ORIGIN OF A FAMILIAR LINE.

[“Though lost to sight to memory dear,”
originated with Ruthven Jenkins and was
first published in the Greenwich Magzazine
for Marines, in 1701 or 1702. As u litera-
vy gem, we quote the whole poem.]

Sweetheart, good-by! the fluttering sail

Is spread to walt mo far from thee,

And soon before the favoring zale

My ship shall bound upon the sea.
Perchance, all desolate and forlorn,
These eyes shall miss thee many a year,

But unforgotten every charm,

Though lost to sight, to memory dear.

Sweetheart, good-by! one last embrace!
Oh, cruel Fate, true souls to sever!
Yet in this heart'’s most sacred place
Thou, thou alone, shalt dwell forever!
And still shall recollections trace
In Faney's mirror, ever near,
Each smile, cach tear, that form, that faco,
Though lost to sight, to memory dear.

TIE WIFES SACRIFICE.

A Story of the Transvaal,

After tiffin on the second day of the

ummer assizes for Griqualand West,
the languid interest which had hither-
to been taken in the proceedings sud-
denly developed into something nearly
akin to excitement. Thejury hadjust
returned a verdict of culpable homi-
cide against a dozen out of some fifty
sShangaans who stood huddled togeth-
er, helpless and frightened, in the dock,
charged with participating in a fatal
tribal affray at the Lone Star Diamond
Mining Company’s compound; the
judge had duly sentenced thegaping un-
fortunates, and thejailers were endeav-
ori'ng to sort them out from amongst
their unconvicted but probably no less
guilty comrades, when the Crown Pros-
ccutor, a fresh-colored young English-
man, with no small idea of his own
importance, turned in his seat at the
barrister's table, and whispered to the
official who sat behind him to put for-
ward Dirk Sylvester. The oflicial rose
and repeated the name aloud; a hum
of expectancy ran through the little
crowd of spectators, and passed on to
the loungers outside, who eagerly
crowded into the corrugated iron tem-
ple of justice; gentlemen of the long
robe and members of the presshurried
over from the Yellow Bar just oppo-
site and the stalwart Zulu, attired in
canvas, marked ‘with a broad black
arrow, paused in his monotononus
jerking of the punkah cord in order to
catch a glympse of “Baas” Sylvester,
as he stepped into the dock.

The prisoner was a tall, handsome
colonial, with dark gleaming eyes,
black beard, and & skin the paleness of
which had been ripened into swarthi-
ness by the fierce African sun. Hewas
erect and fearless; he threw a glance of
defianceat hisenemies; he nodded with
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in the tablets of the memory of every
dweller on thie Ficlds? In thezenith of
her fame she married Dirk Sylvester,
and if ever a man deserved hisbridehe
did, forhis passion wore him almost to
a shadow: and his dark eyes gleamed
dangerously if a rival presumed as
muci as to speak to her; and before
Dirk came upon the scene theve were
rivals in plenty, bhut though Mavic sip-
ped the champagne they offered, and
even accepted their diamonds, she
lnughed openly at all of them. Dirk
was propriector of one of the richest
claims at the New Rush: and the mo-
ment heand Marvie met thehost of more
or less hopeful suitors saw  their
chances were over.  She seemed to
have fallen in love with him quite as
much as he had with her, and would
have marvied him long before she did,
but that her father besousht her to
continne on the staze a little longer
for his Lienefit. At last the old gentle-
man drank himself into the Carnarvon
Hospital, and only came out since to
otcupy one of the graves which are
always yawning, ready dugin the Kim-
barley Cemetery, for victims to fever
and aleohol; and then Mavie La Conr
became to us and all our world.
“Sylvester's wife.”

They took a iittle villa at the ex-
tremity of Putoitspan road, a neat
veranda-surrounded residence, screen-
el from the dust and heat by tall
blue-mums. and half covered with creep-
ers and tropical flowers. After that

we saw little of the so well known
Marie La Conr.  Occasionally, at long
mtervils,  they would invite a few

bachelor friends—myself included—to
witness their bliss. and on such even-
ings the areat bull-frozs which invaded
the garden of “the Casis,” as theirplace
was rizhtiy named, would hush their
vile croakinzas Sylvester's wite thrilled
forth some way chansonetre to the ac-
companinment of the Broadwood which
Dirk specially imported for hey from
Europe; or sometimes the happy paire
woulid ride over to a picnic on the
banks of the meandering Modder viver,
and Mrs. Sylvester would deizn to as-
tonish us with the feats of marvksman-
ship which she would accomplish with
the pretey revolver—ivory handled and
chased with gold—which Dirk had
given her.

