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he <torm was wilid, the night grew cold,
Al & poet’s Taee peered throngh the pane,
A Tace whereon, in tone les ok,
Were writ the thoughts of & tecining hgein,
A Wondrous face with saddened eyes,
That, having sought through dieary
Had caught o gliwpse of paradise
Gold by 1o o siiver mist of tears,
And st he watehed the angry night,
=earching an insplration there,
And still the storm rashed left and right
Like & moaning ghost in the startled air,
Fill wearily he onee more bent
O%r Lis paper, tull of words which barned
With the dearest hopes that his soul had ent.
Like envoys, intoa world which spurned
Al that it falled to understand,
And still preterved on the husks to feed.,
LiKe a prodigal 1u a foreign land.,
Choosing the mean in word and deed .
For he had labored with thoughittul brow
Atd heart that vearned to find the trath,
P steaven withh soght to st endow
s soul, where hined the fires of vouth,
With the large Knowledge of that foree
YSohieh Hes behiind the tace of things,
Ald battled Boereely to divoroe
The licof living a life that brings
A Hewting Joy and & workl ol tears,
Fiomm the beanty of ecreation’s plan:

YUMT S,

A =t e waorked throungh Wanbng v eurs,
b tear of God, with love towanrd
Antd =till he Tound not what he conzht,
And hilte grew grey as the winler sea,
Norever trmton the seasons biroongehl,
EViE ks somd tarned sl as sad conbd e,
And he bowed s head,
For his hope wie deial,
Whitle without the night,
el <pirits white
Lhiant o hanted their ghostly minstrelsy.

TP

Fate eaneth something more than hite,
Love needeth something more than love,
A laurelled victory tollows strife,
As tears helow reach joyvs above;
There is an end beyoud the means,
Hevoud the counrse there i« a goal,
Aud thitherward the sparit leans
As turns the nesdle to the pole.
SO drewmed the poet, as he strove
Lo find the bliss which erowns desire,
To find the jJoy where resteth love
AsHame talnts bu the glow ol fire:
Yetever from his eager grisp
his something that o’ertops the whole
Fled Hke a maid who fears the elasp
Of her love's aris,  Aud so his soul
Grrew sad as sad conld be, and so
There was= a blot on his design,
Upon his Life the blight of woe,
And o bos poein i issing e

For he had formed a high ideal,
Waoven of webs of noble thought,
And colored with a brilliance real
As Heaven's blue and erimson, wrought
Into a bow of promise. Yel
There ever hung a shiddow there,
Thist e hased the sun T he prowdly set, —
The godd of hope i the eloud Despair,
And so the poew, like o maimed thing,
Helplessly walted the missing lne
To sour away on unsullled wing
Andd sing to the workd ity soug divine!
For on the page of the poet’s heart
Had dropped its treasires, one by one,
Like clustered Howers whose patals part
Todrink the glory of the sun;
ke wedded ocean-shells, whieh hold
Rare peards that fash a light sublime,
Or legends whose dim themes enfold
The mellow fruits of pregnant thme:
Yetustitl there lacked the tinal word,
=0 long desired, so valnlf sought,
That ever fled, ke muasie heard
In some vague dream with beanty fraught:
And the post wepl,
And, wearled, slept;
While the storin sobbed low
With a tale of woe,
A tale of & sad, unlinished thought,

Like a dream there came a beauteous form,
Low browed, with a wondrous wealth of hair,
And up from the deeps of the angry stori
Hovered a melody on the air:
While the ftush of wmorn, ke a biridal vell,
From the forehead adown to the fiuger tips
A radiance shed, till the eyelids pale
Were tounched with & halo; and stil her Hps
spake not, till the poet, reaching wide
His eager hands to the vision falr,
Filled with & new-found rapture, cried:
‘“Thy name, oh thing of beaaty rare ?*
Aund the spirit answered:  **1 am Love;
Tis love thou needst, and love s mine;
Thou hast sought below, but 1 dwell above:
My name will fill thy missing Hhoe . "’
Then faded away, as a form ol wmist
Fades lu the ray of the tender moon,
When the leaves are still, and the hill tops Kissed
With the touch of & lHght that shall die too soon,
And the poet's heart, like a thing of lead,
When he heard the sound of that sweet, fleet name
sank down in his breast at the words she sald,
For his poem was full of the spirit's fame |
And through its texture was woven love
And its warp was the pale delight love brings ;
And its woofl the dreamfual Joys which move
The hearts of peasands, the hearts of kKings.

