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"Rockaby, lullaby, Lees in the clover!—
Crooning so drowsily, erying so low— ﬂ
Rockaby, lullaby, dear little rove: | /N
Down into wonderland— |
Down to the under-land—
" Go, oh go!

Prown into wonderland go!

Rocksby, lullaby, rain on the clover'
Tears on the eyelids that waver and weep!
Rockaby, Inilsby—beudin g it over!
Down on the mother- gorld,
Dowa on the other "gorld !
Sleep, oh sleep |
.Pown eii the mot aer-world sleep !

Rockaby, luliabv  dew on the clover!
Dow on the eves that will sparkie at dawn!
Rookeby, lu’jaby, dear little rover!
Inio the stilly world—
Intoib ¢ lily world,
(io pe! ch gonel
Iuto ¢ e lily-world gone!
—Dr. Holland.

A STOKER'3 STORY.

Can't say, I'm sure, sir.  Been used to
bilers all my life; but working ’em’s differ-
ent to making

? i -
em, There's something

wrong, 45 you say, or they wouldn’t alwas
be a-busdn’,  "Tain't once, nor twice, nor
Nnow and wq n, forit’s. a thing as is always
a-happening ; and though I've never had
more than a seald or two myself, I've geen
rome strange sights; men all blown
pieces, so that they were picked up after-
ward in baskets ; men taken to the hospitals
with their flesh hanging to them in rags,
and there they'd lic writhing and tearing at
the wrappings in such agony, that—there,
I ain't above owning it—0've cried like a
child tosee my poogy mate’s sufferings. And
there they'd be, day alter day, till a sort of
calm came over them, and the pain went,
when th{l:("i qllil{: sinile if you ﬁphku to 'em,
they scemed so easy ; and it would be because
a gentle hand was laid upon ’em, and they
were going into the long sleep.

Some gets bitter, but not when they're
gealded i.‘;nl!'.'; for its “trange h!liﬂ-, 15 steam.
Well, no; I'm not afraid, and never do feel
afraid.  What's the good 7 One's got it to
do, and there’s the mouths at home to feed,
ko one can't afford it
Are

and then the odds
precious long ones against it being
But now so many mere
steam-engines are coming inte use, day by
day, it secma ns if _:-um-,-lhilrg ought to be
done in the way of making bilers stronger.
Cheapness is cheapness; 4Gt then, a thing’s
dear ul auy price that makes such ruin as

one’s own bustin',

I've scen sometimes ; so why don’t they try
some tougher metal than iron? though,
certainly steam'’s strong enough to tear up
anything. Dut there seems to me to be
gome fresh plan wanted for making bilers.
1 didn't work there, but 1 went and had a
look d'reckly uiter that horrible accident at
the Big Works last autumn. Well, there
was about an acre of buiidings—sheds and
setrer—swept away as if you'd batter’d 'em
all down; great 9re bricks, weighing a
kundred and a hali, pitched here and there
like chafl'; sheets of lead sent flying a hun-
dred yards; tall chimneys powderced down;
and the big busted biler itself jumped right
out of its place; while as to the middle of
it, that wasa torn oft) rod rmmpled‘ up, and
blown, like i sheet of paper, to a distance.
Plenty of dife lost there, and plenty of
escapes; but what T took most notice of
was the plates torn off .the biler—torn off,
as 1 said before, like so much paper; while
these sheet <, or plates of iron, had given way
at the tivets, and Jooked for all the world
like torn-off postage stamps—torn off, of
conse, along the perforating.

“ Now, then,” 1 says to myself, “that’s a
thing ns wants altering.  You perforate the
edges of your plates to admit rivets, and so
takes half their strength off—p'r'aps more ;
then yon puts, p'r'aps, hot rivets in, and
they p'r'aps crystallizes the iron''—-only
p'r'aps, mind, I don’t say so, only the raw
edges of the biler looked crystally and
brittle,  “ Well, then, some day comes &
hextry pressure o' steam, and up goes your
biler—-busted. and spreading ruin and
death and misery around.”

