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FAITHFUL IN LITTLE.

HESBY STRETTON
Author of ‘Lost Gip." &c. -

BY

I.—OvT oF My CoUNTY.

If it would do anybody good to hear my
story, they are weleome to it; ay ! kindiy
welcome. I'm too old now to be of any,
uso as a guide ; but. maybe I can still be
aseful 48 a finger-post, that points the
way folks should follow. '

1 marvied out of my county ; my people
said out of my' station. For my father
held a small farm, and the squire’s lady
had seen fhat I'learned to read and write,

and 40 fine sewings butsny Lhusband was
opdy & Bandloom weaver from the morth,
a man that conld weave and sing right
well, but never cared much for the inside
ofa book. But he was true and faithful to
the backbone, till I learned from him
something of his faithfulness, and knew it
was the same as Abraham’s, who was call-
ed the father of the faithful. \Words that
were always on his lips were ‘Faithful in
little, faithfual.in much ;' and it seems to
me now he is gone, those words are now
my chief comfort. Wherever Transome
is:hv is faithful still.

It was a daring thing to marry so far
away from own's people in those days.
There were no railroads, and the coaches

were too dear for us, even the outside of
them, where in the you were
covered with dust and parched with thirst,
and nipped” with frost and wind ‘in the
winter. Transome and me did not once
think of taking the ecoach after we were
wedded. The coach ran dlmost straight
from my village to his; and though the

summer

~ journey took us the best part of three

days, and he was winning no woney, it
was the cheapest way of travelling: It
seems to me, when I shut my eves and
think of it, as if it had all been in some
“other world, when Transome and me were
young, and the warm sunny days were
full of light and brightness, such as the
sun never gives now-a-days, as if the sun
itself is growing old. The boat floated
slowly along the canal, whilst we walked
together tillave were tired, gathering-the
blossoms from the grassy banks, or we rat
on the boat, plucking the water-lilies up
by their long roots.
rocked as the water rose beneath us in
the locks !~ I can hear the rush and gurg-
ling of the water now ! And with my dim

_old eyes shut, I can see Transome looking

upon me with a smile, such as I shall nev-
ermore see again, till I behold his face on
theother side of death’s dark river,smiling
down upon me as I reach the shore. Alh!
there are no times now like those old
times!

It was in the cool of the evening he
brought me to his house, ‘standing on the
brow of a lew hill, with what he called a
clough, and I called a dingle, full of green
trees and underwood, running down to a
little sparkling river in the wvalley below.
We could see far away from the door, and
feel the rush of the fresh air past ng, asit
came over fields and meadows, and swept
away to other fields and meadows. The
cottage was an old one even then—built
halfof timber, with a thatched roof pitch-
ed very high and pointed, and with one
window in it to light our upstairs room.
Downstairs was one good-sized kitchen,
with a quarried floor, and the loom stand-
ing on one side. Not a bit of a parlouror
spare chamber, such as 1I'd been used to.
I knew Transome thought often of that ;
but the place grew so dear to me, I ceased
to care abont any parlour. As for the
garden we worked in it all our spare time,
tll many a passer-by would stop to look
at the honeysuckle, and travellers’ joy
tlimbing up the wall, and hanging over
our window in the roof; and at the posies
o the garden, the hollyhocks, and roses,

and sweetwilliams, which made the air all

iweet with their scent. After a while,
 Whea father and mother were dead, I for-
fotmy old home ; and it seemed that I
had never dwelt anywhere else, and must
dwell thete till the end of my days. Nothing
happened to us; nothing save the hi_l.'tlll,
ad the short, short life of a little child of
oars, our only éhild, who died when he
a5 seven years old, and could just read

Whis father at the loom. It was that

Year the sky began to grow greyer, and

the wind to Llow more chilly about the

house, Transome was ten years older
than me, and he began in some way to
= &el_his age now the boy was done. And

A% time went on things became duller and

d'_‘“""; and his rhenmatism grew worse

4d worse, till he had to give up his loom,

:1‘11:"0138'- be could do .little more than

ut the rent by being odd man for

e landlord, wheo knew he could trust

™ with untold gold.
B“t.l'll this while the country side was
—HBINg even faster than Transome and

e, .The railroads had been made, and

I%mﬂfy invented, and ali the little vil-

— Were turning into towns as if by
:fc° There had always been a few mills
- 8 the course of our little river, but
'-ht’irt;vl?r more and more sprang up with

smoky chimneys, and strects were

itaare 24 houses built, until .the dingle
. ame a row of straggling cottages,
%pm‘ Up towards our pretty home-
§ iﬁrhﬂﬁs it was because I belonged

