctor’s
gister. Go, dear, and agk her to tea.”

So Millicent went. But while unlatching the
doctor’s garden-gate, she heard a quick, strong
step behind her, that sent the blood tingling to
her cheeks, and made the warma white fingers so
clumsy over the latch, that another hand took
latch, and fingers, and all into its brown, firm
grasp, while a voice Millykn ew, so well, ah! so
well, said, Dlithely:

“Let me! You are coming in?”

“Yes,” replied the girl, forcing herself to
speak calmly, as a young lady speaking to a
friend ought to speak, and raising her eyes,
though not quite to the level of his own; add-
ing.

“ Yes, I am going to call upon Miss Winscombe.
I thought these were your office-hours.”

“They are. I was called home, suddenly.”

There was something peculiar about him, to-
day ; but what was it? His look, the one look
she had dared to meet, was burning and eloquent
with—ah, what? Was it love? Did he love
her? Ifso, why had he never said it, exceptin
some half-dozen glances, and in this, the most
fervent of all? And his voice! She, who kuew
its every tone so well, she could not mistake
th:t thrill, that caressing vibration, almost a
kiss, in which he had spoken thoso last words.
And the air cf intense, yet subdued excitement,
pervading his whole manner—what did that
mean ? .

Millicent had not answered one of these
quesiions, when she found herself standing in
the middle of the low-ceiled, sunny parlor, with
the doctor holding both hands, and looking
straight into her face, which before that gaze,
drooped, and drooped like a flower, upon whose
heart the sun gazes too pitilessly. What did he
read there? Heaven knows. But releasing the
little hands, that were almost crushed by that
iron grasp, he suddenly dashed his clenched fist
against his forehead.

“God forgive mc!” he groaned. ‘‘God for-
give me !” Then, snatching her hand, he said,
* But, promise you will never hate me!”

“Hate you !” murmured she, in soft incred-
ulity, yet puzzled inexpressibly by his words and
wanner, so contradictory,

“ Millicent,,” he pursued, in an agitated voice,
“look around this room, and tell me what [ may
give you—some memeunto of this visit, this
strange, strange visit.”

““Why strange ?” demanded the girl, a touch
of womanly pride beginning now to struggle
through her agitation.

“Why? Wno can tell why?” replied he,
vaguely. ‘ But choose. What will you have?
Something you must take—something to mark
this day.”

¢ Then, it shall be this,” exclaimed Millicent,
carried away by what spirit she kuew not; and
snatching from the table an engraving of the
Crucifixion, that lay there, in an open portfolio.

Robert Winscombe took the picture from her
hand, looked at it, aud turned ghastly pale.
Then, returning it, he said, very quietly :

“You could not have chosen betier. Wait
Let me write the date upon the back.”

He did this, and folded the picture in a bit of
paper, tying it methodically with card. Neither
of them spoke, or looked at each other, while he
was doing this. Why, they could not tell. But
there are some crises too sad for speech.

Winscombe had just finished, when a earriage
drove to the door. He sta.rteci, lanced out at
the window, seemed to grow suddenly rigid, and
said, in an odd, restrained voice: ~‘ That is my
brother, who has come to bring me a patient,
and it you do not care to see them, you can go
through the garden, and so out to the other
street. I need not apologize for sending you
away. You will not mistake me.”

Millicent only bowed her head, and like one
in a maze, followed the doctor, as he opened a
side door, and silently pointed down the path, to

b a little gate. She thought only of herself and

ber companion, and never glanced back, so that
she did not see the blithe, handsome fellow, who
dismounted from the carriage, and carefully
lifted down a pallid, swooning figure.

““ Well, is she coming ?” asked Mrs. Batolphe,
as her danghter came languidlv into the parlor.

“Coming? Who?” asked Millicent, dreamily.

““Why, Miss Winacombe, of course. Didn’
you go there to invite her to tea? What in the
world is the matter with you, child ?”

¢ I—I didn’t see Miss Winscombe, mamma.”

*“Didn’t see her ? What can you mean ?”

T will tell youa, some other time,” answered
Millicent, rising. ‘ But, just now, my head
aches, and I will go and lie down.”

Mrs. Batolphe rather pettishly picked up her
novel ; and Millicent, in her room, sat drearily
staring out of the window, seeing nothing, hear-
ing nothing except thatinward, inarticulate voice,
whose utterances are so much more engrossing
than the most eloquent speech from witliout.

““ He loves me,” said the voice, * certainly he
loves me. His eyes, his tone, his manner, all
said it. But why so strange about it all? Why
is the Crucifixion the best memento I could have
chosen of that visit ?”’ So went on the voice, the
busy, cruel, untiring, dreary voice, telling of love
with none of love’s sweet assurance and joy, ot
a heart given perhaps unasked and unvalued,
except as a trophy ; ‘* and yet, and vet he surely
loves me,” passzionately broke in the voice, the
voice now of wounded maiden pride. ‘I never
could have loved him, if he had not tried to win
my love.”

When all in the house were asleep but herself,
Millicent unfolded lLier picture, and falling upon
her kueces, gazed long and earnestly at it. 3he

scemed, in that image of supreme self-devotion, -

of sacrifice, and of love stronger than death, to
read the story of her own and another’s life,
Theu she hung the picture up, close beside her
bed, that her first and last look, morning and
night, might full upon it; and so drearily un-
dressed, and lay down, to cry herself to sleep.

But the next day was bright and clear, and
Mrs. Batolphe felt herself able for a drive in the
pony carriage. ‘“You must be the driver,
Millicent,” she said, *‘for Mouse and Midge
travel more demurely and steadily under your
hand than that of even Munny.” Munny was
the coachman, and was nothing loth to take the
seat behind, in the rumble,

* Really, Milly,” said her mother, when they
had been driving for about an hour, ¢ this is

charming. But, perhaps, we’ve goue far enough,

Hadn’t you better turn round ?”

