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The Bride .ol' Arne Sandstrom.

DY M. I CATHERWOOD
From Harpor's Bazar,

“Big Bwede wedding over there this
evening,” =aid one Ameriean to an-
othor by his side, “Peter Tand's
danghter.”

‘I shie marrying a Bwede?" inguired
the second Ameriean,

*Yes, fellow by the name of Arne
Bandstrom.”

“I ghould think old Peter, well oft
as he i, would have stood up for an
American ron-in-law—you or me, for
instance,” observed the second youth,
with a laugh,

“The gitl's pretty asa pink, and
has had every advantage. It is a

ity 1o sew her thrown away; but old

oler hias & lov of younger ones com-
ing on."

"That makes it less an object, 1
thought <hie was hisonly. The Swedeos
aro clannish—nin't they?"

“Peter Lund's is headqunrters for
them, too. Here's ane now, hiunting
up the wedding, I'll bet she's just ar-
rived from the old country.”

So near the truth was this surmise
that Elsa had been oft the train ouly
twenty minutes, and in that time had
repeated the name ol Arne Sandstrom
interrogatively to every person she
met,  She was Jdased by long riding
and partial Insting, and the dumb
terror of inding no one Lo receive her
at the end of her croat journey. The
letter ereated with much brain work
to announce hor comingought to have
been in his hands weeks ago. The in-
nocent and iriendless sonl did not
know sha hnd omitted nll dates and
exactness in hor peneral care for spoll-
ing and inky loops.  So. stepping off
the traininto the American small town
at dusk, she sawst: ches of summer
prairie Lo the westward, perky arcchi
tecture, crossing railroad tracks, hur

ing eltizens and lazy loungers—even
the new electric light on ita spider-
work iron tower beginning to make a

hastly powerlul star far above her
geud. Bhe saw hazgage nnd piles of
express matter. hotel runners and
QLier women starting toward their as-
sured homes tucked laughing and
chatting under their husbands’ arms;
but she saw not one ince or one kind
hand ready to bid her welcome, who
bad ventured thousands of miles alone
~—HOTOKS OCeAN, Across continent—to
marry her bethrothed lover, Arne
Bandstrom.

Hearing his name spoken, shestood
atill upon the sidewnlk, shrinking and
timid, but directly in front of the
young men, and inquired, using hands
and eyes as well as anxious inflection
of voice, “Arne Sandstrom?"’

“'S8he wants to know where he is,"
exlpluincd one American to the other.
“Right over there; that big house," he
returned, talking also with gestures,
“where you see it lighted up. She
doesn't uaderstand. ArneBandstrom
over there, Gettingmarried! Yes, yes,
Arna Sandstrom. Here, Billy, you
trot out a little Swede gibberish, can't
you? You've been among them more
than I have."

“Arne Sandstrom derover,” ex-
elaimed the other, pointing to Peter
Lund's house, with a fine assumption
of handhing the lunguage well, *“Arne
Bandstrom jifta to-night, vou know,"

“Yifta!” said Elsa, shrinkinz down
in stature.

“She's got hold of it
right.

ing."

“She didn't undersiand; and she
thought we were making fun of her,"
said one of the lads as they sauntered

That's all
You'll be in time for the wed-

n.

“8he did uwnderstand, and there
she goes straight across the street,

rush up in thelanguages, yonngman,
and make yoursell as useful to the
public as I am." '

When Elsa had entered the Land
premises, however, she did not 1ing
the bell, but wavered around the house,
Jooking up at the lighted windows,
and shilting her little bundle from one
arm to the other. She had other bag-
gage at the station, but it seemed no
lonter worth while. There was a west-
ern veranda, on the lowest step of
which she sut down in a quiet stupor
to collect herselt for some determined
movement,

Aunguish and disappointment must
be the natural lot in this world, only
#ha had not lived enough years to find
it out before. Though summer dark-
ness had come, the after glow was
#till so braght in the west that it halt

varreled with the abundant lamp

ht, Elsa could hear the front gate,
the crunch of coming footsteps and
frequent peals of the door bell, as she
sab drawn together, and the eternal
minutes traveled on.
" Poter Lund's house was full of joy-
ful stir. China and silver tinkled in
the open dining room, where several
women were pulting last touches to
the tables. Givls flow up and down
the back stairway, calling to one an-
other in Bwedish,

*“One thing is sure, Yennie Yonsen, "
ealled & voice in the home tongue,
“there will not beenough married wom-
en to take the bride from us girls in
the wedding dance; so now what will
Arne Sandstrom do?”

