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R.S. FOUNTAIN,

—=2UCCESSOR

TO—

A. W. Fountain & Son,l

CARRIAGE MANUFACTURER.

~—AND PROPRIETOR OF THE EASTON—

MARBLE WORKS,

l ATYER'S SARSAPARILLA

EASTON, MD.

g AT D
INDUCEMENTS

IN

SHINGLES, FLOORING FRAMING,

AND

SASH, DOORS AND BLINDS.
WRITE FOR PRICES.

GEO. F. SLOAN & BRO,,
132 Light St., Baltimore.

SUILLS

—FOR—

Men, Boys & Children

goods properly
stocked from
Ten per cent.

LIGHT-EIGHT OVERCOATS FROM $5 to $25. All
shrnk before being made up. Custom Department fully
which to order. Samples and prices sent free on application.
discount to clergymen.

NOAHWALKER & CO.,
165 and 167 W. Baltimore St., Baltimore, Md.
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DENTON HARDWARE . 'MACHINERY
STILL AT THE FRONT.

CONSISTING OF
A LARGE AND WELL
SELECTED STOCK
OF CENERAL
HARDW ARE & MACHINERY,

Which are being offered at extraordinary bargains. Everything in the Hardware line most complete.

BUILDING HARDWARE A SPEGIALTY,

Consisting of Locks, Hinges, Screws, Bolts, Window Pulleys, Finishing Nails, Door Stops, and in
fact everything needed in the building line. A general line of Stoves, Rauges and fixtures, Btove
Pipe, Stove Mats and & general assortment of Tinw re. Also Wheelwright's Material, Horse shoes,
Horse Shoe Nails, Cut Nails, ete, Iron—a general assortment, Iron Axles, Thimble Skeins, Edge
Tools, Cutlery ete. Paint, Whitewash and Horse Brushes, Curry Combs. Horse Blankets, Covers, ete.
and s and well selected stock of Harness

We are also agents for Wadsworth, Martinez and Longman’s Pure Paint, White Lead, Putty, Glass,
Oils, Bash, Blinds, Doors, Cacumber Pumps, etc. Our Agricultural Department consists in every-
!rhin: needed on the farm, such a8 Plows, Harrows, Reapers, Mowers, Self-Binders, Steam Engines,

hreshers,

GRAIN AND FERTILIZER DRILLS,

Corn Planters, Corn Shellers, Fodder Cutters, Farm Wagons, ete. Also, a large and well selected
stock of Furnifure; the best brands of Phosphates in the market, All the above goode at prices that
defy competitivn. We are glso agents for the celebrated Webster Wagous, together with a fine line of
Carriagec, ete, Quick sales and small profits is our motto, We are also Geusral Agents for

STERA AGHICLLTURA
MO Ml MACHINER! e

Very description. Largest dealers on the Peninsula,

Evitts & HoLBrook

Agents wantel whisre wa hve non s,

WARREN LELAND,

whom everybody kunows as the successful
manager of tle

Largest Hotel Emterprises

of America, saysthat wlile a passenger from
New York on board a ship going arouud Cape
Horn, in the carly days of ewmigration to Cal-
ifornia, he learned that one of the officers of
the vessel had cured himself, during the voy-
age, of au obstinate disease by the use of

Ayer's Sarsaparilla.

Since then Mr. LrrLaxp has recommemded
in many similar
cases, and he Las never yet Leard of its fail-
ure to effeet a radical cure.

Some years ago one of Mr. LELAND'S farm
laborers bruised his leg. Owing to the bad
state of Lis blood, an ugly serofuious swelling
or lump appeared on the injured limb. lor-
rible itching of the skiu, with buruing and
darting pains through the lump, made life
almost intolerable. The leg bicame enor-
nmwously enlarged, and running ulcers formed,
Jdischarging great guantities of extremcly
offensive matter., XNo treatment was of any

'| avail uutil the man, by Mr. LELAND’S dirce-

tion, was supplied with AYER'S SARSAIA-
kiLLA, which aliayed the prin and irritation,
Liealed the sores, removed the swelling, and
completely restored tive lineb to use,

Mr. LELAND has persounally used

Ayers Sarsaparilla
for Rheumatismn, with entire suceeas ; and,
after careful observation, deelares that, ir
Lis belief, there is no medicine in the world
equal to it for the cure of Liver Disordors,
Gout, the effects of high living, Salt

! Rheum, Sores, Eruptions, and all the
|\ wvarious forms of blood disenses,

We have Mr. LELAXD'S perinassion toinvite
all who may desire further evidenee in regard
to the extraordinary cuarative powers of
AYER'S SARSAPARILLA to se2 Lim perso..-
ally either at his mammoth Oceun 1 oul
Long Branch,or at the popular Leluna lote
Broadway, 27th and 23th Strects, Mew L ori,

Mr. LELAND'S extensive knowledge of 11
good done by this nneguailed eradicator w.
blood poisona enabies him Lo give inguirer:
much valuable information,

PREIFARED BY

Dr.J.C.Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.