Millicent obeyed, but just in the midst of the
mancuvre, a dog burst yelping from the thicke
that fringed the road, and sprang at the headsotl
the ponies. The uunexpected noise and sight,
frightened the nearest horse, and this terror
communicated itself immediately to the other;
and getting the bits between their teeth, the twe
set off at a breakuneck pace, uiterly beyon
M:llicent’s power to control. Meantime, the firsi
mad whirl had unseated the stately Munny, aad,
thrown him into the ditch, so that he could wog
assist her. A catastrophe was imminent. Bu¢
Millicent, in all her diemay, found time to hopg
that her mother, at least, would escape with lifs
and limb, and to wonder for her herself, ¢ Wiil
Robert be sorry if I am killed ?”

But rescue was nearer at hand than she sup-
osed. The master of the guilty spaniel, a longe
egged, athletic young fellow, no sooner saw the

mischief he had done, than throwing down his
gun, he started across the field, reaching its
oppusite end, just as Mouse and Midge, putting
down their obstinate little heads, prepared to
bolt round the corner there. Taking the fenoe
in his stride, he was in the middle of the road,
as the ponies came up. Seizing the bridle of the
nearest, he flung the horse with a quick, power-
ful movement, almost on its side ; checked ita
mad career and that of its fellow; and in a
moment more had both bits in his grasp, and had
brought the terrified animmala under control.

“I hope you are not much frightened, ladies,”
he said, as the ponies stood, with steaming
panting sides, regarding him wita staring and
astonished eyes, ‘‘These Ptde rasculs are
quite safe now.”

“Thanks—my mother—’ replied Millicent,
choking back a sob, turning to take the poor
hysterical, convulsed invalid 1.1 her arms.

“If Bob was here, now,” waid the young man,
half shyly. ‘“Perhaps you know my brother,
Dr. Winscombe ?”

““Yes, indeed, he is our physician. Oh! I
wish, with all my heart, he was here now. Poor
darling, poor little mamma--there, dear, there.
If I had some sal-volatile, or cologne—"

‘I tell youn what,” broke in their half-boyish
deliverer, ¢ if you, man can walk bome, I'll take

L g s e g e

et ot g T+ et s w4

e

P g




TR e SRR IS e N

s

AT e o5 e .

14

DR. WINSCOMBE’S SACRIFICE.

pasgsy

his seat, and drive to my brother’s house, as
fast as the ponles can lay legs to the ground. It
isn’t over a mile, I should say, and he is at home
until noon to-day, looking after—will you do
that ?” -

“Yes, if you please,” replied Millicent. “I
couldn’t drive, just now ; and, besides, mamma
can’t spare me.”

Off went the ponies, at a rigidly correct pace,
though Mrs. Batolphe shrieked and moaned
afresh at every mofion, and Millicent patiently
and sweetly soothied her.

“What a trump of a girl! And ain’t she

retty ?? said Harry Winscombe to himself, as

e watched these proceedings, and blessed the
chance that had brought him to that especial
field at that especinl moment. In fifteen min-
utes, the ponies were at the doctor’s gate. Hardly
had they stopped, before the doctor himself was
at the side of the carriage.

“YWhat is it? An accident?” he asked,
anxiously.

A few clear words, from his brother, explained
all that needed to be told; and Milly added,
eagerly :

“Do take her in, and give her something,

doctor. I can’t drive through the town with
her, poor soul, in this way. S.:e’ll soon re-
cover.”

A strange shadow of hesitation passed over
the doctor’s face, and it was a mowment before
he replied, aud then very coldly:

“ Certainly. Shall I carry her in?”

“Yes, please,” replied Milly, with a wistful
glance at the stern, set face, that would not turn
toward her.

The doctor lifted the sobbing sufferer, as if
she had been a child, and bore her into the
house, laying her upon a sofa in the parlor.

“1 wili call my sister,”” said the doctor,
abruptly, as be turned from Mrx. Batolphe, aud
strode out of the room, still never glancing at
Millicent.

Harry entered now, and by Lis sympathy, he
made both women feel that he was o friend, not
only willing, but anxious to take any trouble, or
male any sacrifice of time, or lubor, to help them
out of their worries, Moreover, Millicent, at
least, could not but see that Harry Winscombe
was one of the handsomest men she had ever
met; very like his elder brother, but more
regular in featnre, with bright brown hair, and
clear, light hazel eyes.

Steps were now heard upon the floor over-
head ; then a murmur of voices; and finally the
doctor’s firm tread, descending the stairs. But
just as he reacihied the foot, a shrick, a succes-
sion of shrieks, from the upper room, pursued
him, as it were ; and turning, he sprangup three
steps at a time, and re-entered the room.

¢ Oh, my goodness, what's that? Millicent,
what has hapvened ? Do goandsee! They are
killing somebody — dear —dear — dear I” And
poor Mrs. Batolphe’s sobs and cries returned
with- redoubled force, and for some moments
mingled, in maddening confusion, with those
from the upper room.

% What s the matter, Mr. Winscombe ?” de-
manded Milly, almost at her wits’ end, and

lancing over her shoulder, as she knelt beside

er mother, Harry Winscombe’s face had sud-
denly changed. It wore a curious guilty look,
and had crimsoned like a girl's.

“J—I—it's a poor creature come here, to be
under my brother's care,” he stammered, turn-
ing away from that bright, inquisitive glance.
¢ I'm afraid she’s a little out of lier head, to-day,
ahnd very likely didn’t want Robert to leave

el,.’ .

“Well, I must get my mother away, at once.
If Dr. Winscombe had explained that this was a

rivate madhouse, we certainly would not have

truded.”

