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SERGIUS RAZOUMOF.

Some friends had iy
Ostend. I was pas
at the Kursaal a man whose
aspect contrasted strangely with the
commonplace which I had
lived ) same and sat

s

down a short e. As he
did so the ) sat nearest to
him pushe rs away, and a

es ;| eyes
1 even fin-
but the new-
tice the stir,

corer did not seern
»d motionless in his chair,

Razoumo

“We

ity of Moscow. We both
+ country, and at home
He was like a
ness of disposi-
His timidity was

tion and in timmdity,
f nrh v
of such a nature that one counld discern

in him the presence of a trouble that
bad weighted him down from infancy.
He spoke but seldom, kept himself
apart from others, and studied dili-
gently. We liked him as one likes in-
offensive beings, inspired by that senti
ment in which proud pity has always
moire or less a share. In fact, S«rp;h
aad experienced a hard childbood. His
father resided in the governorship of
{ He was a nan, miserably
stingy, and frightf rude. His face
was yellow and bony, his eyes chilling
in their looks, i with the sly and
suspicous expression of a miser's eyes.
His wife had died two years after the
birth of his son. It was said in the
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shed, and saluted he
hed and returned
en they stood for a little wh
at each other like two ¢
young girl first turned »
on her way. Reaching the
the woods she disappeared in a
field.

*““The same hour on the next day
found Sergius at the same place. Ata
distance he recognized the y

t. Hanging to her arm was the
little basket which he had séen on the
morning before, She was stooy )
was gathering, or p t
gather, mushrooms., He walked toward
her, lifted hi and passed quickl
by without und.
manceuvring
p he said to
soon be no
t some morni
ut woods, Or 1
owing day, as if actuated by a despair-
ng resolve, he spoke to the young girl
He learned from her that she s
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he wonld

orphan who had been n
! childless widow re ing in the n
borhood. R a convent, she had
t wenceforth witl r
“Tatiana, ut being fy

| with a penknife in the si

country around that he had killed her.

She wus a girl of good family, and had
been delicately nurtured. She wished
to rear her child in ease. The eld
curmudgeon objected, but she paid no
heed to his words. From this moment
the mother and child were subjected,
with an inflexible rigor, to the lot of
serfs. She was shut up, treated like a
servant, and the poor woman died from
the effects,

““ The child grew np under this terri-
ble master, who, from the time Sergius
was six years old, compelled him to
re.ke together the rubbish in the yard,
while he beat hira unmercifully, ~

“It was a dream of the father's to
make his son a gort of head man on his
estate and to extract from him all the
money that he refused to spend for his

education. He sent little Sergius to |

the field to dig, to hoe, and to labor.

““ But ene day the brother of Razou-
mof came to the old honse which, from
neglect, had nearly gone to decay. He
was a very rich bachelor, and Sergius
was to be his heir,
what cultivated man, and he conld not
comprehead the negleet with which
Razoumof treated his sons, He insist-
ed-that the child should be sent imme-
diately to Moscow to undertake his
studices, * Unless he does s0,’ he added,
‘ he will inherit nothing from me.’ The
friher shuddered at this last remark as
much as at the thought of the expense
which would be entailed upon him by
the education of his son. He wept,
entreated, declared that he would give
his gon a brilliant edncation at home.
The brother persisted, and the child
was sent to Moscow,

“He remained eight years at Mos-
cow. At the age of twenty-one he had
completed his studies, in which he had
distinguished himself, and was prepar-
ing for travel in foreign countries when
his uncledied. At the moment when
he heard of the death of his uncle he
was ordered by his father te return
home forthwith. Submissive boy as
he always was, he obeyed. He found
his father dryer, leaner, more yellow,
and more of a skinflint than ever. He
saw the old house with its narrow win-
dows and greenish window-panes, some
of the latter gone and the holes which
they had left stuffed with old dish-
cloths and shreds of paper. The planks
of the roof, once mll,’ were sprung and
worn-eaten. He saw in the large yard
the same puddles in which when a
child he had dabbled with ducks and
geese ; the same garden overrun with
weeds and nettles, He went into the
antechamber and aronsed a swarm of
flies which buzzed abont, knockiug
against the wall and ceiling; in the
room were old shoes run down off the
Lieel, bits of leather, rakes with broken
teeth, battered spades, scraps of rusty

He was a some- |

|
|

|

sed a certs
o case with
the apimat:
ed witl

POSSE

Russian
n of her fe
ixity and

al

I,

face.

her
shade of gold in them ; hershapeundn
lating ; her extremities delicate.