“Then how are we to fasten our biler
plates,” says yom, “ if we don't rivet 'em ?
How should I know? 1 ain’t a scientific
man-—1 only stokes. That's for you te find
out. Bat you ain't a-going to tell me, are
that men and biler
makers can’t find no other way lo make
bilers only by riveting them? Say you
bends the plates’ edges over, and hooks one
snto the other, like tin sarspan makers does
their tin. They'd stand some strain that
way, and you wouldn’t weaken your plates.
1 ain't a biler maker, or 1 gshould try that
dodge, I think ; but there, that's only one
way out of many as could be found by ex<
periment.

Qeems to me, sir, as if we English people
hates anything new, and always wants to
keep to what our fathers and grandiathers
had before us. They went along and made
their footmarks, and we go along after "em,
putting our foots in just the same spots,
thinking it must be right, come what will
of it

IHad to do with engines many years.
Stoked locomotives and stationaries, agri-

ulturals and manufactories, and printing
offices, and been down in the engine-rooms
of a steamer; and that last’s about the
hottest and worst of all. Killing work, you
know, for anybody, 'specially in a hot
where every breath of air that
comes down to you is already roasted, as it
were, and don't do you no good.

Bustins? Well, no, only ome, and that
was quite enough; for though it didn’t hurt
my body, it did hurt my heart, and if you
happen to be a father you'll understand
what I mean.

It was dinner-time at our works—3a great
place, where the engine used to be going to

you, you scientific

country,

day-work, next we-Work, and = on.
Now it 8o happenpUr Waier in that
part was terriblyater that would
cover the inside ¢ With thick fur in
no time. But wh Was that or no, 1
can't say; all T Jthat one dinner-
time I went out fyard to wash my
hands and have When I heard a
strange, wild, r@¢®e, and felt some-
thing hit me on:j of the head; and
then, tutning wptood fixed to the
spot, for the aigck with tiles, and
bricks, and st rafters, while the
whole place segpe crumbling up to-
gether—ijust as built up a tall card
hguae' and thdit 80 that it fell, one
card on top of till there was a lit-
tle heap all W and snug; so that
out of & tall heere was nothing left
but some sma)®- .

I knew it my fault; for rd
looked at thyjust before, and the
pressure of gsn't heavy. I knew
there was plapter in the biler, and
the 5l[ety-va_lu right; so that all
I could do whankful for the acci-
dent h,ppe,'iner-time, and also for
my own w €scape. And then,
though I w# something seemed to
come over miash, and struck me to
the ground jant.

When I ¢ felt horribly sick and
deathly likeoked about from face
to face, wor'hat was the matt r;
for I could it out why I should be
lying on myith people rougd me in
the yard--'§ Up my head, and an-
other sprin}face with water.

Then it: back at once,and 1
shuddereded my head and looktd
at the ruip; for I knew what it
was struckn to earth. I said be-
fore it wagash, and it was-—-it was
one quickWhich came across my
brain, fur?thﬂl, being dinner-time,
my litlgaired gal would have
b-ought ace tied upin a basin ;
and somet me that she had gone
i1.to the gio find me when I had
gone inte ‘

“ Let @t,” I says; and I ran to-
w ird thed began tearing away at
thie heap rubbish, while the crowd
now gatlpther, hearing that there
was somiderneath, began tearing
away atsh like fary.

By-an¢ police came, and some
Hl_-m]em")mething like order was
ot at, & worked well to get down
to whereechole had been. I had
said theas some one there, but 1
couldn’try mouth to say who it
was; msaid it was one man, and
some arut whoever they named
seemed irectly, back from his din-
ner, or & had heard the explosion.
So, by-geople began to look from
one to md ask who it was.

“ Agh,” sayssome one, “he was
here at;” and some one asked me.
But I Jecasion to speak, for just
then, at the child not going back
as usglittle gal’'s mother came
shriekiid crying—

“« Wile Patty? where's little
Patty fen, when no one spoke, she
save atiful moan, and sank slowly
down-=er knees, and then sideways
on to § bricks; and I remember
thinkibest, for I could not find it
in myo te her help, but kept on
tearingthe hot bricks and rubbish.
It wg® and worriting ; for one
could to be sure of where any-
thingstood, in the horrible con-
fusiod. One said the stokehole
had Bhind another there; but even
I, whiked there two years, could
not btdst the eénfusion.