“I’m sorry you’re angry,” replied Harry, 80
simple and honestly that Milly blushed with
lhz:‘me at her own ill-temper, and peuitently
gaid:

¢ Oh, excuse me, but I am coming to the end
»f my endurance, and am hardly responsible for
what [ say. But we must get away, really ; that
poor woman’s cries will killmamma. The pouies
won’t answer. Will you go down to a li.ery
gtable, and get a close carriage, as quickly as
qoucan? Aund you can tell them to send up a
man to drive the ponies home, if you please.”

He darted from the room at her words, and
soon returned with a carriage, having been for-
tunate enough to find one ready harnessed. Just
before he arrived, Dr. Winscombe once more
descended the stairs, and this time entered the
parlor, looking flushed, annoyed, and anxious.

‘T am 89 sorry to have been detained ; I sent
some sal-volatile. Did your mother take it?” he
said. He spoke almost timidly, and now it was

his look that sought Millicent’s and hLers that
refused to be met.

‘It was not brought,” said she, very coldly.
“ And I do not think mamma will be any better
here. Mr. Winscombe has gone for a carrigge
to take her home.”

The dark brows met over Robert Winscombe’s
eyes, and his teeth set themselves, as in strong
pain. Mrs. Batolphe unclosed her eyes.

“Who is that madwoman? Why do you have
her here? She has frightened me almost to
death,” she said.

“I am very sorry. I would have helped it, if
I could. She’s a patient, whom I have taken
into the house—for a time.”

The desolate, hopeless tone of his voice smote
upon Millicent’s heart; but she would not look
at him, or try to put down the unreasoning anger
buruing in her heart against him, nor d:d he
once look at or speak to her, until after the
carriage had arrived, and Harry and he had
placed Mrs. Batolphe within.

That evening, Dr. Winscombe came, as in duty
bound, to call upon his patient; but Millicent
did not appear.

The next morning, the brothers came together
for a visit, and Harry Winscombe proved him-
seif one of the best bred, sunniest, most sympa-
thetic of young fellows.

From his conversation, it appeared that he had
just graduated from Harvard, and inclining to
his bro:hr's profession, wuas to spend some
months with him in preparatory studies. Then,
if hie still remained of the same mind, he was to
go to a great medical school, at the beginnmung of
tiie next year.

“ And during my sojourn here, Miss Batolphe,
I shall throw myself upon your mercy for
society, aud the humanizing influence of ‘fair
woman,””” said he, gayly. Millicent smiled, but’
not quite so frankly, while she replied :

“Yes, indeed, you must come to us a great

deal. But you are notso destitute as you wish
to represent. You have your sister, there, at

home.”

“Sophia! Yes, she is with us—" Dbegan
Harry, with rather a twist ot the merry mouth.
But just at that instant, Millicent caught a swift
warning look shot from Robert’s eves to his
brother’s, and the latter stopped abruptly.
Vexed, vet without knowing why, and impelled
by that strange perversity that so often malkes
angry lovers long to wound the beloved object,
Milly turned toward the doctor, saying : )

“1 suppose, however, Miss Winscombe is a
good deal engaged, at present, inattending ydur
resident patient. Isn’t it rather dangerous to
leave her alon: with such a violent maniac?”

She meant to annoy him, but she was not pre-
pared for the livid pallor that suddenly over-
spread his face ; the bitter anger that shook his
voice, and sparkled in his eyes ; or the haughty
coldness with which he replied:

“You are very good to trouble about my
gister, or my patient; but I hope your anxiety
is groundless. I will, however, return to my
Lhome duties at once. Harry, are you ready ?”

When they were gone, Milly rushed to her own
room, threw herself down before her picture,
and cried until she could not see.

A day or two after this, Dr. Winscombe called,
alone, one day, and found both ladies in their
pretty littie library.

“ Mrs. Batolphe,” he said, “I want advice.
But, first, I must tell you a secret, that is a secret
until now—don’t go, if you please, Miss Milli-
cent ; I shall be glad to have your opinion as
well a8 your mother’s in this affair.”

Mrs. Batolphe, like most women of small ex-
perience and limited mental capacity, was
always pleased to have her advice asked, and
was always very ready to give it.

“I’m sure, I shall be most happy to help you,
doctor,” she said.

Milly, without looking ug, selected some
crewel from her basket, and began her conven-
tional rose-bush, in the middle of her conven-
tional pond. Robert Winscombe did not look at
ber. In fact, he gave his chair an impatient
hitch, bringing it nearly with its back to the
embroidery frame.

“ Eight years agn,” he began, abruptly, “ when
I was just out of college, a green, romantic boy
of two-and-twenty, they sent me to the West
Indies for a winter, on account of my health.
They’d better have tied a stone round my neck,
and pitched me into the Atlantic, before I was
out of sight of land ; for though my lungs got
sound, the end of it was, that, in & moment of
boyish passion—God knows, I soon found it was
not love—I married a Spanieh girl, beautiful,
indeed, but with nothing else to recommend her.
In short, I ruined my life. Thatis tosay, ruined

’

its domestic and social hopes, ruined whatever

Ay

happiness men draw from family ties. I took
her home to the West, and I think it broke my
mother's heart. At any rate, she died in a year
or two, and my father said I had killed her.
went abroad to study my profession, and when'I
came home, my wife was in an insane asylum,
and my father dead ; no one left to me but my
brother Harry, and my half-gister, who never
forgave me for her mother’s suffering and death,
and what she called the disgrace I had brought
upon the faumily. Still, she is a good woman,
and a devoted one, in her grim fashion. She
had been once a month to visit my wife ever
since she was shut up, and frankly offered to
come and make a home for me, Wherever I might
setile, if I wished it.