Three of them conspired together by
the westorn dining-room door, bobbing
their flaxen heads, all Jaughing and
talking at oncein their light happiness,
far above the unseen stranger on the
step.

“Who told me Arne Sandstrom left
a betrothed girl in Svadia?’ said one,
lowering her voice to grave collos uy.

“Oh, well, she married herself, of
course,” replied another; “and any
man who could get Lena Lund would
take her."

“Lena's so pretty,"

“Lena’s rich."

“Lena can sing and play better than
gome Amerikanns,"”

“Lena has ten new dresses. Arne
will not have to put his hand in his

for many a day."”

“She is not spoiled therewith. I al-
ways liked her.'

“"Ah, my mother gaid if this wedding
Was going to be in Bvadia this Bt,
John's Eve, what a night we would
maks of it!"

They ran away, while Elsa repeated
g0 hersell that this was the Bve St.

John—night of arbors and rejolcing at
home, night when thesun scarcely went
down, and everybody feasted and vie-
fted under groen-leaf tents. Of what
use wan 8t Johin's Eve, or any other
portion of time to & girl put to shama
and despair as she was? Why Liad
Arne Sandstrom sent her money to
comeover withif he meant to jilt her on
her arrival? Or had he picked anoth.
er betrothed for her as well as himsel{?
8he would not holieve her Arnecould be
o evil: she would knoock and ask for
him, He was v kind' he loved hee.
Yot not only the Amerikanns, but

| those laughing girls, had said plainly
[!hls was Arne Sandstrom's wedding

any man would take Lena Lund who

| could get her; lana was so protiy;

| atill saw lim

Lena wos rich; Lena could sing and
lay better than some Amerikanns;
#nm had ten new dresses, and she

was not spotled.

Elsn brumed her cheek against the
edge of the second step above her,
Bhe did not know where to go, and
her money was all spent except the
little she saved by going without food
during part of her railway journey,
and she had saved that to buy some
little ornament for her new home
with Arne, Bhe might try to hire her-
sell out, but how c.uld she sver write
back home where such happy news
was expectesl from hor, or how could
she put unendurable anxiety upon
those best friends by not writing at
all? Bvadin was s0 pleasant, especial-
lv in the long nightless summers,
Giood and kind they were to strangers
there; bher mother always baked waf-
fles and carried them with cofles to
the morning bedside of a giest.  Ehe
could sec her native mendows stretohe-
ing away in the blue Northers air,
and the iron whip, as her mother eall-
edd the seythe, beating p an appetite
in those who wieliled it, while she lers
sell, n eareless little mail, enme boar-
ing the second breakiinst to the
MOWErs,

A quavering but hearly voice, which
mir' _have come from the mouth of
et n grandmother if it had not be-
longed to PPeter Linnd’s mother, sung
out Lapp-Finn nurse song by an up-
per window, and Elsa knew just what
syllables the dancing baby was made
to enmiphasize.

“Drangn lupon,
Hopsom tup an,
Linntd lirn,

Hopsom stira:
Bprovii lupan, lupon,
Hopsom tup an, tup an,
Luantl liea, lirs,
Hopmom stien, stira."

Danes und jump,

Hop like & rooster,

Hop like the skatan,

Perhaps this very instant—for Flea
made no calenlations in longitude and
time—Vader's mutter danced the baby
under her home roof; and none of her
wople knew how faint, how outcast,
lmw bewildered the eldest child felt
Silting on steps in & strange Ameri-
kansk town.

In Elsa’s box of clothing was the
finest sheepskin blanket her mother
ever made, so white in fleece, and
cured by buttering and seraping until
the skin yielded soft like chamois
leather, It was lined with  scarlet
flannel. She could see the store-room
of her father's farm-house hung thick-
ly with such fleeces, and hear her
mother say she wished Elsa counld
take more, since they had sq little
money to send her, But Arne Sand.
stron: had sent the money to pay her
way, because he loved her so. They
were children together, and he was
held as dear as a

gon in her own
family. FEisa's mothernever distruste
el bim. How could it therefors be

possibie that Arne Suandstrom, alter
sending for his betrothed, conld be
marrying a Swede Amerikann the
very evening of her arrival?