And so it seemed,
As the poet dreéamed,
Love held no key
To the harmmony
Oft sought in his wild laginings.
There came a rustle, as when wind fles,
~omberly grand, through the Autuminn wounl :
And a presence, grave, of herole size,
Girew Into shape, and as stlent stood
A= some dread form of omniseient fate,
Fondering well, in thoughts sublline,
The golden sands at the golden gate
That bars the passage of winged Thae ;
Deep Hnes of study crossed his brow,
A nd wisdom shone (o his eyes so hright,
Aud the Why 7 and Whence ? and Whither 7 and
How?
Their answer found in that wondrous light,
Aud as the vision clearer grew
The poet lifted his chastened eyes,
And his huugry soul strange quiet knew,
l.ike the rest which followeth sweet surprise .
Aud the Spirit's voice was clear as bells
Outrung on the waves of lucenlt alr,
When a tale of repose the curfew tells,
A tale of the hope that outwelghs despalr :
“Oh poet, who hast sought so long
In transcendental realms to find
The word to ill thy beauteous song,
‘Turn from thy heart and scan thy mind;
Thy visions are not what they seein ,
And love, that geutly beckons thee.
Is but the shadow of a dream, -
False as o mirage on the sea,
1 come 1o hring thee quick release,
The thing thou need st is part of e,
| am & messenger of peace, —
The spirit of Philosophy,
There Is an entity which holds
Within Ilself the hidgen source
Of every mystery which enfolds
Thy steps. That entity Is Force,
Here thy ideal, though concealed,
Les In 1ts essence, pure and true ;
A priceless gulde by e revealed
‘v leadd thy feet o pastures now, *’
Aund then the spirit swepl away,
Dissolving Into the howling night,
While the poet, stricken with blank dismay,
shrank as & flower that feels the blight
Of & frost which steals Its heart, 1t seemed
As though the words took out of life
T'he hope of all that he sl dreamed
shoukd come whon peace succeedod strife,
And without the hlast
Whirled wildly past,
While the holsterous raln
Agalust the pane
Dashed like a ghost with envy rife.

A slience rested every where,
A nd nature seeined to turn to stone,

There was & something in the alr
Hetweon # discord and & moan;

W hile all the realins of nether space,
b ull of & force unnamed, lnteuse.

hestertoton Transcript

VOIL. XVIL

Pressed on the bradn as a hannting face
Prannnts the spirbt ol drow ness The senise
The room grew cold with a sadden ehill,
The fame of the night Lonp bloer burned,
Ancd, ke some bird ol omens 1
A Torin <tessd there, e s 00 T el
There tell on the Pl ghanee so cold
That the guick tide ebibwed on hiis palsied heart.,
A his pervous arm 2rew instant ok,
And he sattranc-toed, s Thaush a doart,
Resistless harled by releatle s hands,
Had reached his lite through the cloven o
Ancd stil as Drestiny s hmage s
Stowud thiat tervibde fgure there
Abd s some <akden nstinet e«
AKe an anspiration from hicart to hiralig
o the poet, as he gazed b thoce raybe s
Thritled wiath i joy so neal oo padi
That he swept anew,
Told of fraltion

L R

Wit thie i b v s
WL st ! oal st .

| OF goal attalned “wod o biost of Tew

O i note ol peace o the tramgset s blast,
For he tebt that the spirkt 4 message brougint
Tocrown the beauty of his design,
Aud b osund =omnd sabd: 1= thie needed thoanght,
Ul e wword of the mis<ine Hine, ™
hew gpateo Ky serzing s vlle pen,
B cnaedd, with bis lear birow all atbine:
ke, Gehost that tollowest L O It h,
bake all 1 have, but tell thy pame !’
Lo the spirit turned , his hps were gy,
Ald cold with the touch of that ey bhrealh.
And mwarntul asdeparting day
sottnidded the an=wer: L am wath '
A terror over the pewt hiroke,
And s fingers elosad on hils wailting peu,
TiH the Keen polot punetored s haned: he woke
With a sadden ery of palng aud then
Stagering up, e mote his breast,
A the words of that answer, Tar and near,
ke demonbae whidspers boomad unrest,
Fled as the ghost of a haunting tear:
sounded adown the vacant stalr,
Broke on the angles harvd and cobd,
Bounded back trom those walls <o hare,
Worapped o the stlenees, Told on Told,
T the echo rambled Trom room o roodn.
A dyving moan that faintly Tell,
Repeating that strange mnine ol dooin,
Lo the apguished toues of o bast farewell
bvcath! Iwath! Deathl

T he hours dragged <lowily, and torkorn
Ar faded Laare s dawned the day
And pader Than the siekbied morn
P'rone o’ er his desk the poet lay.
Beneath s hand the paper, where
The burning words held fire divine,
W hille piteously restwd there
His finger on the uutindshed Hoe:
Lunhoished <still, vet new baptized,
Hegenerate throagh that hallowed oo,
ke an ideal, halt realized,
The vacant line was redl with billouwl:
The poet™s pete hough b psoient
To bear hais grand conception, sought
Todraw one erbmson drop, tntend
Fosymbohize the missiug thought,
Andd hie by dead: o peace al last
Hested upon that yearning heart
And down the vista of The past
There loomed no spectre 1o hmpart
A sting to present joys  The Key
To lite' s Tond aspirations lay
Within bis nerveless grasp, while e .
Had found the night which ends Hie s day.
And so hidd solved his problem, Here
The grand ideal of his sonl
Was sweelly realized, while clear
Broke the new Hight that erowns the whole:
Andd as strange woodland voiees stray
o lessening tones from hill to glen
Fell mystic murimurs, far away
The echoes of & last Amen! .
Philadelphia Evening Bulletin,
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HER STOCKING DID IT.

She was very pretty—but there came a
time when 1 don't think | cared the least
for her beauty—her soul was so much
more attractive than her body.  She was
no humble wild - flower maiden, hut a wo
man who had received a magniticent
dower of blue blood, including talent, and
all that culture could develop in a beauti
ful and intellectual woman was hers; all
that wealth could bestow upon her she
possessed. She had the good fortune to
have no singularity of nature, but all was
a symmetrical and harmonious whole,

loved her, and | possessed the humble
ness of true love. 'T'he more intimately |
knew her, she made me conscious of things
that were mean in myself., Ont of this
feeling grew jealousy of other men.