“‘Sergius soon made the acqnair
ance of Thecle Mart e
by adoption of the young girl. 1
that time forth he passed his days not
in the fields but with t}

*“In the morning
Theele Martinovna's h », and would
find Tatiana in a grove of willos
the border of a pond near ti
whence she was watching for his con
ing. From there they would go ir
the woods, breathi the rc 1
cions and penetrat
to the drumming o
pecker, and gathe y
hazelnuts. Sometimes they would =it
in the clearings between two birch
trees, and whila Tatiana wonld make
necklaces of wild berries, wh .
bled grains of coral in the 1
dure, Sergins would cut Tatia
Iver
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bark of
the trees,

““Then they would return across the
fields, enveloped in the luminous an
tumnal sun, at every step sca
innumerable crickets, Reaching t
house they would follow Thecle Marti-
novna into the barus, among the
chickens, in the enclosure where were
ranged the bee-hives, from which they
would takedelicionscombs of perfumed
and trapsparent honey.

“In the evening Tatiana would serve
the repast in a clump of raspberry
bushes. The bowls of cream were sur
rounded with branches of holly, the
cheese and butter were spread out on
vine leaves ; there were golden cakes,
amber-colored hovey, dried figs, They
weuld eat heartily, and langh withont
the shadow of eare upon them.

“SBergins permitted himself to be
overcome in all his being by the sweet-
ness of his impressions, Late at night,
and when he thought his father was
asleep, he would return home.

“Two or three happy weeks thus fol-
lowed each other,

N .

» B » . «

““ One morning, just as he was ahont
to pass through the gate of the yard, a
garret window opened on its rusty
hinges with a grating sound. A yellow,
uopwashed, wrinkled face appeared at it,
and a harsh voice made itself heard,

‘¢ Bergins !

“ Sergius, who had half turned, shud-
dered in all his limbs and looked at his
father.

“ ‘Yon are going to the flelds—to
the neighbor’s—are you not?" said
Razoumef. Then he suddenly added,
with a wicked grin : ‘Liar, hypoerite,
varlet, brigand ! 1f that hussy Tatiana
has given you a rendezvous this morn-
ing, she must do without you. Come
back this instant !’

“ Sergins remained for a moment
rooted to the spot. The father, accns- |
tomed to obedience from the son, closed |
the window, persnaded as he was that |
Sergius would leave the place where he |
was standing only to come into the
house. But the young man contined
his walk, went through the gate, and |
directed his steps toward Thecle Mar- |
tinovna's house. When he had walked |
about half a mile from homo he pansed |
and questioned his heart, He felt that
he loved Tatiana, and that it was im- |
possible for him to live without her. |
He resumed his walk and went as far as !
the pond, where he was certain that he |
would find his well-beloved, |

“She was there.

her mother by adoption, and abraptly |
said to the old lady :
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seemed to be forever, Ser
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me morning, exactly ten
received

his

his marriage, he
e

I am growing old; I
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happ I wish now to
d bless.”
ered a ery of joy, kear-
h itiana ran to him, He
her the letter. The two chil-
dren fell into each other's arms, There
would be no more in their sky.
They felt their hearts to be singnlarly
lighted, The had saf
fered more from the eruel severity of
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the old mi than had sppeared on the
sturface

‘¢ He will at Jeast be thersa when our
child is born,” ke said, kissing his
wife.

“On the same day they hastened to
Irtche, and, en leaving the carriage,
they knelt before the terrible old man.
He embraced them, blessed them, and
proved cordial and ‘e. He
entreated them to pass several days
under his roof. In the eveniug the re-
past was nearly presentable. It com-
prised a cucumber omeletto, buckwheat
cakes, some butter, a botitle of wine,
nearly all of which the old man drank
himself and which made him quite gay.
Sergins did not recognize his father.

“Tatiana experienced a gloomy un-
easiness in  this dilapitated house,
which was dirtier than ever, There was
not the smallest cranny in it that was
not sticky with roaches or flies. But she

feared to cast a shadow on the recon- |

ciliation so long hoped for, and she did

1:\(;0. dare to speak of an immediate

return home.

“The day after their arrival Sergius
was aroused by a gentle tapping at his
window. It was his father who rapped.

“¢Come quickly,’ said the old man,

He took her by the | “one of the servants has just seen & | cqually persevering spinster again,
hand withount speaking, led her up to | magnificent roe-buck in the clearing !’ | third time he wooed Fate with a yet |
He |
| kissed his wife, who was still asleep, | reached the appointed place of meeting

“Sergius dressed himself in haste,
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soglishmen and Americans from tr
experim We have, indeed,
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during the siege of Paris get any
thing so good as rats to e and it is
well known that sailors who have run
short of provisions Dg voyages not

y feel no repugnance to this kind of
, but learn to positively
fter all, the repugnance lies chiefly in
1@ idea, Many & man in Paris 1
have breakfasted sumptuons upon
rats who would have gone hungry for a
week rather than eat 1t had he 3

the ingredients of the toothsome dish.
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Old Time Punishments,

