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: " NEW ADVERTISEMENTS.
CASH PAID FUB MARKETING

JNO. L. BALDERSTOY, Colora,

Naving a first-claes Retail Trade in ‘l‘hlhdtvlrhh,l
can uiw‘lho NIGIEST PRICES for Frime Produce—
Unsaleable stock not wanted atauy price. CA.L\ BS
Lought or suld 0n commission. ear $,1813=-3a

PURCHASE EARLY THE

Cold Frame, or Winter Plants

FROM

ROBERT M. BELL.

They are fully a month earlier than Hot Led plants.
Coll, rain, snow, nor freezing, will not Lurt them.—
They heal up before the insects get about,

All kinds of Vegetable PLANTS
1IN THEIR SEASON.

R, IT. BELT,,
1IGH STREET, ELKTON.

THE PARKER GUN.

SEND STAMP FOR CIRCULAR

PARKER BRO'S .
WEST MERIDEN,CT.

" DAVIS & MILLER,

Lumber Dealers,
ELIKXTON, MD.

Having removed to our own property at the Depot,
with superior facilities fur carrying on the Lusiness in
all its tracches. Ample room for storing
Dry Lumber, and a well sclected

Stock on hand.

We can offer inducements to those contemplating
builling.

Z9~Call and learn prices.

Feb 1, 1875—tf

TO THE PUBLIC.
The undersigned would respectfully iuforra the citl
zens of Elkton and vicinity that she bas cpenwd Ler

NEW STORE,

two doors above Levis’ Glass-Front, where will always
be found a full and choice assortment of

Confectionery, Fruits, &e.

She is also prepared to furnish at all times, cither
wholesale or retail, the very Lest

BREAD, CAKES,
RUNS, BISCUITS AND PIES.
83-She respectfully solicits & share of the pullic

patronage.
MRS, M, CUMMINGS.
Elktou, april 13, 1872—

Elias Howe, Jr.

Original Inventor
OF

SEWING IVLACIINES,

NONE GENUINE WITHOUT TIHE MEDALLION
HEAD OF ELIAS T1OWE, JR, IMBEDDED
ON TIE MACHINE.

EVERY MACHINE WARRANTED.

SOLD on TERMS WITHIN REACH of ALL.

The Company is now manufacturing 60O Mac hiues
daily, and has ulready in use 400,000 machines.

Getting our supply direct from the Fac-
tory, at Bridgeport, we aro ablo to soll at
New York prices, and do not charge 815
advance, as the

Agents of other Machines are doing

Letters seeking iufurmation will receive prompt
attentivu. Address

JOHN WILKINSON,
WAIG BUILDING, ELKTON,

Who may always Le foundat Lis Oifice on Saturday.
Jan 11, I833—tf

Pumps! Pumps! Pumps!!
BUY ONLY TIILE BEST,.

E. WHITMAN & SONS’

METAL-LINED

Bucumber Wood Pumps,

CIEAP, DURADLY. AND EFFICIENT.

“They do not aflect the taste of the water, Theyare more
duratle than any other Pump. Lined with gdva ized
iron, they will not rust.  They can be put duwn und in
working order in twenty minutes. THEY WILL NOT
FREEZE.

Prices from 84.30 to 87,

A §7 Pump will throw a barrel of water a minute,
and can be putin w 20 feet well complete for $10.—
Parmers and we!l-diggers are invited to culland examine
vur stock.

S5e Sile HR M VIO ORED

13 THE AGENT FOR ELKTON, MD.
Jan 4, 1875—t0

PROVISION STORE

JOSEPH WELLS

announces to Lis ol custemers and the public generally
that he bas again comtaenced the

MEAT & PROVISION BUSINESS,
'
AT 1118 OLD STAND ON MAIN STREET,
at the corner of Church street, Elkton, where Louse-

Koepers can rely on alwaye finding a lurge supply of

FRESIT AND SALT

MEAT S AND FlSH y
Flour, Meal and Feed,
CANNED &nd DRIED FRUITS and HEATS,

YEGETABLES in their Season,

£0AP, STARCH,

«nd &1 taar articles ecommonly kept in first-class Pro-
vision Stores; and guarantees to compete with any
stere of this ehese in town, with the advautage oa the
side of Luyers,

11e has on hand and intenda to keep a large supply of
FLOUR, from eommon te the Lest Lrands.
urticle guaranteed to Le as represanted.

—tf

\ A AN\l Al Al I\
NOTICE TO FARMERS.
1K subserilers Lave constantly on band aud for

sale, the fullowing valuable Fertilizers, vis:

Moro Phillip's Super-Phosphate.
Baugh & & do
Hemon & do
Fino Ground Lones (best quality.)

»
A A" Mevican tiuano,
Lodi Co's Poudrette.

—ALRO—
At Yy tie Sack, Fine and Cuaree, together witha
fargo stock of

Prime Horrings, Nos. 2 and 3 Mackerel,
at very low prices.

Grass Sceds of all kinds in season,
SEED LUCKWIIEAT.

Orders for Farming Implements Giled at
Manufacturers’ prices.
. ECOTT & RO

1)[1“5!().\']‘0!1,
RODONDA GUANO]

5 ALSO,
Peruvian & American Guano.
Forsale by

John Partridge.

QOE‘S BUPER-PIHOSPIIATY,
»

2. Frank (oe's Ammoniated Bone Super-Phasphatu
Fot sado by JUUN Fgu

\
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WHOLE NO. 1,655,

For over FORTY YEARS this

PURELY VEGETABLE

LIVER MEDICINE bas proved to be the
GREAT UNFAILING SPECIFIC
for Livsr CoupLuNT and Its painful offspring, DYSPEP-
S1A, CONSTIPATION, Jaundice, Bilisuy uttacks, SICK
HEADACIIE, Colic, Depression of Spirits, SOUR S10M-

ACIL, Heart Burn, CHILLS AND FEVER, &c., &c.

Atter years of carcTul experimenty, to meet agreat
and urgent demand, wo now produce fium our criginal
Uenuine Powders

THE PREPARED,

a Liquid form of SIMMONS' LIVER REQULATOR
containing all its wouderful and valualle proper ties
and offer it in

ONE DOLLAR Bottles.