A bitter jealousy. She was of toosunny
and generous a temper to pick for Haws,
nor could she know a man as other men
knew him,

She could not understand that Dr Cos.
grove was as irritable in private as he was
suave and agrecable in publie, and 1
would not tell her that Capt. Langdale
seldom paid his debts. They were but
two of her many admirers, and they were
both handsomer and showier than my
seif. In time | was miserable on their
account.

I cannot now, in cold blood, accuse her
of coquetry, but Stephenie St. Jean was of
French blood on her father's side. Be-
side speaking that language pertectly, she
had the French woman's secret of fascina
tion. A trifle more in vivacity, when
surrounded by gentlemen, made her ut
terly irresistible.

I saw and felt the charm, and could not
content myself with the thought that in
the quiet hours we passed 1ogether I knew
mysell dear to her.  Many a winter eve.
ning had we sat together on the little vel
vet sofu before the drawing room fire, se
cure from intrusion, her beautiful hand
resting on my arm, content in her eyes
happiness in her smile. And yet, swear
ing her to be the proudest and most deli-
cate of women, | was madly jealous ol
other men.

For months I would not see her alone.
She was one of a large family, and she
had a favorite cousin, Lilly Lawton, who
wus her constant companion.

She was very young and a bright, sweel
little thing; but of late she had seemed
drooping, as if out of health, and Ste

henie had been unusually protective and

ind.

For Stephenie’s sake, 1 often took Lilly
out to drive, though her exceeding sim.
plicity often bored me.

[ could not but wonder that Stephenie
associated with her so constantly; buat
Lilly worshipped her magnificent cousin,
and the latter delighted in being kind to
those weaker than hersell. “Kitten,'" she
called Lilly, and there had heen some
thing especially kittenish in the gil's
round, bright, gray eyes and playtul,
graceful ways,

Her special charm was gone now.  She

was a pale, faded, spiritless little thing.
Stephenie kept her constantly under her
wlnf(.
“Kitten must have green flelds and pas-
tures new,”” she said. *“The May suns are
getting strong, and 1, too, long znru coun-
try trip. We are going w Branchville,
and shall be absent a week. Mind you
are a good boy till we come hack.”’

[ smiled, but on the wrong side of my
[ace.

“A week,” T murmured,

“A week and one day,” she laughed.

“I shall be gray-headed when you
come bhack,” | mnd, smiling at my own
vexation.

She laughed more gaily than ever; then
8 shadow ?ell over her fuce. -
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“It is for Lilly's sake,” she whispered,
“Look at her,”

Lilly lay on a hammock on the pi
azzn, her hands lyving listlessly in her Lap,
not a shade of color in her cheek.

T'he thought came to me that the child
was bound for the land ol shadows,

“She must have help soon, " said Ste
phenie.

“Yes " | answered,

[ saw them off in the mormnyg train,
Kitten with her check on Stephenie s
shoulder. I earried the picture betore my
eyes all the week—my magnificent, sen
crous  brunetie Hu|||iul‘li1|t£ the failing
strength of that  pale,  far-taced  ehild.
And | had never loved her better in my
lite than in the new phase,

A week and a day Stephenie had sqid;
therefore I had no expectation of seeing
her when,at the end of tive davs, 1 entered
the drawing-room ot her father s house to
find an opera-class | had left there.

I had told the servant at the hall door
what my errand was, and that [ Knew
jllhl where to look for the glass, it on
thie threshold of the apartment my steps
were arrested by the sound ol Stephenie s
Ve,

A rush of delight went over me. 1 was
about to spring torward when | discovered
Stephenie was seated in the aleove of an
inner room beside a gentloman,

[ stood jrresolute. A curtain ol blae
silk fell across the upper part of the fig
ures, but upon it their shadows lay, as
they sat against the sunny windows be
yond, and plainly outlined Stephenie s
beautiful head ard Captain Langdale’s
||I'HI“I*.

[ did not mean to be a listener to their
conversation, but as | demurred about
voing forward, [ distinetively heard Ste
phenie say:

“I love you utterly with "all my he |
| am not ashamed to say this, because you
will never see me again.

She continned talking, but her voice
fell to a low monotone, and 1 realized my
position and stumbled backward out of the
room, and found mysell in the street, go
ing dizzily home.  Like some hunted
thing 1 rushed to my room and hid my
self from all eyes,

[ remember throwing mysell upon a
couch and then starting up and walking
the room, looking at my pale fuce in the
vluss, taking up books and opening as il
to read them, doing all sorts of uninten
tional things in a mechanieal way, trying
not to think of the revelation that had
come 1o me, because it seemed 1 should go
mad iU D did.  Buat a baunting voice was
i'l'yitlﬁ in my var: Stephenie lost Ste
phenie!

“No, no, she is mine!”
pair.

“l have loved her so longe and so well,
and she is my only darling!  What could
| do without hert  Oh, God, what can |
do?

For the truth would not he  gainsaid,
and must be faced.  With mine own enrs
I had heard her say to another man, “‘l
love you,” and what 1 may have mur
mured in moments of impatience, I knew
in soul that Stephenie St Jean was no co
quette.