In Germany a dame who let he
tongue wag too freely about her neigh-
bors, used to be compelled to stand
upon a block in the market-place, with
a heavy stone danghng from her neck,
shaped either like a bottle, a loaf, an
oval dish, or representing a woman
putting out her tongue, unless she hap
pened to be rich enough to buy per
mission to exchange the hateful stone
for a bag of hops, tied round with red
Yl\r‘mn_

In 1637, a woman of Sandwich, in
Kent, venturing to take liberties with
the good name of *‘ Mrs, Mayoress,”
had to walk throngh the streets of the
town, preceded by a man tinkling a
small bell, bearing an old broom upon

ier shoulders, from the end of which
tlunplml a wooden mortar, Stafford-
shire scolds did not get off so easily.
They had to follow the bell-man until
they showed unmistakable signs of re-
pentance, debarred from giving any one
| & bit of ther mind by the brarks, or
| seolds’ bridle, an ingenions arrange-
ment of metal hoops contrived to clasp
the head and the neck firmly, while the
padlock behind remained locked, while
a spiked plate pressed upon the tongue,
80 a8 effectually to preclnde its owner
making any use of it, The branks, how
ever, was not peculiar to Staffordshire ;

it was in use in Scotland centuries ago.

-

Destiny Did It

An instance of *‘ destiny.” Not long
ago an English mechanic having vainly
used all his ingenuity in endeavoring to
get him a wife, advertised for one in a
fit of despair. He was profoundly in
earnest, and #o was the dame who re-
spouded. They met, but whether it
was the color of her hair, er the shape

| of her nose, or her disposition, it is not
| said—Dbut he didn’t fall a captive to her
| charms, He advertised again, varying
| the form of his announcement, and
| when he had an answer went to see his
| correspondent with a heart beating
| high with hope. Alas! He found the
A

| dificrently worded begnilement,

¢ ¢T agk Tatiana of you in marria~e.’ | provided himself with a double-bar- | —'twas She! Crushed to the earth,
‘“‘Bat your father !’ said _ Thecle | reled gnn, slipped bullets into it, and | and convinced, like Mr, Swiveller, that

Martinovna, surprised. *‘Tatiana has
no dower.’

“+*J am twenty-four years of age,’

went out.
““The day was a_fine oue, the atmos-
phere balmy, and the white fleecy

des.t.iu was full of staggerers, he
smiled, he conversed, and meekly at
last wedded the determined woman,
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Homasrhable Trentmment of a Snake MNite,

Iy Asht Buwith, of Galveston,
Foxas, while v visit to the country
! id ) t!
u ves of v lotter o L
*My Drean Sin: 1 ean’t walk, but,
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Canse of Sleeplessness,

in the Arit
« atter «
e nia which } are
h ently re r ade

\:.AIA\'I.r' by the re et

Liave

it com
par 1y nemic dr and
that the blood th m the
head is m { the
1 A Al most
Cons ‘A most
frequent less-
ness is an opposite condition, or one of

cerebral ¢
of nooturnal dysj

its character and producing

nereased

mild in 1t
actual suffering, may melimes give
ise Lo persistent ins 2. There may
vioms beyond dryness of the
g of the soles of the
and throbbing in the
head, and those are probably dune to a

acid econdition of the contents of
the stomach, and upper part of the
small intestines, cansed generally by

too

excess in fatty and highly-seasoned
food, in fruit, and in various wines.
Slecplessness may be due to bodily
and mental over exhanstion, which re-

sults an inereased flow of blood to
the brain, consequent upon vaso-motor
paralysis.  Again, it may be the resnlt
of a mere halat in those cases where
there has been a long course of broken
rest : it may be caused by persistent
odors, by certain efflavia, by the ab-
gence of moisture in the air of a sleep-
ing apartme or by an improper eleva-
tion or depression of the head. The
treatment in most of these cases shonld
of conrse be directed to the removal of
the cause, bhit, when it is found neces-
sary to give drugs, bromide of potas-
sinm and chloral hydrate are 1}-ru!-:nl»?y
the best, both having been shown to
diminish the amount of blood cirenla-
ting through the brain,

1
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lesting One's Bones.

“Well, Missns, I's going to leave
you,"” said Molly to her mistress, whem
she had loved and grown fat with for a
good many Years, “QGoing to leave
me, Molly 2 Why, where are you go-
ing 2" ““Oh, I's going to get married ;
I've worked long enough, and I's going
to rest my bones,”  Of course Mrs,
Jones conld make no objectien to this
common and natural female frailty, Se

Molly went, and nothing was heard of |

her for a year or two, when she came
back, poor and emaciated, having lost
her husband, and all the rest of ills
human nature is heir to having fallen
upon her, Mrs. Jones was much sur-
prised to see her coming, and said to
her : “ Well, Molly, have you rested
your bones? “Golly, Mssus—I's
rested my jaw bones, and dem's all the
bones I've rested.”