The Powders, (price as before,) Sll Ik‘) per pachage.
U

ent Ly miilieenonnieenn
FTCAUTION -G

Buy ne Powders or PREPARED SIMMONS LIVER
REGULATOR, nnless in cur engraveld vrrnpprr.vghh
Trudewark, Stamp and Signature unbroken. Nouo
otler is genugne., 5

J. H. ZEILIN & CO,,

MACON, GA., uud PHILADELPHLA,

sold by nll Druggists.
Fub 1,1873—20w

Miss Kellogg’s First Appearance.

When, in 1861, a pale and frightened
girl came Lefore a New York audience at
the Academy of 3lusic, and sang for them
the role of Gilda in Verdi’s * Rigoletts,”
sho was met by that most awful of all for-
malities—respectful attention. Like s0
many opera audicnces beforo and since, it
Lad coms to be astonished and thrilled; and,
disappointed becauso it had not been, i_t
was sternly critical. It wanted a pheno-
menon: it had been given a fact. The
Gilda, liko hundreds of other first attempts,
was just far enough removed from a posi-
tivo failure to bo tiresome to the people
who desired a aensation. The pale and
frightened girl struggled with tho passion.
ate duties of the rolo with vory little hu.
man aid, and when the curtain fell upon
tho last act she staggered to her dressing-
room and fell fainting among her friends.
Nature, at that moment, protested
against the severity of the ordeal, and was
kindlier than her audience. Indeed, the
applause of her friends had a suspicious
sympathy in it. Still, some kind of a vic-
tory had been gained, though the world
did not know it. That was something.
In all such cases, the artist’s knowledge of
Lerself is more cssential than her knowl.
edge of others. This girl, coldly received,
and fainting at the threshold of the profes.
sion,—with her own and others’ natures
to overcome,—dropped her first tear there
in tho half-clused doorway of success, and
annouced her determination to succeed.
It was the last tear that was shed.
There was not strength enough, said the
critics, and, above all, culture waslacking.
It was doubtful if she could succeed at
any time. The very cvidences of the true
artist organization, the keen susceptibility,
tho over-wrought senses, as well as the
trepidation of experience, the blush of
youth and modesty, the maidenly reserve,
wero upheld against her. But they wero
in part tho elements out of which slie was
to build her futuro success. g
With this ordeal entered Clara Louise
Kellogg upon her artistic career. There
was not a single prediction madeeminence.
But when wo reflected Low many aspirants
have appeared in the samo way, and after
tho same results have disappeared, never
again to be heard of; when wo consider
that at this time Miss Kellogg is lu posses-
sion of an assured and honhrable position
at the lhead of Amecrican singers, wo can
Lo sute of the ability and determination
that wero lidden from the wonder-seoking
spectators in tho palo and fiightened debu.
tante in the role of Gilda.—Seribner's for
April.
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SWEDISH COOKING,

The cooking is so different from either
English or French cooking, so Lad, I must
really say, that it requires a great deal of
fortitude and a ceitain amount of health
to endure it. The bread is nearly all fla.
vored with anisced, that is, all the softer
kind of bread. There is a rye bread, how.
ever, of which they cat a great deal, which
is thin, full of Loles, and hard as sailers’
biscuit. Perhaps it is; at any rate, good
tecth are required tobiteit. I moticeda
great many soups—for without soup no
Swede would imagine he had dined, and in
families who live moderately very little in
tho way of substantial food comes after-
ward, Thero wero sweet fruit soups,
curds-aud.whey soup swcentened, many
white soups, with vegetables prettily cut
up, aud some gravy soups that seemed as
if they ought to bo nice, but they were
spoilt for au English palate by the intro.
duction of some uncongenial flavor; dump.
lings, for example, which wo think good in
broth, they perfume with peach.water or
gome kind of scent, and put into gravy
soup. The habits at table, cven of people
of good birth and education, strike an Eng-
lish person oddly. The great rapidity of
cating, the perpetual approach of tho knife
to the mouth, the fork held up in the air,
and the elbows thrust out, are scarcely
reconcilable to our ideas of civilization, 1
must 1n justice say, however, that I noticed
many persons very particular in this re-
gpect. At supper nobody attempts tosit
down, but cach person takes a fork and a
piece of bread, and plunges his fork into
a half a dozen dishes, taking a little picee
from each, and puttitg it on the same piece
of bread; meat, flsh, sweets, and cheesc
scemed alike acceptable. I was told by
one of my English acquaintances that a
Swede had said to bim, *¢ that the correct
behavior of English people attable fidgeted
Lim to death.”—Temple Bar.

— > G—

A Sarton's DESCRIPTION OF A RIDE ON
Honstnack.—* I hired a very fine horse,
mounted him bravely, laid his head east by
south as near as might be according toour
binnaclo. Iut, though the wind was abaft
the beam, and tide and allin his favor, and
a brave commaunder upon his poop, what
did Le do Lut douse his stem, and run out
his spanker-driver, and up with his taft.
rail, as i€ I was wearing him in a thunder.
ing heavy sea. I resolved to get thoupper
hand of this mutiny. 1 slipped my foot
out of the chains for fear of any sudden
capsize, and then I rapped Lim over the
catsheads, whore his anchor ought to hang.
e, however, instead of doing at all what

1 expected, up with his bowsprit and down
with his quarter, as if struck by a whale
under his forefoot. This was so far from
true seamanship, and proved him to be xo
unbuilt for sailing, that 1 was content to
disembark over his stern, and with slight

collisions.”’

= For The Cecil Whig.
In Memoriam.—1» R, Titus,

S

The orphan child alove hie mother's tomh
Wept Litterly: then trom his howe of gloom
Weut forth with strangers; and his short career
Was filled with nolls deeds, aud words of clieer
That won kiud friends where'er he dwelt; for Truth
e worked with all the vigor of strong youth;
But ere his great life-mission was complete,
Discase compelled him from his labor sweet,

He caltuly yielded all lite's dear delights,

And patiently throngh wenry, weary nighty
Endured the pain, that wore his lifo away,

Till ungels bore Lin ecul to endless day.

Alan! and can it Le Liy gentle vaoien

No more will ke enre weary hearts refoice?

