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A Co-Operative Community,

This is an Iewa colony that secms to come
pearer the realization of mau's long dream
of peaco and Lliss on earth than any other
similar ecommunity that ever cxisted.
They actually beliove they have solved the
problem of combination and co-operation.
They eall themselves ¢ Amanes,” and are
Germans dating back their organization
200 years or more. A colony of them
came to this country about 10 years ago,
settled upon an old Indian reservation of
6,000 acres, near Ruffalo, New York.
They found it too small for their numbers
and purposes, and moved West. They
have now 30,000 beautiful acres on the
Lanks of the Iowa River, about scventy
miles from the Mississippi—woodland and
prairie pleasently diversified. They went
to this place sixteen years ago, and heve
made wonderful progress in agriculture
and various other industries. Tle colony
now number about 1,300. They havecvery-
thing in the way of property in common,
but recognize the accepted forms of fami.
ly life, and each family hasa separate
house or apartment. Those who join the
community contribute all their property to
the common stock, and if they become
dissatistled, they receive back just what
they put in without interest or wages, and
leave. So property cannot become a bone
of contention, and no one can Lo regarded
a prisoner.when he is free to go where he
pleases. The objects of the Amane socie-
ty aro religious association, industrial and
domestic co-operation, and the special ad-
vancement of the useful arts. The mem.
Lers dress plainly, live plainly, build plain.
ly but substantially, and are in no respect
ornamental. They have extensive vino.
yards, make and drink wine and lager-beer,
and drunkenness is unknown among them.

They appear to have no vices whatever,
commit no crimes, and have no usefor
courts. There is, however, a committce of
arbitration to settle minor disputes when
they arise, as they sometimes do. The
government is administered, and the whole
business of the community is supervised,
by a board of thirteen trustees, who are
elected by the votesof all adult population,
and Lold the common property. Each do-
partment of industry has its manager, who
is responsible to the board of trustees, by
whom he is appointed. This is what they
have done in sixteen years. They found
wild lands,, and began their work just
were Nature left off hers. They have
bridged the river, mado good roads, plant-
ed hedges of whito willow, built a canal
nine miles in length, nearly parallel with
the river, to supply their needed water-
power; several flouring mills, woollen fac-
tories, machine-shops, starch, sugar, and
vinegar manufactories, all fitted out with
tine machinery made by their uwn machin.
iste. They have built five villages on the
tract, and two of them arc stations for the
Rock Islard and Pacific Railroad, which
comes tothe doors. They have good school-
houses, and churches, and two grain eleva-
tors at the railroad stations cach of a
capacity for storing about £0,000 bushels of
grain. The children are kept at school
until they are fourteen; then they are
taught a trade or agriculture, and their
education is continued in night-schools.
English is taught, but German is the e-
dium of communication in busiuess and
social life. Their religious services are
wery simple, consisting principally of read-
Ging the Scriptures, prayer, and singing,
ank they have good voices for the latter.

Thoe women assists in light out-door work,
especially in the vineyards. Early mar.
riage is discouraged, and men are not con-
sidered of suitable age for wedlock until
they attain the maturity of 35 yecars.
There is a great deal of intelligence in this
community, but no briliancy of any kind.

Missourd Republican.
—— —p > G— ———

A Wife or a Lifes

Scott, of Harden, ono of tho ancestors
of Walter Scott, was a famnous border thief,
and at one time wheu he had either spoiled
the neighborihg English of all their cattlo
or frightened them all away, he began to
{ear that fiom disuse he might become less
ex'pert at the honorablo trade he pursued;
and to keep his hand in, amused himself
with riving the cattle oer’ ono of his own
countryiven: and neighbors, Murry of Eli-
bank. Mirry soon found meansaof reveng-
ing himself, and brouglt Seott, his follow.
ers, his cattle (Cc., all prisoners to Elibank
Castle. On the walls was sitting his wife,
whe, perceiving the train that followed
him. asked what he meant to do with
Scott.

#\Why, hang him, to Lo sure,” was the
answer.

‘The more prudent wife exclaimed:

“What! hang such a winsome mannie
as Hardon, when we hiave tureo such sorry
damsels at home?”’

Murry was pursuaded by his wife, and
sending for one of Lis danghters, whose
ugly face and immense mouth had acquir-
ed for her the name of Mag o'-mouth, Mur-
ray proposed to Scott to marry her, leaving
no other alternative but the halter. The
unfortunate prisoner most ungallantly re-
fused the lady; and the tradition says that
it was not till the ropo was tied to thetree,
and he degan to feel it tighten, that ho re-
pented. 1o was mariied, and sorrowfully