“I did, and we came here. Dr. Wetherbee
asked notbing about my domestic concerns, and
I did not volunteer any information. My sister
never opens her lips, if she can help it, least of
all in the way of gossip; and so it came about,.
with no premedit.ted deceit on my part, thas
everybody has taken me for a single man.

“Some weeks ago, I received a message, from
the physician in charge of the asylum, saying
that my wife had partially recovered her mind,
although liable still, if excited, to paroxysms of
furious mania. Bnt the doctor added that she
was dying of an internal disease, in fact could
not live tiie year out, by any possibility. I went
to see her. You remember I was absent for
several days, and although neither her suffer-
ings, nor her approaching death, could revive a
tenderness that never existed, or pity long since
worn out, I decided, a8 an act of duty toward the
woman who bore my name, to bring her home,.
and devote myvself to the care and attention atill
possible to offer her; to let her die at least in
the home that, in health, she never should have
entered. Was I right ? Tell me, Milliceut, was
it not my duty to do this ?”

His voice had a piteous pleading in it, strangely
at variance with its usual robust tones; but.
Millicent’s was clear and cold as the north wind,
while she made answer:

*“I do not know why you ask the question, Dr.
Winscombe, or why you even made a mystery of
vour marriage. Itis not dishonorable to be the
husband of an afflicted woman, but it is most
dishonorable to assume the character—any char-
acter which does not belong to you.” :

Millicent, as she spoke, got up and left the
room. The doctor sighed, but went on:

“Therc isn’t much more to say.

My brothg=- 4%
was traveling in the West just'then; and I rd e

him to bring my wife here under his escout.
She arrived when Millicent was at my house,
and I could not explain then; afterward, when
you were there, she heard women’s voices, aud
it brought on a paroxysm of jealous fury in
which I thought she would die. I waited to see
how it would end, and since—well, Mrs. Ba-
tolphe, I have been a coward in the whole mat-
ter—but I think you will forgive me, won’t
you?”

¢ That I will, my dear doctor, fully and freely;
and after all I cannot blame you. It wou{({
have been so disagreeable,” said the gentle
matron, fervently. ‘‘But what are you going
to do?”

“This is the advice I told you I wanted. Shal}
I tell everybody? Will you tell two or three
people for me ? The poor creature-cannot live
many weeks, not over two or three months at
most ; but she has a right to my name, although
I might have beep released by law long ago.”

Why did he wish 8o earnestly to insist to Mil-
licent’s mother that by man’s law he migi:it bave:
been free already, and that by God’s law of.
death he must be free before many weeks were-
past? Ah! why?

So it was settled that th® news was to be told,.
and Robert Winscombe, as he rode away, said to
himself :

““Aud when Milly knows all, she will, she
must forgive me; and she cannot but realize
that in a little while, a very little while, I shall
have’the right to say, in 80 many words, I love-
you.’

~His dark eyes lightened, as he said this, with

a tender joy, as if already his probation were
over, and he could clasp the reward of so many
bitter years ot suffering and shame.

‘“He says she can’t, anyhow, live cver two or
three months, poor thing,” repeatea Mrs. Ba-
tolphe to her daughter. *‘ And I,for one, shan’t
blame him if he does not always remain a.
widower. Shall you, Milly ?” _

“ Dear little mamma, my fancy is not so vivig.'
a8 yours, and I can’t possibly tel: how I sha
feel when Mrs. Winscombe is dead and burie
and Dr. Winscombe, after a decent mournjg
m:i.;-ges again. I may be dead or married
self.
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¥ And so the golden autumn days went on, and
r. Robert Winscombe visited his patient sed-
glously as ever, Mrs. Batolphe calling him in
ery frequently ; and he accepted quietly, but
ot without deep mortification and suffering, the
hanged, chilled manner in which Millicent al-
ravs met him; a change so slight outwardly,
&t nobody else perceived it, but one so marked
Ho himself, that it told even on Lis health,
® Harry Winscombe, happy, care-free, hand-
gome Harry, saw nothing of all this; he knew
. What Millicent had seemed offended with his
gorother, at the time the latter declared his mar-
. @riage; but he had set it down to anhoyance at
giaving been kept 8o long in ignorance of 8o im-
*portant a fact in her friend’s history. Very soon
£ 4o forgot all about it, and Millicent’s ¢yes and
y 'ﬂl;cent’s smiles fascinated him more and more
/1a

'%

2 In "two words, Harry Winscombe was very
~horoughly in love, and didn't care who knew it,
Even Mrs. Batolphe could see it, and murmured

!

calm satisfaction over the prospect; for the
{oung man possessed evervthing Milly’s hus-
and ought to have except money, and of that
the Batolphes themselves ﬂ
And Milly? Who can read a girl’s heart, sup-
,Eosing ghe has one? and Milly had. That she
ad loved Robert Winscombe, with at least the
beginnings of a strong, great love, there can be
no doubt; but it was nota love that had reached
¢ its climax; it was still unexpressed. And,
 meantime, Harry was charming in his way, and
loved and admired her, and all so frankly and
unreservedly ; and there were no dark corners
in his life, no old loves, rightful or wrongful, to
Why

ad more than encugh.

i jeer at her with their boast of priority.
not love Harry? Yes, and marry him?
She used to ask hersclf that question day after
day and night after night. She had given her
first love mistakenly. She had been shamefully
deceived. Dr. Winscombe knew well when he
sought her leart, if not in words, at least in
looks, that he had a right to do so. Was ever
¥ innocent girl 8o treacherously treated ? It was
¢ mot in her proud heart to forgive a great injury,
and continue loving.

8o matters stood when, one windy, rainy,
equinoctial night, poor Teresa YVinscombe’s soul
went forth of her wasted body.