Captain Langdale had been ordered to
his regiment, and she had probably re
turned home to bid him tarewell, A sol
dier's lite is always in peril, sod in the
moment of parting Stephenie had con
fessed to him what 1 never had suspected,

Heaven knows that 1 had no reason, and
[ had good cause to think ditterently. She
had never plighted her troth to me, but
by word and look and sweet privileges
she had secepted my love, and 1 had such
utter faith in her truth that the possibility
of her deceiving me had never oceurred to
my mind,

The warmest and tenderest intimacy
existed between us, and yet she never had
given her promise to marry me.

Sick at heart, 1 realized it now, review
ing the past in the hatetul light of my sud
den discovery., | was a lawyer, and in
the long hours of that utterly sleepless
night I studied the case untiringly as it it
had not been my own.

It was not a matter of mistaken identi
ly. Leaving out the consideration that
my heart would never mistake Stephenie’s
voice, | distinetly saw the outline of her
bust, and her dress, revealed below the
curtain, was very familiar to me.

[t was of eream-colored silk, trimmed
with black luce. On her toot she wore a
pretty  black satin shoe, with a silver
buckle, and the instep showed a eream
colored stocking, embroidered with silken
huds and vines,

The dress and the stocking, with its
embroidery, were all of the same tint,
and the whole costume but two colors—
cream and black.  As she sat within the
blue curtain the artistic effect whs very
beautitul.

Ah, no! It was Stephenie, peerless
among women; and in heartsick misery 1
at length gave up the lost cause.

The gray dawn was stealing in at my
window, its sweet breezes bathing my ach-
ing temples, when | sat down at my desk
and penned my farewell letter:

| eried in des

STEMUENIE: | cannot trust mysell to see you
apgadnn, Lo s weak as a ehild, and worn oul with
site b sutforing as 1 pray you never may Kuow,

Pavdvertantly veste day, | heard you conless your
heart to Captain Langdale, 1 heard you say that
you loved hime Then yon did not ove me! il
oly Knows how utterly | belleved you did, and
what fervent gratitnde and happiness there was to
e b thot bebief. O, my darting! Hew coukd you
bet me wreck my hieart on the shoals of your mere
curedess Hking. b owas ouly o convenial iviend, a
pleasant companion,  Your heart was his:
alone farewell!

wid iu -

This passionate, incoherent letter 1 di
rected to her, hen ealled my valet,

“Pierre, pack my trunks. We will
vo down 1o Black Rocks for the sum
mer

The man started,

“Pardon, monsicur, it is very dull down
there, No gunning, no lishing, and no
young hudies!”

“And consequently no waiting maids
for vou to ogle,” 1 answered, with a
dreary attempt at ease and lightness of
Spirits,

But the fellow still looked at me.

“Monsicur looks very ill. 1 will bid the
doctor to eall on you, and if he consents
we will go to that horrid place to-mor-
row.e

“Nonsense! [ shall be well enough afler
a bath and some breakinst. Don’t be im-
pertinent, Pierre. We start on the 10
o'clock train."”’

Black Rock was not inhabited by fash-
ionable society; this was my only reason
for choosing it. The Neptune house,
where | ook up my abode, was a large,
rambling, old fashiened inn, not the
least in the world like & modern seaside
hotel.

My valet, of course, arranged the con.
veniences of my life, consequently I did
not know the dark skinned old woman
who one day presented hersell at the door
of my apartment with a long” covered
basket upon her arm. My man was dust.
ing a coat on the back pinzza.

“There is some one at the door, Pierre,”
[ said to him, as [ sat at the window with
a book, which T was not reading.

I is the washerwoman,  She is a very
nice laundress, monsiear,”’

“Yes, U 1 osaid  indiflerently.
her, '’ -

He received the earetully covered basket,
-lilll‘l.l the Bl and the woman Ilt'll:lﬂl*ll.

Picrre preparad to arrange my linen by
openifigy o burean drawer. 1 turned o
page ol my  hook he withdrew the
white c¢loth from the basket, when my
attention was arrvested by his exclimations.

“Mon Diea ! Laees, ratlles

“What's the matter, Picrre 7

“These are ladies’ things, Here s a
wrapper with fluted raffles white skirts,
and—ha, ha 7—embroidered stockings,
Mees Botsey, Mees Betsey, come back '

He dropped the basket on the floor and
rush *«d atter the old woman. [ glanced
within and saw a moss of snowy lace and
embroideries ! heantitul as a bhed o Lilies,
The elothing too dainty and expensive to
belong to any but a lady, and T wondered
who the owner might be.

III one cornper Wwas oa |!i ¢ ol ]iﬂ-if'l'}.'
The ctockings were not all white—one paii
wias of cream color, with a silk embrowdery
of buds and vines: and, while I was care
II'!-"-I}' l'n|1~iull~|'i||-_* TR flnll ‘u'ull"lt' ‘-III"I
l'.\lllllHILI' necdle o wark wis o, the
thought Hashed across me that 1 had seen
that very pattern ol silken rose-hud on
Stephenie St Jean s ool

My Lhand trembled, T dropped the hook
as  Pierre came rashing back win the
panting old woman,

“NYes 1 have lett the wrong basket,
*I‘II-I‘ ll”ll'l', lllll‘*il]t', i,r- 1§'IHII':-=. -‘II‘ lllllll'
vou'll excuse me. L am getting old and
forgetial

cstay, T osaad, hreathlessly,
are the lady s things toy

“For the young lady down stairs
came last week, sir—Miss st Jean.
take them away directly.