" went fashi county, and spoke in a differ-
ot e on, but none of the country folk

I 'l‘!pir‘“ ever took heax:t-lly to me, and
flt shy with them and their

How gently we were | great, broad sweep of country stretehing

quiet man, and never cared to make many
friends : so we dwelt like strangers among
onr neighbors, up in our thatehed cottage,
which was as different from the new brick |
houses about it as we were-to the factory ‘
people living in them. But I never felt
strange with childrén, nor they with me.
80 when Transome was laid up for his
work, T opened a little dame ool
for the lads and lasses living inthe houses
down the dingle.. They soon flocked to
me like chickens at the cluck-clucking of
an old mother hen, till I might have filled
my kitchen fwfuw over. But my outside
number was thirty, and as they paid me
threepence a week each, Transome and I
managed to get along—what with him
working out the-rent, and -metaking” 1
fine rewing from the ladies of the town.
Transome wasalways proud of my learn-
ing and now he was glad for me to earn
money in that way, instead of by washing,
as many a woman has to do when her
man is ailing. Buat he did not like little
ones as I did ; they pottered him, he said,
and he never knew how to manage them.
So after a while, whenever he conld not
go to work, he liked better to lie abed up-
stairs, till the evening school was over,
than sit in the chimney-nook listening to
the hum of their lessons, which always
sounded in his ears like a score of hives
swarming. I used to be afraid he wonld
be dreary and sad in those long days,
whilst
stairs,

was as busy as could be down-
But he said he had thonghts come
into his head that he could not put into
words, for he had alwavs been a man of
few words, fewer than any [ ever met
with, and as he got older they he-
came fewer still,. . Maybe he'll know how
to tell me those thoughts of his when we
meet in heaven. '

II.—A New S8cCHoLAR.

I have only one thing to tell you about
my little school; the only one strange
thing that happened to me all the years |
kept it.

~ It had been a gharp frost in the night, so
sharp that the panes in the window, little
diamond-panes, were frosted over with so
many pretty shapes that I almost wished
they could stay there always. 1 quite
wished that the children were there to see
them. When I opened the door all the

before me was lightly powdered over with
snow, and long icicles hung like a ragged
fringe to the eaves. If the dingle had
been there, how sparkling and beautiful
every tree and shrub would have shone in
the carly light! But the last hit of the
dingle was gone, and a new, red brick
house stood at the end of our garden.
Still the low bushes about our place were
silvered over, and glittered in the frosty
sunshine, which they -caught before it
reached the houses below.

I had overslept myself that morning,
for the night before I'd been poring over
a book that had been lent me, till my ean-
dle burned down in the socket, and left
me in the dark. Icould not put that book
down ; it stirred my heart so. But now I
began to feel as if I'd been wasteful, for
candles were not plentiful with us, nor
money to buy then, though I was loath to
blame myself. At any rate I was behind
time, and I could not tarry at the door,
-but must hurry more than usual in getting
breakfast over, and redding up the kitch-
en in time for school. Inside the house
the place seemed dark and dreary, and
everything was cold to the toneh of my
fingers. I began to think of how ailing
Transome was, and how the frost would
brte him. He had not been to work fora
fort-night, and the rent was running on

rough ways. Transome himself was a |the Lord had given me? He had given | pence a week his luutw'oﬁeﬂ me if 1

Transome to nurse, and take care of, and |

wait upon, and I'd sat up late
night, and overslept myself in the morn- ]
ing, while he was parched with thirst’
and racked with pain.
the school ; and the clock was pointing to | the child, and it came afross me as if the
not far from school-time, and me nothing | Lord 'was saying, “This #8 what you can

in the

'

Then there was

If I could not fulfill thvr«’“

like ready.
little duties, how could I ask the Lord to
sc¢t me a greater one ?