bent his steps homeward, taking with him
his ugly wife.
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PEARL AND EMERALD.
fl |
] CHAPTER XXI. :
IN BOW STRELT. |
The Count drew Mr. Grode's arm within ;
his in a friendly manner. But his words |
were not quite o friendly. |
“You are a tall and big man,” he sald; |
“but you have too much flesh to be very \
active. 1 am as all as you are and I
should say about twice as active and four |
time as strong. 1 havo also placed my pis- |
tol in my right-land pocket, so as to be |
ready at an instant’s notice; and, as myi
own life is not worth three weeks' purchase |
in any case, I don't mind taking yours as |
well, though in the open street and in the
open day. So I advise you to take me at
once to this Jew, and take ueither to your
tonguo nor to your heels. It is clear that,
wherever the stone may be now, the Jew
is at the bottom of the affair. So let me
have no more delay, or——""
Mr. Grode was of the same opinion—at
least, s0 far as concerned the wisdom of
submitting to circumstances. The Count’s
superior strength was sufliciently proved
by the way in which ke held his arm, as if
in a vise; and he was cowed, besides, and
mortified even into fecling himself to Le a
thief and a cur.
Just then an empty Lansom cab happen-
¢d to be passing, which tho Count hailed.—
“Get in,” he said to Mr. Grode, roughly.
“Whero to
They started off at a good pace, for the
Count had taken care to sclect a cabdrawn
by a horse something above the averago of
cab-horses in point of promiso, until they
arrived at that door in Bow stieet, Covent
Garden, behiud which have been performed
so many fragmentary scenes of comedies
more complex, and of tradgedies more
deep than behind even those of the two
great theaters that lie within a stono throw
of it, and that profess to represent the
history of the English stage. The glories
of tho latter must yield to those of that
theater whose door-keepers are. tho Mectro-
politan Police, and whose stago manager is
the magistrate sitting in the small court
on the other side of tho way.
Beside this door, as if they were play-
bills, hung advertisements of lost children,
absconded swindlers, and rewards for mur.
der; and two policemon wero standing
talking to each other idly at the deor.—
To these, Mr. Grode, under tho direction
of his captor, addressed himself. Ile had
had some intention of asking for their as.
sistance on his own belalf; but the Count
never ccased to retain his arm, even in
descending from the cab, while the press-
ure of the pistol-Larrel, whilo he still felt
upon his forehead, served as a magical seal
to bind his will.
After some little trouble, and a good
deal of delay, they were conducted to the
cell of Nathan Levi.
¢ Here you aro sir,” said the policemen
who acted as their guide. “I’ve seen a
good many ugly customers, and a good
wnany queer customers, in my day, but this
here Jgw is the ugliest and thc qucorest of
them all, and that's saying a good deal.—
He hias been wise enough to hold his tongue,
though; and it's my belisf as tho jails
would have precious littlo to do if parties
would hold their tongues when they're
took. Ie hasn't said a word siuce he's
been io, but just sat down on that bench
where you see him now. Ievi, there's two
gentlemen to see you."”
His two visitors looked toward the bench
that formed the whole furniture of the cell
in which the prisoner had to wait till next
morning. Nathan Levi was sitting upon
it, or rather Lalf lying upon it, as accord-
ing to the constable, he had sat ever since
Lie had Leen in custody; but he seemed to
Lave grown deaf as well as dumb,

—

CHAPTER XXIIL
OUT OF BOW STREET—OR ANYWIIERE.
How, indeed, should he have Leen any-
thivg else but dumb? Men cry out with
pain, but are for the most part silent when
they have received a mortal blow,

And what blow can be more mortal than
this, that a man should in one moment of
time discover that he has, to the utmost of
his power, sacrificed himself, body and life
and soul, to what ho considered absolutely
beautiful and absolutely true, and that the
object of his sacrifico was all the while a
gross and obvious lie, that Lo might him.
¢lf have laid bare at any moment had he
not been self-deceived. The case is all the
stronger when the mau is of a coarse and
narrow nature which has hitherto caused
Lim to live only for selfish and sordid ends,
and when the idol for which he has given
up his natural life is the first and only idea
of infinite truth and infinite beauty that
has ever Lbeen borue in upon his soul.—
Still harder and more terriblo still is the
blow, when not ounly is the idol some tang-
ible aud visible thing, appealing to the cye
and to tho touch as well as tothe spirit,
but is of such a nature as to harmonize the
old and the sordid life with the life that is
uew and sublime.

The hosts of glorious spirits, the divino
visions, the universal songs that he had
supposed to be the work of the jowel-faire
ies of the Great Emerald of Kandahar, had
thus proved to be mocking dreams of his
own miserable soul over a plece of paste
worth eighteen pence. Yes, that eighteen
penco was not the most ‘painless part of
the sting, and made Lis soul's tragedy still
more terrible by mocking it with farce,
covering despair itself with contempt, and
shame with ridicule,

What to a lover is his mistress, what to
a patriot s his country, what to a martyr
is his God—such had this thing Leen to
Nathan Levi. For its sako he had deliver-
ed himself up, rejoicing in the sacrifice, to
the giants of Poverty and 8corn, and to
the commission of that nameless and un.
natural sin that consists in a man’s deny-
ing and casting oft’ that common human
nature which gives him the name and
duties of a man. By tho possession of
what he deemed to be the very incarnation
of wealth, ho had been king, high-priest—
nay, the universo itself had Leeh hLis tem.
pleand his throne; by the sudden discovery

in the grasp of Mephistopleles, the mock-
ing fiend. Thowmistress had proved false,
the country a fiction, aud the God a fetish.
From the transport of possession he had
passed into the intoxication of worship, and
from the intoxication of worship into the
very height and depth of love—bhe had

of its worthlessness, he had found himself |

was, in truth, far more worthless than the
emptiest dream that over passed for a
moment across a crazy brain, o might,
at loast, have bacn left to his sell-delusion:
but even that Dbaseless support e had cut
away with his own hands.

There is a great deal in all this that is
comic enough and even ridiculous enongh.
The idea of a hideous old money-lender,
who couid not open his lips without com-
mitting high treason against the English
tongue, who was cursed from his cradle
with the most unpoetic and contemptible
of all the passions—that of gread—who
had not a thought of feeling that was not
of self alone, bowing down like any slavo
to romance before a toy, because it repre-
sented to him the whole beauty of the uni.
verse, and then waking to despair becauso
it turned out to be only worth cighteen
pence, and finding it no longer beautiful
because it was no longer true, is certainly
grotesquo for tragedy. But—well, I need
not continue; the reader will know as well
as [ myself what I would say. In real life
things are tragic to a mau's own self al.
most exactly in proportion as they are gro-
tesque to others.
Ile did not take into account his hideous.
ness; ke did not think of himself as that
stock-subject for sarcasm, a money-lender;
ke did know that his bad grammar and his
Hebrew accent were food for foolish Jaugh.
ter; ho was not ashamed of his greed any
more than the profligate is ashamed of his
more poctical though equally contempt.
ible passions. Ife did not despise his own
instinct of self-love; if he had thought
about it at all, he would have considered it
an instinct in which all men shared. Ie
did not regard it as a mero jowel worth six
millions of pounds. And so lie ceuld not,
as a wise man shounld do, laugh at the van-
ity of his dream and lgt it go. Though
but a dream, it had left its cilect behind—
the terriblo effacts of a reaction of Lepcless
remorse.
But, worst of all, the self-evolved spirits
whom lio had fondly Lelieved to Le the
immortal genii of truth and of beauty did
not, becanse their secret was disaovered,
ceased their song. They but took their
true guise, and, in the place of tho jewel,
fairies stood forth in the shape of mocking
{mps, fashioned in his own image, to din
their chorus into his ears, so that he could
seo no other sight and hear no other gound.
How should he speak to the constables of
Bow strect about these things? While
they regarded him as a sullen criminal, he
was, In truth, waudering abeut wildly in
that 1egion of holl wherein a man's lost
illusions and perished dreams play the part
of the Eumenides. And so did his lost
illusions and perishied dreams scourge him
with snakes for thongs, while the accusa.
tions of old Judith, more true than she had
known, pierced him like arrows, and the
face of Felicia looked on himn once more,
but without a word and without a smile—
the face of a messenger of truth, indeed,
whoso touch had disenchanted the palace
of his especial Morgana, but not that of a
maessenger of mercy any more.
e have led thee from earthly places,