Ali, yeu, the disnal silence of Lis yoom,

The vaeant chair, the flowers he loved, that Lloom

S brightly by our innible cottage door—

All auswer lie has gone forevermore !

1lis true heart feared not death: for purer life

His spirit yearned: and now, where mortal strife

Ts never kuown, he rests.  God speed the time

When we shiall meot Lim In those reals sublime.
J.L K,

e — & @ GE— - ——

PEARL AND EMERALD,

CHAPTER XVI.
NATHAN LEVI ABROAD.

Nothing more than this ever took place
between these two; for to hier * Good-morn.
ings,” which he now received every day,
he answered never a word, But he must
have replied to them in some silent and
uncounscious way, ar they would not have
been so often repeated; unless, indeed,
they had been repeated only to tease him.
But Felicia had far too much to think
about to amuse herself with teasing an
old-clothesman, Indeed, she in reality
thought very little about the matter at all.
It Liad Leen a matter of habit with her to
look **Good-morning’’ to him while she

“|had bLeen an inmate of the blanchisserie;

and now that she had returned to it as an
out-pensioner, it was easy and natural for
her kind nature to fall into old kindly
ways, At first, it may Le remembered,
she had taken notice of him because he
was hideous, and wretched.looking, and
poor, and an object of hato and derision of
the world. Now she did so because ho
was in somo sort an old acquaintance.—
His silence, too, was an additional cause
for this slight act of charity; for had he
spoken to ler, there is little doubt but
that, with all her courage, she would have
taken to her heels and run away.

Her friendly notice of him, slight and
purely instinctive and thoughtless as it
was, had alrcady been of some service to
him as a sort of patent to pass along the
not too polite or considerato street without
being molested. She had—though she
used to come and go without speaking toa
soul but her fellow-werkwomen—somehow
managed to become both respeeted and
popular. DPerhaps it was by reason of
that lady-like look of hers, which seemed
to grow in proportion to the increasing
shabbiuess of her apparel; perhaps it was
that Elise had been making her story, so
far as it conld be kuown to an outsider, a
subject of neighborly gossip, with the ad:
dition of romantic touches of her own.—
Rut,'be that as it may, Falicia’s agis was
broad cnough to defend her portegees, of
whom sho had more than one, inclusive of
a homeless mangy dog, and a crippled
child; so that, though Levi was still re-
garded as anogre, ho no longer ran the
risk of having one of his eyes knocked out
by a stone, or his old hat scattered about
tho pavement and reudered, if possible,
less valuablo than they were already.

e had never pald much attention to
Felicia’s greeting on former occasions;
but on its renewal after so long and inter-
ruption, ho could not but feel a sensation
as of having found something that had
long been lost. It was cxactly as though
an infalliable clock had stopped, and had
then suddenly an unexpectedly taken to go
on again. While it had been in the habit
of going, no ono had noticed its striking,
to which the ears had Leen rendered deaf
by habit. But it was missed, though only
through the substitution of one sort of si-
lence for another; and when it began to
strike again it was with the welcome voice
of an old friend speaking to cars that were
no longer deaf, but glad and suprised. It
was even so that the * Good-morning, 3Ir.
Levi,”” of Felicia, struck upon the old-
clothesiman’s ears.

And sho was like a clock in another
senso also, by which in all weather he
might tell tho hours, making up for the
loss of his watch, which had long gone
the way of all watches so soon as money
becomes of moro valuo than time. Every
morning, wet or fiue, sho was there to ro-
ceive or to deliver up the supply of work
at which she labored, while her husband
was toiling at his magnum opus. Next to
the Emerald, sho was the ono ovent of his
monotonous round of days. At last he
camo somehow to mingle in his mind the
two, as if they made one double but in.
seperable idea. The Emerald, indeed, lost
noue of its ol fascination, and the terrible
sacrifices that he had made for its sake had
rendered its possession nore necessary to
Lim than ever; but it had come to lose a
little of its own original splendor, and to
supply the loss by retlecting a light that
was not its own,

His history was now completo. e had
sacrificed his whole fortune, all the com.
monest comforts of life, all naturalinstincts
of afTection, his whole self, body and soul,
for the sake of this talisman, to which he
was now almost bound to cling with the
grasp of desperation—which he must now
force to make up to him for all things, and
in apite of all. It had to stand to him in
place of wealth, comfort, friends, relations,
mistress and goddess, all in one.  And so,
in effect, it did, and wmore. It carried
him above and beyond the world, to which
there was -left no link to bind him, and
whicli he thereforo hated and loathed. One
who dwells in the world of spirits and
miracles cannot but look with scorn and
disgust upon daily life and all its ways.—
Only as Lo looks upon the world so must
ho expect the world to look upon hin.—
No wonder that his neighbors regarded
him also with contempt, tempered only by
fear; no wouder that the gefitle heart of
of Felicia, to which fear and contempt
wero unknown, regarded him with an un.
conscious, unsympathetic and mysterious
sort of pity, that found expression in her
eyes and in ler voice whenever she saw
him. Shesaw no visions and dreamed no
dreams; sho new nothing of his superior-
ity; and yet, had she known of it, hisvery
superiority itsell would have rendered him
only by so much the more a subject for her
compassion,

It may bo remembered that the Crans.
touns had been of very eousiderable service
to old Mrs. Levi in Lelping her to live, if
that can Le called being of sorvice under
the circumstances; aund in this intercourse
| Judith had Leen the natural go-between.—
| Indeed, it is doubtful if Mrs. Lovi lerself
| would have accepted assistance except ig-
i norantly and by deputy. One day Felicia
| was accompanicd in her usual solitary walk

to thio blanchisserie Ly the oid woman, who
Liad found occasion to pay u visit to ler
patroness,
| Tho lord of the enchanted palace passed
| as usual,
I 4 (Good-morning, said Felicia. Theold

woman started, spat on tho ground, and |
began to mutter inaudibly. 3

asked Felicia, observing her cnmpmliou’li
emotion at the sight of et protege.

¢ That s tho son of my mistress.”

“What, Nathan Levi?” 4’

 Yes, ho who would have left his moth- ?
er to die of hunger, had it not been for |
you, and who has left her to die of grief |
and shame, in spite of you.” :

“Ho?® Why ho looks himself the very |
image of starvation.”