In her intensely quiet fashion the
Iu.mr girl was wiping away tears as
ast as they dropped down her cheoks,
and now she lifted her head from the
step, coaming to n decision.

She walked up on the veranda, her
feet sounding heavy and uncertain,
and stood at the door ready to
knock. Mer piteousgreat eyes moved
from wall to wall of the ample dining-
room, recognizing Svensk wooden
spoons and beautifully painted and
polished Russinn bowls in various
#¥izes on the sideboard. Hard-baked
Bvensk bread, so loved by the white
and firm Seandinavian teeth, and all

known luxuries, with unheard-
ol  Amerikann things, smiled
at her from the glitter-

ing tables. This Lenn Lund would be
called & mamzelle 1 Svadia; she was
very much above n poor vungfrau like
Elsa. Any man might beglad to mar-
ry her. Still Elsa would not believe
Arne Sandstrom had forgotten his
betrothed,

8he could see him from where she
stood, in an inner room with & back-
ground of fine furnitute. How beau-
tilul he looked, all in Amerikann
tlothes, and with soft dark gloves on
his hands, like a very vich man! His
cheek was ruddy, his for<head white,
and the very round of his ear—how
well Elsa remembered it! Arne Sand-
strom was happy, and laughing aloud
with other people. heard his
volice while she Stood just without,
80 wretched ber whole soul seemed
numhb,

In pertect gilence she waited, and
laugh and extend his
hand to have it shaken by one anoth.
er, until a figure came out of the room
where he was, to pass trhough the
dining-room, and she knew in an in-
stant Otto Jutberg, who came to
America with Arne, Elsa put her foot
across the threshold and said, to call
his attention, “Ottp."”

Otto  approached the door and
looked euriously at her, One rope of her
tlaxen hair hung down on her breast,
and she looked trave! worn,

“Otto Jutberg, | want to see Arne
Bandstrom."

“Arneis going to be married in a
few minutes," said Otto.

“Iknow heis. But | want to see
Arne Bandstrom, Tell him to come
here."”

“Who is it?"" pressed Otto, coming
nearcr to her, and knitting his brows
inquiringly,

“Don't you know me, Otto, when
you have been to my father's nearly
every Et. John's Eve of our lives?”

Eilsa felt that she needed only one
more drop to her cup, and that was
for some voice to raise the derisive

She

eong with which her countrymen
m:c‘knd Seowney's, or inhabitants of
A region the butt of all Bvadis,
YA Beowen, n Scomen e
one bar was enough to rouse sudden
Fage in any Bvensk,
But instend of “A Scowen, a Boow.

en'’ rising around Flaa's ears this en. |
' come to wea it nll, to compass its pal-

chanted night such a din of outeries
was made by Otto Jutberg that peo.
ple ran to look in the diningroom,
and then vo swarm around her,

Arne Bandstrom leaped two chalrs
and weriously jnrred one table, to re-
ceive Elsa in his arms, when he kissad
her openly.

“Bring me one of the chnirs 1 kicked
over,” ho exelaimed, “and let me set
the tired darling in it. 1 have been
looking [or the letter which would tell
me the time you intended to start,
Yes, this is my Elsn,” he said, dis. |
olaying her; “and how did she find
Lar way in hero alone! Mrs. Lund,
Elsa hus come!™

“Yes, and she has heen crying”
snid the plomp wife of Peter Lund,
presging her hund, “It was enough
to break any child's henrt to reach
such a journey’'s end homesick and
unweleome:d. "

At this Elsa leaned ngninst the ma-
tron's side and shook with sudden
sobs, feeling hor forehead and hair |
petted Ly a good mother's palmes,

Elsn was taken up the back stair-
way by both Mra. Lund and Arne,
who talked rapidly across her, She
was put in a beautiful room, and
young girls came in to get m'quuiutl!d
with ber and gipele. Arne nsked her
for Lthat piece of metal which would
rodesm ber bagenge, and he handed it
over Lo t1to at the door, Belore she
understood her position, or was guite
able to 1L hor eyes and look at all
who wanted to talk to her, the box
which bad borne her company from
Svadia was brought in, fll'hl1 Arne told
hier the other wedding wonld be put
off half an hour while she got ready.
Then he drove the merry company
out of the room, and =tood with his
back to the door to keep at bay that
moment all volunteering bride attend-
ants.