The next morning Harrv came and told the

i news, and wondered why Millicent, turning pale
in hearing tt, went presently to her own room.
Ten days or so later, Dr. Winscombe sat alone
_in his office, his head upon his hand, his eyes
¥ intently fixed upon a picture of Millicent, given
. hjm months before, and always in his pocket-
| bpok since. He did not speak aloud, but if he
d¥d’it would have been to say:
© *¢ At last, at last, my darling! How soon may
¥ Ispeak? Notto shock her by lovemaking, but
X just to put my hope in words, just to do away
f§ ‘with this long, dreary winter, that has fallen be-
# tween us. No wonder you were angered, my
proud, petted darling. But you’ll forgive—"
The do r opened, and Harry, blithely, in his
usual exuberant fashion, rustied into the room.
“Bob, I've a confession to make,” he stam-
i mered, hesitatingly. *The fact is, Bob, I'm
» . dead in love; I'm going to propose this very
* 1 day, this very afternooun, that is, if you don’t
object.”
i *“Who, under the sun—why you’ve kept the
" matter sly enough—I hope it’s no low affair that
ou’ve been carrying on out of my sight!” ex-
laimed the doctor angrily.

¢“Low affair! Sly!” repeated Harry, in the
kame tone. ‘*Well, if you call the Batclphes

“Now; and as for sly, it couldn’t well have been
more open ; and Mrs. Batolphe herself told me,

" 3 or as good as told me, last night, that she saw
.i how it was, and had no objection. Sly, in-
deed !I”

B! “PDo you mean that you love Millicent Bu-

f ~tolphe, and have reason to think your love re-
3 B turned ?’ demanded the elder brother, in so

stern and harsh a tone that Harry, forgetting

his own anger, looked at him in astonishment, as

he replied :

¢ Yes, why not? What's the matter? Why
shouldn’t I?”
*She loves you?” asked Robert, his forehead

: falling again into his open hand, and so hiding
- his face.
\ ““Yes—at least I think so. Bob, what is it?
Do you know some dreadful reason why she
cannot marry ? Iusanity ? Congumption ?”

“ No, no, nothiag of the sort. Wait a minute,
I bave to attend that patient, knocking at the
outer door. Stay till I return. Will you stay?”
! “Yea, I didn’t hear any one knock. But I'll
, stay,” said Harry.

There wae no patient in the outer office, but
for the vext ten minutes there was a man shut

up there alone to endure such an agony as no
physical suffering ever produced.

At last, Robert Winscombe returned master of
himself, and taking up his hatsaid, quietly:

“No, Harry, theres no reason whatever, if
you love Miss Millicent Batolphe honestly and
manfully, and she loves you, as she is well ca-
pable of loving, that you should not marry; and
I for one wish you G d-speed.”

“You are sure your brother won’t object to
vour thvowing vourself away in this fashion ?”
demanded Millicent, a few hours later, with a
pretty coquetry of manner, not very weli supply-
ing the place of tenderness.

“ Quite sure. He wished me God-speed in my
wooing. Now say yes, Millicent,” replied the
lover, and she saucily replied: *‘ Yes, -Milli-
cent.”’

Well, he was content, and so they were en-
gaged, and that night Millicent sent the little
picture of the Crucitixion back to the dovnor
without any message. * He will undcrstand,
she said.

He did understand. But she did not. For,
snatching a pencil, the doctor wrote beneath the
picture:

* Greater love hath no man than this, that he
lay down his life for his brother.”

Then hie sighed hieavily and said, half-aloud :

‘*But she shall never know what it cost me ;
and I will not cloud the happiness I have laid
down my life to secure for him; Harry might
gu-ss if he saw what I have written.”

Tuaking a scalpel from the table, he cut off the
text, and then nailed the picture upon the wall
opposite his usual evening scat. There it re-
mained as thie vears went on; there it remains
to-day, when years for Robert Winacombe are
no more ; for he died at Memphis in 1878, after
such work as made a great nation admire and
mourn. You have all heard of him, but not as
Robert Winscombe,

Millicent was very sorry when she heard of
his death, and cried quite heartily for several
minutes ; but little Bob ran in just then with a
cut finger, and Tot was clamorinz for apples,
and the doctor drove up in his buggy, for Harry
had succeeded to Lis brother’s practice; 8o that
with s0 many calls upon her love and attention
the young wife and mother wiped her eves, and
in tlre course of an hour ate a very good dinner.

So runs tbe world away !

SN S —
RELATIONS OF NUMBERS.

THERE are many illustrations of the odd prop-
erties and relation ¢f numbers; but one of the
most interesting and remarkable is that known
as Bo.le’s Law,

As most girls and boys doubtless know, the
earth on which we live is one of the eight planets
which are continually revolving around the sun,
at different distances from it. These eight
planets and their satellites, and the minor
planets known as asteroids, form, together with
the sun, what is known as the solar system.

Astronomers have calculated with remarkable
accuracy the distances of these planets from each
other and from the sun.

Now, at one time, Mercury, Venus, Earth,
Mars, Jupiter and Saturn were the only planets
known to astronourers, neither the asteroids, nor
Uranus, nor Neptune yet having been dis-
covered.

According to Prof. Lockyer, Titius discovered
that if we write down a row of fours and place
under them the figures 0, 3, 6, 12, 24, 48, 96,

thus :
4 4 4 4 4 4 4
0 3 6 12 2% 48 96
4 7 N 16 . 28 52 100

By adding, we get an odd series of numbers.
They represent very nearly the relative distances
from the suan of the planets above mentioned, as
follows: Mercury, Venus, Earth, Mars, —,
Jupiter, Saturn.