Sold br all Drum:iits. ¢1.8ix hottles for 85.
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BRICK HOTEL

—AND—

LIVERY STABLE,
GREENSBORO’ Maryland.

WM. H. COHEE, PROP'R.

RATES REDUCED—Per day $1 25; per

|

week $4 to §5.
Carriage meets every train, free for guests

Jas. Parnell,

MERCHANT TAILOR,
DIENTON, MD.

0
SUITS for gentlemen cut and made

to order. Trimmings furnished when de-
sired. :

THAWLEY & GHINGHER.
BUTCHERS.

DENTON, MD.

KEEP constantly on hand a fresh

supply of the best Beef and oth-
er meats. They also keep constantly
on hand first class corned beef. Their
store opposite the Brick Hotel will
be open
TUESDAYS,

THURSDAYS and

SBATURDAYS

all day, and on other days until noon.
Changes in price of beef will always
be noticed. 1,1,84

THOMAS F. JONES
—WITH—

FALLIN, DOWNING & CO.

WHOLESALE T9BACCO AND COM-
MISSION HOUSE,

58 Light Street, Baltimore, Mad.

COAL. COAL. COAL.

I am receiving and will keep constantly
on hand at

DENTON BRIDGE,

A FULL SUPPLY CF

_|ANTHRACITE COAL

at the following prices:

No. 2 Lyken 8 Valley $5.50
¢¢ 5.50
- 6.00

4,75

B&=Coal delivered in town when request-
ed at 50cts. per ton.
Soliciting your orders, 1 am respectfully,
CHAS. F. WILLIS,
Denton Bridge.

-

e)

3
Bituminous Coal

3 1

9 27 tf.

GREENSBOROUGH CORNET BAND.

The Greensborough Cornet Band—fifteen
ieces—is now open for engagements, and
its services can now be secured for Political
Meetings, Parades, etc,, at fair rates by

J. ED. W1LLIS, Leader,
9 20 2t. Greensborough, Md.

HEHR‘! IRWIN & SON,

k applying personally or by letter to

AUTIONEERS,

DENTON, MD.

JosHUA W. BRYANT. URIE TOWNSEND

BRYANT & TOWNSEND,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

DENTON, MD.
9 20.

J AMES N, TObD,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

DENTON, MD.
]
All le
ly atten 6 2 B4,

to.

ALD W. TILGHMAN,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

al business and collections prompt-
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A ROMANCE 0]: THE KIK GE"{TLRT

Certainly it is impossible to play

Desdemona in the opera of “Othelloy

the Moor of Venice,” without being
deeply moved. Still, exciting as the
part may be, that was not the only
cause of Katrinka’s agitation, When
the dark shade of the curtain descend.
ed like a pall before the death-bed on
which the prima donna was lying,
she continued pale and speechless; it
seemed as though the Moor’s dagger
had really pierced her heart. The
tenor, I think it was Bordogni, was
alarmed. He raised her gently in

' his arms and was about carrying her

' out into the open air,

fi
!

when Count
Arnold came up. The Count lavish-
ed every attention upon her, and
presently a gentle sigh escaped her,
her heavy eyelids opened, and she
recognized hin.

“Alas! you are not gone then, Ar-
nold,” she murmured.

“] had not the courage,” he replied,
brokenly.

“And I too feel that I have not
strength to endure a second parting,”
cried Katrinka, unconscious that she
was giving utterance to her secret
thoughts.

The count seized her hand in trans-
port.

“You love me, then,” he exclaim-
ed; *“you love me, you who yester-
day bade me adieu so coldly and in-
differently !”

The lady hid her blushing face
with her hands. “Alas!” she replied,
“must we not quit each other still?
I am as far beneath you in rank now
as I was yesterday—but this inter-
view is too harassing—it would de-
stroy the little srength 1 have left.
Au revoir, count.”