Tre Pexarry.—The penalty of pa
triotism, says the New York World, re
ferring to the Fourth, is as follows :
A rough estimate, with several of the

upper wards yet to hear from, put it at
| 200 fingers, 97 hands, 80 eyes, 17 arms,
i 9 legs, 14 noses, 48 cases of hair all off,
and 30,000 drunks,

1
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MARIETTE,

Muariette Dubois was the undoubted
belle of Dinan, Moreover, she was
credited by common report with posses
. u larger dof than auy girl in the
vi a reputation not without value
even in 8o primitive a soclet~ as thet of
Divan some sixty-five years ag. .

I'h flect of these combined attrae
tions was that before Muriette was

seventeen years old, various offers bad

been made to the Widow Dubois for
the fair daughter’'s haud, The black-
smith, the apothecary, and the inn-
keeper were all her declared admirers
Bat the widow seemed hard to please,
['he blacksmith she dismissed at once

with = “No." The
apothecary met with no better fate. To
him, & thin young mau in spectacles,
strong persons! aversion,
ved ecreature always
mellin is own vile drugs,” she
declared bhim to be, with many expres-
sions of distaste,

I'he inu keeper, a burly, well to-do
personsge, & veleran with an armless
did his very best to combat the
ns of hLis hoped-for mother-in-

t 10 valn

contemptunons

slecve,

objecty

know no better ths

f such as thou, anl
" said the old lady st last, by
) slinching the argument. ** And
wou old enough to be her grandfather,
a cripple besides! Bah!™
hero of a dozen battles was not
st offended by
1 But he was too
much a man of the world to lose his
temper visibly, He only shrugged his
wulders witn an air of disdain,

“Bo be it then, madame, but "—and
this bhe knew to be a grand stroke of
revenge—** if upon that
young ne'er-do well, Jean Leron, that

| savage

he

slic

<

it is indeed

you have fixed your heart for a son-in-
law, 1 would have you take care. A
brainl ess youth, such as he, is no fit
protector for mademoiselle, your daugh-
ter. And if, at the next conscription,

s name should be drawn, that would
be nice for her, would it not? Ah!
Ha! a eripple, indeed! It is something
to have fought the battles of one's

1s not every man who re-

he tale. Jean Leroun!

covered Lerself,
“ And if it is upon Jean Lerou that
is fixed, what business is it

my choiee

of thine, Monsieur Fire-eater ?” she
t grily. **Aund if the poor
cky enough to be
conscription, dost
) little bit of money
put ymewhere, in an old shoe,
perh eh Just enough to pay for
a substitute, or perhaps a few sous
i
And so the old soldier was fairly
bente {f the fleld. It was as he had
" i
By ympathy, not perhaps
unprecede 1 between mother and
idow's choice had fallen on

X 1 her daughiter would cer-
have preferred had the matter
eft to her. And the sympathetic

rd must have had a good deal to do

for, with the e¢xoeption of a

face, aud a flue manly figure,

u had | » to recommend

ligible *ti for the young

But youth and good looks

ave won their way with pretty maidens
and r nothers both before and
sinee t of Widow Dubois and

s handsome couple

when the whole
ut en fete to celebrate

was pronounced
a fortunate fellow ;
v same time would no
vand to Mariette,
widow., Indeed,
weut on, it would
find, untii the trio
iy taroed 1nto a quartet,
happiness so increased by at

least one-fourth Sarely never before
vl there been such a delighted boy-
father, such a contented child-mother,

an sabsurdly happy grand
jnt, unfortunately, i1t is given
is world to live 10 a state of
won after the birth of the
sasional cloud ap-

.¢.’ the small

an oo

the i.v rizo
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» over the good
1 anxiety fixed
slves npon  her Her very
ter seemed to change. From the
open-handed and generous of be-
And parsimoni-

preaching economy, avd
n lazy, light hearted Jean
working and providing
for his wife and family. Rumors went
abroad that this change in the widow
in some way connected with a
soapegrace son of hers, by a former
marriage, of whom no one had heard
for a long while, Bat of this the widow
said ne ug.

It was vexations, this freak of the|
good m said Jean ; but he was
mueh too easy going and good-natured
to have any quarrels on the subject. |
He wonld listen to all that the widow
had to say, make the best resolutions,
and for a few davs carry them out;
working very ,-.h-u.‘.\l‘\' on the little farm
which was now, by the widow's gift,
their joint property. iy

“Times are bad,” he would say.
“The mother is quite right.”