I poured out Transome’s tea, and car-
ried it upstairs. He did not seem in the
best of tempers. BatI took nonotice of his
contrariness; for how could he be cheerful

| T had set me to do. After that if anybedy

i could not have done it.

when he could not lift his hand to his mouth,

and every sup he swallowed ¥ At last he

-emited wpow me, a very littie smi]é, and
I had |

bade me go down to my breakfast.
hardly time to eat it, before my scholars
came trooping up from the dingle; the
mischievous little urchins bringing with
them icicles hidden under thier jackets,
which soon melted and trickled down in
pools on the floor. I had need of patience
that morning. 4

After that water was wiped away, T sat
down behind my round table in the chim-
ney-nook, with my Bible and a Catecliism,
a Hymn-book and a primer before me.
There were four benches across the floor,
besides a small one at the end of the loom,
where I put my best scholars, beeanse
they wereont of my sight there.  All were
full, till there wassearcely elbow room;and
much care and thought it gave me how to
scatter the most troublesome of them
among the good ones, like the tares and
the wheat growing together until the harv-
Not but that I conld have picked out
the tares weltenongh : but I knew it would
never do to let them all congregate to-
gether.
ter for the wicked themselves to be scat-
tered about among the good ; so 1 set the
tares about side by side with the wheat,
but kept them all where I could have my
eve upon them.

est.

Maybe the Lord knows it is bet-

The snow was beginning to fall pretty
thickly, with large, lazy flakes drifting
slowly through the air, for there was no
wind, when a boy near the door at once
broke in upon a spelling-class, that stood
in a ring before me.

“Therve’s somebry knoekin® at th” door,’
he said, in a loud voice.

It must have been a guiet knock, for I
had not heard it ; but then my hearing
was not as quick as it used to be when I
could hear the bubbling of the river be-
low the dinugle. Desides, the lads and
lasses were all linmming their tasks, 1
told the boy to open the door; and he
Jumped up Lriskly, glad to put down his
lesson-book, if only for a minute.  Still
when the door was open I eould see noth-
ing but the large flukes floating in, and
the children catching at them.

‘Eh! but he’s a gradely little ehap !
cried the boy at the
surprise.

“Tell him to come in,’ I called, bidding
the class make way for our visitor.

Well, well! I never saw such a beanti-
ful hoy before, nor since.

door in a tone of

He was about
seven, but rather small and delicate for
his years. His eves were as blue as the
forget-me-nots that used to grow along
the river-side ; and his brown hair was
sunny as if it had a glory round it. Some-
how I thought all in a moment of how the
Lord Jesus Christ looked when he was a
blessed child on carth. The little fellow
Liad on a thin, thread-bare sailor's suit of
blue serge—so thin that he was shivering
and shaking with cold, for the snow had
powered him over as well as everyvthing
He looked up in my face half smil-
ing, though the tears were in his eyes;

eclse.

all the while, The rent was my heaviest
care. As long as that was paid, it did not
matter much to me what T had to eat and
drink, so that we made both ends meet, and
kept out of every man's debt. But Tran-
gome’s pains had been very bad ail night;
and I knew well he could not go out in
such a bitter frost, iff the rent was never
paid. _

Well! I was down-hearted that morn-
ing; and I felt as if I could not afford to
put more than a spoonful and a half of
tea in our little black teapot, which stood
simmering on the hob. I'd been in such
a glow over that book the night before, it
scemed as if it made me all the lower that
morning. Ihad wanted to be doing some-
thing good in the world ; trading for the
Lord, so as to offer Him something more
than my mere day’s work, which seemed
to be all for mysu-lf and T'ransome. But
the glow was gone I felt what a poor dld
creature I was, and that I could do noth-
ing at all extra for Him.

‘Ally I' I heard Traunsome calling from
the room upstairs ‘are yo' asleep again !
Aw'm fair parched wi’ dronght.’

The floor between that room and the
kitchen wasnothing but boardsand beams,
so I eould hear if he only turned overin
bed. I had no need to stir from the fire
to answer him ; I only raised my voice a
little.

‘{Coming, coming in a minute,’ I called
back, ‘the tea's in the pot, and’s only
standing to get the strength out.’

‘Aw niver see such a lass for a book,’
I heard him mutter to himself ; “hoo for-
gets all when hoo has a book.’

" That was quite true. But hearing him
say to himself, and him in such pain, was
ten times worse than if he had rated at
me. Ay! I'd been selfish, all in my glow

of wishing to do good in the world. What
| better could I do than attend to the duties

( and his little mouth quivered so he could

]

i

not speak. T held out my hand to him,
and called him to me in my softest voice,
wishing it was as soft as it used to le
when I was young.