One nizht asTstrolledintothe Albert
saloon for a came of billiavds, I found
a knot of diguers cathered around a
new arrival—a handsomelittle French-
man, who had come to the Ficlds to
look after some claims in which a Pavi-
sian firm had invested. Hewaslaogh-
ing conceitedly, and stroking his carve-
fully waxed imperial with a seli-satis-
ficd nir, when Dick came in, and was
immediately hailed by aman who was
no friend of his—the manager of some
around which was always tumbling in-
to Dirk’s claimis, and smashing his
qear.,

I did not hear exactly what he said,

{ but my attention wassuddenly arvest-

ed by seeing Dirk make a hound atthe
Prenchman. and seize him by the
throat. while hiseyes fairly hlazed with
passion. The Frenchiman tried to clude
his arasp. Lur in a moment  Divk had
dasiied him to the loorand wasstand-

a smile to his friends, and then, as the
door of aprivate entrance to thebody
of the court opened, and a fioure
draped in purest white, with hright
golden hair rippling in rich profusion
over the shapely shoulders, glided in
softly and quietly like a sunbeam from
the free world outside, he leant over
the rail which interposed between him
and liberty, and hoarsely whispered
her name—the dearest name on earth
to him.

It was Sylvester's wife. She re-
sponded quickly with a look more ¢lo-
quent than words; and then the
prisoner drew’ himself up to his full
height, folded his arms and listened in-
tently as the clerk of thecourt—an old
friend with whom he had spent many
a roystering evening in his bachelor
days—droned throueh the indictment,
and in a clear voice replicd to the
charge of williul murder, “Not guilty.”

The Crown Prosccutor, in slow and
measured tones, began to sketceh the
history of the crime; the judge lounged
back in his easy chair and leisurely
sought for the clean pages in hisrecord
book; the counsel for the defense push-
ed back his wig from his perspiring
brow, and huntedlout areference in an
almost forgotten work on the Roman-
Dutch law, the spectators hushed their
murmuring; the punkah swayed regu-
larly to and fro over-head, and Syl-
vester's wife, sitting there in the well
of the stifling court, with her sweot
blue eyes riveted on the prisoner, and
her luxuriant locks rising and falling
with the artificial breeze, looked to me
even more beautiful than two years
ago, when she nightly ravished the
hearts of susceptible diggers in the
make-shift theatre in the Dufoitspan
road.

In those memorable bygonedaysshe
was Mademoiselle Marie La Cour, and
the star of a traveling theatrical com-
pany, which, like most other “combi-
nations of talent” visiting the Din-
mond Fields, never, as a whole, got
any further. The proprietor made so
much money in a short season that he
left to assume the lesseeship of a big
Australian house, and Marie's father
Jook over the managment of the sheep
thus bereft of their shepherd. How
divinely she danced and sang; how she
brought the tears into the eyes of
great rough fellows, or made them
shake the rafters with their sonorous

laughter; how she fluttered the hearts
of the bank magnates and the Jew
djamond merchants, and she caused
the “treasury” to overflow with iat-
ness—ave not all these things written

inx over him, ragine with fury.

“You miserable lar and scoundrel,”
he said, =i ever I hear of youmention-
inz my wite's name again, I'll kill you!”
Then he strode out of the saloon.

A silence iell on the company stand-
ing arvound the fallen Frenchman. and
as he stagoered to his feet and slunk
away into a =ide room. where the rat-
tle of dice went on all day long and far
into the night. no one found =o much
as a word to throw after hin.

I met Dick on several oceasions af-
ter this curions episode, but, asif by
mutual consent, we avoided the sub-
jeet. One night, however, when the
noon was sailing majestically over-
head and lichiting up the dusty road
between the Pan and Kimberley with
aflood of lambent lizht, I was riding
slowly into camp when I heard the
pattering of a hovse behind me, and
turning in the saddle confronted Divk.
He was agitated and angry. and with-
out a word of greeting plunged into the
subject upperniost in his mind.