“Coan you be ready in hall an hnur;
after your long journey, my darling?”
said he.

“I ean soon wash off the dust and
changs my dress,” said Elsa, *‘But,
Arne, Ido not know anything, Who |
is going to marry Lena Lund?”

“Arne Sandstrom. And you will
be married at the snme time.”

“I thought that was what you and
Mre. Lund said. But who is going to
marry mef"

“Who! Tam; Arne Bandstrom.” |

“1 will not do it,"” said Elsn, “They
never have two wives in Svadia.”

Arne Sandstrom pazed silently at
her, puffed and exploded his sheeks
and bent over, striking his knees with
those delicately-gloved hands Elsa
had first noted with such awe. He
roaredin the fervor of his laughter.
This American country had in no way
abated Arne Bandstrom as a Norse-
man,

“Oh, Elsa, my snowbird, if I should
tell this on thee they would laugh at
thee from one end of town to the
other, Lena Lund's bridegroom ias
my cousin Arne, that came over with
Otto Jutverg and me.”

“That was Arne Peterssen," aflirm-
ed Elsa,

“But there are 8o many Peterssens
and Yonsens who take their names
from thewr fathers’ Christian names
that Arne changed his to Sandstrom,
It is & very common thing to do
here."

Elga Innghed nlso. It wasso simple
and clenr and Swedish she wondered
that the news of Arne SBandstrom's
weding had cansed ler even a mis-
giving. She left her chair to swin
Arne's hands while they both Iiuisn&g
laughing.

“Bot you ought to be ready,” he
eried, “'and not keep the others wait-
ing. 1got the papers for the wedding
when Arne got his papers, so there
would be no mistake of names on the
record, and so 1 could marry you as
8oon as you came."

Within the hour, therefore, Elsa was
the bride of Arne Sandstrom, arrayed
in her dark blue wedding dress of wool,
andnot shaming by her statue-like pro-
portions and fairness the lighter pret.
tiness und silken rainment of Arne
Sandstrom’s American-Sweedish bride
Happiness and love were, after all,
the natural lot in this world, thought
Elsa, sitting by her husband in the
place ol horor at the wedding supper,
and tasting Lhe first course of such &
fe:ast—Lhe Swedishsoupof rice, prunes,
ra isins, and molasses.

e — - —
Ringing Desceription of the Field
of Waterloo.

On an eminence lookingdown onthe
duel of nations, astride his war horse,
surrounded by his stnlY, sits Welling.
ton, field marshal of Engiand. In his
hand a glass, with which he seans tha

distant horizon. Now and again he

| looks along the carnsge -wrocked plain,

but again turns to the far distance,
Hark! a bugle! then a peal; then ringing
over all the field the notea of the
“Advanee,” quickening to the eharge,
Then, with a shout that fills the air,
with clash of sabre and thunder of
horses' hoof, comes sweeping the im-
serial legion. Napoleon's invineibles

wld in reserve by that marvelous
geniug till this hour, Ses how all
melts before their onslaught. The

allied forces are hurled back as from a
resistless storm of rushingdeath. The
engies again sweep the field. All scems
lost. Still the lron Duke sits there
and sweeps the distance. Couriers
come dashing with dispatehes; only
a word for answer—wait! Then tha
glass sweeps the horizon again and
then Wellington throws it over his
head, throws his hat after it, leaps
from his horse and pegins to writedis.
patches, What is it? Why that cloud
yonder, rutting now with fire and
smoke; that dark mass, defiling into
the plain at double quick, is the Prus-.
sian reserve. Blucher has kept his
romise, Waterloo is decided, and
Napoeleon's eaglesgo down lorever,
| — - —

A broken car wheel on & copper traiu on
the Duluth, Bouth Shore & Atlantie rail-
road tore up the ties on the Rock river
bridge, hurled seven cars into the ice be-
low, and completely wrecked the bridgs

“ST.PETER'SCHURCH.”