“No, I will not quit you till you
promise to see me to-morrow.”

“Everybody is watching us here,
and if I was to receive your visit to-
morrow, the poor orphan’s fair fame
would be gone for ever. Be gener-
ous, Arnold.”

The young man only settled him-
self more firmly than ever in his
seat.

“Well,” she said at last, **1 am go-
ing to sing to-morrow at Mr. ;
the banker’s, country seat. You are
invited to the concert. There I may
perhaps have an opportunity to see
you, and to =ay to you what will for-
ever part us. Be that as it may, you
shall know all.”

The count turned pale, and came
near fainting in his turn.

“You see,” said the prima donna
with deep grief, “a single word has
been enough to inspire you with
doubt, perhaps with contempt of
me. Suspend your bad opinion of
me for awhile, however. In the
melancholy story 1 have to tell, you
will find no trace of guilt or remorse.”

He fell at her feet, and his looks
pleaded eloquently for pardon. It
was granted, and the lovers separated
with one of those long and meaning
glances which rend while they also
delight.

x
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The next day both were present at
the fete. A more luxurious one was
never given. Three different thea-
tres had been erected in the spacious
park; the one for Potter and his com-
rades of the *‘*Varietes,”” another for
vaudevilles, and the third for opera.
In the back ground were seen prepa-
rations for extensive fire-works, and
long lines of tables loaded with eve-

ry luxury.

At a signal given by the host the
concert began, and presently it was
Katrinka’s turn to appear. As soon
as she came forward a low murmur
of admiration broke from the audi-
ence. She had never looked so pret-
ty, so cheerful and smiling. No
sooner, however, had she begun her
aria than she was seen to tremble and
turn pale. Bhe shuddered, but over-
came her emotions sufficiently to be-
gin the air, *‘Si padra m’abbandano,”
and the audience hung upon every
sound that fell from her lips, when
all at once the two other theatres
opened, and the plaintive wail of the
cantatrice was drowned in the noisy
merriment of a couple of broad farces,
both performed together. 'The next
moment boxes and galleries gave
away, and the audience were precipi-
tated to the ground. The fireworks
began to go off, and belng skilfully
aimed at the lights, speedily put
them out. In a few moments it was
pitch dark, confusion reigned su-
preme, and the forlorn guests were
struggling and shrieking in the dirt
and mud of the park., In the centre
of this horrible scene stood its auth-
or, enjoying, with a Satanic smile,
this, one of his ‘good jokes.

In the first moment of confusion,
Katrinka felt herself grasped by a
pair of vigorous arms, which soon
removed her from the scene, and af-
ter placing her in a carriage, their
owner, Count Arnold, taok a seat be-
side her and his horses flew along
the road to Paris. Katrinka seemed
paralyzed by terror; her teeth chat-

' tered, and she kept murmuring to
- herself, *“Tis he ’tis he "

Arnold endeavored to calm her ag-
itation.

“QOh!” she cried, “if you only knew

'what gloomy recollections the sight
- of that map calls up !’

“Whom do you mean, dearest.

E‘Wne to the man who dares disturb

you tnus !”

“Oh! pray be silent!” she exclaim-
ed; ““promise me that you will avoid
that man, avoid him as vou would
the £vil Gne himself. I promised
to tell you my story to-day and the
sight of that man is only too natural
an introduction to it. Listen, Ar-

EAsTON, MD. [ nold.”

THE FPRIMA DUHEA’H STORY.

“It is the fashion to extol Napo-
eon’s soldiers; but these men, such
heroes on the field of battle, were of-
ten worse than brutes after a victo-
ry. Eight and twenty years ago

them fell, seemingly lifeless, at the
gate of a chateau he had helped to
rplunder. The old man who had in-
habited the smoking ruins gave shel-
ter to his wounded enemy, and by
his cares restored him to health. His
guest repaid the debt of hospitality
by sedueing his only daughter. Her
father threatened the outrager of his
family’s honor with death, but his
daughter interposed to save the vile
wretch she called her husband.