Of courss ha meant to.work ; and he
would, nntil the next fair or pilgrimage |
proved too strong a temptation for s
new-born industry, and the good reso-
Intions were forgotten. Then, too, her
fit of depression past, the nataral hght-
heartedness of the Frenchwoman would
return to the good widow, and rejoicing
in the happiness of her children, she
would join in their small pleasures and
excursions with all her old zest, the lit- |
tle Babette her constant and most cher- |
ished companion.

S0 another year passed on happily
enough in spite of oceasional clouds
and threatenings of storms, nntil one |
day a terrible blow fell upon the little |
household. The health of the widow,
pever very strong, had been under-
mined by secret worry and anxiety. An
';»I.lu-nn;' startled the village, and al-
most before her children could believe
that she was ill, the good mother lay |
dying. |

e

ines of care

face,

close

Came

1, always
up
ity of

the necess

Was

sther's,”

Then she epeke of this trouble which |
had se oppressed her.
[ ¢ Tt grieves me, children, that I do
not leave you as I could wish, rich and
independent,” she said, holding a hand
of each. ** Bat the last few years have
been sadly disastrous. We have lived ; |
we have enjoyed our life, it is true; but
the times have been hard. War,
searcity ; you know of these things, and
then my poor boy, too, must bear his
share of the blame 5
‘“ Dear mother, do not trouble y ur-
self now about these matters,” inter-
rupted Jean.
|  *“Wo have been so happy,” sobbed
Mariette,
“ But 1 must speak, my child,” the
widow went on feebly. “Phe little that
yours, There is the farm.
exert yoursell now, Jean—
vork for—for her sake, Will

Al

i, mother, yes,"” said Jean, press-
| ing the dying woman's hand.
{ **Aud then see in that old bureau is

| before, when he had become calmer,

| to raise upon the farm, he

|8 little sum put by for thee, Jean,if thou
shouldst be drawn for the conscription,

three hundred francs and more, But if |
thou shouldst escape, then it is to be a |
dot for the little Babette, Dost hear,

my son? HMere is the key of the|
burean. Put it by the cord about thy |
neck.”

“I will do sll as you wish, good
mother.” |

*“Ab, that is well.”

A few more words of tender loving
counsel,
voiee not to be denied, calling the good
mother from her weeping children, and
from the little home of which she had
80 long been the center and support,

. . . H .

Muriette and Jean had been married
just five vears, when, in the year 1813,
an order for raising s fresh couseription
of one hundred and twenty thousand
men was issued by the Emperor Napo-
leon.
rural distriets of France into a yet
greater state of excitement and agita-
tion ; and Dinan was no exception to
tLe rale, The law was rigorously
carried out, the exemptions allowed so
few, aud the difficulty of obtaining sub-

stitutes so much increased, that each |

little houschold awaited the result with
fear and trembling,

and then death came, with a |

Each new conseription put the |

make this sacrifice? Bhe hesitates ;
draws back ; it is to save her husband,

| Bheo will!

Clasping her child's hand tightly in
hers as if for protection, she enters the

| shop, and before the old artiste can ask

her plewsurs, Jots fall & mass of soft

| brown wilk about her shouldérs,

** What will you give me for it 7" she
asks, with a beating heart,

** Bixty francs, madame,” returns the
old man, after s oritiesl inspection, It
is the sum she wants,

“Cut it, eut it, and be quick,” she

| eries, eagerly,

The work of destruction does not take
long. A few moments in the barber's
chair, a fow clips of the seiesors, and
the brown silken glory is lost to Mari.
etteo forever,

Hilently she submitted to the process
with & meek patience thst bhad some-
thing of & martyr spirit in it, Babette
in the meautime making s delightful
tour of diseovery ronnd the room among
the wigs and pomades and paraphernaiia
of the barber's art, until all at once the
child outohes sight, in & mirror, of her
mother's altered appearance. BShe
rushed to her with a scream of horvor.

“Ohb, mamma ! mamma ! what bas

Mariette, of all the young matrons of | the wicked man done!” she eried, in

the village, was perhaps the most un- |
moved. For, she argued, if the worst |
should come, there was at least that!
little hoard of the good mother's in the |
old buresn. Jean was safe. But as the
time of the couscription spproached,
Jean himself was straugely restless and
discomposed. Marieite observed it,
and did her best to rally him out of his |
depression. ‘

““ There js no doubt that thoun wilt
be able to get a substitate, Jean ?” |
she had asked one day, a little anx-.
iously,

“ No—no—" with a sigh.