We have borne thee to heights afar;
We have taught thee what the grace is

Of sun, and moon, aud star;
We have brought thee bafore tho facos
Of impossible things that are.

We have given to thy sight tho seeing
Of mere than the soul may see;

We have given to thy life the being

Of more than a man may be;

We have given to thy hauds the freciug
Of life from mortality.

We Lave lured thee unto a heaven
Than heaven itself mere fair;
Unto thee have given
The kingdoms of the air,
And all the planets seven,
And the round world everywhere.

Wo have throned theo on hills Elysian,

And o’er gods have crowned thee;

Ve have fed thee with the vision

Of more than may ever bo;

We have mocked thee with derision,

And hurled thee into the sea!

1 do not, of course, mnean to say that
Nathan Levi heard these very words in his
ears. Dut somsthing to their effect he did
hear, and a great deal more besides. And
oven asone dominant note had run through
the whole music ef his transcendent
dreams, and blent them all into one har-
mouy, so now through the terrible music of
his waking ran the same ono note—the
same, only changed into bitterness—

We have mocked thee with derision,
And burled thee into the sea!

No wonder, then, that the constable had
doubted the perfect sanity of his prisoner;
though it by no means follows that a man
is mad Lecause o hears and sces what oth-
er men may not hear or sce. So absorbed
was ho in his sclf-contempt and in the
disappointment of his soul that he neither
saw nor heard the entrance of his visitors.
The count had, iu his impatience, to shake
him by the shoulders before he could be
roused to consciousness, Even then Le
was only roused into torpor.

But this rough recall to life, acting upon
a frame worn out by bodily privation, and
by the long weight of dreams too large and
too heavy for a soul like his tobear, had
the effect of an orver-strong blast of air
upon a lingering spark of flamo that leaps
under it into sudden life, only the unext
moment to be extinguished forever.

Levi," began the count; but a sudden
change in the Jew’s faco arrested hini.

w6 Shema Ishrael!”’ said the latter, slowly,
beginning tho proper ejaculation of a pious
and orthedox Jow whou Le sees the end of
all things. ** Skema Iskreal;"”” The shtone
ish a good shtone.”

He was not addressing the count, though
tho latter thought so.

“Where {s it, then? By Saint Niceph-
orous——""

“And I shea ’im now.”’

Aud 50 he turned himself over upon the
bench with his faco to the wall, and died,
simply and literally of a bioken heart.—
Why shiould he not die, when the Great
Emerald of Kandahar was false, and yet
thero was nothing in the whole universe
but the Great Emerald of Kandahar?

—_—

CHAPTER XXIIL
PEARL AND EMERALD.

And here, were it in any way lawful, 1
would bring this broken and fragmentary
history to a fitting close. Ido uot pretend
to be ablo to carry the story of Nathan
Levi furthier than this; aud, though I clivse
to elevate Count Andreas Kromeski te
temporary rank, yet it was the old clothes.

come to hold by the sublime Emerald for

the wealth that its possession might bring.
He would not have parted with it for six
million times six million guineas — he
would have carried it with him to the stake
rather than let it go into other hands.—
Aud yet, fool that he had been, he had
parted with it for the sake of a word and
smile, only, to learn that he had alieady
thrown away all his worship and all his

love, and even his wholo self, upon what

its own sublime sake, not for the sake of |

man who, after all, was certainly my true
{ hera, But—unwillingly as T must necds
! admit the fact—it is out of my province to
" apeculate whether or no tho one piece of
self-sacrifice that indirectly caused his
| death—for, be it remembered, if he had
sacrificed all that was true and real to
what was inherently and essentially false,
e had, at length, sacriticed the false inits
turn to something, some one feeling, that
. was essentially and inkerently true—wheth.
or this ono piece of selfesacrifics, 1 say,

was sufficiently great and pure to compen-
sato for all errors, and to admit him to
prove after death (which, according to the
Rabbis, redeems from all evil,) that to have
once loved somothing for its own sake,
though it Lo but a picee of green glass, and
to have sacrificed what he loved, was not,
after all, to have lived altogetherin vain,
1 wish, for my part, to think that this mis.
erable picco of man—who had somehow
to crawl or struggle even so far upwards
as, though through no merit of his own
and though but iu fancy, just to touch the
outer hem of the garment of beauty, and
to acliieve, though but in intention, a hard.
er piece of self-sacrifice than oven so many
as a few are capable of achieving; who,
though from mixed motives cnough, had
brought himself to give up what, to him,
was moro than life for the sake of one who
could never be anything to him Lut a pass-
ing smile—was somehow, after all, a gain

er, although in fact his dreams were bLut
illusions and his sacrifice barren of result.
But, as I Lavo said, all this is beyond my
province; and on this matter, therefore,
every one must think as he will or can.—
Certainly, the transformation that should
develup a winged soul out of such a chrys-
alis as the body of Nathan Levi must e
great indced; but then, on tho other hand,
what is impossible ?