An Amerienn Travelor's First Impreasionn
| Hon. D. N, Richardson, editorofthe
Penverport, lown, Dumocrst writes
rom Rome:

Are you coming to Rome It wou
Aces—spiritual and civil; to under
stand its antiquities, to know the
length and breath of Rome in time
and figures, come eariy, come to slay,
Come well braced for disappointment
—for when you have epent your dear,
short life of twenty, thirty, forty
yeare, you will know so little, lack so
much that you will shirk to look your
neighbor in the fnce.

Lenvy, quite, the man who has been
in Rome three days and tells you he
has seen 1t alll I like him for his ob-

durate, blissful ignorance; that state |

of hopelesa mental vacancy that out.

bids reaponsibility. and wish he would
write s Lunk on Rome, for he conld
only make a Iailure, as all have done
before.

You come to Itame.

First thing a
hotel.

You take a bit to eat, order a
vehicle, Yon are going out to do the
city—to take it in. Where will
vyou drive?! Nine times out of
ten the plgrim says "8Bt. Peter's
chureh,”

“A Ban Peatro” speaks of your por-
ter to the whip. and off you go. Of
through cloge nnrrow streets, well
hemmed in with tall, tawny, stuceowl
houses—ths houses are stores and
shops and dwellings, all combined in
one—=you cross the DBridge of Angels
in_a trance, you pass the castle An.
pelo in a daze, you squecze in through
the Borgo in an anxious etate, and
facing great Eaint Peter's you are
crushed. You hunt your stock of
words, They are misfits. Youtry to
tell your thoughts. "They are too in-
significant; you nalight, stare at the
collonndes, the great ambitious fount-
nins; the hieroglyphic obelisk; then
turnand go inside. [fyou are wise you'll
say no foolish thing, for you'll keep
your moulh shut. Youcannot under-
stand a thingyou see; the distances are
great and overcome you; the heights
are lofty—room in any corner to tuck
away your village churech and never
miss the space it takes; the floora
wide spread of colored marbles; the
piers und columna, niches, statues,
cherubs—everything so out of all pro-
portions that you have ever seen,
that you cannot take it in or scarcely
find your tongue.

You will join the crowd, maybe, and
you will gotothe great bronze canopy
and look upon the many lighted lamps;
gaze up above the eloods and find the
heavens very high and overwrought
with rows ol saints—tier on tier, with
Christ and Mary where thesun shonld
be. You hear church music some-
where round—intoned service some-
where here—~but not a congregation in
sight—the great floor space is free of
crowds, thourh some hundreda of peo-
ple wander about just as you do; you
wonder where the singing 18, and go to
find it—go to hunt among the piers,
about the aisles and chapels—find it
at last way off one sids—mere chapel
service—scarcely any people theve,

But look you—look abont—that
little l.'hl-‘l.l}'.'l YOu ses hereis larger than
any church, perhaps, you have ever
worshipped in; its dome mounts up
two hundred feet or more; its floor is
costly marble work; its alter golden
bronze and plecious stones; its pic-
tures masters’ works., sSmalll  Yes;
but put all the people into itthat you
find in your averace church at home,
and they will yet leave room for quite
as many more. Nothingzissmall here.
Stay hers weeks and come here for an
hour each day, and it will grow—take
form and shape, and you will get ae-
customed. It hardly seems the work
of man; morelike a yast mnjestic cave
arranged by supernatural hands—
cathedral of the pods. The work of
mnan could be described so man ecan
understand—this passes all descrip-
tion—passeth  understanding, You
may pace it ofl—go around its outer
wall, and those of its annexes, and ad-
joined rooms of the Vatican, and the
walk is longer than that which com-
russea the walls of the city of Jerusa-
em! You trudge up to tfw top and
walk about the streets of houses there
—the great paved roof lookslike a vil-
lage—strest and public square—homes
for the workingmen, a liboral force to
keep things in repair, Thelofty chap-
el domes that spring up through the
roof are so many small temples—
kiosks, The grand old central dome
that mounts up there beyond this ti-
dy village, is the August eathedral—
round, as waseathedral shapein later
pasan—enrly Christinn times.  You
wander here at leisure, ook up along
the eightesn feet back of the Eavionr
and the saints that from your roof-

! bey, and was borne on the boom of

posit m, as MANY A one has Ireely
done, but no checks are honored bere, |
Theso churches here have much of in-
terest—each has its private, curious
history—each picturo, saint and chap-
el has its tale to tell, and vome are
curious to find them out; but lile is
too short—we sea within a church or
two, and leave the rest behind.