¢ All, looks! But Nathan Levi isn't the
man to keep poor. Mo started in life with
a dozen lemons; and in twelve months had
turned them into twelve hundred pounds!
As long as he has even so mueh as himself
left to ssll, he is a rich man."”

But Felicia, knowing from her own per-
sonal experience how easily money is lost
and how bardly gained, and being unable
to judge except from appearances, was
incapable of secing in the apparent pauper
cven so much as the potential millionaire;
so fhat tho knowledge of who ler ac-
quaintance was increased ler interest in
him and her pity for him ten-fold. On the
next occasion of her mecting him sho drop.
ped inte his hand a small coinor two.—
Ho glared at her wildly for an jnstant, and
then began to thank herno less wildly,
and in sueh terms that sho was alarmed.—
She Legan to think that the poor creaturc
was touched in tho brain, and it was with
additional gentleness, if sucha thing could
be, that, haviug overcome hor first fecling
of fear, she greeted him on succeeding
days.

CIIAPTER XVII
TIHE CLOCK STOPS AGAIN,

Once more the days became weeks, and
the wecks were in a fair way to turn them.
selves into months. The hour at which
Mr. Smith was to receive the Emerald into
his temporary possession was drawing very
pear. Meanwhile, two events had hap.
pened; the Holy Family was complete, and
Mrs. Levi had taken her leave of all things
in this world, Mr. and Mrs. Cranstoun being
foolish enough to spend almost tho last of
their few coins in giving her a decent
funeral.

When her son heard of Ler death he

mourned for her according to the strictest
tites of his mation, sitting upon the ground
for the appointed number of days in a
passion of self-reproach, almost of self-
hatred, that was by no means merely cere-
monial.  But the whole peried of his
mourning was otherwiso a sort of ecstasy;
for the green stone was neverout of his
hands.
It was for its own sake he had come to
adore it now, and not for the sake of the
visions that were fading away day by day.
Those that came to him now were rather
recollections than realities. It was less
now in the ecean of green light than in bis
own heart than the jewel faries had taken
up their abode; indeed the light ftself had
grown opaque and dull. e was like the
laudanum-drinker, to whom his drug has
ceased to be a delight, but Las become a
terrible necessity.

A coutinual flood of words which seemed
to carry a profound meaning, but in reality
were meaningless, like those poems com-
posed in sleep, which seem so magniflcent
at the time, but of which the fragments
that remain dimly after waking turn out
to bo shcer nonsense without cither thyme
or reason, kept ringing through the ears
of his mind, keeping time to one moneto-
nous and weary measure. ‘Tho one con-
necting note that had pervaded all the
melodies and harmonies of his grand vision
now secmed to have subdued them all, and
to bo heard alone in all its nakedness. At
last he felt that, if Lie rcmained shut up
any longer alone with his treasure, he
should go mad indeed. But he waited
until the days of his monrning werc over,
and then, longing for the fresh air and the
one ray of human sympathy that remained
to him, and of which bLislong abstinence
had brought him even consciously to feel
the noed, ho instinctively shouldered his
bag and emerged once more from Lis den.
But though Lo arrived in sight of the
door of the blanekisserie in Bean street
loug before the usual hour, and lingered
about for a good hour after it, the sun did
not shine, and he went his way with a
Leavy heart.

pem—

CIIAVTER XVIII.

A VIGIL.
Well, even the bravest heart is no talis-
man. Arthur worked bravely—too brave-
ly, cousidering how iuevitable was failure;
too bravely, considering that he had neith.
er been Lorns nor brought upto toil. I
have heard genius deflned as the reckless
destruction of an originally splended con.
stitution; and I think that tho definition,
if not containing the whole truth, and if
not very intelligible without much expla-
nation, is at all events a splendid apereu.—
To do anything really great, a man must,
consciously or unconsciously, strain him-
self to the very uttermost; and it is only
the most splendid constitutions that can
answer to the strain that is nced to achiove
really great things without bma?ng down
{n the attempt. Arthur did straln hinself
to the utmost, but his physique was not
that which can be strained without break-
ng.

One morning, as he was putting the last
few touches to his *¢ Ifoly Family,” he be-
came aware of a curious singing in Lis
cars; then tho objects in tho room lost their
distinctuess, and hoe himself turned sud.
denly sick and giddy. He wasstanding on
a scaffold, improvised out of stools, in
order to reach the top of his rather coloss-
al painting; and the next thing of which
e was conscious was that he was lying on
tho floor among the scattered tools, that
ho was feeling miserably faint and ill, and
that Le had an agonizing pain in his right
arm, which was doubled up beneath kim
and which he could not move. On rafsing
his left arm to his face he felt something
wet which proved to be blood running
from a wound in his forehead. It was in
this condition that Felicia found him two
days before Nathan Levi's return to the
world.

Doubtless the fall itself had Leen caused
simply by want of foed, aggravated by hard
work and anxiety; but the result was a

by rights, to have broken down the sooner
of the two. As it was, she now had to

“Do you know that poor old man?” Ilive oven upon less than before, if such a

thing could be, so that she might meet the
additional expenses caused Ly illness; and
shie had to support the whole ostablishment
upon her poor earnings at tho blanchisserie,
Madame Cornet kindly letting her have as
much work as could be put out, and with.
out expecting her to carry it away with
her own means. It was simply a miracle
that she did not give way., She never

| dared leave tho room without the most

pressing necessity, Sho never rested in a
bed, and every moment that she could
spare from nursing sho had to devote to
her ncedlo, night and day, except when she
fell asleep out of shaer fatigue. It need
not be said that her appearance did not
long remain that of the Felicia of a fow
months before. Sho had always been, per-
haps, over-suggestive of whiteness; but
now she looked like a ghost, and almost
felt like one. The lLands grew transpa.
rent, and the eyes dim; but she had the
soul aud courage of a lion—sho even had
tho strength to keep in lher tears, for fear
they should render her eycs less clear for
working.