Haghour went by, and still we
workhile as every big rafter or
beanil and dragged away, I was
obligmy head, for I'felt sick, and
the ppd to swim; for I expected
to sriilllo bright curls torn out
and | the jagged wood, and that
undgre would be something hor-
riblaed.

I ksn’t manly ; but what can I
say,Ye was a little, bright, blue-
eyedhe case—one of those little
thingoks will make your great
roug! to your side when raised in
angee tiny thing can lead you
abow what she likes with you?
P'r'dmanly; but, somehow, chil-
drestems to get the upper hand of

me.

were two of us; aweek T'd be o]

their house—a house where but part of the
windows had been broken by the explosion
—and then came running to where I was at
work, snatching at the wood and bricks
¢ill I got two or three to take her back, for
I couldn’t have left where I was to have
saved my life. But I r member so well
asking mysell why it was that women will
let down their back hair when they're In a
state of excitement, and make ’'emselves
look =0 wild.

By-and-bye, some one came to say how
bad my wife was, and that she wanted to
see me; but I felt that I couldn’t go, and
kept on in a fevered sort of way,work,work ;
and Uve thought since that if she had been
dying it would have been all the same.
However, I heard soon after that a doctor
there had given the poor thing something
that seemed to calm her, and she went to
sleep.

It would have been a strong dose, though,
that would have sent me off to sleep, as still
on, hour alter hour, I worked there, never
tiring, but lifting beams that two or three
men would have gone at, and tossing the
rubbish away like so much straw.

The owners were kind enough, and did
all they could to encourage the men, send-
ing out beer and other refreshments; but
the heap of stuff to move was something
frightful, and more than once I felt quite
in despair, and ready to sit down and cry
weakly. But I was at it again the next
moment, and working with the best of
them.

“ITadn’t you better leave now ?’ said one

of my masters; “T’ll see that everything is
done.” '

I gave him one look, and he laid his
hand kindly on my shoulder, and said no
more to me about going; and I heard him
say “ Poor fellow!” to some one by him, as
he turned away.

We came upon the biler quite a dozen
yards out of its place, riped right across
where the rivets went; while as for the
engine, it was ene curious bit of iron tangle
—rods, and bars, and pieces of iron and
brass, twisted and turned and bent about,
like so much string; and the great fly-
wheel was broken in half a dozen places.

This showed us now where the great cel-
lar-like place—the stoke-hole—was; and
we worked down now towards that; but
still clearing the way, for how could I tell
where thechild might be? Butit was weary,
slow work : every now and then rigging up
shears, and fastening ropes and pulley
and sheaf, to haul up some great piece of
iron, or a beam ; and willing as every one
was, we made very little progress in the
dark night.

Once we had to stop and batter down a
wall with a scaffold pole; for the police
declared it to be unsafe, and the sergeant
would not let us work near it till it was
down; and all the while I was raging like
a wild man at the check. But it was of no
use, and the man was right. He was doing
his duty, and not like me gearching for the
little crushed form of my darling in the
cruel ruins. The people made me worse,
for they would talk and say’ what they
thought, so that I could hear. One would
say she might still be alive, another would
shake his head, and so on; when I kept
stopping, in spite of all T tried not, listen-
ing to what they said, and it all seemed =0
much lost time.

The engine-room was now cleared, and
in spite of my trembling and horror, as
every big piece was disturbed, nothing had
been found ; but all at once, as we were try-
ing to clear behind the biler and get down
to the stoke-hole, one of the men gave a
cry. 1 caught at the man nearest 10 me, all
seemed to run around me, and I should
have fallen, only the man held me up, and
some one brought me some brandy.

I was myself again directly, and stum-
bled over to where a knot of men had col-
locted, and a policeman had his bull’s-eye
lantern open, and they were stooping
to look at something that lay just under a
beam they had raised—to the left of where
[ expected she would be found.

« Smashed,” I heard some one, with his
back to me, say ; and then some ome else,
“ Poor little thing, she must have run past
here!”