But it is not beyond my province to deal
with those who were still living. I wish it
were, It is, unfortunately, anything but
diffeult to speculate as to what will hap.
pen when twe unpractical people marry for
love, live extravagantly and then take to
indulging in expensive illnesses. The
morning after her midnight visitation,
Felicia awoke—no, not awoke, for to awake
one must havo slept, and she had not slept
—lut emerged apprehensively from her
fortress to find that the ghosts had depart.
ed, only to leave behind them tho presence
of what, under thoe circumstances, was
worse than a legion of ghosts—that is to
say, nothing. The day Lad come at last
when tho cupboard was left so Lare that
even Poverty herself had to make way for
the shadow of a more terrible tenant still.
It makes one angry to have to speak so
often of bodily starvation as if it were the
greatest of all human ills; but so long as
men and women have bodics more conspic-
uously and more imperatively than souls,
s0 it must be; and perhaps it had been this
hideous demon who had entered under tho
appropriate guize of Nathau Levi.

Arthur was sound asleep when she pull-
ed away her barricade, and not kuowing
what would be revealed to her eyes, gath-
cred her unfinished work together,and crept
on tiptoe into tha naked sitting.room,
through whose uncurtained and blankly
staring window the dull light of a cold and
rainy morning was fiuding its way. It was
indced fortunate, she felt, that he was
sleeping and unconscious; it would be well
if he could remain so during, at least, the
first of their foodless days, It is almost
strango that she did not feel that it would
Lo Dbetter still if he, or she, or Loth, could
remain sleeping and unconscious for ever.
But even now, though according to all
right, she ought to have despaired, she did
not sit down in despair. Not dum spero,
but dum amo, tico—lLove will cling to bare
life, even when hope is gone. She finished
her work, though her swollen ecyes ached
and throbbed and her head felt as though
it were on the point of bursting in picces;
and then, when it was finished, set out to
carry it the Madame Cornet, who gave ber,
not money—for, indecd, the debt, by reason
of advances, lay the other way—but a cup
of coffee aud a slice of bread as her share
of tho househiold breakfast. The former
she took, simply Lecause, from its nature,
she could not carry it away; the latter she
sceretly slipped into Ler pocket. Then she
returned, and found Arthur awake. le
had passed through tho crisis of the fever,
and was calm and conscious, though weak
as a child,

Then, for the first time during many
months, she burst into tears—yes, into
tears of joy! She welcomed him back to
starvation as though to a kingdom.

He was too weak to talk much himself,
but not too weak to listen: indeed, for
that matter, he insisted on hearing from
Ler lips on the spot the wholo endless story
of how he had been ill, and he refused to
let himself rest until sho had pacified him
by letting him_hear it all. Of the part
that she had played, of her own toil and
of lier own privations, he was left to a
great extent uninformed: not so much
beoause sho consciously tried to conceal
from him what she had Lorne for him as
because, in Ler absurd joy and relief,
she had honestly forgotten all her own
sufferings. But he could not help seeing
liow changed she was, and ascribed the
change to its truu'vmse, whicl, in Liseyes,
rendered her only a thousand times more
boautiful than she had been before. Aund
so, in truth, she was, though not to com.
mon or unsympathetic cyes. In spite of
romance, no woman, not cven a lieroine,
can pass through many weeks of extreme
and wearing toil, fearful anxiety, want of
natural rest, hunger, sleepless, watching
and tearless gricf, and yet rotain the beau-
ty that belongs to health and youth and
happiness. But Felicia’s beauty, never so
very wonderful even at tho best of times,
had always been of thespiritual sort rather
than of the material: and it is notorious
that the spiritual sort of beauty not seldom
finds food in that wherein material beauty
finds poison. To eyes like those of her
father she would seem to have grown old
and plain, her eyos to have lost their Lright.
ness, her tints their purity, and her out-
lines their graee: but to those of Arthur
her beauty had become transformed from
that of a girl into that of an angel of help-
ing and suffering. It may be remembered
that he had always besn a cultivator of
the ideals of those early Chiristian painters
who scemed to regard the attribufes of
carthly beautyas sullying their conceptions
of saints and angels.  And now the Pear]
of pearls, which he, through love, had al.
ways known to e lying in the decp sea of
her lheart, had, by unseen hands, been
brought up from its depths and displayed
vpenly to the light of day. Once it liad
been coutent to let glimpses of its light
shine through her opal eyes: now it had
como to reveal itsell so clearly in every
deed and word that it mattered no more
whether her eyos wero bright or clouded,
blue or hazel, black or gray, so long as
they were her eyes still,

Then he slept again, while she, with a
thankful heart, resumed her eternal needle
by Lis bedside. Then—for his was even an
cxccptionally elastic nature—he awoke with
the first touch of a convalescent's hunger.

tempt. Then Lo began to think about his
pictures.

“T am afraid T must give it up at last,”
lie sald, with a Leavy sigh. *T shall never
be able to get them back now."

“ Get them back 2"’

¢ Yes—wliere are they then? Not gone

For answer, she opened the door, o that |
lie could see from his bed his ¢ Holy Fam. |
ily " standing as it had stood when he lad |
fallen before it on the floor. |

It wasa Dlessed sight to him, for the |

|
|

ed by a Raphacl or a Murillo to tell its
gtory to one who believes. Its painter en.
deavored to raise himselfupon his bed, and
then fell back upon the arm of his own
Lady of Sorrows and of Joys.

“You have not parted with the pic-
tures, tlen?"

“Of coutse not!"”’

1le looked at her with wondering admir-
ation, and then at the dry crust. He guess-
ed how she herself must have fared if this
was all shie had to give him,

“\Well,” he said, **I will not part with
the ‘Iloly Family®' just yct. Something
may come of it—especially if I paint in an
entirely new Madonna, But the others
may go and welcome—the ¢Chaos’ and
the ‘Saint Laurenoce,’ and the ¢ Plagus of
Darkness.” If the ¢ Madonna’ turns out
to bo worth anything I can get them back
again; If not—well, at all events, we shall
not have starved for another three days.
We will begin with ¢ Chaos.' "’

And so “Chaos” found its way to the
pawnbrokers's.