Unheeding the wondering eyes ol the
two, [ snatched up a handbherchiel on
which | saw a pame marked.  Yes, i
was Stephenie,

| grew Laint and turned away to hide
my emotion. My hand shook as | snatehed
up my hat and rushed out of doors,

The sun was setting across the water
The waves danced blood red in its Light,
The air had grown cool, and o pair ol
singing shore birds tlew hetore me as |
souvht a favorite seat ol mine, retirved
amonyg the rocks,

I had not composed my mind, when
there was a rustle ol silk, wnd @ solt hand
was laid on my arm.

“ Forest !’

““ Stephenie !

“You know I am here now, and
have come 10 speak to you, ™’

she sat down close bedide me, facing
me, her arm across my koee, her elear
blue eyes steadily meeting  mine;  and
bhetore she spoke o word, 1 took the fair
hand tenderly, feeling that she was to be
roestored to) me. :

“Forest, T had been here a week wish
ing to see you, yet repelled by your de
termined seclusion. IV the old woman
called Aunt Betsey, who freguents this
place, had not 1old me to-night that acel
dent had revealed my presence to you, |
should have lost my last remnant ol cour
age, and returned home without speaking
lo you. "

“What have you to say to me now,
Stephenie "

“You overheard me
supposed o Captain Langdale,
was reading a letter,

“A letter?t’”’

“| have a startling story to tell. Listen.
All the spring my cousin Lily s malady
had scemed strange to me. | could not
understand her loss of strength and color,
until 1 learned by ocenpying the next
apartment to her at Branchville, that she
spent her nights in weeping.  While |
wondered that she should have a scerel
trouble trom me, and perplexed mysclthow
to gain her contidence. | entered her room
one morning, and found it to be full of a
strange, sickening scent, while Lily lay
senscless ypon the bed.  She had taken an
opiate powerful enough to produce death,
and upon the table lay two letters.  One
wus addressed to me, the other to Captain
Langdale.

*“ As soon as | had prm-nrwl assistance,
and a physician’s help had saved her life,
I read the letter the poor child had ad
dressed to me.  Poor Kitten ! Her heari
was breaking, for she had set it on one
friend, and she believed that he loved me.
| am speaking of Captain Langdale. He
is handsome, gay, and debonnaire, and
the poor girl believed him necessary to
her existence. 8o she contessed to me,
yet her heart seemed to hold no bitterness
tor her supposed rival.

“She had always loved me, she said,
and 1 was more worthy of her hero.  Bul
she was so pititully miserable, poor httle
thing!  Well, 1 econsidered the matter
caretully. 1 was only an hour’s ride from
Captain Langdale, and 1 resolved to see
him. Lily was sleeping a  restorative
slumber, and I could go to the city and
return in about three hours. 1 did so.
When | reached the depot | sent o carriage
for him to come to our house.  He came
and remd the letter. Our soldier has a
tender heart; he was aflected 1o tears. He
gave me the letter to read, bidding me to
read it aloud. As 1 did so, you enteved
and heard the words which so misled you.”

Her eyes were swimming as they met
mine; but after an instant she went on

“Captain Langdale showed deeper and
more delicate feeling than | had supposed
him capable of. ™

“If little Lily thinks such harum searnm
fellows as | am worth dying for, | ought
to make myself worthy of the blessing of
such love,” he said, and added : ‘1 will
give myself 1o Kitten to-morrow, it she
wanis me, and 1 will be a better man than
| ever have been, for her sake,’

“)o,”" said  Stephenie,  brightening,
“there is 1o be a marriage in early autumn,

- I'al}'

By

“Whom

Wl

|1}

w0 |

talking as vou

l"ﬂl'l*'-l, i

My Lily is :'nlu- happy in the prospeets of

sharing a soldier's lite, and—and’'—blush
ing radiantly, and tlashing one beauteous
look into my eyes—‘‘there may be a
double wedding it you please, dear !

1 tell my wite my happiness was saved
by such a fragile thing as an embroidered
stocking—certainly for this world, and 1
believe for the next.

el W W

—The horse chestnut, whose timber
value, as compared with that of oak,
has lately been the subject of much
discussion in England, was tirst brought
to Europe from Asia about 1550, Deer
in English parks are so fond of the
fruit that they have been known te
show fight when driven off.  In Bushy
Park, close to Hampton Court, is a
superb avenue of these trees, which in
May thousands tlock to see,

1878,

EFFECTS OF CONSCIENCE.

STORY OF A WEIRD-LOOKING
PICTURE,

Coleridge is the author of this curi-
OLs Hlnl‘y: A stranger came recom-
mend@ll to a merchant’s house at lLau-
beck., He was hospitably received § but,
the house being full, he was lodged
at night in an apartment handsomely
furnished. but not often used.  Ihere
was nothing that struck him particu-
larly in the room when left alone, till
he happened to cast his eyes on a  pie-
ture which immediately arrvested his
attention. It was a single head ; but
there was something so uncomimon, so
frighttful and unearthly, in its expres-
cion, though by no means ugly, that
he found himsell irresistibly attracted
to look at it. 1o tact, he could not tear
hims=elt from  the fascination of this
portrait, till his inagination was tilled
by it, and his rest broken  He rvedired
to bed, dreamed, and awoke from time
Lo tite with the head glarving on him,