Then, with my throat dry and my eyes
staring, I crept up and thrust two men aside
right and left, when the others made way
for me without speaking, and when I got
close up, I covered my face with my hands,
and softly knelt down.

The policeman said something, and some

warked, hour after hour;
menred and dropping off, but al-
waybre ready to take their places;
whiker thought of it, and kept on
teagtill my hands bled, and the
swetvn my face; but I turned
aw there was something large
liitt::to myself-—*“ She must be
und And then again and again,
in @ seemed to see the torn and
crusf my darling, and her long
curdin blood.

B of the piled-up, blackened
ruit mortar, tiles, lead, and
raggn beams, huge pieces of wood
snsorn like matches—we toiled
on Jhour till the dark came, when
the hat had been laid bare and
pl@unstopped, and the gas lit, so

d blazed and cast a strange,
wiler the ruined place. There
hies burst forth two or three
timarts of the ruins, but a few

m the fire-engines in atten-

t them out; and, as we work-
bish grew cooler and cooler.
at the child could not have
t the sight of her mother tear-
fiicient, when once she got

pump water night and day, 80 that there

one else spoke cheerily; but I couldn’t hear
what they said, for my every thought was
upon what I was going to see. And now,
for the first time, the great, blinding tears
come gushing from my eyes, 80 that when
I slowly took down first one hand and then
another, I was blinded, and could not see
for a few moments; till stooping 2 little
lower, there, smashed and flattened, covered
with mortar and dust, was my old red cot-
ton handkercher tied round the basin and
plate that held my dinner, dropped here by
my little darling.

For a few moments 1 was, as it were,
struck dumb-—it was so diflerent a sight- to
what I had expected tosee; and then I
leaped up and laughed, and shouted and
danced—the relief was so great.

“Come on!” I cried again; and then, for
an hour or more, we were at it, working
away till the light began to come in the
east, and tell us that it was daybreak.

Late as it was, plenty of peop}sl had
sto all the t:me; for, somehow an-
other, hundreds had got to know the litde
bright, golden-hnred thing that trotted
backward and forward every day with my
dinner basin, She was (o0 little to do it,
bnttben.blmyu,thuwampide; for
the wife combed and brushed and dressed

kind people who had her in

her up on purpose. And fine and proud we

used to be of the little thing, going and
coming—so old-fashioned. Why, lots of
heads used to be thrust out to watch her
and seeing how pn'-.uy and artless and young
she was, we used tofeel that every Jne would
try and protect her; and it was so. Time
after time, that night, I saw motherly-look-
ing women, that I did not know, with their
aprons 19 their sobbing eyes and crying;
and thotigh I didn’t notice it then, I remem-
bered it well enough afterwards—ah! and
always shall; while the way in which some
of the men worked—well-to-do men, who
would have thought themselves insulted if
you'd offered ’em five shillings for their
night’s job--showed how my poor little
darlicg had won the hearts of all around.
Often and often since, too, I could have
stopped this one and shook hands with
that one for their kindness; only there’s
always that shut-upness about an English- |
man that seems to make him all heart at a
time of sorrow, and a piece of solid blunt- |
ness at every other time.

Well, it was now just upon morning, and

| device serve several mourners.

#

Always at Home.

The Philadelphia Ledger, says the New
York Independent, easily leads the press of
the country in the number and quality of
its obituary notices. The column of
“ Deaths ” is always well filled, and to the
announcements in the usual form a piece of
poetry is frequently appended, which is
sometimes a stanza from a familiar hymn,
but more frequently an original elegy
written by some one who is kept for the
purpose in the office of the Ledger. Occa-
sionally, however, this elegiac bmd finds
his resources exhausted by the incessant
drain upon his intellect and his emotions,
and then he sometimes makes the same
On day
lately, for example, the following notice
stood at the head of the eolumn of deaths:

On the 5th inst., —— — ———, widow of the
late ——— ———, in ths forty-ninth year of
her age.