As fifty-two in the above series represents the
relative distance of Jupiter, there was amoug
¢ the planets apparently no representative for the
fifth term of the series.

The surprising accuracy, however, with which
the series represented the distances of the other

lanets caused many astronomers to firmly be-

ieve that the number twenty-eight stood for an
undiscovered planet.

When, some years later, upon the discovery
of the planet Uranus, it was found that the
gosition of this planet was very well represented

y the next term of Bode’s series, 196, an organ-
ized search for the suspected planet was deter-
mined upon.

A society of astronomers was formed for this

purpose, and a certain section of the heavens
assigned to each member of the society.

The results of these efforts was the discovery
of the asteroids, the first and largest of which,
Ceres, was discovered on the first day of the
present century.

Since that time about 300 of these small plan-
ets have been discovered.

No satisfactory physical reason has yet been
given to account for the workings of this law,
which remains classed among the oddities of
numbers.—Santa Claus. '

—————————

ND S0 THEY PARTED.

THEY were standing by tha win:low looking
out at the golden sunsct. His arm was around
her siender waist and her head rested con-
fidingly on his manly shoulder. Life looked
rosy to the youthful pair, and not a visible
cloud obscured the bright firmament of their
hopes.

“ Perseus,’” she murmured, *‘it seems almost
incredible that we never met until three weeks
ago.” .
3 0 does, indeed, Andromeda,” replied the
vouth, “We have had hardly time to become
acquainted with each other’s views of life and
its problems, not to speak of each other’s
pecaliarities and prejudices. Yet it seems as
if we must have known one another always.”

““And that reminds me, Perseus,” rejoined
the lovely New England girl, thoughtfully ad-
justing her sapectacles, “that I have never
heerd you express vour opinion of thecsophy.”

“ Ay opinion of theosophy, love,” the young
man said, breaking it to her as gently as be
could, **is that the system, as thus far devel-
oped, hardly meets the requirements of an exact
science.”

It was a severe shock, but the matden did not
flinch. S!e only leaned a little harder on the
voung man’s shoulder.

“You tind much to admire in Emerson and
Thoreau, do you not?” she asked, hopefully.

“I cannot say, I do. The one secms too-
transcendental, the other almost atheistic.”

*“Does not the Delsartean idea appeal to you
favorably ¢”

“H’'m! This Delsartean business, dearest,
I regard as a harmless kind of thing, suitable
for twelve-vear-old school girls who have no
roller-skating facilities.”

“Well, Perseus,” shie said, with a happy sigh,
“what difference does it malke after ull if we
love each other? These little differences of
opinion shall not separate us.”

“No, Andromeda, they shall not. We will
not speak of them. They are trifles. Look at
the roses in this beautiful vase—"’

A cry of horror broke from the lips of Andro-
meda. She sprang from his embrace.

““What is the matter, dearest?” exclaimed
the voung man with the utmost concern.

“Don’t touch me,” she panted, sinking on a
gofa. ‘Dor’t come near me !”

““What have I--"

“Mr. Grigson,” she suid, recovering herself
by a powerful effort and standing erect, *“I can
overlook your lack of appreciation ot the greas
names in our literature; I can forgive your
want of sympathy with the great movementy in
the world of thought that possess my soul
and move all my powers to action; bnt”—and
the proud Boston girl pointed sternly to the
door—*I can never look with anything but utter
abhorrence on a man who does not know how
to pronounce the word ‘vahz!” Go!"—Clicago
Zs.ibum. o

SPLI

“LoeIc is good enouglf; nt it ean’t prove that
that a rooster is a hen.” ‘‘No, but it can prove
that a hen is a rooster.”—Soci ty.

2

CusTOMER—‘‘ Seems to me that razor is rather
dull?” Barber—* Mought be, sah. Itwastoa . -
pahty las’ night, sah.”—New York Weekly.

“Now,” said the tramp who had bien laboring
at the wood pile, “ I'll go around to the kitchen
and see if I cau’t cash a few of these chips.”—
Washington Post.

_Dr. PiLLus—*“ Mr. Graves is dead.” Frank-
lin—“8o? I've been expecting to hear of bLis
death. I've seen your carriage there two or
three times lately.”—Boston Transcript,

Mgs. UxnN1zi—* John, I think there's & burglar
down in the hall.” Mr. Unnizi—* Let him stay

there. There’s nothing he can take except that
umbrella I borrowed from Jones.”—Puck, v

’ q““"‘ Yo
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The Parson’s Secret Sin.

BY CLABA AUGUSTA.

“ YEs, Deacon Pilgrove, you may well say it’s
a world of sin and sorrow!” ejaculated Mrs.
Simon Sweetser, applying her handkerchief to
her eyes to wipe away an imaginary drop of
moisture, evolved by the sympathy her gener-
ous heart felt for the wicked sons of men.

“It is bad enough,” she continued, ‘‘ when we

poor worms of the dust that hain’t nobody, for-

get ourselves and serve the great adversary;
but when a minister of the gospel—oh, dear!”
and up went the handkerchief to finish the sen-
tence.

«“J don’t wonder you're affected. sister Sweet-
ger,” said Miss Anna Strickland, a very proper
spinster of forty-five. ‘“It’'s enough to draw
tears from a stone to see the wickedness and
depravity of this world ! and of men in particu-
lar! Thank the Lord, I never had nothing to
say to none of the desateful critters® “viatever
else I may be guilty of, I hain’t got wnat to an-
swer for!” :

*“ Let me see,” said Deacon Pilgrove, slowly,
wiping his spectacles as though he wanted the
glasses clean to help him see it. “‘It’s as much
a8 six weeks since the parson took to cutting up,
hain’t it ?”