At last came the terrible day when sho
gave Arthur their last serap of food with.
out a prospect of being able to obtain a
morsel more. Clothes, trinkets, easels,
chairs—everything, in short, that was
moveable—Lad been sold or pawned; the
last of all to go being tho grecen stone in
the hideous setting, which formed such a
contrast to tho other presents that Arthur
had mado her, but to which she seemed,
for some sentimental reason, to cling above
the rest; perhaps because it had in former
days Leen a sort of fellow-martyr in the
troubles that she had undergone for the
giver's sake. But for the giver's sake,
though with many tears, she had bad to
part even with thisa day or two since,
and, being a bad hand at a bargain, bad
pledged it at a neighbering pawnkroker's
for a number of shillings that very likely
represented its apparent value, but were
ridiculously out of proportion to its value
to her. It necd not be said that the few
shillings did not remain long in her bands;
and then there remained to her mnothing
more.

Yes, sho had given Arthurtheirlast mor-
sel, actual or prospective, nor had she
shared it with him. It was now near mid-
night. Her husband was tossing about in
the restlessness of fover, and she herself
was sitting shivering upon the floor, listen.
ing to his tossing and to his broken words,
and furiously stitching at a cambric shirt
by the light of a singlo flaring-tallow-can.
dle. Tho atmosphere was terribly close
and yet miserably cold; and then the noises
that are sileut by day but awake when the
waking world is silent, especially in a sick
chamber, were enough to fill with terror of
the unseen one whose nerves were so pain.
fully strung to their highest pitch as hers.
1t was not the scrambling of the mice be-
hind the waistcot, though that, as those
who have watched like her well know, is
bad enough; but a separato ghost seemed
to enter into every bare plank of the floor,
into the windows, into the chimney, till
each of thesetook a ghastly life of its ewn
that found expression in starts and creaks
and groans. It hasoften Leen matter for
wonder what is the reason of this peculiar-
ity of the night in bringing into dead life
inanimate thinge; butthe reason is simply:
it is that there must always bea certain
amount of vitality awako in the world, and
that that which leaves oursclves during the
hours of darkness must seck for itself a
temporary home clsewhere. Thus it isour
own sell-sleeping life we hear around us
when wo liston te these audible though
invisible wralths of our own selves. It is
this that endows them with their undefln.
ed power of terrifylng, which belongs to
nothing real in the world. There are many
people who would face with the calmest
self-possession a whole band of robbers or
any actual danger, and yet are overcome
with panicat their own shadow when it
makes .itself audible in the creaking of a
chair.

For her part, however, Felicia went en
stitching and stitching, wearied out, but
not in the least iuclined to sleep, for she
had come to such a pass that chronic wake-
fulness was with her almost a disease, 8o
that she could scarcely have slept now even
if she had tried. Every now and then, in
spite of Lier attention to Ler work, shegave
a start wlhen the naked boards indulged in
a louder crack than usual: nordid she
dare to absorb herself in her task too deep-
ly, for, whilo she strained cyes over lier
stitches, she had no less to strain her cars
to catch the least sound that might pass
through the open door of the adjoining
bedroom. Her great and real fear was lest
the tlare of the candle should gntter down
into its socket before she had finished her
task, which hadto be completed by the
next morning. There wero just two inches
of candle: there was just a yard of work,
She was so cold that Ler fingers were al-
most numbed, though less by reason of the
weather than by hunger and fatigue. Her
head was aching: but that also, like her
wakefulness, was too habitual to be re.
garded. At last, unless her ears deceived
Ler, a distinct sound of tapping came eith-
er from the door or from the wall. She
liad heard of the death-tick, and, though
by no means superstitions, the sound filled
her with the alarm that comes from the
unscen. She was in a mood for omens of
evil; and the very flamo of the candle, as
it flared up, and then sank down and flar-
ed up agamn, seemed to her to represent the
last dying struggles of one whose minutes
arc numbered, She listened again: there
was no doubt that asound was present
with her that ncither belonged to a mouse
nor was caused by the strain of her own
nerves. It was, ashas been sald, a low
tapping noise, as though some timid hand
were requesting admittance. Impossiblo
as this should be at such an hour, her eyes
wero led by it fustinctively in thodirection
of the door.

And presently, slowly and silently, the
door began to move. What mortal crea-
ture could be intruding thus upon her at
this dead and solitary hour? The sight of
the opening door was more than enough to
paralyze with fascination the faculties of
one whom exhaustion had rendered mor-

fover aud a broken arni,
A surgeon was immediately sent for, who |
after the manner of his profession, attend.
ob to tho case flrst, and thought of his fees '
afterward. A glanco at thostate of things
showed him plainlyenough that his patient i
was not likely to be a profitable one, and |
hie at first suggested removal to a hospital;
but of this Felicia would not hear, and a
kecond glance at her showed the surgeon |
that sho was not altogether unreasonable.
But, though she undertook the duties of
nurso willingly, it was & bad timo for her. |
She also was worn out; aud wore it not |
that womon aro far more capable than men |
of supporting bodily privation, she ought, '

bidly open to vague and undefined terrors.
Ieaven knows what she could expect to
sce. But whatever sho could have expect.
ed, her fancy could not have called up any
object more hideous than that which met
her eyes, as it stood there in the outer
darkness, peering into the halfilighted
room. Ever siuco his retirement from a
world In which his part had Leen simply
that of a grotesque, thers iad beon some.

| thing mysterious and awe.inspiring abous
| Nathan Lovi; and whother it was really he

or whether it was only Lis wraith conjured
up by her own over-cxcited imagination,
thero was almost cqual for alarm. In the
latter case sho hierself must be going mad;
in the former she had to do with a being

bodily form, was one to be feared, indeed.
How or why had ho traced her? With
what motive had he visited at such an
hour ?

She would have screamed out had not
her tongue been as paralyzed as her eyes.
Thero was something horribly and unut.
terably unearthly about the whole affair,
Say what one will in these charitable and
tolerant days, thero !s still to agood Chris.
tian alwayssomething irreconcilable about
a Jew; and about such n Jew as this, who
was rogarded Dy his neighbors as a wizard
into the bargain—even in these enlighten.
ed days one need not go out of London to
find plenty of such beliefs—there was, un.
der such eircumstances as these, something
almost satanic. Though not by any means
Liystorical, alie began to feel the rising and
swelling in the throat that preceds hyster-
la; and all the while the form of Nathan
Lovi at its very worst, stood motionloss on
the thresheld, with its eyes looking she
knew not where, but still fascinating® hers.
Suddenly, with one last leap, the flame of
of the candle gave a final flare, and then
left her with her visitor in utter darkness,
and, but for him, alone. And yet, even
through the darkness, she seemed to feel
the light of the small squinting eyes, which
were themselves so used to privation of
light that, like those of prisoners who
have been long confined to their dungeons,
they could ses almost as wall by night as
by day. But,in any case, they had al.
ready had time to take in the aspect of the
room and of its mistress.