This langnishivg hoad ia st rest,
Her thinking and aching are o'er,

we were all worked up to a pitch of excite- |
ment that nothing could be like. We had "
been expecting to come upon the poor child |
all the afternoon and night, but now there
could be no doubt of it. She must be here;
for we were now down in the stoke-hole, |
working again with more vigor than had
been shown ior hours. Men’s faces were
flushed and their teeth set. They didn't
talk, only in whispers; and the stuff went
flying out as fast as others could take it
away.

“ Easy, easy,” the sergeantof police kept

saying, as he and two of his men kept us
well lit with the strong light of their lan-
terns.

But the men tore on, till at last the place
was about cleared out, and we had got to
a mass of brick wall sloping against one
side, and a little woodwork on the other
side, along with some rubbish.

And now was the exciting time, as we
went, four of us, at the brick wall, dragged
atit, and raised it, when some women up
aboye shricked out,and we stood trem-
bling, for it had crumbled down and lay all
of a heap where we had raised it frem.

“ Quick ! 1 shouted huskily.

And we tore the bricks away till there
was hardly a scrap left, and we stood star-
ing at one another.

“Why, she ain’t here, arter all,” says a
policeman.

“ 'm blest !” says another.

But I couldn’t speak, for I did not know
what to do, but stood staring about ‘as if 1
expected next to see the little darling come
running up again urfhurt.

“Try there,” says the sergeant.

Then he turned on his light into a dark
corner, where the bits of wood lay, and I
darted across and threw back two or three
pieces, when I gave a cry and fell on my
knees again. For there was no mistake
this time ; I had uncovered a little foot,
and there was the little white sock all

blood-stained ; and I felt a great sob rise
from my breast as I stooped down and
kissed the little red spot.

“Steady,” said the sergeant; and then
quickly, as I knelt there, they reached over
me, and lifted piece after piece away, till
there, in the grey light of the morning, I
was looking upon the little motionless fig-
ure, lying there with her golden hair, as 1
fancied, dabbled in blood from a cut in her
little white forehead, where the blood had
ryn, but now lay hard and dry. Covered
with blood and scraps of mortar, she lay
stretched out there, and I felt as if my heart
would break to see the little, peaceful face,
almost with a smile upon 1t; while, as if
out of respect to my feelings, the men all
drew back, till T knelt there alone.

And now far up in the sky the warm
light of the rising sun shone, and i was re-
flected down upon that tiny face, lighting
it up with almost heavenly beauty; and as
I knelt there in the etill silence of that
carly morn, I could hear again and again a
half-stified sob from those looking on.

With trembling hands I leaned forward
and gently raised her head; then, passing
one beneath her, I rose on my xnees to bear
her out, when Istopped as if turned to
stoné, and then let go, and clasped both my
raw and bleeding hands to my blackened
forehead, as shrieking out—“My God, she's
alive! I fell back insensible; for those
little blue eves had opened at my touch» |
and a voice, like the faintest sigh of the
wind in summer, whispered the one word—

“ Father!”

- L

That's her, sir. Fine girl she’s grown,
ain’t she? But she was beautiful as a
child. Hair ever so many shades lighter;
and, unless you went close up, you couldn’t
see the mark of that cut, though it was

Her quiet, immovsble breast,
Heaved by sfliction no more.

This was soothing to the relatives and
friends, no doubt; but they must have ex-
perienced some slight mixture of emotions
when about six inches further down the
column, ‘I.lw}' read the fu“ﬂw'u‘g : ’

On the 4th inst., ——, aged twenty-
sight-years, four months acd twenty-six days,
His languishing head is at rest,
His thinking and aching are v'er,
His quiet, immevable breast
18 heaved by afiliction no more.

The coincidence of experience is certainly
remarkable; but when the tear-filled eyes
of both these households chanced to fall
upon the following notice, only about four
inches furthur down the same column, they
must have had a new realization of the
poet’s meaning when he said, or came very
near saying, that a touch of sorrow makes
the whole world kin:

On the 5th inst., ——, wife of —— —,
in the fifty-seventh year of her age.
This lauguishing head is at rest,
Her thinking and saching are o'er,
Her quiet, immovable breast
Is heaved by affliction no more.