“ Ah, that is well! Then cheer up,
mon brave! You are thinking, 1
know, about the poor Babette and her |
dot. Well, it would be a pity, truly,
that she should lose it jut she is
young yet, you see ; and if we take this
now, we must save her up another dot
by the time she wants it. Must we
not

“Ah! we are so clever at saving
money, Mariette,” returned Jean, rather |
bitterly. |

The next day was the one which was
to decide so many fates. The whole
village was swarming and crowded with
gendarmes. Mariette dismissed her
Lusband with words of cheer. |

The little Babette was that day not
well, 8o her mother was forced to re-
main st home as npurse. But when Jean
was fairly out of the house, Mariette's
heart failed her, “If heshould be drawn

if » substitante could not be found—

if—-but no.” One look at the old
bureau reassured her. The remem- |
brance of her mother's loving care

seemed to stand as a bulwark between
ber and all possible trouble, ** Thanks
to the good mother, all will be right,”
she murmured, though her tears fell.

She was almost a child still

The two years that had gone by sinee
the mother's desth had not produced |
any great change either in the young |
couple or their mode of hife. Esonomy
and industry were not natural to either
of them, and for the rest if they were
happy and enjoyed themselves, and
could only find money enough to pay
those dreadfal war taxes as the time
came round, what did it matter whether
they were rich or peor? So Mariette
argued, when sometimes Jean looked
serions and complained of the hardness |
of the times. If the sun would shine
always, and Babette be always amusing
and good, they conld want nothing
more, Marictte thought.

It was late in the evening before Jean
returned home, and the first sight of
his wan, white face almost 1nghk~m-d
Mariette onut of her senses.

““ What is it ?” she asked.
has happened ?"

“It's all over, Mariette,

I am drawn,”

“You go—you !I" echoed the young
wife, **Are you mad, Jean? Is it
possible that you ean get no substitute ?
Jean, answer me, for pity's sake,” as he
still made no reply.

*“ Yes—yes, if 1 could pay him, there
is Joseph, the woodman's son, would
willingly take my place, but—"

“But why talk of money, Jean?
Where is the key of the bureau ? Don't
delay a moment,” cried Marieite, ex-
citedly.

“The key—oh ! yes—the key.
that is—1I forget.”

“No, no Jean, here it is, "What are
yon thinking of ? Here it iz round your
neck."”

Bat as her fingers touched the key,
Jean's hand grasps hers, and holds it so
tightly that he hurts her.

* Jean, what is it ?" |

For a second itueir eyes meet, and |
then there crosses the young wife'e
heart such a spasm of terrer and doubt
that she calls out as if in pain, Jean
drops her hand.

It is no good Jooking, Mariette,” he |
gaid, after a moment's pause, in a'
strange hoarse voice. * Yoa will find |
nothing. The money is—spent.”

Mariette could only gaze at him in a
kind of blank stupor.”

““Spent, Mariette. Do you hear?
Do you understand " and suddenly |
Jean, leaning his head on his hands, |
burst into a storm of passionate tears,

“ What

I must go

It—

| *“ God forgive me,” he ened, 1 have |
robbed

the child and ruined us all |
Why don’t you speak, Mariette? Say |

| something, if only to reproach me."”

Then Mariette fonnd words—not of |
reproach, but of loving wifely counsel |
and help. In a moment she seemed
transformed. A child no longer, the
old things were put away forever. The
old spirit of careless bhappiness, of
blind reliance, was indeed fled, but in |
its place a noblcr ¢ pirit had taken up |
its abode within her— aspirit that could |
suffer and dare and endu: She was a |
woman at last, |

A woman very full of strong earnest |
purpose, any one wounld have said who |
saw her the morming alter these events, |

| leaving her house at daybreak, stealing

away from her still sleeping husband, |
her child by her side, and on her arm a |
basket in which were carefully stowed |
away all the small treasures which she
possessed—her cross of Breton work,
her gold earrings, and her silver chain.
“Jean, we must find the money,”
she had said to her husband the night |
{

“ Where ?” Jean had asked drearily.

One hundred, ay, even perhaps two
huadred franos it might be possible yet
ad said af-
ter awhile, but three hundred —mo—
there was no help for it, he must go.

“ For the sake of a hundred franes ?
No, no, Jean,” Mariette had returned
oheerily. *“I will get you that—leave
it to me.”