“Do you kuow, old fellow.”” he said.
“I've just been told by a disger at
Hallis’s  that that raseally little
Frenchman has heen repeating his lies
about heing intimate with my wife in
Paris before she came out here. Not
only that. bur he says he has a minia-
ture of her which she gave him, set in
cold. The unmitigated liar! If I find
time T shall canter over to his eabin
the other side of themine to-night, and
it he can’t produce that souvenir it
will be haad for him. If he does, it
won't be in his possession long.”

“Don’t do anything rash, Dirk,” I
said.  “Remember, there is another to
think of heside yourself.”

“That’s what it is that bothers me.
old fellow,” he replied; and then, rein-
ing in his horses. and jogging along by
my side, he told me his trouble. It
appears that hiz wife denied any
intimacy with the Frenchman, hut
stated that her father tried to force
his attentions, on her in the old days
when he was a hali-starved bhallet mas-
tor. and she a strngaling aspirant at a
Paris theatve. The miniature was a
new feature in thestory, and Divk firm-
Iz velieved it to be a myth, but was
bent on finding out whether it was so
or not.

After awhile he grew calmer, and
pitid more attention to my entreaties
to him to procead with caution.

On parting he shook me by the hand,
and his Iast words, shouted to me ax
he galloped off at the turning for the
Oasis, were—

“I shan’t trouble the little French-
man to-night, but let him keep out of

my way.”

The next morning the body of Jules

Lacroix was found lying on the floor
of his cabin with an ugly holein the
left temple. In one hand he grasped
tightly part of a gold chain, and the
swivel of a miniature. There was the
fresh spoor of a horse not farfrom the
door, and the bullet found inthe brain
fitted Dirk’s revolver to a nicety.

It was not long hefore Dirk was in
custody, and the case looked black
against him. His threat to shoot the
Erenchman was well remembered; his
excited demennor in- Hallis’s bar at
the Pan, when the news of the French-
man's reiterated assertion of a former
intimacy with hisd wife was brought to
him, was commented upon, and the
circumstantial evidence was strong.

As for Dirk himself., heutterly denied
goinz near the Frenchman’s eabin on
the nizht of the murder, and he ac-
counted for the fact that he did not

wach home for nearly an houx after
leaving me by saying that, fecling hot
and excited, he went for a scamper
over the veldt, and the heauty of the
moonlit nizht caused him to stay out
lonzer than he intended.

He pressedmetotellall Tknew about;
the matter, and [ reluctantly did so,
making the most.of his expressed de-
termination on leaving me not to visit
the Frenchman that evening.

The trial drageced on until latein the
night, and at 12 o'clock the jury came
into the court with a wverdict of
“Guilty.”

I <hall never forget the look of mute
agony on his wife's face as Dirk stood
up to be =entenced to death, or the
calm, proud way in which he heard his
doom.

1.

“Mark my words, boys, Sylvester’s
wife will get him reprieved.”

The speaker was lounging at the
counter of the Yellow Bar, in the Trans-
vaal road, and his words evoked =«
murmur of sympathy.

Ever since theconviction efforts had
been made in all diveetions to prevent
the dread sentence of thelaw beingcar-
ried out, and Sylvester’s wife had be-
come the heroine of the camp. There
were few who did not  beleive that he
shot the Frenchman; but why should
he die for an offense which was lizht
compared with some which lay quite
casily on the consciences of not a few
of the inhabitants of Kimberly?

As the hum of approval subsided,
some one directed our attention to a
lndy walking rapidly inthe divection of
the jail.  We recognized her at once,
and respectfully saluted as she drew
near. She stopped for a moment and
spoke to the formost man, who, as
she hurrvied on, turned and gave a
sreat shout.

“Hurrah.” he ceried, “Dirk’s re-
prieved! The little lady has just had |
a telemram from Cape Town. Three
cheers for Sylvester's wite!

I doubt if theattontion was pleasina,
but the kindly jailer told me that she
smiled for the first time since Divk's
conviction, as that cheer reached her
cars, just as she stepped into the pris-
on yard.