In the morning his host saw by his
looks that he had slept lly and mguaived
the cause, which was told,  The mas
Ler of the house was much \"t-?-.'rll, and
<said that the pictare ought to have
been removed, that it was an oversight,
and that it always was removed  when
Lhe chamber was used.,  The pietare,
he sald, was, indecd  terrible to every
one : but it was so tine, and had come
ito the family inso curious a way, that
he could not make up his mind to part
with it, or to destroy it.  The stocy ol
ILwas Lhis :

“My father,”  said he; *was al
[Hamburg on basiness, and, while din-
g at a cotlee house, he observed a
youny man of a remarkable appearance
citer, scal himsell alone o a corner,
and commence o Hnlil:ll'_\.' meal, s
countenance lu-ﬁpulw Lthe extreme ol
mental distress;, and every now and
then he turaed his head quickly round
as it he heard something, then shudder,
grow pale, aud go on with his meal
after an eflort as betore, My Lather
saw this same man at the same place
lor two or three suceessive days, and
at length became so much interested
about him that he spoke to him,  The
address  was notb  repulsed, and  the
sbranger seemed to lind some comtort
from the tone ol N lll|r:llhy and Kind-
ness which my father used, e was an
ltalian, well-informed; poor, but not
destitute,  and  living  enconomically
upon the profits of his art as a painter,

“Their intimacy increased ; and  al
length the Halian, secing my father's
involuntary emotion at his convulsive
turnings and shudderings, which con-
tinued as formerly, interrupting their
conversation from time to time; told
him his story. He was a native ol
Rome, and had lived in some ftami-
liarity with, and been much patron-
1zed hy, L young nobleman ; but Ujron
some slicht oceasion they had fallen
out, and his patron, beside using many
reproachful expressions,  had  struck
him. The painter brooded over the
disgrace of the blow. He could nol
challenge the nobleman, on account ol
his rank ; therefore watched tor an op-
portunity, and assassinated him, Ol
course he tled from his country, and
linally had reached Hamburg,

“ He had not, however, passed many
weeks from the night of the murder,
before, one day, in the crowded street,
he heard his name called by a voiee
famihiar to him: he turned short round,
and saw the face of his victim  looking
at him, with a fixed eye. From thal
moment he had no peace § at all hours,
i all places;, and amid all companies,
however engaged he might be, he heard
Lhe voice, and could never help looking
round ; and, whenever he looked
round, he ulw:.l.\‘.-nrlll'nlllllt-rwl Lhe same
tace Hl:ll‘ill*_: close upon him. At last, in
a mood of desperation, he had lixed
himselt face to face, and eye to eye,
and deliberately drawn the phantom
visage as it glared upon him ; and thes
was the picture so drawn. The ltalian
said he had struggled long, but life was
a burden which he could po longer
bear : and he was resolved, when he
had made money enough o return o
Rome, to surrender himsclt to justice,
and expiate his crime on the scallold,
He gave the finished picture to my
father, in retarn tor the Kindoess which
he had shown him,

el A B

CHURCH MUSIC.
IT SHOULD

THE

=)

WHAT BE LIKLE,

A reverend gentleman writes:

Church musie should be strietly ec-
clesiastical.  Not that we are to be re-
stricted to slow, heavy, monotonous
strains in the house ot prayer; for,
while the wailings of the soul, when
“out of the depths’ it eries out to the
Lord, may fitly express themselves in
long=drawn and measared notes, there
are other moods ot worship whieh call
for bright and cheertful utterance, and
Lthen “*we would ery mearrily betore the
Lord of hosts.””  And still even this
sacred wirth should seek tor another
expression than that which is heard in
the house of feasting.,

The music of the chureh should also
be intelligible, By this | mean that it
should not be of such a character as to
confound and bewilder us by compli-
ated involutions, strange and subtle
chords, and such feats of art as only a
learned  professor  can  comprehend,
There is no editication in listening to a
special exercise of their gifts on the
part of the choir, when it is impossible
to understand a word that is sung, or
even to tell whether they are singing
English or Latin or Choctaw,

There is a story told of a eity clergy-
man who was once invited to preach in
a sl country church, and the ehoir
thought they would get up a very elab-
orate performance for his benefit  They
were more ambitious than sunccessful;
and when they were throngh, before
giving out his text, the preacher looked
up to the gallery and said:

“My friends, if the angels in heaven
should hear you sing, they would come
down and wring your necks,”

It was not a courteons thing to do,
but the provocation was probably very
great,

The musie of the ehureh should never
be allowed to become tedious, 1t is so
when there is too much of ity or when
it is all of the same sort; or when it is
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painfully elaborate; or when it is ren-
derved listlessly, and with apparent ine-
difference: or when the same words are
repeated  over and  over again, until
one’s patience is exhansted,

I have heard the Te Deam stretehed
out to the length of an ordinary morn-
iy sermon, the closing sentence being
repeated  twenty-nime thnes, antl ol
sectned as if the chorr “would never hwe
confounded,”’

When the entive 'salter s chianted,

18 done i osome charches, 1t shonald
bhe sunge with such a movement as to
consume but hittle more time than
required  to o read it otherwise it he-
COmMes a weariness and a vexation.