Itis true that there is some slight varia-
tion in the ferm of these elegies, for which
the parties who paid for them are, we trust,
duly thankful ; but it must be owned that
the “ thinking and aching” of these three
families have been surpassingly alike. The
possibilities of this quatrain were not, how-
ever,exhausted by this triple use ofit. It
is evidently a chef deewvre of the Ledger
bard, and he means to make the most of it.
Accordingly two days afterward he re
turns to his mutton with the following
=uggestive version of the same ditty :

On the 7thinst.,, ——— ———,wWife of
———, in the forty-seventh year of her age
His languishing bead is at rest,
Her thinking and aching are o'er,
Her quiet, immovable breast
Heaved by affiction no more.
The italics are ours. Could the peaceful
termination of a life-long struggle be more
pathetically told ?

How to Sweep a Room.

An uninstructed servant, armed with a
broom, is about as charming an occupant
of the parlor, or a library well-stocked with
the pretty little knick-knacks which culti-
vated people like to have about them, as
the celebrated bull in the china shop.

Before the servant’s entrance, all fragile
movables should be stored by careful hands
in some neighboring closet; and the furni-
ture, as far as possible, protected by covers
and slight draperies, kept for the purpose.
Then, after doors have heen closed, the win-
dows opened, the servant may be called in
and instructed. Almost hopeless the task
may seem at first ; but after a little she
will learn to spread the moderately damp
coffee-grounds and tea leaves, or, still bet-
ter, the slightly moistened bran, evenly over
the floor ; to brush the corners of the room,
and under and back of the heavy articles of
{urniture, with a parlor brush; then to
take her broom, being careful lest its han-
dle shall prove destructive to mirrors or
window glass, and instead of digging into
Lhapless carpet, wearing off the nap, and
raising clouds of dust by her short strokes,
to take long, smooth, straight strokes, the
“right way ” of the carpet. This manner
of handling the broom, together with plenty
of the moist bran, will prevent the whirl-
winds of dust which otherwise rise, and,

penetrating the best arranged coveringssettle
everywhere upon.books and furniture.

A Bit of History.
At the beginning of the eighteenth cen-

some time before the scar gave over looking
red.

But really, you know, sir, there ought to |
be something done about these bilers; for l
the rate at which they’'re a-busting’s fearful. |

Married at Her Mother’s Death. |
Mrs. C. Kincaid, of Danville, a most es- |
timable Christian lady, was on her death |
bed, and fully conscious that her end was |
nen,unounnndthnnhevonldlihetom
her daughter, Miss Elizabeth, married be- |
fore her death. The marriage had been
.rmged,bntwupmtponedonmmd
the serious illness of the mother.

sire was made known to the parties, a min-
ister was called, and in the presence of the
dying mother the danghter pledged her
troth to the man of her choice. This oc-
curred at 2
the spirit of Mrs. Kincaid took 1ts flight to |
a better world.

oclock P. 3., and at 4 o’clock |

How to be wise—don't think that you
know everything *

tury, the South Carolinians came in hostile
array against St Augustine by land and
sen. The siege by land was successful, the
attack by sea was a fiasco, and the invasion
failed after having cost South Carolina six

kthouund pounds, for which she issued

promises to pay. A quarter of a century
later the Carolinians raided upon the old
town, but went no further than the gates.
In 1740 Governor Oglethorpe of Georgia led
+ movement of Georgrans, Carolinians and
English against it; but retired, after an
ansuccessful siege and bombardment.
Shortly thercafter, the garrisom of Bu
Augustine retaliated, and attacked the
English settlements in Georgia with a for-
midable force; it was profitiess. Back
came Oglethorpe in 1743, carrying fire and
death to the very walls of the old fort. St
Augusiine was then cecupied by the Span-
ish.