But to her consternation, when all
are disposed of—cross, earrings, chain,
and even her wedding<shawl—she is
not yet half way toward the hundred
francs, What can shedo? To return
home without the money is impossible
—impossible, she repeats, as she walks
wearily up and down the one street in
the little market town where she has
taken her wares. She stops opposite a
window that had attracted her more
than once, Itis that of an artiste en
cheveuzr, Mariette’s hair has always
been considered one of her especial
beauties. Now the thought comes to
her again and again that by it she
might raise the required sum. But

| possession of her.

| thousand times more
eyes than ever before,” he cried, when
she had told him all
muoh,
selfish devotion at this ™

editorial ferce of a daily
equipped, consists of aboui filty indi-
viduals, of whom at least twelve receive
compensation which aj
the lower grades of

professions.

| the exoellent few.

could she possibly bring herself to

great distress. ‘' He has taken my
mammas away, and left me an ugly—och!
quite an ugly mamma ins &
Then, and then ouly, Mariette's heart
failed her. The martyr and the heroine
were all forgetten, and the iunocent
vanity of the woman's nature rose to
the surface. Her tears fell fast. What
had she lost ? One terrible fear took
The child said she
was uglynow, Would Jean—wonld her
Lbusband think so too? What if this
sacrifice, made so willingly for his sake,
should tarn his love away from her §
Not all the old artiste’s polite speech-
es and well-turned compliments, nor
even the eonsciousuess that in her
Lmokvt she carried the price of ber Lus-
and’s liberty, could console ber, or
banish this new and haunting dread
from ber mind. BSbe needed to feel

Jean's arm abont her, to hear from his
own lips the assurances of his un-
changed love—then every doubt was
chased away.

* My own brave noble girl, you are a
beautiful in my

“But it is too
I have not deserved sach un-

“ No, no, Jean, not that,” said poor

cropped Mariette, smili through
| many tears, * It was all lﬁfmhnan. I
have kept what I loved best. It was to
keep you, dear.”

How the husband and wife settled

this knotty point history saith not, but
it is well known that from this time a
great change took place both in Jean
and Mariette,
dent where before they had been care-
less and extravagant, they soon became
one ef the most thriving ocouples in
Dinan, and the little Babette, as years
went on, grew up to be, like her mother
| before her, not only the prettiest girl,
but the richest heiress of the village.
As for Mariette's hair—that grew too,

Industrious and pru-

Pay of Editors,

In New York, says James Parton, the
paper, fully

hes that of
other liberal
The press has advanced
so far in this one city of the western

ocontinent thata competent sul well-
trained journalist receives s large a

compensation as a lawyer, Jdoctor, or
clergyman of the fourth jank, and
nearly enough to pay the rertof a small
house iz a second-rate neizhborbood.
This is a considerable advapce from
the time when Horace Greeley let Mr.
Raymond leave the 7ribune ratherthan
add five dollars te his week!y stipend of
tweety. The editor-in-chief of s New
York daily paper of the first rank
receives frem four to eight thounsand
dollars s year, with the assistance of &
short-hand reporter snd the use of a
cadb. His Jeading sssistants receive
about half as much. In London, as Mr.
James Graut informs us, the estab-
lished salary of the editor of a morning
paper—always excepting the prince.y
Times—is a thousand guineas a year.
There is not likely to be for some time
to come more than one newspaper in
any counutry that can safely go much
beyond this scale of compensation.
And, indeed, it is almost high enough
to admit of the gradual formation of a
ocorps capable of holdingits own against
the dense swarm of lies always strug-
gling or scheming for admittance into
the press. In every service uuder the
sun the rank and file must of necessity
work bard for little pay. Itis only
necessary to have a few great prizes to
stimulate the whole body by rewarding

Sad Death of a Young Girl,
In the quiet cemetery enciosnre at

| La Motte, says the Dubuque Herald,
the sods were turned over the grave
of the lamented Miss Ellen Wiison,
ouly damghter of Mr. Wilson, postmas-

ter and merchant of that place. We
learn that prolonged grief for the death

| of her mother, which event took place
a year ago last January, had produced

montal aberration, from which terrible

condition death appears so often to be

the only door of relief, Her father and
brothers had, it seems, done every-
thing that affection could suggest to
wean her from this corroding sorrow,
bat all in vain. Change of society and
soenes had been resorted to, but noth-
ing served to lift more than for a mo-
ment the dark clond that had settled
down upon her youug heart. On the
morning of her last day in life she had
attended to the usual housebold duties

| with most sorupulous exactness, even

to the minutest details, and had pre-
pared her own raiment as though for
the terrible sacrifice she was about to
make, She selected such dresses as
she wished to be buriel in, laid them
out upon the bed in an upper chamber,
wrote a touching note of farewell to
her father, and then laid down upon the
floor, parted her dress over her heart,
and with fatal precision sent the léaden
messenger of death on its way. The
revolver she used was her brother’s,

| She had discharged it once in the early

morning, carelessly remarking that she
was getting in practice.” It was found
on the floor under the body, as though
in the last moment she had sought to
secrete the instrument of her death.