The musie of the eharch shoald be
stueh as b=, for the most part, famahar
Lo Lthe iu'nlilt', I would not proseribe
Lhe introduction of new  tunes  alto-
cgether, but there shoald e a tree pro-
portion ol old ones, in whieh the con-
aregation may Join, if they are so dis-
IHIH'I'IL

And when a bvinn has for a lone
Litne becn wedded ta a particalar tune,
Lhiatl  the wolds :-Ilnlllillll'rlllr-l_\ o1 | P
cest the muaste, 1t s a great traal to be
obbtced to stand damb, and  Listen to
sotpe strange air, which guickens no
association., and sounds hke the volee
of an nnwelcolne mbrader,

s
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TROPICAL FORESTS.

\ BAND OF TREES GIRDLING THE
EARTH AT THE KQUANTOIL,

The forests are the dominant feature
of tropical scenery, “With few and
unimportant exceptions,” says a Mr,
Wallace, [in a book just published],
“a great torest band, from 1,000  to
1.O00O miles in width, girdles the earth
al the Equator, clothing hill, plain and
mountain with an evergreen mantle,
Lofty peaks and precipitous ridees are
someties bare, but often the woody
covering continues to a heroht Oof St
1O 000 feel,” That which fhirst
strikes the observer on beholding these
viesl virgin forests is the aspect ol the
tree trunks,  which, varied yet sym-
metrical, and set at considerable inter-

vills, rise to a vast height, perhaps of

10O teet, without =ending offa branch,
and spread out their giant arms which,
imterlacing with those about them, torm
aly almost unbroken canopy i the tar
oll' ether,

This ltllil}' sereen of dense foliage ex-
cludes the sunlight, save in scattered
Hashes, and creates “'a welird gloom and
a solemn silence;, which combine to pro-
duce a sense of the vast— the primeval—
almost of the imbinite, It is a world in
which man scems an intrader, and
where he teels overwhelmed hy the con-
templation of the ever-acting lorees

which, from the simplest elements of

the atmosphere; build up the great
mass of vegetation which overshadows
and almost scems to oppress the earth,”’

The variety in the torms and colorsof

these tall shatts that litt their heads so
proudly aloft, forms a notable charac-
teristic of tropical forests,  *“All are
tall and upright columns, but they difler
irom  cach other more than do the
Crothie, Greek and Egyptian temples, ™

The majority have a smooth bark, of

Vialry ny hlll'H, according to the species;

{ and
cracked, and others have the outer in-
tegument  hanging in tlakes or long
librous  ribbons, Spiny  or - prickly
trunks are rare, The large, thick and
u{lu.--n\, leaves, lHke those of the magnolia
and rabber tree, constitute another
lu*l'll“ill' trait of this arboreal vegela
Lion,

But, beneath the high ceiling upheld
by the colossal monarchs ol the torest,
there exists an unde I‘*.LI"HW“I of moder-
ate-sized trees whose topmost bonghs,
from forty to fifty feet high, fail to
reach the -lowest arms ot the canopy
spread above them., Beneath  thas
second torest there is often a third
crowth of small trees, six to ten feet
hich, of dwarl palms, tree-ferns, and
gigantic herbaceous ferns.  Finally,
covering the ground, there 1s gencerally
a rich carpet of mosses, with sometimes
Howering plants, bearing pretry bual
usually  not  conspicuous  blossoms,

Oceasionally the forest-soil is bare of

plants, and lies buried under a cover ot
leaves, twigs, and fruits, in all stages ol
decay.

1 — -

THE MISSOURI MOUND BUILDERS.

Twenty-five members of the Kansas
Cily .\;'mlt‘lll}' of s¢ience recent |_\" made
an exploration of the ancient mounds
in Clay eounty, Missouri. Three
mounds were selected and opened. T'wo
of them contained vaults seven to eight
feet square with stone walls three tect
and a halt’ high. In one instance only
was an entire skeleton found  regularly
lying on the back at the bottom of the
vault. Most of the bodies had occupied
sitting postures, One skeleton  mea-
sured five feet eight inches and the
bones of another indicated a height of
six feet two inches, Eleven skulls were
found. which indicated a type of men
much superior intelectually to  the
present race of Indians., No pottery
was found,and the only weapon discoy-
ered was a tlint spear-head six inches
long, Prof. Mudge, of Topeka, who
accompanied the exploring party, is of
opinion that the mound builders be-
longed Lo a very numerous race ol peos
e which onee oceupied the country
Iu-lwuru the Alleghany mountains and
the Missouri river, and the Lakes ol
Northern Georgia and Alabama. He
Lthinks that the Toltee race, which was
afterwards discovered with the Aztecs
in Old Mexico, onee occupied the Ohio,
Mississippi and Missouri valleys, and
that they reached an advanced state of
civilization before they migrated to
Mexico, He has found the pottery
made by this extinet race ol people
upon the Kansas prairies, at least two
hundred miles west of the Missouri
river, but he has never discovered
mounds or remains of mounds west of

that point,
L — - ——

—1'rof, Vogel, in the Deutsche Rund-
sehow, reckons the annual consumption
of silver for photographie purposes to
be 9,000,000 marks, or about $2,250,000,
but considers that the Big Bonanza
Mine in Nevada is more than equal to
the supplying of this new drain upon
the precious metal.

mronithis, nive dollars ;

THE CHESTERTOWN TRANSCRIPT.

Advertising Rates.