On the third day * Saint Tauvenco”’ fol-
lowed its example.

It was the turn of the * Plague of Dark-
ness’ on the fifth day, by which time
Arthur was ou a fair way toward recovery,
and was getting stronger on the proceeds
of the advances of his first and only art.
patron,  Alas, Felicia, the born lady, had
long lost every feeling of shame in visiting
a place of business that is popularly sup-
posed to be known to ladies ouly by name.
All thiat shie cared about now was having so
little to carry there; and she would have
Leen ashamed of being ashamed.

Nor did she care who might see lier on
the way. ller friends and acquaintances
wero things of the past, and she would not
cven have taken notice if sho had been seen
going on what is—absurdly enough—gen-
erally regarded as being {n itself a degrad.
ing errand. But on this occasion, while
approaching her pawnbroker's door with
the ¢ Plaguc of Darkness’’ under herarm,
sho could not avoid taking notice of a
somewhat strange and oufre flgure, at
least to English eyes, standing with his
long nose and beard pressed close against
tho window. He was dressed in a Semi.
Oriental style, not often, though some-.
times met with in out.of-the-way London
streete, especially in that Solio region
which is so full of outlandish costumes and
of outlandish peoplo iu them. The dress
in question wasa long Llack caftan, trimm.
ed with sable, and a high squaroe cap of the
same color.

She did not, however, delay to join three
small boys in staring, but walked into her
usual cell.

It was not a house of large business, ex-
cept perbaps on Saturdays and Mondays:
and as she made a point of avoiding theso
days, she was gencrally attended to quick-
ly. But to.day she was kept a long time,
while a couversation was carricd on fna
low tone between the shopman and a cus-
tomer in tho cell adjoining hers; and when
she was attended to it was to be asked to
Lo good enough to step for a few moments
into an inner room.

She timidly obeyed, and waited thers
alone for some minutes. Dut nothing hap-
pened. She was merely brought back into
the shop, hier business was concluded, and
she was dismissed with a few shillings in
her pocket instead of the ¢ Plague of Dark-
ngas ”’ under her arm.  As she passed out,
however, the Oriental dress was still at the
entrance, aud its wearer stared at her so
long and so hard that she had to castdown
her eyes, aud walked away inas great a
hurry as she could.

Well, these were now really the last shil-
lings, unless the gigantic Madonna was to
go the road of ** Chaos:” and that was so
large that, like the portraits of the Prim.
rose family, it was doubtful if it could be
carried through the door. That evening
sho and her husband had to take thought
for the morrow indeed. One cannot al-
ways, whatever one's faith in an unknown
future may be, bo content with the day's
evil, even though it Le more than sufll.
cient,

Arthur, half-lying on the bed, with the
pillows arranged as much as possible in the
fashion of an arm.chair, and Felicia, sit-
ting on the empty trunk by his side, were
consulting with cach other as to what could
be dono till the former should Lo well
enough to look for work of any kind—for
even hie had lost faith in his genius now—
when heavy, tramping, measured footsteps
were leard ascending tho stairs. Then,
after the mercst apology for a rap, the
door slowly opesed, and in the darkness
were scen at the threshold the forms of
two men.

“ Who is thero?" called out Felicia
quickly,

“Some deep whispering was heard.—
Then a strangoe voice growled, ¢ 8how a
light, please. 1'm a constable, and I want
to sec Mrs. Snow.”

“Mrs. Snow?' began Arthur: but be-
fore another word could be said on either
side, Felicia hurried into the sitting.-room
and closed the Led-room door, Some new
presentiment of final evil fell upon ler,
though she could not tell of what, or why.

“ You wish to sce me?'’ she asked.

¢ Yes—if you'll let me. You'rs rather
dark Inliere. I'ma detective of the Me-
tropolitan police, and this hero's a fellow-
constable., ['r'aps you know what job
we're como about? Any way,” he added,
by way of a joke, * you seem kesping us
pretty well in the dark just now.”’

She struck a light, and saw bLefore her
the speaker, another constable inuniform,
the shopman with whom she had been in
tho habit of dealing at a pawnbroker's, a
tall man, apparently a foreiguer, and, of
all the people in the werld, the mau in the
caftan and tall cap whom sho had scen in
the morning.

“Tlat's the lady,’ said the shepman,
“sure enough.” The man in the caften
also nodded his head solemnly.

“You are charged,” said the detective,
“with a larceny of a hemerald as you

with tho other things 2" i

suliject is not one that requires to bo treat. land what you say "Il betook down and

| ¢On, don’t speak so loug, pleass,” she
| exclaimed in a whisper. * My husband is
| in the next room, and s still very fil."
| A husband, ch?'’ said the dotective.
| I fancy we shall, have to see after him
| too. Have you anything to say? ,Or will
! you eome along quiet with me?”

¢ What do you mean? What do you
want me to say? 1 know nothing of any
emarald, except—""

The detective pulled out a pocket-book,
and opened it.
¢ Mind," he said, *I've cautioned you,

used as evidence on your trial.”

©1 certainly did pledge a brooch with
Mr. Jonas; it might have been emerald.—
But my Lusband gava it me before we wero
married—and he had had it I don't know
how long.”

¢« That's the harticle,” replied the detec-
tive. * P'r’aps we'd better sce. your hus-
band 2"

¢ But ho is ill. He has just had a dan-
gerous fevers Indced, I havo told you all
we know."”

“Tlut p'r'aps he may be able to tell us a
little more. I dare say he isu't tos ill to
put himself clear.”

“You suspect my husbrnd of being a
thief?" cried out Felicia, firing up with
indignation,

That's as may be. Any way, thishere
brooch ain't his; leastways it's been claim.
ed and identified by this gentleman here,”
said the officer, pointing to the stranger
without the caftan, ¢ And thero is plenty
of other things, ear-rings and such like, as
mnay or mayn't be his neither. Ho ain't in
no danger if he come by them Louestly.”