A fox hunting elub has been organ-
izsed in Baltimore, which
x of i ] 4

“A Man of the World.™

His Straagely Eventful Career aad His Dis
graceful Death

A little tragedy, says the New York
Times, lately happened in a small Calilor-
pia town. The central figure in this brief
dramas is one Harry Larkyns. He was born
in Iverness, Scotland, but was bred and
educated in England. He was one of the
younger sons of a rich and reputable
family. Equipped with a fair education,
he started out in the world for himsell,
chiefly determined to “wce lile.” Like
many another younger son of British pa-
rentage, he found himself somewhat de-
pendent upon himsell; and, like many an-
other, ke resolved to carve his own way and
launch out upon a sea of adventures. He
had 2 handsome face and figure, winning
ways, & captivating manner. and & vast va-
riety of accomplishments. Floating around
in Europe he added to his knowledge of
the classics s complete mastery of the
modern languages, a familiarity with human
nature, and a thorough acquaintance with
the rare art of pleasing. Penniless, after
spending his small patrimony in gay Euro-
pean capitals, his family bought him a com-
mission in the British army. He went %o
India with his regiment, got oul of the
service while there, hob-nobbed with
Begums and Rajahs, and after six years of
adventure returned to his native land just
as the Franco-Prussian war began. In
the little interval that next followed he con-
trived to squander in » theatrical venture
in London the handsome sum which he

he had gained Iro.m his family. The French
service and the cause of imperialism at-
tracted him, and he joined the army with a
company of sharpshooters. He was at one
time on the staff of Gen. Bourbaki, with
the rank of major. For his bravery, dash
and military skill he was rewarded with
the decoration of a Chevalier of the Legion
of Honor. Wounded at the siege of Metz,
he fell in the rear, and after Sedan he
dropped out of the ranks of the French
army. His Euaropean adventures were
over; he had exhausted one continent.

In the winter of 1872 he had worked his
way to Salt Lake City, where, in the ex-
pressive language of the region, he was
“ flat broke.” Here his deliverance came in
the person of Mr. Arthur Neil, a rich
young Englishman, whom Larkyns had
known about the London clubs in more
prosperous days. Neil helped Larkyns oa
to San Francisco; the two became warm
friends, the purse of one (Neil) sufficing for
both. They went together to the Sandwich
Islands, Larkyns meantime drawing on the
Oriental Bank at Hong Kong, in snatici-
pation of remittances which never came.
The worthlessness of these drafts being
proved to Neil, who had advanced cash to
Larkgns, the gay adventurer was arrested
for swindling when the pair had returned
from Honolulu, Larkyns was putin a San
Francisco jail, and was released only when
he had drawn in good faith upon his kins-
folk in London for $4,000, which drafts
were duly honored at the pathetic plea of
Larkyns. This man of the world, then, in
the face of a public exposure and disgrace
addressed himsell to a retrieval of his char-
acter. It was hard work. He donned a
suit of coarse clothes and labored on the
wharves as stevedore ; he drudged in sdum-
ber-yard ; he got odd jobs at translating in
a publishing house ; he wrote bright letters
and dramatic criticisms for the newspapers,
and, in short, turned his hand to anything
and everything that promised an honest
penny. Finally he went 10 the town of
Calistogs, where he began a map of the
locality, finishing with all the skill of the
accomplished draunghtsman 2 work that
would soon bring him money. But the in-
stinets of his gay life were strong upon him ;
he loved his bottle of wine, his intriguing
adventure, and his dangerous amour. A
jealous husband in San Francisco found
one day letters that to his mind proved the
faithlessness of his wife and the guilt of
Larkyns. He said no word to any man,
but took his carpet-bag and pistol and went
to Calistoga. The man who was bent on
seeing lile, and had exhausted Europe and
India, went to the door to meet one who
called for him. The Californian drew his
pistol and shot the gay Briton dead on the
spot. Putting by his weapon with the mir
of one who has avenged a wrong upon =o-
ciety, the injured husband gave himself up
to & mining superintendent as the only sc-
cemsible representative of constituted su-
thority, and now appeals to the fine sense of
justice and chivalry which a California
public has never been found to lack on

sach occasions

Sad Case of Suicide-

A sad case of suicide in proof of imno
cence is recorded. News was brought o
Pittsburgh, Pa_, of a peculiarly sad case of
suicide, which occurred at s little place
called Wood Ruan, on the Monongahela
river, and in Washingion county. The un-
fortunate was a young girl named Clark,
only about 15 years of age, and the motive
one that appeals to the sympathies of all
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Advertising for & Boy.