Fromt Lases BREVIER (or itsequivalent in space)

or less. will be inserted three times for One Ioaslliar

'wenty-five cents for cach subseqguent insertion,
three months, three dollars @ six

oue year, elght dollars,

CHe S nare,

Fractions of a square will be charged as a square,

Y early “';“l seini-annual advertisements must bhe

pald gquarterly.

Advertisements not stating the number of thuoes
they are to be published, will be continued and
charged for until ordered to be discontinued,

Larieties.

—An angry man opens  his  mouth

and shuats up his eyes,

Poverty wants some, luxury many,
and avariee all things.

— Publie instruction should be the
st nhji'l'l ol gtnl'l‘llllll'llt.

The less we parade onr misfortunes,
the more sympathy we command,

Death and love are the two wings
whieh bear man from earth to heaven.

— A new English journal is called
I:l'lif“.",

—-Kansas has a silk-raising colony in
the town of Silkville,

It s |1|‘n|n|-¢i-ll to make cheese a
ration for United States soldiers,

—An English scientist as=erts that
lies have a speech of their own,

In vouth the imagination is em-
ploved principally on the future: in old
age on the past.

—The Sierra (Cal.) Flume and Lauam-
her Company, Bk es 40,000 e el ol
Il ber annually,

shell was
(ralveston,

imn i
I'¢-

found
Texas.,

—An oyster
prnpkin near
l'l*l|l|}.

— D). Lemovne, of Pennsylvania, the
owner ol the eremation farnace, has
given 20000 to a colored school 1
Tennessee,

Rumors are enrrent that the Queen
will pay a visit i state to Malta to in-
spect  the Indian troops as Empress of
I ndia,

—The Eclectie Metlical College of
New York city has just received a gilt
of $12.500, making a total ot $20,(k0)
given to the college within three years,

—Italy contemplates the early estab-
lishinent of a colony at Shoa, inorder; it
1s said, to lay the basis of commercial
communication between Haly and Cen-
Lral Alrica,

An unsealed envelope, containing
F42.000 of United States registered

bonds, came on to the New York
Postoflice trom Washington, addressed
toa bank in New York,

Complaints are frequent that books
are stolen Trom the library of the DBrit-
ishuMuseum, and great difliculty is ex-
sperienced  inLlixing the responsibility
Hpon any particular person or persons,

A painting by Paul Veronese, once -

the altar-piece ol the Chapel of St, He-
Teni, at Venice, has been purchased tor
the National Academy, London.  The
price paid was over 3,000 TG ER

—A curious antique silver wateh,
said Lo have once been the property of
President Washington, is owned by i
Cily in Ottawa, Kansas, It carries
the initials “G, W, and was once
owned by Gen, Lewis Cass,

A very strange cause is given in-

the Boston Transeript tor the death ot
'homas Winans: ‘The ceaseless noises
of an automatic buoy in Newport Har-
bor. near his  house, so destroyed hs
rest that he died of exhaustion,

The will of the late Mr., George
stone, of London, provides for the dis-
rribution of more than a million of
dollars among four of the leading hos-
pitals of that eity, with which he was
otlicially connected tor several years,

Yune Wing.of New Haven,Conn,,
a graduate of Yale College in 1554, has
riven to the college library a valuable
collection of Chinese books, number-
ing about 1300 volumes, and embracing
classical, historical and poetical works,
encyclopedias, ete,

In the stomach of a shark caught
near New Zealand there was found an
iron casket. air-tight. which, on being
opened, was found to contain sexeral
letters that had been written by-the
anfortunate Blennerhasset, who was
concerned in Burr's famous conspiracy,

—A deeree has been issued from St
Petersburg for the foundation of a4 uni-
versity at Tomsk, in Siberia; and the
buildings, the construction of  which
will cost about £70.000, are to be ready
in 1882 for the three hundredth anni-
very of the annexation ot Siberia to the
Russian Empire,

—The British Council of the Society
of Arts offers its gold medal for the
best means ol saving life at sea when a
vessel has to be abandoned suddenly,
say with only five minutes’ warning,
the shore or other vessels being in
sight,  Appliances for the competition
are to be sent in not later than the 31st
ol October,

Ltaly imported $7,000,000 worth of
tobacco  last  year, in addition to the
stock raised at home, and valued at
$1. 500000 only, ltaly has a good deal
of land lying idle which might be util-
ized for the cultivation of the weed,
whereby many strong arms  that are
now compelled to emigrate might be
retained in the peninsula,

* In a copper mine in Austria, a
number of* years ago, there were found
portions of a ship, and as the copper
neste it was in very large lumps and
almost  pure, it is very probable that
the ship had been freighted with the
copper and hid then sunk in the ocean,
land being formed ages after and the
water retivring to other spols,

A relie of the ship Avalanche, lost
on the English coast while on a voyage
from Liverpool to San Francisco, some
years since, has been brought to the
surface recently by some oystermen
who were dredging for oysters oft the
coast of Portland, England, They
brought up a leather bag, in which
were two ten-pound notes and a check

on San Francisco for 1,

~~Jim Younger, one of the famous
Missouri outlaws, now in the Minne-
sota Penitentiary, is failing, and likely
to die.  He was, when  eaptured after
the attempt to rob the Northiield Bank,
shot in the mouth, and the wound has
never healed nor ean it be healed. Buat
three of his teeth rvemain, and the
dentists are unable to put a plate in his
mouth so as to enable him to eat with
tise,