“You shall not come here to jnsult him
—perhaps tokill him. 1le a thief!"

¢ You dou't deny your pledged this here
brooch with Mr. Jonas, in the name of
Mras. Snow 2"

¢ And why not, when it wasmy own?"’

¢ Felicia!”’ called out Arthur from with-
in She opened tho door.

¢ Arthur,” she sald, resolutely, ¢ these
men have come to charge you with stealing
the brooch with the greeu stone you gave
me. What they mean, I don't know. Tell
them it is your own, and send themn away."’

¢ What is the meaning of allthis?" ask.
od Arthur. *There must bo some strange
mistake. Who are you?"

“1'm a detective,” answered the oflicer,
advancing. * This is a constable; this
gentleman is assistant to Mr. Jonas, pawn-
Lroker; this is Count Kro——meski; and
this is Mossioo Gregorlus.”

¢ Count Kromeski? Monsieur Gregor-
fus? What the devil—And what have
my wife's trinkets to do with them "'

¢¢ 1 shall caution you, as I did Mrs. Snow.
Whatever you say it'll be took down and
used—"’

¢ Mrs. Snow? And who's Mrs. Snow ?"

he detective winked at the cnostable,
who showed intelligence stolidly. Felicia
stood blushing and hanging down her bead
with shame,

“Forgive me, Arthur!” she said “I
was obliged to part even with your pres-
ents for a time, Better to part with them
than with you! And Icould not pawn
them in your namo."”

# Forgive you!" said her husband, as he
took Lier haud, and kissed it. ** Youbear,"
le said tothe detective. *¢DBut beforo I
say another word, by whomam I charged?
By Count Kromeski, of whom I never
heard in my life Lefore 2"’

By me, Count Andreas Kromeski,"
said the latter, speaking for the first time,
and pushing the detective aside—* by meo,
acting for my august master, Czar of Cas-
pia aud owner of this jewel. A, Michael
Gregorius Is the princo of experts! Who
would have thought of his spying out this
priceless jewel in the window of a pawn-
shop in Solio ?”

T must be delirious again,” said Ar-
thur. *¢My wifo's brooch a priceless jowel
bLelonging to the Czar of Caspia?”’

«1 am never decelved when I sce a gen.
tleman,” said the couut; ‘‘and you are or
have been one;j though indeed—,"” and
Le looked round the naked room. ¢ Yes;
however you came by the brooch, the mat-
ter is now in the hands of the law. Would
to St. Dometrius that I had applied to the
law sooner! It is in the bands of Mr.
Wells.”

¢ Mr. Wells the solicitor "’

¢ The same.”

“My solicitor—r. Wells of Lincoln’s
Inn?”

“ Your solicitor ?"’

“\Why not? Send for bim immediately.
There seems to be some extraordimary mys-
tery."”

¢ Ho will know you?"’

1 should think so0."

“That is unfortunate.
be out of town.”

“That {s certainly unfortunate.
be be away for long 2

“ For a day or two.”

¢ Well, you will see, when he returns.
But do you mean to say that Mr. Wells
has advised you to make a charge of theft
against me? And why do you go to him?
Ho does not practics in criminal matters—
he is not in the habit of taking cases of
this sort.”

“Wbhy? That isa long story. But—as
you are found dealing with this jewel, you
may understand when I toll you thatit is
Lecause he was the solicitor employed by
the late house of Cranstoun & Cranstoun.'’

I must be raving!’* exclaimed Artbur.

“ Who are you, then 2"’ asked the count.
Your namo is not Snow 2’

The detective opened his pecket-book
and took out his pencil.

“Did you net hear what my wife sald?
Do you mean to say that when you came
to arrest me yondo not know that my
name is Arthur Cranstoun ?”

.The Count looked as though he would
lLavo fallen to the grouud.

¢ Saint Demetrius! O Saint Sophial”
he cried out. ‘You are Arthur Cran.
stoun?’’

“*And now, perhaps, you will tell me
who you are, and what this means.”

“ But, instead of answering, the Count
laid down the brooch on the table. ** Lot
nena speak a word,” he sald imperiously.
“ We are onthe trail now, and may I lose
my head in good earnest if we lose it again.
You nced not be afraid, madam,’ he said
to Felicia, with alow bow, ¢ Better days
are doubtless in store for you; and I trust
you will pardon mo if I have put you to
ary needless inconvenienco. But wait—I
must not let myself be baulked now. We
must prove your identity, sir, theugh I
myself do not doubt it. Whom do you

He happens to

il

pledged with Mr, Jonas, pawnbroker, orof
having received the same, well knowing it
to be stole, and I shall take you in custody I

And she Lad nothing to give him but the |

that convalcscents are supposed to need, |
She gavo it to him, with, by way uf!
grace, a mental prayer to the Lord of the |

"Lirds of the air. e tried to eat, but after | She clasped hee hands together, half in | And you are not on terms? Was it about

lswallowlng a mouthful gave up the at. |

on that charge, unless you give a satisfac. !

slice of Licad that she h..ul saved from hor | tory aceount of how it came in your pos- | Mr. Grode. e are not on good terms, it
Lreakfast—a sorry substitute for the food ' seasion; but I must caution you that what- | is true; but he will not ebject to say that T

ever you say, it'll be took down and used |
against you on your trial; and now you |
may say what you please.” |

wonder and half in despair.

know in London ?”’

Arthur considered. *3Mr. Wells would
have done best,” he answered; ¢ but, ashe
is away—well, there is my father.in.law,

am my mysell.”
 What—Mr. Grode?" cried out the !
Count, eagerly. * Do you say Mr. Grodo?

¢ About this brooch? No—but it was
about a stone—ah, I begin to see—for
Mr. Grode!”’ %

In spite of the Count's professed desiro
for silence, it was impoessible to avoid,
under such circumstances, entering upon
mutual explanations for the satifaction of
mutnal curiosity; and these resulted in the
Count's surprising Felicia by bending over
Ler hand as if it had been that of his own
Czarian. She had dono nothing but suf-
fer: and yet sho seemed to have grown
into a lieroine.