— v A—
C  The Lovers of the Queen,
The splendid pageant of the opening
of Parlinment and the passing of the
Queen in  state from Buckingham
Palace to the Honse of Lords, recalls
the day, a= men look on her, in her
Mary SBtuart mourning, when she
traveled that same route as a happy |
young bride. Victoria, like all other |
girls, had some lovers biefore the lucky
one came, Her first wasthelate Lord
Elphinstone, a tall, singularly hand-
some young peer, who was sent to
Madras as Governor to get him out of
the way. Her next was Lord Fitz.
allan, another gix-footer, a splendid |
young officer of the First Life Guards,
grandson of the then Duke of Norfolk,
and afterwards Duke of Norfolk him-
self; but he was & Roman Catholic—a
fatal objoction. Fitzallan fell passion-

ately in love with &  pretty
barmaid, who administered beer |
at o  tap opposite the Hor«a

Guards, and wished tomarry her. His
family sent him abroad to get over
hi® youne passion, and, falling ill at
Athens, he married the daughter of
Admiral Lyuns, British Minigter there, |
and sister of Lord Liyons, rememberad
as Minister at Washington, who had
attended him through his sicknoss,
and who 18 still living as Dowager
Duchens. Her third lover was Lord
Alfred Paget, one of the Marquis of
Anglessey's splendid sons, anofficer of
“the Blues," standing about six feot |
two, who is the father of Captain 1a-
got, married to our Miss Minnie Ste-
vens, and who was then her eqtierry-
in-chief, and has continued as equerry |
ever since,

This love affair was regarded ne so
dangerous that King Leopold of Hq-l-1

gium, the Queen'suncle, brother of her
mother, the Dichess of Kent, was sent
for. The result wns that Prince Al
bert was sent fornext. Albert was at |
that time & courteous, chusto, quiet,
mild, bland, accomplished prince, but
here and there a keen observer might
have detected on his round, full face a
flush, and in his manner a flutter
which bespoke the agitation that
swelled the heart beneath. Over the
chimney piece, too, of his student
chamber, there hung one of Chalon’s
exquisite drawings of Victorin which,
though too flatteringly graceful and
airy even then, still when surrounded
with the interest ‘which of itself lent |
beauty to a young girl placed in such
A position gave a fairer idea of her
than would be imagined in her present,
grosser figure and highiy colored face,
a8 presented in the most correct
and delightful pictures of court
life, by Adam Badean. Albert, thonugh
hittle noticed, had been present at Vie-
torin's coronation =cene, a silent, bot
not, we fancy, an nninterested specta-
tor. When Victoria was seated on
Prince Edward's throneand theshout
which proclaimed the girl he was eduo-
vited to look on as his wife, queen of
Ihe('-mpirt' on which the sunnever scts
ran alongtne roof ot the good old Ab-

guns down to toe City ‘Tower, he must
have felt some emotion: and whenshe |
tripped over, with agilearaceto lift up
old Lord Rolle, who had tmmbled, may |
we nob fancy that emotion grew into |
sone softer fecling, That eveningt
when on hier return, the womanwept .as
Greville tells s, because she feared to
be a queen, Albert may have been |
near. A woman's tears are at all |
time's tonching. At soch moments a
life of happiness or unhappiness, ns
the case may be, is often boilt, Be
this as it may, queens are not allowed
to possess or at |:ast indulge in the
feelings of otherfolk, and the news men
for once did not, a few davs after,con-
vert a yawn into a sigh or gild a smile
withsentiment.

