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WHEN WITCHES BURNED.

A BIBLE PARAGRAPH THAT CAUS-
ED PERSECUTION.

“Thou Shalt Not Suffer a Witch to Live’—

L The Dark Days of Salem—The Old Ship-
ping Days of the Town—Where Haw.
thorne Was Born,

The Boston East Wind was out in all
its glory and very ‘ nipping” was the
morning air on the day I set out to visit
Salem—the Naumkeag of old—the Witch
city.

The state ot the atmosphere did not,
however, lessen my interest in this old
New England town, with its unique and
interesting history. Salem is interesting,
in the first place, as an old Puritan town,
gettled but six years later than the May-
fildver landing ; as the scene of the Roger
Williams and other religious persecutions
by the Paritans ; and above all, as being
the place where, of old, they put poor old
people to death as being ** witches.” It
was in Salem also that the firsc show of
armed resistance to British authority was
made in early Revolutionary times. This
fact is commemorated by an inscription on
a granite block at the edge of a stream
called the North River, where the British
were opposed.

Commercially, Salem possesses a pecu-
liar interest—not for what it is but for
what it has been. It is, commercially,
historic also. To literary folks Salem is
interesting as being the birthplace of
Nathaniel Hawthorne. It has sent forth
many men who bave distinguished them-
gelves in the service of their country and
in various walks of life, such, for instance,
among well-known names, as Prescott,
the historian, Rogers, the sculptor, Ward,
the Chinese fighter, Story, sculptor and
author, Maria S. Cummins, author of
¢ The Lamplighter.” Worcester, of dic-
tionary fame, kept a school in Salem and
was, at one time, an instructor of Haw-
thorne.

Salem is a compact little city and the
stranger within its borders does not re-
quire to travel very far, or to run much
danger of losing himself, in looking it over.
In coming in by rail from Boston, it the
visitor is on the look-out, he will notice a
bleak and rocky eminence, the south and
west faces of which remain abrupt and
precipitous. On top is a level area from
which one can look out to sea. This is
Gallows hill and the place where, during
the **epidemic of superstition” which raged
in 1692, nineteen poor old, innocent people
were put to death for—witcheraft! Be-
sides these, one poor old man, Giles Corey,
over eighty years of age, was pressed to
death between two heavy stones because
he refused to plead either guilty or not
guilty. Hundreds were put in jail and
tortured in various horrible ways. It
secemed difficult to decide who were pos-
sessed of the devil and who were not. But
one infallible sign of diabolic dominion was
the finding of the ‘ witch-mark.” In the
search for this, poor old men and women
were stripped naked, by orders of the court,
and their bodies pricked all over with pins.
It an “‘insensible spot” or witch-mark”
was found on the body 1t sealed their fate.
This was, no doubt, supposed to be the
place where the devil had placed his
thumb upon them and sealed them as his
own. The ‘‘witch pins,” used for this pur-
pose, or, as some say, used by the witches
to torture people with, are still to be seen
in the Salem court house.

Witch prosecutions had taken place in
other parts of New England, and in 1856
one Ann Ilibbins, the wife of a wealthy
Boston merchant, was hanged for witch-
craft on Boston Commons—according to
tradition from a branch of the Great Elm.
Think ot this, O modern cultured Boston,
where reason now reigns and the intellect
has abolished superstition! Various other
executions took place in different parts of
New England, but the climax was reached
in Salem. Here appears to be head-

quarters of the broomstick riders and bere

they suffered severely. These witcheraft
persecutions form a strange chapter in
New England history, but it was only a case
of the oid world delusion imported into the
new. From the time of the Witch of Endor
down to Salem in 1692 1s a long, long
stretch, but during all those years the belief
in witcheratt or sorcery or communion with
the Evil One was prevalent to a greater or
lesser degree.
Arc was burned by the French as a witch.
During the sixteenth century witch perse
cutions were unusually violent in Kurope
and hundreds of thousands of persons were
put to death by burmmng, drowning or
hanging. All this was done, be it re-
membered, in the name of ‘‘religion.” In
the name of what else, 1t might almost seem
fair to ask, have such horrors been pefpe-
trated ? O, poor soul of man, what evils
have been done, what wars been waged,
what persecutions carried on, in orderto
save thee in a right and proper manner and
keep thee from the influence of the devil !