‘“ ‘Be it so,” said her parent, ‘let
him assume in the sight of God and

girl, that will be ample atonement
for your error!” His daughter had
a fortune of a hundred thousand

and the seducer promised to do any-
thing that was required of him. They
were married, and went to Paris.

too well fulfilled.
“The officer lived as though his
wife’s fortune was inexhaustible. He

rades, and never troubled his head
' about the welfare of the woman who
had sacrificed everything for his
sake, nor of the little daughter she
had borne him. He became a gam-
bler, with the usual result—one morn-
ing found a bloody corpse lying at
her threshold. Her husband had
been coward enough to take his own
life. '

“Without a friend,
sources, in a strange land, she still
struggled to bear up against her mis-
fortunes. She educated her daugh-
ter in the principles of religion, in-
culcated the duty of industry and
frugality by example as well as pre-
cept, and never lost hope or courage
until she felt the approach of death.
Then, indeed, oh, how the thought
of leaving her only child a helpless
orphan afflicted her spirit!

“One morning her daughter had
been to pray at her mother’s tomb,
and was on her way homeward,
when a carriage stopped before her,
and its occupant beckoned her to ap-
proach.

“ ‘Where have you been ?’ said the
strange gentleman, abruptly.

“ ‘At my mother’s tomb.’

¢ ¢Is your father alive 2

“¢I am an orphan.’

“ ‘Do you live with a relation 2

“ ‘My mother was a German, and
I have no kindred in Paris.’

“ ‘How many lovers have you?’

“She eyed him with a look of so
much purity and innocence that he
felt almost ashamed of his brutal
question.

¢ ‘Get up into my caariage.’

“She hesitated, but he caught her
by the arm and lifted her up to the
seat.

“The earriage stopped in front of a
beautiful residence in the Rue de St.
Antoine. The stranger helped the
yonng girl out of the carriage and
rang a bell, which summoned a re-
spectable-looking old woman,

“ ‘Here is your new mistress,” he
said, and turned toward his carriage.
The orphan ran after him. *Sir,” she
cried, ‘I prefer death to dishonor.’
He only laughed and patted her on
the cheek.

¢ ¢tDon’t be frightened before you
are hurt,” he said; ‘there’s no harm
meant you. I am rich, and like to
do good after a fashion of my own,
that’s all. I happened to meet you,

vile wretch who deceived me. Enjoy |
your good fortune fearlessly. I'll
not even come to see you unless you
wish it)

“And in fact six months passed be-
fore she again beheld her generous
benefactor. The woman who waited
upon her was intelligent and affec-
tionate. She employed masters in
every branch of education. And
when the unknown benefactor made
his appearance at last, the young girl
took pleasure in exhibiting her ac-
quirements, to show him that she
was not altogether unworthy of his
bounty. Instead, However, of seem-
ing pleased at her progress, this
strange being began to find fault
with her, and forbade her taking any
more lessons; he then left her and
did not show himself again for four
years. Her governess advised her
not to follow his directions, but to
continue her studies so as to be able
to support herself in case she should
again become the victim of adversi- |
ty. Shedid so, and made rapid ad-
vances, especially in music.

“#“One morning the stranger came
to pay her a visit.
him tenderly for having been so
long absent. He made no reply ex-
cept to say :

¢ ¢My dear, I should like tosee you
in the dress you wore the day I first
met you,’

#'She hastened to comply with his
desires, and presently re-appeared in
her former plain dress.

‘“ ‘Would you not like to visit with
me the place were chance first threw
you in my way 2’

“ (Surely,’ replied the orphan, joy-
ously, ‘my gratitude, great as it is,
will become still more ardent on re-
visiting the scene of my loneliness
and suffering.’

“She entered the carriage with
him. When they had reached the
precise spot where he had first met
her, he requested her top alight.
had hardly done so before the car-

| riage drove off and left her standing

they overran Germany, and one of

man the name you gave him—poor |

francs, inherited from her mother, |

Alas! her father’s prophecy was butl

spent his whole time among his conmi- .

without re- I

saw you were pretty, and determined |
to give you what I bestowed upon a |

She reproached

She

here, astonished and alarmed.

“She began to think as soon as sh«
wcovered a little from her surprise.
what was to be done, and she deter-
mined to take a hack and go back
alone. When she reached her late
abode she knocked and called till she
was weary, but the door remained
closed. Only imagine my despair,
Arnold, for you have doubtless per-
ceived that I was telling you my
own story. Alone, abandoned, in
the middle of Paris, without means,
without a shelter, without a protec-
tor! Oh, what I suffered !