“What are you come for, my little man?’

T asked.

‘I want to come to your school,” he said,
almost sobbing ; ‘but I haven’t got any
money ; and Mrs. Brown says you'll not
have me without money.’

‘Who is Mrs. Brown " I asked feeling
my heart strangely drawn to the child.

*She’s taking-eare of me,’ he answeted,
‘till father comes back. Father 'l have
lots of money when he comes home. But
he's been away a long, long while; and
nobody’s kind to me now. Sometimes
Mrs. Brown says I must go to the work-
house. Father bronght me a parrot last
time he came ; but it flew away one night
while I was asleep, and nobody ever saw
it again.’

I felt the tears start in my own old eyes
as he spoke, and all the scholars looked
to me as if there was a mist in the room.

‘Poor boy !’
mother ¥

I might have spared him the question if I
had thought a moment. His little mouth
quivered more than ever, and the tears
slipped over his eye-lids, and ran down
his cheeks.

‘iNevermind " I said hastily, and draw-
ing him near to me, cloger and ecloser till
his curly little head was on my bosom,
‘von shall eome to school, my little lad.’

) Yet before the words were off my tongue,
I began to wonder how it eould be man-

I said. ‘And swhere is

aged. There was not a spare inch of

bench, not even at the end of the loon,

where my best scholars sat.
day before I had refused steadily to take
in a boy for fourpence a week; ay! six-

and I had to feed him with every morsel |

Ouly the

would only have him, and keep him out
of mischief. Besides, thébe was Trapsome
laid up, and the rent rasming on, and six-
pence 2 week ready forgme if T'd take it.
Still, it wonld cost me gothing to teach

do for me ! Yes, this was the extra work:
had offered me five shillings a week to
sénd that child away to take another, Ej

‘I'll be sure to pay yol some day,” said
the boy anxiously ; whenyou've tanght me
to write and ask father te. come home:
quickly. He went away in the ship a
long while ago; Lut bg's- sure to come
home if I write Lim a ¥tter. - So.1 . want
to make haste and learn. May I bezin
this morning ¥’

“You shall begin very soon,” T rnswer-
ed, ready to laugh and ery together at his
cager way, and Lis belief that his fa'lier
would come back if he could only wiite
him a letter; ‘tell me what your name is.’

‘My father’s Captain John Champion,’

he said, lifting his little head pioudly,
‘and my name’s Philip; but father calls
me Pippin, and you may if you like. Mrs.
Brown calls me all sorts of names.’
. ‘Creep in here, Pippin,’ I said, making
a place for him close DbLeside me in the
chimneynook, There was barely room
for me to stir; bat the little lad kept so
still and quier, with Lis shinning eves
lifted up to me, and his face all eager with
hearkening to what I was teaching the
other scholars, Ahat I did not care about
being erowded.

There was a small, low chair of Willic's,
my only boy who was dead, that was kept
strung ap to the hook in the strong heam
by a bit of rope. It pretty

chair, painted green, with roscs along the
| back, and many a time my scholars had

wias a

OAKEY HALL'S DISAPPEARANCE.,

Ticeed's Old F riend and’ Puppet . Buns,

Away or Commits Suicide. -
[Special Dispatch to The Phila. Times.]

NEW YOrg, March 2L-—Excitement is:
at fever heat in political, - theatrical. and;
legal circles this evening over the sudden
and unexplained. disgpperanee of, Qakes
Hall, ex-Mayor, ex-actorand ex-member
of the Tamunany ring, Mr, Hall was last
seen in this eity, by the janitor of the Tri-
bune-building, in which he had an office:
Hig confideutial clexk had left him half an |
honr before, and Mr, Hall was then iy the)
best of humor. He talked with the.clerk
about his Jaw businé w@ made exten-
!-:i\'c arrangements for 3 hard day's.work
on Satarday, when a ense in the Court.of
Appeals was to be prepared: The elerk
says that Mr. Hall's manner indicated that
he »was to be on hand early on Satarday,
and no one was more astonished at his
abzence than he, and this was increased
as hours wore away and no communica-
tion was reccived from the absent lawyer.
His personal friends and the detectives
were immediately informed of this and
they have searched ever since, but not a
clue have they obtained. Recorder Hack-
ett, Mr. Vanderpoel, Ilall's former law
partner, and Douglass Taylor, who are
probably as intimate friends as Mr. Hall
had, say that they believe he has been
foully dealt with. It's Enown that Mr,
Hall had seven hundred dollars in cash in
hix pocket the evening he disappeared,
that he had taken from bank that day.
They think that he was put out of the
way for this money. Others believe that
he has committed suicide. They say that
Le has of late been depressed in spirits.
Everything he put his hand to after the
downfall of the big ring has failed. Ile
said to Recorder Hackett, less than a week