The puritans of Salem based their actions
upon the bible and when they read in
Exodus xxii. 18.  **Thou shalt not suffer
a witch to live,” they endeavored to carry
outthe command. The difficulty, of course,
was to find the witches. Old women

always seem to have been more susceptisle
to the influences of evil spirits than others,
and, as, elsewhere, so in Salem, they were
the principal offenders. Fourteen of them,
among the many imprisoned, were hanged.

In 1431 the heroic Joan of

The Puritans did not seem to have been
nice to women. They were very strict
and intolerant. Among their other customs
we read that ‘‘woman’s tongue, being con-
sidered peculiarly unmanageable, was
fastened in a cleft stick.” However, this
strange superstitious panic with which o d
Salem village was shaken to its centre
two hundred years ago, soon subsided, and
today we can only wonder at the strange
delusion which eff cted all alike, from the
highest to thelowest. At the bottom of it,
no doubt, were psychic causes which, as
yet, we very imperfectly understand. In
Salem, and what is now Danvers, the
witch houses are still standing, where the
examinations ot poor old people accused
of practising witchcraft were conducted.

Turning from the consideration of such
uncanny things as witches, another in-
teresting chapter in Salem history may be
found in the records of its commercial
glory. Salem now has no foreign trade.

The wharves where its vessels from all
parts of the world formerly lay are de-
sarted and rotting silently away. The
place is still about as Hawthorne has de-
scribed it. Yet, this was once the com-
mercial rival of Boston, New York and
Philadelpbia, and carried her trade into
Esstern ports where the names of these
latter cities were then hardly known. Her
ships were the first to display the stars
and stripes in and to open trade with
St. Petersburg. Zanzibar, Calcutta, Bom-
bay, Arabia, Madagascar, Australia, etc.
In the early part of the century she had a
fine fleet of merchant vessels and a noble
class of men owned and managed them.
In the war with Great Britain, of 1812,-15,
when the government of the United
States legalized piracy by allowing mer-
chants to fit out vessels as privateers to
prey upon British merchantmen, Salem
fitted out forty such vessels and Boston
thirty-one . One Salem privateer, the
America, an account of whose career ap-
peared in a recent number of the New
England Magazine, brought in over twenty-
five prizss, which brought her owners more
than a million dollars. The war of 1812
did not, however, work for the permanent
good of Salem, for from about that time
her foreign trade seemed to decline and fia-
ally became extinct or was absorbed in that
of Boston. Her harbor also was not suited
to large modern vessels, for, be is remem-
bered, this great trade was done in vessels
of small tonnage compared with modern
craft. They were an improvement upon
the class of the old Mayflower, which was
only 180 tons, but not like the large ves-
sels of these days in which this foreign
trade is carried on. In the year 1806
there were 73, ships 11 barks and 48 brigs
engaged in foreign commerce,out ot Salem.
Today there is not one. There is a mus-
eum. It is under the auspices of the Pea-
body Academy of Service, which was
founded by a gift ot $140,000 from George
Peabody, the philanthropist, of ILondon,
Enz., who was born near here. This
museum contains, besides a good
scientific collection, all the treasures and
curiosities of the old Kast India Marine
society. which were brought from foreign
There is also here such a great
curiosity as & common ‘ Nova Scotia
Birch Bark Cance.” In this East India
hall are gathered together the portraits
of this fine olc race ot merchants and
ship-owners of Salem’s palmy days, with
various facts concerning them, and here
are the piciures of the ships in which they
traded. There is something pathetic
about this. In s.me way it turns my
thoughts towards St. John. Poor old St.
John. It does not go ahead very fast,
if, indeed, it does not go backward. The
wooden ship is not what it used to be in
the good old times. The ship-yards are
bare and silent. The winter-port bus-
iness looms but slowly and St. Jokn
people do not readily adapt themselves
to new conditions It is to be hoped,
however, that St. John will never become
a second Salem, with Ichabod written up-

seas.