* * % * * * *

Three weeks afterward I had ocea-
sion to call on the governor of thejail,
and as we sat in his little cool room,
discussing his Martell and smoking his

Bocer tobaceo. he looked up suddenly
with a troubled air, and said, “By the
bye, do you know that Dirk
Sylvester goes  to  Cape " Town
with  the next lot of I. D.
B.os (Iieit Diamond  Buyers)?™

I expressed my smprise. as I knew
the governor had the selecting of the
prisoners to be transterred to the
breakwater at Cape Town, and heard
that he had an idea of making Dirk a
clerk in the Kimberley Prizon oftice.
There was little chance of his ever be-
inz a free man. bat it was something
that he shonld serve his weary years
at Kimberley. amongst friends who
could visit him, and close to his faith-
ful wife. I mentioned this, and the
governor, steppingto alittle capboard,
turned the key and took out a little
blue packet.

“[havehad toforbid Mys. Sylvester's
visits,” he said, “and when I tell you
the reason. I think you will agree that
I am right in sending Dirk to Cajre
Town. You see, he seemed to expect.,
when the veprieve came, that hewould
be set at liberty: and so did she, but
ax you know, the death sentence has
only been commuted to one of im-
prisonment for life: and how on earth
they managed to persuadethe Govern-
ov to do that. I can't tell.  Well, since
that has been made plain to Dirk, he
has been a chanced man., He talks
hopelessly  of his future—and  God
knows, poor fellow. it’s dark enough!
—he seems to be pining forfreedom, he
savs the convier dress clings to him
like searcloth. and the other day just
after his wife had visited him, T saw
such a queer look in his eyves that I
(uietly turned over his things. Atthe
bottom of a basket of ‘comforts’ she
had brought him, I found this.”

Heé opened the packet. and poured
out before my eyes a whitish powder,

SWell?”? T said interrogatively.

“Poison!” he briefly replied, as he
swept the powder back into the pack-
et. “And now,” he added, “don’t
think me hard if I send Dirk to Cape
Town.”

* * * * *

There was an unusual stir and ex-
citement in Kimberly; the strects were
crowded with men and women whose
faces bespoke every kind of emotion,
from despairing rage to rejoicing
malice; whilst  hither and  thither
amonest the throng in the market
square rode Oil‘lq'i:ll&ill.!h" ll.'}!'k blue
uniform of the Cape Civil Service.

At lenoth there was i cloud of whirl-
ing dust in the Transvaal road; the
crowd swived and parted. and at a

land gallop two heavily laden mule

wagons passed through the surging

ranks, and halted for the escort to !

close round.

A woctul freicht those wagons bore:
a load of human misery; a company of
wretched convicts, into whose souls
the iron of captivity had already en-
tered: a consigcnment of bafiled, twlpped
andforsakenseckersafterillicit wealth.
Youth and age were there, and the
calling fetters bound all  together
in the links of a common despair.
Chained as they were, like wild be:t. s

some stood up, and in agonized voice !

called upon friend, wife and child, who
answered not; while others, erouchiig
piteously in a corner of the rude con-
veyvanee, bowed their heads hetween
their trembling hands, and sought to

i : SOl b2t
keep ont the lizht of & sun which had @ . : 4 ;
Al - irvggulavity of habits and mental wor-

become hatetul to them.
Suddenly, I eaught sight of Dirk Syl-
vester. He was sitting on the side of

across hix chest, and a look of enuet
expectation on his finely molded face,
thin and pale with confinement and
suffering. T ealled to him, but he
heard not; his gaze scemed fixed on
some far-away object, and a smile
played upon his wan lips.

I hurried on in advance of the caval-
cade toward the Oasis, which T knew

it must pass, on its way to the open |

I remembered that the govern. | SYPIesses itselfin a deranged condition

veldt.
or of the jail had told me the night be-
fore that he had allowed o last inter-
view before the fearful journey to Cape
T'own between man and wife, and that
they spoke some words in French,
which he did not understand. bus
which scemed to have a wonderful ef-
fect on Divk.

| A Daily Defalcation. >
The Hon. John Kelly, the head and
{ front of Tammany Hall, a man of
strict integrity, an indefatigahle work-
i er. early at his office, late to leave. so
burdened with business that reoular
meals were seidom known by him, with
mind in constant tension and energies
steadily trained, finally broke down!
The wonder is that he did not soon-
{er give way. An honest man in alt
things cise, he acted unfairly wirh his
physicalresources. Hewas everdraw-
Ing upon this bank without ever de-
positing a collateral. The account
overdritwn, the bank suspends and