¢ Mishtresh Cranshton?” at last half
grated, balf squeaked out a voice, of
which the almost timid and deprecating
tone was in grotesque contrast with the
fearful apparition from which it proceeded.

“Who are you—what do you want?"’
she managed to gasp out almost inaudi.
bly.

¢ Ish dish vere youlive? Ish Mishter
Cranshton very {112

This is where we live? Do you want
my husband? Yes, he {s very ill."”

¢ And ish it true that you 'ave not
bread ?”’

She was silent. The voice was not one
to expression: it seemed rather to mock at
her misery.

 We trust in God," she said more firm-
ly. Ho wholias aided us so far will not
forsake us now.”’

There was no reply; nor did any come
even after the lapse of many minutes that
seemed like hours. She seemed to bave
uttered a rade retro of magical efficacy, or
else the hateful-looking object a¥ to which
she could not even now decide whether it
was ghost or man, was suddenly struck
dumb. Nor, O dear reader, do I decide
whether this apparition was ghost or man:
I have myself for teo often caught myself
out in mistaking for real flesh and blood
what has afterward turned out to bo amere
ghost of the most ordinary kind, to be
guilty of any such presumption where the
experience of another is eoncerned. Iam
a man.hunter, and only yesterday I flat.
tered myself that I bad at last succeeded in
getting hold of a man: but, alas, it proved
to be nothing more than a mere common
ghost, such as one sees every day.
Meanwhile, during those long hours that
Tima, the emotionless, called minutes, she
dared not even move, for fear of what
might bo the result. But, though she felt
herself to be sitting in the midst of name.
less terrors, her expression of faith had
givenher courage. Shehad reminded that,
coma what might, she could really not be
alone. At last the uttersilence cndured so
long that she even ventured tostir, and the
charm being thus broken, she found the
power to move. Instinctively gathering
up tho unfinished work, she crept on tip-
toe, fearing every moment lest in the utter
darkness she should come in contact with
the monster in the bed-room, closed the
door and dragged against. it by way of bar-
ricade tho large, but, rlas, empty trunk
that served table, chair and wardrobe all
in one. :

CIAYTER XIX,

MR. GRODE CHANGES II8 MIND,
Meanwhile Mr, Grode himself must not
be altogether forgotten. He still lived all
by himself in the house near Russell
Square, now more dusty than ever. IHe
had bhis coffeo hot in the moraing, his chop
at half-past one, Lis dinner of three cours.
es at aix; he alept well, and was not moro
{ll.tempered than he had always been, for
the simple reason thatany increase of what
cannot be increased is a simple imposaibil.
ity. He was growing very rich, people
said, and was giving up attending sales,
though no change in his style of living
gave any support to the popular idea. His
Jawyer had drawn upa will for him, by
which the greater part of Lis ‘money was
left to found some philanthropic society—
say, for the suppression of fllial disobed!-
ence and French ladies’ maids—and the
rest to some society for the conversion of
the Jews. If any should. think his own
conduct toward Felicia and her husband
gave him tho faintest, the most mementary
uneasiness, they are very much mistaken.
Busy men pride themselves with justice
upon having no time for sentiment, and he
believed most fully in the maxim, as though
it were gospel, that as aman makes his
bed so must he lie. There are plenty of
people who have millstones instead of
liearts—far too many to make it wonderful
that he should be one of them. And there
aro plenty of people, too, whom it is sheer
waste of time and trouble to subject to any
sort of psychological apalysis—that oue
great duty of modern tale-tellers—simply
because there is nothing about their psy-
chelogy to analyze. I am—or ought to be
—ashamed to say that I do not know of
what sort of mineral substance millstones
are made; but I am very sure that it is
something very simple, and that there is
nothing about them that the eye does not
see. And if any one shbould insist that
there is no man in the world, however hard
he may Le to outward eyes, who has a ten-
der placo nbout him somewhers, let him

whose nature, if it correspond with his 7

¢ Ho said as if he couldn’t see you now,
he’'d wait till o could. Bo I shut the doer
and left kim on the step.”

“Then just goand tell him if he can't
tell you what Lis business is, he shant tell
me. And if Lie won't go, send for a police.
man.'’

The man went out, but presently re.
turned,

*“He says, sir, as you'd Lo sure to see
him if I said his name was Levi.”

The word scemed to act like magic upon
Mr. Grode. Ilo started, and looked more
like thunder than ever. .

“Lovi? An old Jew dwarf as ugly as
sin? A thieving.looking rascal, with a
bump-Lack and squinting eyes 2"’

“Yes, sir.”

“Then toll him to go to Lell; and if he
won't, send for a censtable and give him
in charge. And don't bother me about
him again.” N

¢On what charge, sic?"’

“ Anything on his face, if you like: it
would hang him any day."

Onco more the man went out and once
more returncd.

“He won't go, sir. [He says as how he’s
brought you—you know what."

] know what? Yes, I do know what.
Send for tho constable.””

But just then Nathan Levi himself en.
tered theroom. Tho servant had forgotten
to close tho street-door upon him, aud fol.
lowing him quiekly, the visitor had walked
in without leave.

Mr. Grode started up ina rage. ¢ What!
you dare?"’ he exclaimed., ¢ Get out of
my house this instant, you old scoundrel,
or I'll have you kicked out before you
know where you are."’

The Jew made no sign of resentment.—
It was as if he bad sald, ¢ Kick, but hear,”
I 'ave breught you vot you vants, Mr.
Grode,"’ hoe said humbly.

The footman, who bad taken note of the
long arms, the enmormons fists, and the
Lieavy feet of the intruder, and who thought
that, if any kicking had to be dons, he
would rather have notbing to do with it,
went away, leaving the two rivals alone.
“Do you hear me?" said Mr. Grode,
stamping on the floor.