Meanwhile, as all the world knows, it is
not far from Necwman street to Russell
Square: and it did not take more than half
an hour for a diplomatic message, carefully
concocted by the Count and shown to no
one, to summon Mr, Grode. lle wasshown
up inte Arthur's room, where he found
himself in the strange company of his
dauglter, Lis son.in.l3w, two policemen,
the Count, the expert, and the shopman,
all grouped round an empty box, on the
lid of which lay the brooch which bad
formerly, when worn by his daughter, so
much excited his contempt and indigna-
tion. He stood in vacant surprise.

¢ Mr. Grede,'’ said the Count, ¢ you are
a great rascal, but your daughter is an
augel. For her sake I will take no pro.
ceedings against you, as you well know I
might if I pleased. You shall be punish.
ed by being asked a question and hearing
its answer. What is this?"” Le asked,
pointing to the brooch.

¢ An old brooch that Cranstoun gave my
daughter,”” he said, *and ugly enough it is
in all conscience.”

¢ Michael,” then asked the count again,
turning to tho expert, *‘ what is that old
brooch that is ugly enough in all the con-
science of 3r. Grode?"

*That,"” said the expert, bowing his
head roverently beforo the brooch as he
spoke—* that is tho Great Emeral of Kan-
dahar.”

EPILOGUE.

Tostantly a flood of emerald light filled
tho room. Whother it was the glorified
smile of tho real jowel-fairies at last, or
whether it flowed from the idea of the six
million pounds, who shall say? But, in
either case, the green stone itself, without
being transformed, became glorified. Even
so does that which s despised when
thought to be worth eighteen pence be-
come the acknowledged light of the world
when known to be worthsix million pounds:
and even so does that which is held to be
the light of the world become mere empty
rubbish when proven to be worth but
sighteen pence.

But I myself, if I may speak of myself
yet once more; am by no means satisfled
with this rough and ready way of account-
ing for the unnccountable. I have some-
thing more than a mero dim suspicion that
these same jewel-fairies of whom I haveso
often made mention are capricious beings
whose delight it is to blend the false inex-
tricably with the true. 1am by no means
sure that the stone that Nathan Levi wor-
shiped was always the false stone, or that
the brooch worn by Felicia was in fulness
the Great Emerald until its wearer had
proved herself in the furnace of unheroic
suffering and in that sordid sdrt of martyr-
dom that, giving no scope for heroic ac.
tion, is the hardest martyrdom of all, tobe
a pearl above rnbies. No doubt many will
bs amply content with the matter-of-fact
way of accounting for all things suggested
with ingenuity and probability, by Count
Andreas Kromeski. But, be that as it
may, that Mr. Grode, Nathan Levi, and
Arthur Cranstoun were three men of Goth-
am, has beou amply proved, in for far as
they looked both high and low for what
they had but to put out their hands to
find: and, for the rest, I cannot Lelp call-
ing to mird some old-fashioned stanzas
about the jewel-fairies themselves, that,
whatever their merits may be, scom as
famillar to me as if they were myown—as,
indeed, perbaps they are—and which are
as follows:

We seek tho sands of sunless waters:

e wander through the sun-lit air:

e shed for all Earth's sonsand daughters
Qur blightless blossoms everywhere.

'Tis ours within its living chamber.
To breed the jewel of the brine:
*Tis we that spread the shore with amber,
And \;vcave tho wealth that lights the
mine.

And ¢’en as Nature's truth doth trdasure
Within each heaving breast of bers
Some jewel for a heart, to measure
‘The pulse.strokes of her universe:

E'en as each stroke beneath its motion
Some precious thing must needs enfold—

Its gems the Earth, its pearls the Ocean,
The Flame its dragon.guarded gold:

So human hearts, that from her fountains
Of life she fills with life, must share

The mysteries of mere and mountalus,
‘The secret gifts of tlame and air.

So to each living soul we enter:

O'er each we breathe our speechless spell,
And seal upon its secret center

The macrocosmic pentacle.

Some as the gold-souled fire are chainless
Some, Liard as Lills that hide the gem:

Some as the stainless sea are stainless,
And pearls for hearts we give to them.

And onc we have, one gem supremest,
That, shewn to all, may fall to few:
'Tis when thou hopest, lovest, dreamest

That thou dost find the path thereto.

The sky’s glad gold, the ocean's whiteness,
Tho green-robed earth by morn im-
pearled,
Charge with an {ridescent brightness
Our opal mirror of the world:

And when, from rocks Ly storm.waves
rende; :
Some purel: soul to sight is called,
Then {n that gem supremely blended,
Are Gold, and Pearl, and Emerald.

TINE END.
——— — & © —

¢ 1 Can’t Afford It.”

How often do we hear this plea from
young men when the importance of an ed-
ucationisurged upon them. Many of them
can afford to poison themselves with liquor,
paying fifty or a hundred dollars for the
privilege; they can afford to educate the
feet in the gayeties of the ball-room on
like terms; to attend sensational places of
amusement; to stake this same money they
eould not offord for an education in a game
of chance; to expend money for novels,
which would pay fora library of education.
al works, and in a variety of other ways
useless to enumerate here. :

This is looking at it from a moral stand-
point. But let us suppose the existence of
a moral young man who makes this objec-
tion, and yet wastes no money in the ways
indicated. He ‘‘cannot afford it.”” DBut
lie can afford to remain in Ignorencs, for
the remainder of his life, of the most essen-

i tial elements and principles of the business

that he will be every day called upon te
transact.— Ezchange.

—r— ——m & © G—

t# Oak Hall may DLe the popular cloth-

ing house but to have your clothes clean

this stone?"’

use Moong & Bro's Wilmington City Seap.

For The Cecil Whig.
AN ABSTRACT FROM THE BIBLE.

FOR TIE BENLFIT OF TIHE LITTLE FOLKS,

BY META.

An acquaintance with the country, time,
manners and customs of the ancient peo-
ple will be of great interest to those who
are fond of the Scriptures.