“Jest six weeks day before yesterday,” said
Miss Stricklard, solemnly. ‘I and Mrs. Sweet-

- per watched him, and we’ve watched him ever

sense, off and on. I, for one, calculate to be a
faithful sentinel on the walls of Zion.”

+ ¢“Yes, Deacon, so do 1,” said Mrs. Sweetser ;
¢and I think it’s the boninden duty of some of
us to break down the doors of that house, and
affront the arch deceiver rightin his den!”

« Dear me !” exclaimed Mrs. Perkins, a timid
little woman, who, being something of a invalid,
did not often meet with the Spruceville Sewing-
Society. ‘Do tell me what Parson Howard has

done !’

“Why, Mrs. Perkins, is it possible you hain’t
heard ?” exclaimed Mrs. Sweetser, amazed.

“Indeed, not. You see I go out very little,”
apologetically. ) :

“ He’s a wolf in sheep’s clothing !” cried the
deacon, with righteous indignation.

“For full six weeks and two days,” began
Miss Strickland, oracularly, ‘“there has been
lights seen from nine till ten o’clock in the back
chamber of the old Jenkins’ house jest below the
parsonage ; and nobody has lived there for ten
year! Lights in an old ontenanted house, and
up stairs, too.”

¢ Spirits,” suggested Tom Chester.

« Fiddlesticks !” said Miss Strickland, con-
temptuously ; ‘‘ there hain’t nospirits nowdays !
Sister Sweetser will agree with me in that; and
she’s lived years bef was born, and ought
to know.”

“Not more than 'or three year, sister
Strickland,” said Mrs. Sweetser, mildly.

Miss Strickland took up her narrative where it
was droppe-’.

“Me and Mrs. Sweetaer, we watched, and the
deacon helped us. Well, seven nights in con-
cession we sced Parson Howard steal out of his
house by the back-door—about nine-—with a
buandle of something in his arms ; and he’d clip
it acrost the field, climb the fence, and go right
up to the side door of the old Jenkins’ house.
And after stopping & minnit on the steps to
listen, he’d onlock the door and make his en-
terance, and lock it behind him; and in five
minnits them back chamber winders would be

& blazing with light, and we’d see such dreadful
shadders on the cartains, and hear such noises,
that I felt as if somebody was a pouring ice-

water right down the spine of my back! It was
enuff tc make ver blood run cold !”

““What kind of noises ?”’ asked Mrs. Perkins,
shivering, and drawing nearer Miss Strickland.

““Oh! the most terrible sounds that ever yvou
heard ; groans as if somebody was almost killed
alive ; and cries of ‘oh!oh!oh! and ‘ah! and
'vin!’ and rattling of chains; and sometimes
something would fall so heavy that the very
windows rattled.”

*Qh, goodness me !”

I don’t wonder you turn pale, Mrs. Perkins—
1t’s enough to make anybody turn! A minister.
too—a man that sets himself up for a moddle and
vatron for the people!”

** But what can it mean ?”” asked Mrs. Perkins.

‘ 'l tell you,” said Miss Strickland, impres-
sively,  I've studied it all out——"

‘“ He's a counterfitting these ere United States
bonds!” said the deacon—‘‘that’s what he’s
about! They say he's got a sight of bonds over
to Spruceville bank; and I'll bate ten dollars
they're counterfit. I read about how that the
country was fludded with ’em ; and he’s a mak-
ing of ‘em —that’s what he’s about.”

*“No, deacon, you’re wrong,” said Miss Strick-
land, positively. ‘“He's got a crazy wife shot
up in that back chamber !’

““Gudness gracious!” cried Mrs. Perkins.
““ Why, he’s got a wife to home.”

“That makes no difference in these days.
He’s a bigotist! You may depend on it that
he' got another wife besides poor Mrs. Howard ;
and she’s shot up out in that chamber! Don’t
you remember that when the Howards moved
here they come in the night? Wall, they had a
reason for it! Kitty Malone, stop your giggling!
You’re blazy enough naturally ; but when you
giggle 8o, you're as red as a poppy |”

“Never mind, dear,” said Tom Chester,
squeezing Kitty’s plump little hand under the
table. ““It'sa great deal better to be a poppy
than a sunflower, and going to seed at that.”

“I've noticed that Mrs. Howard’s eyes is
alwalys red,” said Mr. Perkins.

* 1 thought they were weak; that’s what she
told me,” said his wife.

“ Crying makes weak eyes,” said Mrs. Sweet-
ser; ‘‘ 'tain’t likely she’d tell that it was crying,
though. 8he’'s got some J)ride, I reckon.”

“Wall, what shall be done about it?” asked
the deacon. *‘Miss Strickland, what do yousay ?”

*“ Jeat what I have said from the first, deacon.
We will arm ourselves, and march in a body to
the house ; burst open the door—rush up stairs,
and surprise him in his iniquity; for I've no
doubt but that he’s up there beating his poor
crazy wife; and that's where the ‘ohs! and
‘ahs !’ and ‘ ums !’ come from.”

And then the outraged citizens of Spruceville
drew nearer together and laid their plans, and
concurred in Miss Strickland’s opinion. The
next evening was the time set apart for the con-
founding and exposing of Parson Howard.

It came in due time—dark and wet. Miss
Strickland put on her water-proof, armed her-
gelf with a butcher-knife and a clothes-pole,
and set forth for the rendezvous, which was the
bit of cover just behind the Jenkins' house.
Deacon Pilgrove and Mr. Perkins were already
there, each carrying an old-fashioned rifle, and
each feeling very weak in the knees. Soon after
Mrs. Sweetser, and Tim Jones, their hired man,
arrived—Mr. Sweetser refused to have anything
to do with the affair. Parson Howard was about
his own business, he said, and what that busi-
ness was did not concern anybody.

A little further back in the woods, still as mice,
were Tom Chester, and two or three of his
chums, gathered to see the fun.