Nathan Levi looked at him with indes-
cribable cunning.

“I'ave shanged my mind,” be said.—
¢ I did not tossh 'im ih, after all. 'E vosh
found in the fender.”

*And I've shanged my mind too,”
answered Mr. Grede, mocking him.—
‘* You wouldn't take me at my word, and
the time's gone by. ‘Them as will not
when they may, when they will, they'll
find it too late in the day.’ So get out,
or: "

¢I’ave brought 'im in my vaistcoat-
pocket. T vill let you 'ave 'im very sheap
—dirt-sheap. Shay two 'undred thoush.
and.”

] don't know what you mea® You
must be mad or drunk.”

¢Me mad ?" cried ont the poorold fel-
low; ““me drunk? 'Elp me, I vish I’ad
the chanche! Vot—not a dirty two 'un.
dred thousand for the big emerald that ish
vorth shiksh millionsh '’

¢ You mean to say you havo got the big
emerald? A likely story! You look like
it, I must say.”

“You did not believe me ven Ishaid I
‘ad tosshed 'im in."” T

“No: and I don't believe you now,
when you say you found him in the fen.
der.”

¢ You vaunt to beat me down, Mishter.—
Vell, I will let you'ave 'im for von 'un-
dred thoushand. Itis ashin and ashame,’
he said, with a terrible sigh; “but Iam a
poor old man now. [ can't make no more
bargainish.”
¢ Pooh!"

“For ninety, then? Eighty? On my
shoul, I can't shay no lessh. Eighty
thoushand guinecash.”

¢ Ab,” said Mr. Grode, with asudden
and peculiar smile, *Isec. Come, new,
suppose I offer you ten thousand. I'lj
give you a minute to think it over."

¢ Vhat! ten thoushand dirty shovereighsh
for the Diggest shtove in the vorld—ten
thoushand for vhat is vorth shiksh mill.
fonsh? Ten thoushand for the mosht beau:
tiful, tho mosht preshieush, the mosht
vonderful thing that anybody ever shaw ?—
For vhat'ash been fought about by the
Shineshe and the Mogulsh and the Ash.
tecsh, and everybody—for vhat I could.
shell for vot [ like to the Queen herself to-
morrow? Vhat! ten thoushand poundsh ?
You are laughing at me, Mislter."”

TO BE CONTINUED,

—

Back numbers of the above story can be

furnished to new subscribers if desired.
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Tnirty CeNTUuRieEs OLp.—The oldest
relic of human extaut is tho skeleton of the
carliest Pharoal, encased in his original
burial-robes, wonderfully perfect, consider-
ing its age, which was deposited eighteen
or twenty months age, in the British Mu-
seum, and [s justly considered the most
valuable of its archicological treasurers.
The lid of the coffin which contained the
royal mummy was inscribed with the name
ofits occupant, Pharoah Mykerimus, who
succeeded tho bLeir of the builder of the
great pyramid, about ten centuries Lefore
Christ, Ounly think of it! The monarch,
whose crubling bones and leather integu-
mwents are now exciting the wonder of nu.
merous gazers in London, reigned in Egypt
before Soloman was born, and only eleven
centuries, or so, after Misraim, the grand.
son of old father Noah, and the Phareabs,
Lad been gathered to his fathers. Why,
the tide.mark of the Deluge could scarcely
have been obliterated, or the gophar wood
koee timbers of the ark have rotted on
Mount Arrarat, when this man of the early
world lived moved, and had bisbeing. His
bone and shriveled skin are contemporary
with the nineteenth century, and the date
of the crucifixion is enly about midway be-

tween this era and ours.
—— & © GE— ——

—ONE of the first literary men in the
United States said:—** There is oue thing,
which, as you visit different places, I wish

just look around and sec.

One morning—the very morning, in fact,
that followed his daughter’s midnight vis-
fon—while sitting after breakfast in his
dusty front parlor, Lie was teld by his man-
servant that o beggar.like looking man
was at tho door who'desired to see him.

“A beggar? Iam always having beg-
gars after mo.” A sort of uncomfortable

feeling came over him that it might be his
unlucky son-in-law. *Tell him to be off
this instant.”

“Bo I did, sir.”

¢ Then tell him again."”

1o said it was most important busi.
ness."” e

« A beggar with most important busl.
ness! A likoly story. He didn't say what
it was, I'll bo bound."”

¢ No, sir.”

“Then why the devil didn't you send
him packing® You laven't let Lim into

the nall "

you to do everywhers, thatis, to entreat
every mother never to give a drop of astrong
drink to a child. I have had to fight as
for my life and allmy days to keep from
dying a drunkard, because I was fed with
apirits when a child, I acquired a taste
for it. My brother, poer fellow, dieda
drunkard. I would not have a child of mine
take a drop of it foranything. Warnevery
mother, wherever you go, never togivo s
drop to a child.”
——p & © G —————

A Vennicr Ertner Way Wit Do.—
A Judge, holding court on the borders of
Tennessee, is sald actually to have deliver-
ed the following charge te a jury:

¢ Gentlemon of the Jury, in this case
"counsel on both sides are impudent and
unintelligible; the witneases on both sides
ure Indecent and incredible, and the plain.
tif and defendant both stand such ac.
knowledged rogues, that it is to me Indiff-

erent which way you give a verdict."

LETTER FROM EUROPE.