admirved it.  But no child had ever sat in
it since Willie died. When morninge school
climbed up
benches, in spite of my stili’ limbs, and
unfastened it.

was over | on one of
The tears stood again in
wy exes, for I funecied T could see my boy
sitting in it by the side of the fire-place,
amd watehing we while T was busy about
my work. DBut I dasted it well, and sct it
down just in Willie’s own place in the
chimney nook, where Pippin was still
quietly squatting on the floor; for he had
not run away the moment school was ov-
er, like the otlier children.

‘There I' I said, ‘that’s your scat now,
my little Lad.
| who's been in heaven these twenty years,
waiting for e and father. Nobody but a
zoud boy onght to sit on a chair that be-
longs to him, now he's an angel!”

' going to be a good boy now, and
an angel some day,’ said the ehild, smiling
up in my face.

“T'he Lord help him and me!” I said to
my£elf, as I put the room to rights after
the lads and lasses, ‘it’s not that casy to
be good.’

(To be continued.)
 —————

THE MYSTERY OF A,

OAREY HALL.

Iis Friends Delicve That e
Murdered.
[Special Dispatch to the Phila. Times.
NEwW York, March 22.—The most thor-
ough scarch for some trace of ex-Mayor
Oakey Hall fails to establish the least
clue. There have been all kinds of ru-
mors afloat concerning him, the one find-

Has Deen

ing most believers being that he was fish-
ing near Islip, L. I, but word has been

received from there that he is not there.
Ex-Congressman Meade shows a letter
from Mr. Iall, written on Friday after-
noon, in which Iall promises to meet
Meade on the next day. Meade thinks
that his letter amply shows that Hall had
no intention of absenting himself from the
city, and he thinks Iall is dead. Persons
who have taken charge of Mr. Iall's of-
fice say they have discovered proof that
he worked late into the night on Friday,
and among other things wrote a list of
questions that were to be propounded to
those he, Mr, Meade and ex-Judge Solo-
mon were to examine for adinission to the
bar on Saturday. On the other hand, one
Munia, a printer, says positively that he
saw Ilall in an up-town strect on Monday,
and Mr. Sexton, a_well-known architect,
says that he rode down town with Mr.
Hall in a horse car on Tuesday. All this
simply makes the mystery more mysteri-
My, Hall's most intimate friends say
they believe he has been murdeved.

- -
THE FISHING INTEREST IN THE
CATAWBA AND YADKIN RIVERS.

His Exeellency, Governor Vance, yes-
terday addressed a letter to Governor
Wade Hampton, of South Carolina, eall-
ing his attention to the act recently pass-
ed by the General Assembly of this State
in regard to the artificial propagation of
fish, and asking him to use his endeavors
to have the obstructions to the passage of
tish removed from the Catawba and Yad-
kin rivers after they enter his State. He
reminds Governor Hampton that the Leg-
islature of his State some years ago pass-
ed an act looking to the removal of such
obstructions, and he now asks him to
have this law enforced and to give him
such other co-operation as will enable
him to promote the propagation of fish in
the two streams named. The Governor
states in his letter that it is hoped to
have at least a million young fishes, shad
and salmon, placed in these streams be-
fween this time and the close of the sea-
son.—Rale h News -

ons,

| win

the |

| new developments in

| ed at theTascalities, although nothing has

It hbelongs to my Willie, { These faets are mentioned by those who

ago, that it seemed impossible for him to

a law eaxe;all the judges were

against him and he had lost them all.
FEARS OF EXI'OSURE. "

The retirn of Ingersoll, Tweed, Swee-
ney and other ex-ring magnets, and the
helief that prevails that there are to be
the ring frauds,
have unquestionably worried Mr. Hall,
who, as Mayor, is believed to have wink-
been proved against him.  Then, too,
there has been a theatrical seandal freely
circulated, in which his name is coupled
with that of a fair young actress, and this
is said to have greatly aunoyed him.

believe that Mr. Iall has committed =sui-
cide. The actors who were well acqnaint-
ed with him, Fiske, Daly, Brougham and
others think that in a sudden
started for Europe.

whim he

Speneer
thinks he has—gone oft' seeretly to begin
life anew under a new name.  Judeae Bra-
| dy thinks he has gone crazy, and has flung
himself into the river.