Well, at all events, when Leopold
sent for Albert, quick and with luggage
light s a young American starting
for Arkansas, the appointed youth
booked himself in the small steamer
which staggers between Ostend and
Dover. The affair was very quietly
managed by Leopold. In the Court
Circle column the Prince’s namefound

i,

| Btuy hog, he found
| face with a large bear, whose BnApp-

rather a mean and minioned place,

A Good Hear Story,
Parkersburg Cor. Chieago Tribune,
Roev, Dr. Welib, & minister of the

Baptist faith, who is well known in
the interior counties, had a rough
time of it not very long ago while tray.
eling through the woods. The section
of country to which his duties call him
ie sparsely settled, and is fuill of game
and bears, wildeats and panthers,
The preacher had repeatedly been ad-
vised to carry a revolver or gun, but

, never went armed with anything more

formidable than a pocket-knife unti]
aiter his resent encounter,

On a recent trip over the mountains
the preaciher was quictly walking

, along the top of a ridge which was

thickly covered with heavy timber,
when he was rudely interrupted by a
pig-like grunt directly in front of him,
Raising his eyes, expecting to ses &
himsell face to

ing little eyes botrayed an intention
to discuss the richt of the way with
the reverend gentleman, Mr. Webb
threw up his hands and shouted ag

| Brum and advanced in a threatening

manner, expeciing to see the bear ame
ble away in fricht. But the unorthes

| dox brute didn’t run. onthecontrary,

he reared np on his hind legs and ad-
vanoed toward the minister in &
throatening manner, with mouth open
and his black paws streteched out

| ready to emibruce his opponent in a

warnm, if not affectionate, manner.

| The preacher dodeed behind o large

oak tres and drew his pocket-knife,

Just as the bear penched the tree
the dootor dodged around tothe other
er side but was quickly followed by
the bear. The subsequent Procesd-
ing interested  the doctor to
such an extent that he forzot the text
for the next Sunday's sermon on
which ha had been runinating. Round
and round they scurried; sometimes
the bear would got close enough to
reach the doctor's coat sleaveor skivt,
on which occasion he wonld eliminate
a portion of the doctor'sapparel, and
the doctor would return the compli-
mant by plunging the knife-blade into
the bear's paw, neck or nose. Ina
short time the doctor was most ecoms
pletely stripped of coat sleeves and
skirt, and had a number of severs
gcratches on his arms and body,
while the bear had received a dozen
or 80 of cuts and stabs from the
preacher’s khife.

It didn't take many minutea of this
exercise to convince the preacher that
he was not an adept in killing bears,

and he concluded to climb a trea,
By a Iucky stroke he struck
his  knife  into the eye of
the brute, which lay down and

whined pitifully, Taking adyantage
of the opportunity, Webb ran to the
nearest tree with low-lying branches
and scrambled up, but not too soon,
for the bear was on his feet and after
him before he reached a sufe limb., A
bear is an excellent climber, and in &
trice was in the tree with Webb, who
began to crawl further out on the
Hmb. The bear followed him up until
he was within four of tive feet of Webb,
when the limb began to settletowards
the ground, Bruin hesitated a mo-
ment, and then carefully advanced
until he was within reach of Weld's
arm, when the latter plunzed for the
bear's sound eye and surceeded in
}:Iulu:im: his knife in the brite’s head,
Ihe bear Jast his balance and fell to
the ground. The limb, which had
been thus bent at an angle of forty
degrees by the combined weight of
wweacher and the bear, suddenly flew
I;m-k to its natural position, throw-
ing the preacher into the air,  His de-
scent was more rapid than graceful,
and hie landed almost on gop of tne
bear, which was by this tilue getting
upon his feet. Wehh was not hurt by
the fall, and before the bear could gat
his sound eye in proper bearing Webb
stabbed him in the neck and severed
the jugular vein. In another moment
Bruin was dead at the preacher's feet.