“The coachman was waiting, and
I had not even money enough to pay
him. I took out my ear-rings and
sold them to a jeweler. I paid the
coachman and sat down on a bench,
almost frantic. After I had prayed 1
determined not to be discouraged.
The first thing to be provided was a
lodging—no easy matter, as all the
money I had was what was left over
of the price of my ear-rings. 1 dis-
covered that in changing my dress I
had kept a pretty watch, which I
found on a mantel-piece the day 1l
entered my late residence. 1 went
back to the jeweler’s to sell it. He
eyed me suspiciously, and offered me
sixty francs. I agreed to take it at
once, for I had no idea of the value
of the watch., He detained me a few
minutes under some pretext, and I
saw a police officer come in.

« sSir,’ said the jeweler, ‘this young
girl has offered me a watch set with
jewels for sixty francs, which is
worth ten times as much. I have
reason to believe it is stolen; will
you be good enough to take her be-
fore the magistrate 2’

«] was led away and thrown into
prison, for I hardly knew Ww hat an-
swer to make to the magistrate’s
questions, and thte account 1 gave
him of my adventures he treated as
an idle fable.

“] went to prison, Arnold! Oh, if
you could but know what 1 suffered,
confined as I was with the most
abandoned of my sex! Alas! this
was but the first blow; contempt and
disgrace were to be my lot; yes, con-
tempt and disgrace! for the court,
too, refused to believe me innocent.
I was acquitted, because nobody ap-
peared to claim the stolen goods, as
they told me; but the juege accom-
panied my dismissal with the bitter-
est reproaches. He took special care
to tell me that it was only the want
of proof that enabled me to escape
the punishment I so richly deserved.
‘In the house in which you pretend
to have lived for years,” he said, ‘not
a soul knows you. The highly re-
spectable gentleman that owns the
property declares that your story is
utterly false. You may go now, but
the arm of the law will soon seize
you again !’

“Do not expect me to tell all the
trials, all the sufferings I went thro’,
A long series of misfortunes led me
to Italy; where I made my debut at
La Scala, and earned a share of glo-
ry and renown! Let it be enough,
Arnold, for you to know that the
daughter has done nothing to dis-
erace her mother, who, she hopes, i3
still looking down upon her from her
heavenly abode!

“«Judge of my affright, my dear
friend, when, a few minutes ago,
I recognized in the person who gave
the entertainment we just quifted,
that same infernal being who has
played so strange a part in the drama
of my life—that stern, cruel old man
who rescued me from want only to
plunge me into it again with tenfold
cruelty—who might have established
my innocence by a single word, and
| yet left me alone without friends or
means of defence, before a tribunal
which overwhelmed me with unmer-
ited reproaches! Arnold, when that
painful, degrading thought comes
me, it tortures—it kills me! Oh,
leave me, let me go! you c¢an never
be the husband of one whom the
judges of the land have called ‘thief
thief!” »

“My dear angel of purity, why lay
such weight on the ill-treatment of
the world which now admires and
worships your adorable talent?—
What matters it if the crown of
thorns has once pierced yaur fore-
head, now that it is radiant forever
with the halo of glory? What mat-
ters the past, when henceforth my
love is the only future to which you

are to look forward ?”?

* * * .3 %*

A few days afterwards the public
learned, with a mixture of pleasure
and regret, that the distinguished
cantatrice was about to quit the
at.u.,e, and to encircle her pure brow
' with a countess’ coronet.

THE END.
—_— il e N P— ——

**Out of the Current,”

#“He fasts enough that has a bad
meal.”

“Time marks his lines of travel in
wrinkles.”

“Contempt should be the best con-
cealed of our sentiments,”

W hat loneliness is more lonely than
distrost?

Everybody drags its shadow, and
every mind its doubt.

Languages begin by being a musie,
and end by being an algebra.

He who thinks himself good for
everything is often good for nothing.

The more honesty a man has, the |

less he affects the air of a saint.
Doubt springs from the mind; faith
is the daughter cf the soul,
The gods have a curse for him who
willingly tells another the wrong.
The world is a book, the language
of which is unintelligible to many

people.

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2939_scm3353-0185.jpg

| The captain

DEN’I‘ON M.A.RYLAN - SATURDAY MORNIIL\TG‘ NOVEMBER 8 188<4.

s e

“bTEER N. W ”

About two years ago I left the
service. I was tired of it; as I want-
ed some more exciting employment
I joined a whaler. We were unlucky
—some how I bring no luck any-
where—and were nearly empty. We
were cruising up here to the north,
and were thinking of making for
home, as the weather had changed—
for the ice forms precious quick in
those latitudes when. it once begins.
naturally wanted to
hang on to the last chance of another

haul.