Charles S.

Two or threc men
have been found who say IHall said to
them that he was going out of rown for a
week, but his confidential clerk will hear
to nothing of the kind, believing that Mr.
Hall has been foully dealt with., Saper-
intendent Walling is Hall's personal friend.
He has pat the entire detective force to
work. None of those who had enjoyed
Me. IIall's fullest confidence ean under-
stand what the sudden disappearance
means,  Mr. Hall was on trial three times
for neglect of duty as Mayor, but was not
convictied, the jnry twiee disagrecing and
the trial once being ended by a juryman's

death.
—_———

RAISING A TEMPEST IN A TEA-POT.

“We regret to see,” rays the Ansonian,
“that numbers of the papers of the State
persist in unconscious misrepresentations
of the bill as passed by the Legislatnre,
for from the positions taken it is evident
that they do not know the law. As one
of the effeets of these false impressions
created by misstatements by the papers
of our State, we note the action of the deal-
ers and manufacturers in Baltimore, in
which they propose to advance the price
of fertilizers £1 per ton, to purchasers in
our State, to meet the tax. The men in
that meeting were misled as to the true
purport and meaning of the act, and it
was done by our own people, for at the
time of their meeting they could not have
known what the law is. And we venture
to assert that there was not a standard
fertilizer represented in that meeting, if
the representative knew whiit was requir-
ed by the law.

“Jt is ealculated that the farmers of
North Cavolina paid last year, three mii-
lion dollars for commercial manures, and
upon reliable data, it is estimated that
ONE MILLION DOLLARS WAS PAID FORSAND.
We learn that a Baltimore firm (and we
suspect it was represented in that meet
ing) sold to one of our farmers last year,
a Jarge lot of fertilizer, which, upon actu-
al and careful analysis, showed that it
contained 57 per cent. of PURE 8AND, and
although the farmer has instituted pro-
ceedings for damages, he will be unable
to recover, owing to the defects in our
laws on that subject.

“No manufacturer can, or will ohjeet to
the law, provided he deals in a standard

article—he will see that it drives out com-
petitors in gpurious and worthless goods,
and gives him the amplest protection in
the sale of meritorious fertilizers. The
Grange not only requested the Legistature
to impose this tax, but it framed and pre-
sented to that body all the essential fea-
tares of that bill, and by it they are willing
to stand or fall.”
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A supious CSrNiiN Jately been
made, while repaiving #igiipuse formerly.
occupied by the Ji b during the
great revolution, and kvl as the Hotel
de Londres, in the Ree i8¢ Byneinth, St.
Honpre. The Cluby whith guwided the
destinies of: the | zevelution #ébring : some

few years, hadioffmi'boniél of allowinig
the qambition [ of. and othrer
ledders ‘te progresy sefs, favther;

and the membérs by vote dad passed a

law which entitledithe majority te exelude’
from any partienlishsechce any particalod’
mémber whosedntérest might dead hint ‘to

sway the opinion of the Clubw Robespicrre,

out of the asscmbly ; and ' has been o/
watter of sarpmise todigedintoriagof -tie.
time, that he could so long maintain his
influence in spite of the violence of the
opposition thus permitted. Tlhe seeret is
now revealed. A small room—a hiding-
place in the thickness of the wall—has

(Just been discovered, opening by a trap- |

door into the very hall where the deliber-
ations were being carried on. and hence
he could listen to the measures to be ta- |
ken against him, and thus forearmed, have
power to defeat them. It is evident that
this hiding-place must have been occupi- |
ed by Robespierre; and when first enter-
ed by the workmen the traces of his pres- |
ence,were still visible in the journal which |
lay upon the table, and the writing-paper,
fiom wlich had been torn a small portion,
as if for the purpose of making a memo-
randum. Tae only book which was found
in the p'ace was a volume of Florain, open
at the second chmpter of Claudine. It was
covered with snuff, which had evidently
beerr shiaken from the reader’s shirt-frill,
and bore txstimony to the truth of histo-
ry which records the simplicity of the lit-
erary tastes of Robespierre. His presence
seemed still to hang about that small
space, as t'iough he had quited it but the
moment before ; and, singular enough, the
marks of the feet, as though he had re-
cently trodden throngh the mud, were
still visible on the tiles of which the floor-

ing is composed.—Dotler's
Monthly.