-
Old Southern Homes Decay-
ing.

e —

Savannah News,
A great many of the plantations in
different parts of the South, which

and as the Prince and Queen went out | were once well-known for their size,

the evening after his arrival for a
saunter in the woods, their stroll was
unobserved except by the sclect fow

| the
upon them, the hospitality ol thewr

magoificenes of the residences

: e , . p L of 3 promi-
who werein the secret.  But Victoria's | OWners, or on aceount « the pr

maid, Rosalie, a kind, mischievous,
merry iittleelfi from Longenschwalbach
and who was more excited that even
ing than Vietoria herself—prattled, for

a little guilden, to the ecourt news

man of how Albert’s meek eves, when |

| they returned, were radiant with jox

village wall look down into the sixty |

acre opensquare that fronts the great
Baint Peter's; stray round the
sturdy parapets, climb on far-
therup and up towards the sun,
From down below vou saw a little
ball—an ornament on the spire—just
below the top, It's bigeer than yvour
head, and coming nearer, it grows
bigger and bigeer yet; and when you
get up to it it's big enough to let vou
in—yon and your wife and children—
uncles, annts, and visitors. 1 all are
good sized, sixteen can get in and
more of bie and little

From the lantern railing just below
you may sit aud see the world! Men,
below, are mites, and palaces are
children's  playhouse toys? From
here you look straight down 1nto the
Tiber—down into streets and publie
gquares of Rome as yvou lovk upon 8

!lmp—-tu; you 100K Iroom A& Dalloon,
You may count from here
the other Roman churches—one

hund-ed, two, three—three hundred
and sixty-five—all in full blast—their
doors stand open everr day. Full
many ol these are costly miracles of
marble, fresco, bronze and painted
scene; mosaics rare and precious
stones, and gild and glint of jewelry,
In olden times, those times of pagan-
dom, the temples were the banks in
which men of means could keep their
bank account—the priests the safe
cashigrs, who had not heard of Mont-
real. These present lanes you may de-

| and wore in her girdle a small

and Victorin looked slightly fusned
flower

! —=the flower of a dove which, throuch |

| cotlnue

all the darkness of widowhood, has |
never lost its freshness—and Lerstraw |
hat wans chrushed back in |
front. Perchance shie cnughtn branch
==perchance Rome sWeeler pressure—

about which I think there are some
lovely young brides in New York
could tell. Be this as it may, theclub

man calling, the next marning, for his |
tea and toast and Tines was start led
by the announcement that “Her Maj-
€8ty was about to lead to the hyme.
pend alter his Hoval Highness Prince |
Albert of Gotha and Saxe-Coburg'—
and thus Vitorin was wooed and
won.—W. Btuart, in Town Topics.
— - —

The Ants and the Cyclone.

It is stated that about a century
since there appeared on the island of
Grenada numberless colonies of ants, |
No one knew whence they came, but |
they so multiplied that the
fatal to the sugar cane, uunlv as that
was the principal industry the gravest
results were apprehended. All expe
dienta failed o t{ islodge them, and the
government, in 1778, offered areward
of §100,000 for any invention to de.
stroy them. In 1780 nature came to
their relief in the way of a ternfic
cyclone and rainfall which blew d
what cane was standing, drowned out
the ants, and new prosperity followed.
—Toledo Blade,

pence of the families which possessed
them, are now falling into ruins, The
reason of this 18 perhaps that the

II land has been worked so long without

being fertlizel that it has become
poor, or it ba that to
whose possession it has passed lack
the energy and skill which are reguir-
ed to make it pay under the present
systemol labor, One of these famous
old places in  Liberty County, in
this state, was lately sold to a color-
ed man for 82 500, only part of the

may those

| purchase money bemng reguired at once,

t i8 known as Laurel View, and is
within two miles of the historie town
of sunbury. It was once the home of
the giited John Ebiott, and s very
beautiful home it was. John Eljott
represented Georgin in the United
States Senate from 1820 to 1828,
The plantation contains 2,300 gores,
It was purchased during the war of
secession by Linton Sievens, and was
sold to the present owner by his heirs,
The district 1n which the plantation is
gituated was noted from tLe first settle-
ment of the state uncdil the emancipa-

tion of the slaves for the wealth and
intelligence of its citizens,
beenme | however, almost wholly abandoned
to thecolored people,
tations have been divided into small
larms, and the superb mansions, once
the homes of men noted for wealth
and culture and of women famous for
beauty and refinement, arefallinginto
decay and beinare) laced by cabins and
huts, whose chinneys of sticks and
OWn  mud tell more

It is now,

Jts great plan-

plain'y than words the

marvelons change for the worse which
bas taken place in the once rich and
proaperous district,