One bright afternoon, just after
eight bells, I made up the log and
took it to the captain’s cabin. 1
knocked at the door, and as nobody
answered, I walked in. I thought it
odd the captain hadn’t answered me,
for there he was sitting at his desk,
with his back to me, writing. See-
ing he was employed, I told him I
brought the log, laid it down on the
table behind him, and, as he made
no answer, I walked out. I went on
deck, and the first person I met was
the captain. I was puzzled—I could
not make out how he got there before
me.

“How did you get up here?” 1
asked ; “I just left you writing in
your cabin.”

“] have not been in my cabin for
the last half hour,” the captain an-
swered ; but I thought he was chaf-
fing, and didn’t like it.

“There was some one writing at
vour desk,” I said; *“if it wasn’t
you vou had better go and see who it
The log is made up. I have left

1s.

it in your cabin, sir,” and with that I |

walked sulkily away. I had no
idea of being chaffed Dy the cap-
tain, to whom I had taken a dislike.

“Mr. Brown,” said the captain,
who saw I was nettled, *‘you must
have been mistaken; my desk is
locked. But come—we’ll go down
and see about it.”

“You see, Mr. Brown,” he said,
laughing, **you must have been mis-
taken; the desk is locked.”

I was positive, *“Somebody may
have picked the lock,” I said.

“But they couldn’t have closed it
again,” the captain suggested; ‘‘but
to satisfy you I will open it and see
if the contents are safe, though there
is not much here to tempt a thief.”

He opened the desk, and there—
stretched across it—was a sheet of
paper with the words, *“Steer N.
W.” written 1n an odd, cramped hand.

The captain looked at the paper
and then handed it to me.

“You are right, Mr. Brown; some-
body has been here. This is some
hoax.”

We sat there some time talking
and trying to guess what could be
the object of such a joke—if joke it
was mean’t to be. I tried to identify
the back of the man 1 had seen at
the desk with that of any of the crew.
I could not do it. It is true I had at
first taken the man for the captain,
but now points of difference suggest-
ed themselves. I had not looked
very attentively at the figure, but
still I was under the impression that
the coat it had on was brown, and
the bailr which appeared under the
cap, seemed, as 1 remember-
ed it, to have been longer and whiter
than the captain’s.
ope man on board who resembled in
in the least tne figure 1 had seen. 1
suggested to the captain that it might |
have been old Shiel, the boatswain.
He did not like to suspect the old
man, who was a great favorite; be-
sides, what motive could he, or in-
deed anyone else have had in trying
to change the course of the vessel ¥

Not to appear to suspect any cne
in particular, the captain determired
to have up all the crew. We had
them up, one by one. Weexamined
them and made all those who could
write, write “Steer N. W.,” but we
gained no clue. One thing was very
clear—it could not
Shiel, who was proved to have been
forward at the time I was in the cap-
tain’s cabin, The mystery remained
unsolved.

That evening 1 =at drinking my
grog with the captain in his eabin,
We were neither of us inclined to be
talkative. 1 tried to think of home

and the pleasure it would be to see

the old folks again, but still my
thoughts always wondered back to
that mysterious writing. I tried to
read, but caught myself furtively
peeping at the desk, expecting to see
the figure sitting there.

The captain had not spoken for
some fime, and*was sitting with his
face buried in his hand. At last he
looked up and said:

“Suppose we alter her course to
northwest, Mr. Brown?”

1 don’t know what it was; I can-

'not hope to make you understand
. the feeling in my mind that followed

those words—it was a sense of relief
from a horrible nightmare. 1 was
ashamed of the childish pleasure 1
felt, but I could nat help answering
eagerly, “*Certainly, shall I give the
order ?"

I waited no longer, but hurried on
deck and altered the course of the
vessel.

It was a clear, frosty night, and as
I looked at the compass before going
below I felt strangely pleased, and
caught myself chuckling and rub-
bing my hands; at what, 1 cannot
say—I didn’t know then, but a great
weight had been taken off my mind,

I went down to the eabin, and
found the captain pacing up and down
the small space. He stopped as 1
came in, and, looking up, said ab-
ruptly:

“It can do no harm, Mr. Brown.”

“If this breeze c¢ontinues,” 1 an-
swered, “we can hold this course

There was only
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for thlrt} hﬂun or s0; but then, 1
should think—

“But theu——we shall find ice. How's
the wind 27

‘*Steady, north by east.”