Awerican

— — - —

This is not the only Christian country
in which the ashes of the dead are not al-
ways cherighed with reverential interest.
In the foulest corner of the dirty solitude
of St. Paul’s Convent Garden, London,
lies Samuel Butler, the author of “Hudi-
bras,” without stone or mark to distin-
euish his grave. In the same plaee, 13-
ing under a cake of the accumulated filth
of half a century, covered with old shoes,
broken bottles and offal flung from neigh-
boring windows, are the graves of Sir Pe-
ter Lely, Dr. Waleot (Peter Pindar), Car
Earl of Somerset, Sir Robert Strange, the
greatest engraver England has ever seen;
the dramatists Wycherly and Southern,
and the acgors Haines, Esteourt and Mack-
lin. In St. Giles-in-the-Fields, all trace
of hig grave lost, lies Andrew Marvell,
and crumbling to pieces in the same deso-
lation is the monument of Chapman, the
translator of Homer. In St. Anne’s Soho
William Hazlitt reposes among rubbish
and bottles, and his headstone removed
to another spot. In old St. Pancras, tombs
gape open in a filthy solitude of nettles

vers, soldiers, statesmen and noble French

and elder trees, containing illustrious law- |
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The next new star (or sieliar eonflagen-
tion) appéared in the regien of the heav,

ens between Cepheus and Cassiopera three
times, A.D.945, 1264, 1572, and is ex -
éd'to bé ‘seétt o’ ¢

This $ti# réhithin ‘ ast a

pearanes for e

ed larger than Fupiter ‘#id ‘i
Sirins. . Tt-did et Ntidin

nually, but shone forth' 4¢ 6h& i i
size and brightness asf it d been of in-
stant eréatiom® In-1396: Fébrichmwbsbr-
ved a new starin the ne¢k b the Whne?

whete simbitien had’rendered him aob- | constellation | im Septembed) 1604"s now
joct of suspicion, hafl oftea . beenr voted” obk wis . discoverefl. i “Oghiutivde. 7B,

1670 & hew star appeared inthe édnstéllas’
two years. . 'In. Im'w,"
which has continued in existencé gince its
apparent creation. DBy the aid of the tel-
espectroscope—an instrument combining
the telescope and the spectroscope—it
was found that the increase in the star’s
light rendering the star visible was daeto:
the abnormal heat of the hydrogen sur-,
rounding that remote sun. Bat it could
not be so easily decided whether this hy-
drogen was aglow with the heat of the
star or whether absolute combustion was..
in process. In other words, was itasa
red-hot piece of iron, or like a red-hot
coal? These star conflagrations; it is be. ,
lieved, are caused by contact with other
heavenly bodies—meteoric flights travel-
ling on eccentric patls, or those in atten-
dance of the comets.  The meteors atten-
dant or a comet continue to follow in its
path years after the comet has disappear-
ed. The tail of the comet of 1843 must
actually have grazed our sun. Newton’s
comet nearly approached it. At any time
we might be visited by a comet mightier
than either, travelling on an orbit inter-
secting the sun’s surface, followed by
flights of meteoric masses enormous in size
and many in number, which, falling apon
the sun, would excite its whoele frame toa
degree of heat far exceeding what he now
emits. We have evidence of the tremen-
dons heat to which the sun's surface would
be excited in such a case. In 1859 tweo
mcicoric masses came into contact with
the sun. The downfall of these two bod-
ies only affected the whole frame of the
earth at the very time when the sun had
been thus disturbed.  Vivid auroras were
scen where they had never been seen be-
fore, accolpanied Ly electo-magnetic dis~
tarbances all over the world. In many
places the telegraph struck work, the sig- -