Narres, Italy,
Neb. 2nd, 1873,

I went ashore to visit Naples. To peo-
ple unacquainted with the language and
customs of the city, I thought it ad-.sable
to engage a guide to show me the princi-
pal places of interest in and around the
city. On reaching the landing place at the
Custom }ouse, I engaged a carriage to
convey me onmy exeursion, for whick I
pald the sum of 15 francs for theafternoon,
and during which time I visited the Royal
Palace, the Cathedral (or St. Jannarius,)
the King's Park, and the Grotto. The
palace is a largo and handsome structure,
connected by a covered way to Castle
Nuovo, and situated at the west end of the
principal thorough-fare. This was the
winter residence of the King of Naples,
but since the raid of the Garabaldians, it
Las been seldom used by thoe present reign.
ing family of Victor Emanuel: the Crown
Prinee and Princess being the only occu-
pants since 1860. In rambling through
tho deserted rooms, a number of interest-
ing obljects are to be scen, such as paint-
ings and sculpture of the old Italian mas-
ters. The rooms are riclly, although
plainly furnished. ‘The throne room, danc-
ing and dining rooms, and reception, are
all largo and handsomo apartments, and I
thought of the many schemes concocted by
priest and king for the advancement of the
interest of mother chinrch, and the punishe.
ment awarded to those who dared te op-
poso them. What tales these walls could
tell i€ they could speak. In ono of the
rooms, kept as an office for the king, is to
be scen a handsome writing desk, in mosa.
ic, » present to the king from tho Italian
Parlinment. It isof Neapolitan workman.
ship. A large number of them (being cost-
ly and curious articles,) are shown in the
several apartments, having tho same ori-
gin. In the throno room a child's cot is
kept and shown: this is a very curious and
Landsome affair, and was likewise a pres.
ont from the Parliament to the Crown
Prince and Princess, on the occasion of
the birth of their eldest child. The Grotto
to meis a puzzle (tho historyof it I receiv-
ed from my guide, was truly a Neapolitan
one,) and believed in by half of the popula.
tion. The story he told me, aud which he
appeared to be much scandalized when I
mado light of his tale was, that it was tho
work of his Batanic Majesty. e appeared
to have a great veneration or awe, I don't
know which, tor he would not speak above
a whisper while I was passing through it.
The true history of it, however, is not
known. It was probably made by the
Cameans and Neapolitans to facilitate their
communication. It is about a mile in
length and dug through the hill Possilpo.
The beight is about 180 feet; the bredth
sufficient to admit two carriages to pass.
It was enlarged under Don Pedro De Tole-
do. At present its whole length a row of
lamps lights up the interior. Over the
entrance of the Grotto are the remains of a
tomb, called Virgil's tomb. The spot
where the celebrated poet was buried is
indicated in a precious manner by Olins
Donatus, a grammarian of the 14 eentury,
who says by order of Augustus, the ashes
of Virgil were tranaferred to Naples, his
favorite residence, on the road to Pozzuoli.
Statius, a poet of the 1st century, also
speaking of this tomb aud the passages of
those two writers can be easily applied to
the ruin bearing his name. It fs said that
in the centre of this monment was a sepul-
chral urn, supported by 9 small marble
columns. No trace now exists of the col-
umns or urn, Its external form is that of
a tower, rendercd picturesque by the ivy
aud wild plants that encircle it. Within
the Grotto is a small chapel of Baint Ma.
ria, which was made in 1333. It is said to
contain some goed pictures, but it is now
particularly celebrated by an image of the
Virgin Mary, placed over the high altar,
which is of great veneration, I returned
to town and visited the cathedral church or
that of Salot Jannarius, the patron saiut of
the Neapolitans. This ancient church
was bullt under Constantine, on the
ruins of the Temple of Opollo, and dedi-
cated to Baint Restituta. In the interior
are numerous small cbapels and 100 Egyp-
tian and Africa granite columus, which
decorated the Temple of Oppollo. In the
chapel of Saint Jaunarius or (Carrufo,) for
it was shown to me under both names, is
seen under tho high altar, in a richly orna®
mented coftin, the budy of the salutly
Bishop of Benevento, the protector of Na.
ples. The church is covered with white
marble and adorned with Bas-relief, in the
form of arabesque. Tho cathedral con.
tains 7 altars, designed by father Grinaldi,
Two large columns support the architec-
ture. On the sides of the bronze dome ars
statues of St. Peter and Paul, by Sennello.
The chapel contains 42 brocatello columns
of the Corinthian order, between whichare
bronzo statues and busts, representing the
holy protectors, and under these, in scpa-
rate niches, are preserved the busts in sil-
ver of the same saints, 37 in number; the
greater part ate the worksof Luinello, whe
also executed the large bronze statue of St.
Jannarius, under which are deposited the
relics of the saint whose Lead is pre.
served in a bust. In a silver taberna.
cle are preserved two phials of Lis bLlood,
said to have been collected by a Neapolitan
woman at the monuineat of his martyrdom.
His bLlood, they believe, Lecame miracu.
lously liquid when presented to the head
of the saint. The miracleis renewed three
times a year, when the blood liquifies im-
mediately the joy of the peopls is Lound-
less; when it is delayed then lament is
incessaut. Few strangers visit Naples
without paying their devours to the shrine
of the worthy son of step-mother church,
and all have como away without having
satisfactorily solved the priestly tricks.
A few of the sisters of mercy were at their
devotions while I was in the chapel, but I
bad no opportunity of judging of their age
or appearange, they being very careful to
keoep themsevlcs clear of the heretical gaze
of the foreigner. Tho high altar of this
ehapel Is a beautiful piece of workmanship;
being a large block of porphyry, inteisect-
ed by silver cornices or gilt brouze. In
the evening I went to the Italian opera:
the acting and' diessing wero very good;
while the singing, especially Benorata
Luglino, was as good as I ever listened to.
Her singing added to her youth and beauty
would make her mark in any country,
especially in America or England, where
those advantages aré at a high premium,
Naples appears to me to be inhabited by
two kinds of people, the very rich and very
poor; a great contrast being observable in
the principal streets where tho fashionable
world congregate, aud those small ones
running from them, inhabited by a class
sunk inthe lowest sinksof poverty and
filth. -1 was greatly annoyed Ly beggars
whose names appear to be legion; they
would follow me every where I went, and
no denial would be taken.

—— el & @ —  —— = >

—An Ohio Teuton, found guilty of sell-
fog liquor contrary to law, and sentenced
to be imprisoned in the county jail for
thirty days, protested as foilows: ¢ e go
to chaill But Ican't go! Dere's my piz.
ness—my pakery! Who pakes my pread
when [ ben gome?”' Then castinghiseyes
about the court room appeallingly, they

Chris. Ellwaner, a fellow.contryman who
liant idea occured to him. Turning to the

court, he said, in sober earnest, * Der'’s
Chris. Ellwacerl He's got nothing to do;

send bim!"

feel upon the good natured face of jolly.

had no “pizness,’” and forthwith a bril. !
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