The country in which the Jewsanciently

tions, such as the land of Canaan, land of
Promise, Holy Land, &c.

I"alestine was a mountainous country,
and was interspersed by two large moun-
tains, one on the east, and the other on the
west side of Jordan; but this mountain
was called by different names, viz: Gilead,
Gilboa, Lebanon, &c. The climate of Pal.
estine wasgery much like our own, the
year was divided into six seasons, each
consisting of two months. First came
Harvest, S8ummer, ot Season, Seed Time,
Winter, and lastly the Cold Season,

Of all the winds the East Wind was the
most Injurious, and ‘wherever it would
pass it spread desolation. This wind was
sometimes called the Simoon. It is of the
most terrible character; it comes in a
stream over the burning desert, and with
it carries the awful king, Death, Persons
who are traveling on this large desert, in
order to save their lives, throw themselves
flat on the earth and breathe as little as
possible until it has passed ever. The
camels and the other animals are instinc-
tively taught, when they perceive its ap-
proach, to thrust down their Leads and
bury their nostrils in the sand. But men
and animals are often destroyed by its
blast; sometimes it comes on so rapidly
that it overtakes them before they are
aware of it. As soen as they have inhaled
it they fall down dead, and if any one
attempts to touch any part of the body, it
immediately falls to pieces. g
Of tho vegetable productions, the Cedar,
0ak, Terebinth, Fir, Shittim wood,;Gopher
wood, are the most important. They had
several trces such as we have in our coun-
try, as the Apple, Almond, &c. It is said
if the Terebinth tree was allowed to stand
it would live one thousand years, ard then
it is soen supplied by a new trunk, rising
on the same spot and flourishing to an
equal age. It is supposed by some, that it
was of this wood the Ark was built; by
others, the Shittim wood, and some sup-
pose it to Le the Gopher. The latter is
correct.

The horse, which is tho most useful ani.
mal with us, is first found to be mentioned
in the history of Jacob and Joseph. But
it was not like the horse of the present
day; it was then fo its wild state. The
Jews did not make much use of them until
the time of Solomon. The country was
too hilly for them to travel sny distanee.
They also had the Oz, Ass and’ Mule, but
they wors not as tame as they are at the
present day, Wild dogs also inhabited the
East, but they could be tamed, and they
were mostly kept to guard large flocks of
sheep; and they wers taught to drive the

straggling or wandering.

The iuhabitants of the east did not live
in nice houses like we have. They dwelt
in tents, for they generally led a wander-
ing life, and preferred the tent. The floors
of their tents were covered with mats or
carpots, and in one corner of the room,
they had a box filled with coarse mattresses
ou which they slept. Their culinary uten.
sils were pots, mills and plates, cups of
different kind. Their bottles wers made
of goat skins. In these they carried water
when traveling across the sandy desert.
They eat their meals on the floor and sat
cross-legged. Now this mode of living
would seem rather singular to the inhabit.
ants of the 19th century. Their flocks
were attended to by their servant. In
the Bummer they removed to the North,
and in the Winter towards the South, The
Shepherds were obliged to wateh their
flocks by night, and so they were frequent-
Iy exposed to the inclemency of the weath.
er. The flocks often received different
names to distinguish them, and then they
would come when called. Wells were dug
all through the country, ou account of
their wandering.

The dress of our ancestors was very dif-
ferent from that of the presentday. Their
clothing consisted of the Tunic, Upper
Garment, Girdle, Sandals, Mitre, Veil, &c.
The halr of the Jews {n the East, was ox.
tremely long and generally black, but the
men wore their's very short. The beard
was considered of very great importauce
among the males; they thought it splendid
to have a long heavy beard, hanging down
on their breast. When they wished to
show any contempt, they would catch hold
and pull it, and if they wished to gain
their affections, they would immediately
run up to them and kiss their beard. This
would appear very ptrange to us, but it is
true. They generally married at the age
of twenty, and thought it a great disgrace
40 remain unmarried. They were often
divorced; but the husband was always left
to decide, whether a siuflicient occasion for
separation was found in his wife, if so he
gave her a bill of divorce.

1 shall now speak of the manner of at-
tending funerals, and their mode of bury-
ing the dead. .

When a person died, some of his friends
immediately closed his eyes, the relations
rent their garments from the neck dewn
and cries of sorrow filled the room. Their
grief generally lasted thirty days. They
usually employed to act as meurner on the
occasion, those who were not their friends,
they would singin a solemn strain, until
they raised the sorrowful feelings of the
relations. After the dead Lody was washed
they used to embalmed them. They
drew out their brains with an instru.
ment, which they would put throught their
nestrils, they would then take out their
intestines, and fill them with spices, in this
manner bodles have been preserved te the
sresent time. Thoy used no box or coffin,
Lut wrapped the bod{ in cloths, and bound
the face with a napkin, and then steod it
up in one corner of the room,

Their modes of punishment were very
severe, Thecondemned wasmadetecarry a
cross to some particular hill and then they
nailed bim toit. If the victim refused to
carry his cross, he was beaten and lashed
mni{ he did, and besides he was mocked
and laughed at. They had several other
ways of punishing, but I have not t'me
to record them all here.

Tho last thing I shall give a description
of is the Tabernacle. It was made in the
wilderness aceording to the commandment
of God. The Tabernaclo was in alot of
enclosed ground, and all that was counect-
ed with it, comprehending enough room
for all those who were engaged with its
religious services. It was built of Shittim
wood, overlaid with gold ceverings. It
was made of the most costly materials, and
nothing was to be put in it except what
God commanded.

Tho Bible tells us, it was splendid. We
have no such buildings at the present day.
The furniture of the Sanctuary now claims
our attention: the Altar of Burnt Offering,
the Altar of Incense, the Candlestick, the
Table of Shew Bread, and the Ark of the
Covenant, with- its Mercy Seat, one shad.
owed by the Cherubim of Glory. I could
say a great deal more, but will naw close,
promising to write moro at some futute

day.
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lived was distinguished by several appella..

sheep from ono place to another, without.
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