+ nal-men received severe shocks, and at

Boston a flame of fire followed the pen of
Bain's electric telegraph, which writes the
message upon a cl:emically-prepnreglh&-
per. This was the effect of two meteors.
The effect of a comet, bearing in its
flight many milling of meteoric masses
[ falling upon the sun—should that take
place—can be understeod. Our sun seen
from some remote star whenee ordinarily
he is invisible wounld shine out as a new
sun for a few days, while all things living
on our earth and whatever other members
of the solar system are the abode of life
would inevitably be destroyed. ¥ a com-
et came out of that part of the constella-
tion Taurus, arriving in sueh a time as
to fall upon the sun in May or June, the
light of the sun would act as a viel, and
we should be instantly dpsfmyed without

exiles; ard near by is the stone which
marks the graves of William Gedwin and
Mary Wollstoncroft, whose bodies, how-
ever, have been removed. In St. Martins-
in-the-Fields have passed away all traces
of the graves of Nell Gwynne, John Hun-
ter, the great surgeon, and Mrs. Centlivre,
All this were scarcely worse than the fact
that over the graves of John Milton, Pope,
Thomson,  Akenside and DBolinglnoke
pews hiave been built according to vari-
ous needs, and that the sites cannot now
be recognized. If such desecration is al-
lowed the graves of men of national repu-
tation what can be expected for the rest
of mankind:?

- . —

SUNS3 IN FLAMES.

[From the New York World.]

The catastrophe in the steller system—
the conflagration of a star—which caused
so much comnmotion—in astronomical eir-
cles a few monthis ago, is made the subject
of an article in Belgravia (Mareh) hy Rich-
ard A. Proctor. He says that this catas-
trophe happened probably a hundred
years ago ; the messenger which brought
the news ta us, theugh travelling at a
rate sufficient to circle the ecarth eight
times in the course of a second, had trav-
ersed millions upon millions of miles be-
fore reaching us last November. If asim-
ilar accident happened to our sun the
creatures on that side of the earth turned

stant, and the rest vay quickiy after-
wards. The heavens would be dissolved,
and the elements would melt with fervent
heat. The question is asked whether the
earth is in this danger, and whether warn-
ing would be given of the coming destruc-
tion. The answer may be gathered from
the facts mentioned in the article. There
have been other conflagrations before that
which was made known last fall. The
first on record—observed by Hipparchus—
occurred 2,000 years ago. It was seen
blazing in fall daylight, showing that it
was many tithes brighter than Sirius, the
blazing dog-star. It was call a new star
because it had ever been invisble until its

towards himn would be destroved in an in- |

knowing anyvthing about it. Ifit fell in
{ November or December, we should see it
. for weeks, and astronomers would be able to
I tell us when it wouldfall upon thé sun. The
i disturbance upon the sun would be tem-
porary, but there would be no students of
science left to record the effects. 'The
chances are largely against such an se-
cident. Our san is one among wmillions,
anyone of which would become visiblete
the eyve under such an -aeeident, yet dun-
ring the last 2,000 years, less than twen-
ty such catastrophes have been recorded.
Mr. Proctor moreover, reassures us in an-
other way. He saye in effect that all but
one of these contlagrations have appeared
in the zone of the Milky Way, and that
one in a region connected with the Milky

that the process of development is still
going on in that region, but that if there
be among the comets traveling in regular
attendance upon the sun one wheose orbit
intersects the sun's globe it must have
struck before the era of man, and that in
our solar system we may fairly believe
that all comets of the destrmetive sort
have been eliminated, and that for many
ages still to come the sun will continue to
discharge his duties as fire; light and life
of the solar system.
il

A ead sight is witnessed "every day at
the executive mansion in the crowds of
poor women who flock the ante-chamber,
hoping by perfonal appeal to President
Hayes to obtain employment in the pub-
lic service. Many of them have in the
last few days pushed their way into the
rooms where Mrs. Hayes recejves and pit-
eously appealed for her persopal interces-
sion in their behalf., It has become so
embarassing that orders have been issued
providing for admission to Mrs. Hayes
only by card.— Waskington Letter.
w A farmer in Rowan county requests as
to ask some Agricultural writter for a
renedy to kill Buttonwood (?) in meadows,

He says he has lived 65 years and alwas s
been a farmor, and has never been able to

and ashes.—Char. Democrat,

. " A ;-

Way by a well-marked stream of stars;

kill it, altiwugh he has tried sait, lime -
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