' both ave now in the hands of medical

As I neared the gate of the Oasis, |

over which the Dlue-gums cast their
shade, and where the sweet trailing
tflowers were in their full autumnal
beauty, [saw Sylvester’swifestanding
motionless. She was attired in the
plain white dress she wore on the day

of the trial, and also when shecrowned |

Dirk’s hopesandrendered him the envy
of the bachelors of the Fields hy be-
coming his  own. Her golden hair
floated unheeded on the lazy breath
from the distant plain; her eyes w
turned upward to the deep blue sky
above, and her lips seemed to he moy-
ing as if in ®ilent prayver. There was
no need to tell her of the approach of
the convict parvty; their coming was
heralded by a wild refrain of a dismal
song chanted by the prisoners: and
adown the startled air camethesound
of creaking wheels, the cracking o
whips, the shouting of orders and tiic
responsive enrses of the mob. I was
unwilling to obtrude mysclf on het
notice, and therefore [ did not speak
to her, but merely took up a position
close by the gate.

Neaver and nearver came the rolling
wiagons; and thecrowd rushed throuch
the eddying dust, till, suddenly. they

caught o glimpse of the lonely watcher |

in the gateway. There wasnot i man
there who did not know t hat theslisht,
pale woman standing with her hands
clasped convulsively together. and her
whole soul concentrated as it were in
one long gaze. was Sylvester's wite,
Even the officials knew his history.
they knew he was no midnight pun-
chaser of stolen gems, hut only a pas-
sionate, hapless man; and as it by in-
stinet,  the melancholy  procession
slowed andsteadied and paused hefore
what was once the home of a pureand
holy love.

Dirk was standing now: the smile
on his lips lit up his whole comn-
tenance: {w looked like the eareloss
happy Dirk ol tormer days: thelines of
care and deep and dull agony seemed to
soften and dizappear from his face.

He made a motion with hisleft hand
to his breast: with his right he pointed
to the awful blue of the cloudless
heaven, and then—a thin streak of
flame leapt from the midst of the
creepers and the guivering leaves, a
sharp report rang out upon the morn-
ing air, a putf of smoke curled upward

fromthe gateway, and Divk Sylvester, ! vated to protect himself from a talling

with that strange. glad smile npon his
lips. fell heavily forward, shot rvight
through the heart by his wife!

*. * * 5 * * *

She never lived to take hertrial: in-
deed she was unconscious from the
time when by one supreme act she
broke the fetters which were wearing
Dirk Sylvester's spirits down into the
dust and ashes of a misery too keen
for his endurance, till within a few
minutes of her death.

Then a new licht shone in her
fast-closing eyes; she stretched out
her arms  as to embrace a
viewless form, and with the words
“Dirk! Dirk! Free forvever, dear! Free.

receivers,

It is not work that kills men. It is
ry. No man in good heaith frets a
his work. Bye and bye when the

{ i : : bank of vizor sus s, these men will
the foremost wagon, his arms folded ank of vigor suspends, these men will

wonder how it all happened. and they
will keep wondering until their dying
day unless. perchance, some candid
physician or interested friend will
point out to them how by irreauiavi-
¥, by excessive mental effort, by con-
stant worry and fret, by plunging in
deeper than they had a vight to o,
they have produced that loss of ner-
vous energy which almost invariably

of the kidneys and liver, forit isa well-
known fact that the poison which the
Kidneys and liver should remove from
the blood. if left thevein. soon knocks
the life out of the stroneest and most
vizorous manorwoman. Daily huild-
inz up of these vital organs by xo won-
teriul and highly reputed a specitie as
Warner's safe cure is the only quaran-
tee that our business men can have
that their strengeh will be equalto ti
labors daily put upon them.