Presently Mr. Howard came out of his house
and walked rapidly to the old mansion. Un-
locking the door he disappeared within, and soon
afterward the back chamber windows were
lighted up asusual ; and just then the bell on the
factory rang out for nine.

“Now is the time,” said Miss Strickland.
“ Come, you men folks, lead off.”

“Let the deacon go first,” said Tim Jones;
‘“he’s one of the officers of the church.”

“Mr. Perkins you go ahead,” said the deacon,
in a faint voice. ‘ I’m rather nigh-sighted, and
can’t see the path so well.”

“And I'm subject to turn of faintness,” said
Mr. Perkins. “1fI see anything frightful I'm
allers took swoonding. You go, deacon.”

“I'll lead off myself!” said Miss Strickland,
brandishing the clothes-pole. “IfI am a woman,
I hain’t afeard of my shadder, as some people be.
Come on!”

She put her shoulder against the door of the
old house, but it was such a rickety concern that
she did not have to exert herself. It flew open
at once, and the whole Xarty, headed by the
adventurous spinster, filed up the stairs.

The back-room door was not fastened, an
Miss Strickland flung it wide open.

And what was the scene revealed ?

Why, there, in the ceunter of the room, .
Parson Howard dressed in a pair of red-flanne
pantaloons, his chest bare, and his feet likewisd
and the good man was making a desperate effgrigi.
to fling himself over a bar, stretched from tholl¥
posts, about seven feet from the floor. s ol

The women shrieked at sight of the parson’si -
en deshabille, and the parson seized his coat and
flung it blushingly over. his shoulders.

“ Why, brethren and sisters!” he exclaimed,
‘““what means this unseasonable intrusion ?”

“Where is she?” cried Miss Strickland.

¢ Where is your miserable victim ?” i

“I do not understand you, sister Strickland,”§ ‘¢
said the parson, mildly. d

‘“ There’s none 8o deaf as those who don’t want
to hear!” exclaimed Miss Strickland, tartly.

* Where is your wife ?”

‘“She’s at home, and in bed.”

‘“Not that one!” returned Miss Strickland,
with dreadful emphasis. ‘I mean the poor, §
crazy being that you keep shot up here, and {|
amuse yourself with beating every night till the
whole neighborhood can hear her scream, ‘ah!’ { §
and ‘oh !’ and ‘um !’”

“ Deacon Pilgrcve, please explain Miss Strick-
land’s meaning,” said the parson.

“ Ahem! hem !” said the deacon, clearing his !
throat, and evidently not knowing where to begin. |
“You see, sir, we've noticed these lights here o’
nights in the winders, and seen you come in here
night after night.”

“ But how in the world did you happen to see
the lights, deacon? I selecteg the back chamber
because it looked out on Cedar Lennap, where ‘ _
no one would be likely to notice the light, or be ‘
disturbed by it.” :

“Isaw it from the garret winder first,” said 4
Miss Strickland. ‘I was up there to get some !
arbs for Frank Grimly’s wife, that was sick with i
the information of the stummak ; and after that
I watched—yes, Parson Howard, I watched and '
seed all of your dreadful doings”

‘ And now, if you’ve got a crazy wife, less git l
a view of her,” said Mrs. Sweetser. ‘“Iread In
a book once about-a man by the name of Roches-
ter that kept his maryrade wife shot up in his
house, and set out to merry another woman ; but -
the Lord didn’t let him be so wicked.”

“I have no one here but myself,” said the
parson.

““Well, what upon earth are you doing here -
at nights, after it’s time for decent folks to be
abed ?” asked the deacon, impatiently. “Its |
dreadful works for a minister of the gospel.”

“I know it is wrong,”’ replied the parson)
meekly. ‘It is my weakness—my sin, if you
choose to call it so. We all bave these secret
sins, you know ?”

“I dont!” said Miss Strickland, emphatically.

‘ And now, brethren and sisters, I have a con-
fession to make.” He wiped his forehead, and
pulled his coat closer around him. ‘ My sin £
18—”

“ Bigotry !” ejaculated Miss Strickland. iy ‘

«The Lord forbid!” said the minister, de- 1] L

voutly. :

“Wall, what is your sin, then ?” asked Mrs. i
Sweetser. ' ‘-

“Smoking! Iam an inveterate smoker, and
my wife detests the smell of the weed. She
objects to my smoking at the parsonage because
it fouls the curtains. The doctor has ordered
me to practice gymnastics every day to keep up |
my strength, and I told Charlotte I would, have ¢
the things put up out here; and here I come
every night for an hour to exercise and smoke 1”

“But, dear me, Parson Howard!” said Mrs,
Sweetser, ‘‘ where did all the ‘ahs!’ and ‘ohs{’
and ‘ums !’ and the groans come from §” -

- Just try and swing yourself over that bar,:
sister Sweetser, and come down on your head,®
as I have done many a time, and you will beliexe~\
me when I tell you, I made the noise myself. "
And now, ladies, if you will have the goodness
to take leave, I will dress myselt and go home.”

There was a stampede down the stairs ; a wild
whoop from Tom Chester and the other boys,
who had listened on the landing—and the dis-
comfited gossips sought their several homes.

The next day, Miss Strickland left S8pruceville
to visit an imaginary aunt & hundred miles off,
and did not return in a hurry. She could not
endure the jokes of which she was wise enough
to know she would be made the butt.

Deacon Pilgrove made his atonement by send-
ing the minister a load of potatoes; and one of
Mrs. Sweetser’s best cheeses found its way to the
parsonage larder before the week was out.

And Parson Howard still exercises at the Jen-

kins’ mansion, and, probably, indulges in his.
secret sin; but he is suffered to go on unmolested.*