A nﬂhi-.dtynu&ﬂ"lhg"h
m-l.ilpnttylikdywha-ﬂnﬂbyn
whole multiplicati of boys. The
New York corvespondent of the Loadon
Americon tell how he saw the thing man-
aged at the corver of Fulion snd Nasan
streeis, where a citisen wad besieged by »
brigade of applicants,

We are continually hearing of the ad-
vantages of advertising, buf the disad vaz-
tages of that process for making known
one's wants have pever beem told. 1 will
give a few instances. A friend of mine wus
walking through Bond -street the other
morning when he came upos & crowd of
over s hundred boys standing in front of &
house. They were laughing and screaming,
and completely blocked up the sidewalk.

My friend mwdw-othlwuming
on,nndwuurp-i-dmmthcdwro! the
house open suddenly snd a man's hand

] thrust out into the erowd, grab a boy, pull

him inside and bang the door shut agsin.

Such singular conduct excited his
curiosity, and on going up o & man who
was mtting on the front steps of the house,
he asked what was the matter.

“ Nothing at all” said the man,” only
we advertised for four boys in this morn-
ing’s papers, and early as it is, you see the
result” There was nothing left for the man
who wanted the boys to do, but make his
selection from the window, then grab the
boy and pull him in.

The effect of advertising for™ e girl™
would seem to be still more perplexing. The
same writer goes on 10 say:

My friend told this incident to a well-
known merchant the other day, who related
a similar experience. “ Some time ago,”
ssid the merchant, “ I had occasion to ad-
vertise for & hali-grown girl to take care of
a child. I stated in my advertiscmment that
the applicant must call at two o'clock in
the afternoon.

“ I went down to my store as usual, but
had not been there over two hours when a
messenger arrived, saying that I must come
home immediately, that the house was fall
of girls, and that my wife had been obliged
to call in a policeman. Hurrying home,
I found that not only the down-stairs hall
was full, but that the halls up to the third
story were equally filled with * half-grown
girls.”

“ The front door had been closed upon
them, but those inside took possession of
the house and let the others in. They would
not go, even when threstened by the ofbeer,
and it took me the whole day to ask them
(uestions and tell them they would not do.”
He finally settled upon a girl who came pre-
cisely at two o'clock, and she proved an ex-
cellent servant.

A Viennese Incident.

A most agreesble story is one which we
ind in the Prester Lioyd, of Vienna: Un
Tuesday of last week, a young and poorly-
clad girl entered a barber's shop and told
the proprietor that he “must buy her
head.” The (friseur examined her long,
glossy, chestnut locks, and began 1o bar-
gain. He conld give her eight gulden, and
no more. Hair was plentiful this year, the
price had fallen, there was loss demand, and
other phrases of the kind. The lintle
maiden's eyes filled with tears, and she hesi-
tatedl & moment while threading her lingers
through her chestnat locks. She finally
threw hersell into a chair. “In God's
name,” she gasped, “ take it quickly.” The
barber, satisfied with his bargain, was sbout
to clinch it with, his shears, whes » gentle-
man who sat half-shaved, looking om, wid
him to stop. “ My child,” he snid, “ why
do you want to sell your besutiful hair ™
“ My mother has been nearly five months
ill; I can't work enough 1o support us;
everything has been sold or pawned, and
there is not a penny in the hotse” (und
Lein krewtser im haws). *“ No, no, my child,”
.aidthcmqu,"ilthdhthm,l will
buy your hair, and will give you 3 hun-
dred gulden for it.” He gave the poor girl
the note, the sight of which had dried her
tears, and ook wup the barber's shears
Taking the locks in his hand, he took the
longest hair, cut it off alone, and put it
carefully in his pocket-book, thus payisg
one hundred forins for & single hair. He
wok the poorgitl‘nddn-.hmh
should want to buy ssother st the same
rate. This charitavle man is only designs-
ted as the chief of -& great industrial enter-
prise within the city.

Texas Cattle.

Within the iast seven years, not counting
any part of 1573, over two millions ol cat-
e have been driven into Kansas, and fed
there and sent on 1o Eastern markets. In
addition, masy thousands bave been bred
in the State, from stock selected in Texas

pothing of the do-