M. Kelly has nervous dyspepsia we
learn, indicating, as we have said. af
! -dlown of nerve force. Iis case
Uhe awarningto others who.pur-
Llike course, will certainiy réneh
ike vesult.—The Sunday Herald.
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Suicides of Cranks,

Qo

In citing the strange methods of sui-
cides says the Globe Democrat, it is
impossible to refrain from giving the
work of cranks. Chas. H. Jessup. of
Boston. went into a barber shop,
drank a bottle of hair dye and died in
the chair he wasto be shaved in.
Leonidas  Robertson, of Madison.
Wis., put on his wife's clothing and
sun-bonnet and hung himself. A man
at Marvietta, O.. jumped into the riv-
er with a tailor's goose in each hand
and a life preserver about his feat. A
wealthy eitizen at "Topeka. Kan., had
a hot-air balloon construcied, went
skyward inat and then set fire to it
with a bottle of turpentine. Another
genius at Pensacola, Fla., sat down
in his room, placed the muzzle of a
small ¢cannon to his breast and touch-
el it off witha red-hot poker. A
school tencher in Kansas drank some
poisoned  whiskey before his class
with a flourish, saving, *“Boys. who
wants  a new teacher,” and died
with his head on his desk. A pair
of lovers in  Mississippi put  ar-
senie in an oyster stew and ate the
seew. A theologieal student in Cincin-
nati placed his head in a fiveplace and
allowed Limselfto be roasted. Baron
Olnyi's suicide at Pesth, Hungary. was
the oceasian of muchecomment. It ap-

L pears from investigations made aiter

hiz death that he had a compartment
in o house distant from the one in
which he lived which was supplied
with cigars of all kinds and various
brands of chewing and smoking tobue-

feo. Tt was his habit to spend nearly

all Liis time in his room, and from the
labels of boxes and other indications
in the room. it was seen that he
smoked an immense quantity of to-
bacceo and strong foreien cicars. He
had actually smoked himselito death.
In Newdork City a man jumped into
the East River with an umbrella ele-

shower. A Mr. Julius Jones. of Con-
neciicut. shot himself overthegrave of

' his mistress atter first erecting an um-
3

Dirk, free!” trembling on her lips, her |

soul went forth rejoicing on the mys-
tic journey to the dark hereafter.
* * * * * * *

f carry away the provisions.

Soon after she had been laid to rest |

by the side of her husband in the cem-

etery, white with many a memorial |

stone to ruined hopes, lives wrecked
and shattered, and affections sundered
by the cruel hand of death. a Katir,
sentenced to the extreme pun:lll)’ of

| long marble tables, on

the law for an atrocious murder. con-|

fessed that he and he alonewas the
cause of the Frenchmen's tragic end.
He had watched, through the hali-
drawn blind, the miserable man toy-
ing with a golden chain to which a
miniature was attached, and. his cu-

brella to keep the sun off his face.
lady makimg a trip to Europe pro-
cured 8500 in gold from her hushand.
sewedd it in the lining ofher dvess,
and jumped overboard.

Norway Restaurant Dinners.
Cor. Springtield Republican.

Another unique feature of Christiana
is its steam-kitchen. Here two din-
ners ave provided daily at 33 and 47
ore, about 11 and 13 cents, if they are
partaken of in the dinning-roon of the
establishment. They cost still less if
you come with your own basker and
( You pay
at a little window within theentrance,
ting which dioner you desive. and
receive & small brass check. There
are two large dining halls filled with
each side of
which are stationary wooden benches.
At one side are two laurge windows
with inner counters. Here you present
your check andreceive theday s dinner
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{ which you must earry to theplaceand

pidity fived by the sizht, crept to him |

unawares, and tried to wrestitfrom
him. A struggle ensued; the Kafir
snatched a revolver from the Frenci-
man’s hand and shot him, then. fear-

ing discovery, fled with only the min-'

inture in his possession. The size of

the bullet and the spoor were coinci-

dences only; but there is one mystiry

which will never be cleared up.” Was

the miniature that of Sylvester's wife?
-

table you have selected. Two or three
waiters are in attendance, but only to
remove the plates, &e. The food is
wholesome and hearty. We had ex-
cellent meat balls with potatoes and
Zravy. a larvge piece of bread and an
Immense vice pudding, with raspberry
sauce. Of course the place is largely
frequented by the lower classes, but
the poorest people carry away their
rmeals. In the upper dining-hall every
cue had attained a considerable re-
rpectability in the social scale; except
tor the extremely fastidious it isrealty
something to see.