We sat down and finished our grog.
I had the morning watch to keep
next day. I was too restless to sleep
after it, so I kept on deck the whole
day. Even that did not satisfy me.
[ was continually running up into
the tops with my glass, but every
time I came down disappointed. The
captain was as unquiet as myself,
Something was expected to happen,
but of what it would be we could
form no idea. The second officer, I
believe thought us both erazy; in-
deed, I often wondered myself at the
state I was in. Evening came and
nothing had turned up. The night
was bright and the captain deter-
mined to ecarry on under easy sail
till morning.

Morning came, and with the first
gray light I was on deck. It was bit-
terly celd. Those only who have
seen them can form an idea of the
delicate tints of the morning sky in
those northern seas. But 1T was in no
humor to approciate the beauties of
nature. There was a mist low down
on the horizon; I waited impatient-
{ ly for it to lift. It lifted soon, and I
could not be mistaken—beyond it 1
could see the shimmer of ice. 1 sent
down to tell the captain, who came
on deck directly.

It’s no use, Mr. Brown,” he said:
“‘you must pwt her about.”

“Wait one moment; the mist
lifting more and it will be quite clear
directly.”

The mist was indeed lifting rapid-
ly. Far to the north and west we
could see the ice stretched away in
one unbroken field. I was trying to
see whether there appeared any
break in the ice toward the west,
when the captain, seizing my arm
with one hand and pointing straight
ahead with the other, exclaimed :

“Good heavens! there’s a ship
there !”

The mist had risen like a curtain,
and there, sure enough, about threo
miles ahead, was a ship seemingly
firmly packed in ice. We looked at
the boat for some time without sayv-
ing a word. There was some mean-
ing after all in the mysterious warn-
ing, was the first thought that sug-
gested itself to me.

“She’s nipped bad, said old
Shiel, who, with the re wt of the crew,
was anxinuﬁly watching our new dis-
covery. I was trying to make her
out with the glass when the flash of a
gun quickly followed by the report,
proved that she had seen us. Up
went the flag, union downward. We
needed no signal to know her dis-
tress. The captain ordered the sec-
ond officer off into the boat. 1 saw
him as he made his way over the
ice with a few of the men toward the
ship. They soon returned with eight
of the ship's crew. 1t was a dismal
account they gave of their situation.
l'hey might have sawed their way
out of the ice, but the ship was =0 in-
jured she could not have floated an
hour., The largest of their boats had
been stove in, the others were hardly
seaworthy. They were preparing,
however, to take to them as a last re-
source when our welcome arrival put
'anend to their fears. Another de-
tachment was soon brought off, and
' the captain, with the remainder of his
crew, were to follow immediately.

I went down to my cabin and tried
to think over the singular fate which
had made us the preservers of this
ship’s crew. I could not divest my-
self of the idea that some supernatural
agency was connected with the paper
in the desk, and I trembled at the
thought of what might have been the
consequences if we had neg.ected the
warning. Theboat coming alongside
interrupted my reverie. 1 a few sec
onds I was on deck.

I found the captain talking to afine
old sailorlike looking man, whom he
introduced to me as Captain Squires,
(Captlain Squires shook hands with me
and we remained talking some time.
I could not keep my eyes off his face;
I had a conviction that I had seen
him somewhere, where, 1 could not
tell. Every now and then I seemed
to catch at some clue, which vanished
as soon as touched. At last he turned
round to speak to some of the men.
I could not be mistaken—there was
the leng, white hair, the brown coat.
He was the man I had seen writing
in the captain’s cabin.

That evening the captain and |
told the story of the paper to Captain
Squires, who gravely and in silence
listened to our conjectures. He was
too thankful for his escape out of
such imminent peril to question the
means by which it had been brought
about. At the captain’s request he
wrote “Steer N. W.” We compared
it with the original writing. There
could be no doubt of it. It was in
the same odd,cramped hand.

Can anyone solve the mystery ™

1=

t”

“Travel improves superior wines
and spoils the poor; it is the same
with the brain.”

Men would not live long in society
if they were not the dupes of each
other.

Manners are the hypocrisies of
nations; the hypocrisies are more or
less perfected.

It is with happinessas with watches
—the less complicated, the less easily
deranged.

“Rivals who blow out each other’s
brains for the eye= of a coquette, prove
' that they have none.”

In condemning the vanity of women,
men complain of the fire they thems-
selyves have kindled.,