His Will,

We mentioned that the late J. Edgar
Thompson, President of the Pennsyl-
vania Oentral Railroad, after providing
for his wife and four relatives, gives
the rest of his estate in trust for the
education and maintenance of the fe-
male orphans of railway employes who
may have been killed while in the dis-
charge of their duties. Preference is
to be given, first, to the orphans of the
employes engaged upon the Pe lva-
nia Railroad ; second, to those of the
Georgia Railroad, between Augustaand
Atlanta, Georgia ; third, to those of the
lines controlled by the Pemu*lmh
Railroad, by lease or otherwiso ; fourth,
to those of employes of any other rail-
road company of the United States of
America. The estate is valued at $2,-
000,000,

L
| in Bagland,
| An investive

A man went out the
seo if bhe conld ascertain
the wind, and found it blew,

Our sorrows are mmd«n&
which seem black in the distance,
grow lighter as they approsen.

1t is fashionable ix Eogland to jum
fences for exercise, vuigar
saw wood for the same thing.

A fatal epinootie m ducks is
something to be dend from
farmer’s profits in Peunsylvania.

An Illinois farmer has two

th hters, sud the
v.;k.tg:‘fm while the boys

college.
Ingells, Shaker
hall

-
4
i

George
ville, Ohio, has spoiled kis
as a man of puu‘:{‘
burglars in & midn! encounter.

o o g
at

be something over 000, of

which 81,000,000 s slready been appro-
priated by the State,

bined of care-
Thoool:nd m'.':.um

§

The street dogs have no one
with hydrophobia, 8o far as known.
The largest room in the world under

a single roof, unbroken i or

other obstructions, is st Peters-

burg, in Russia ; and is 650 feet

and 150 feet wide. It is used for mili-

di in westher,
be omvericd isto s ballroom
J

of science,
There was a good deal of meaning in
pared with the Baas o
more éu ous title
“teacher.” peds-

ings for themselves, He seldom al-
them to make use of his brains

when they could employ their own.

A in down a chimney

unearthed a

recei s bequest from a woman,
A

liberal support to other
older colleges, Vassar was
founded by & man, and thus has
been sided by men only.

It is not often brother and
sister got Jrmnk but Henry
and Esther Maine did it in Loulsville,
their spree lasting a week, cost'ng two
bundred dollars, snd ending mn Henry's
arrest for disorder and s almost
fatal illness. Nor were they before

in the social

ravages of the pest, but that, it seemed,
constituted the offense.

Wife—* Bat, William, have you mno
taste for art; you don't enjoy these
things as I do.” Just notice this slen-
der column of marble, with the touch-
ing question so beautifully carved, ‘Do

Yes, I guess they
miss her if that was her name.” Silence
for « moment.

A most remarkable fact connected
with the :einingcl enu‘t company is
that one of the principa! piayers,
Weilenbeck, who took the of P‘I:
Sixtus, has been perfectiy blind for
I-:sd'.h::o years, Few people who at-
te e performances ever
for a moment, however, that the actor
who moved with such ease and precis-
ion on the stage before them did not see
the soenes aronnd him. Fortunately
for him his affliction did pot come upon
him until he had been for some years
a member of the Meiningen troupe, so
that he knew the boards by heart when
blindness cffne upon him. His col-
leagues arevery devoted to him. When-
ever a new piece is to be given they
undertake many rehearsals in order to
make the blind actor feel at home in his
new role. The dramaof * Pope Six-
tus” was quite new to him; and a
critio who knew of his affliction wrote
how he trembled for fear of the actor

making a false ste But he moved
about and uoeudes the throne with
and dignity.

safety “ Since my eyes
- Nmmgdmmw&in .
see everythi nerves
of the brain.  Life concentrates itself
in my head undisturbed by the external
world, which for me no longer exists.
Weilenbeck is aman of intellect, having
enjo; a scholarly education in his
you! He is the son of an Austrian
councillor, now deceased, and has al-
ways moved in the highest society. His
father died only a few years with-
out knowing of the sad en that
had overtaken his son, who by means
of a mechanical arrangement and the
assistance of a servant, wrote letters to
him up to his death, The Duke of
Meiningen settled a pension on this
remarkable actor some years ago, s0
that his fuature is provided for.

A Box Trick.
A seedy-looking s , with an
innocent countenance, out a small

weoden box, and after taking a chew of
::: g~ l:hlow pmputkydofug:omo

X Was once rge
Washington. The crowd exhibited a
lively interest, and afterseveral persons
had opened and shut the box it all at
once refused to open. ‘‘ Here, take it
80,” said the s , whipping off the
cover. They tried to “ take it s0,” got
mad, and when he offered to bet that no
one in the crowd could open the box
there were more greenbacks shoved at
him than he could take care of. He
quietly covered half a dozem be_ts,
handed out the box, and there wasn't a
man in the erowd who could get the

cover off. They wriggled, twisted u}z
i

Nobody
trick until he had reaped his harvest.