on its walls—its  commerical glory
forever departed; with the pictures
of its big ships, its great ship-

owners and sbip-masters, gathered into a
museum, in the old Mechanics’ Institute or
elsewhere, for strangers to come and look
upon and wonder at those good old days
when St. John ships were upon every sea
and when it was necessary for every
properly constitated St. Jobhn man to be
able to talk ¢'ship,” and to own a greater
or lesser number of sixty-fourths. Perish
such thoughts! It should be mentioned
{hat Salem, though usually consilered a
commercially dead city, still does some
coasting trade and that there 13 here such
¢n establishment as the Naumkeag steam
cotton company, which bas a plant of 160,-
000 spindles and employs 1500 hands.
This is now the big industry of the place.
From commerce to literature. Iere in
Salem was born Nathaniel Hawthorne.
The event took place at an unattractive
waoden beuse, with old fashioned gambrel

! roof, now known 2s number 27 Union

street. Near this bouse, at Number 12
Herbert street, he also livea for some time
and wrote some of his early tales. The
various other houses, connected with Haw-
thorne's lite in Salem, are all marked out
and easily found by the visitor who feels
interested in such a charming writer. What
a wonder is this quality or combination of
ot qualities which men call genius! Here
is 2 man of most quiet and retiring nature,

not known to many of his fellow townsmen
and not much of a success as a custom
house official. He writes a tew stories and,
lo! he soon becomes world-famous and the
place of his birth a place of note forever
on that account. Even the old desk on
which he wrote, in the custom house, and
which bears the mark of his pen-kmfe, is
carefully preserved. It is in charge of the
Essex Institute and is deposited within ‘the
old building which was erected as a place
of wo ship for the first Paritan church or-
ganizad in America. The church was es-
tablished in Salem in 1629 and this, its
first house of worship, was built in 1634.
The trame of the little building is preserved
intact by the Essex Institute, together with
many other relics, and is open for the in-
sp2ction of visitors. The old town pump
of Salem, of which Hawthorne wrote in
one of his early productions—*‘A Rill from
the Town Pump"—is not now standing.
On the site of it, though, water still runs—
or is supposed to run, for I could not
coax any from the faucet which is there
set in a stome post. Hawthorne did not
forget the old pump or this early effort of
his. In his introduction to *‘The Scarlet
Letter” he says: ‘It may be, howeve-,
oh ! transporting and triumphant thought—
that the great grandchildren of the present
race may sometimes think kindly of the
scribbler of bygone days, when the anti-

. quary of days to come, among the sites

remarkable in the town's history, shall
point out the locality of ‘‘the town pump,”
And so it is. We do think kindly thoughts
of the gentle Hawthorne, standing at this
spot. It takes but a touch of the magic
wand of genius to transform mud into
marble or idealize forever so commonplace
a thing as a “‘town pump.”

Just here the sound of a mufll:d voice
issues forth from an inner compartment:
1 say, old man, isn’t it about time you
had finished that yarn you are writing for
ProGress about old Salem ?” The owner
of that voice never half appreciates literary
efforts. Out goes the light. I will to bed.

PerLuam.

A Novelty in Swindling.

An English paper telis this story:
A young gentlemen applied the other day
to & clergyman after church for half-a-
sovereign that he bad dropped into the
collecting-plate by mistake for sixpence.
He could not afford to give ga]f—a—
sovereign, he said, ana should be glad
to have his nine-and-sixpence back again.
Curiously erough, when one considers
how prone is the natural man to be
generous at other people’s expense, the
clergyman declined to accede to his
request. He examized the contents of
the collecting-plate and found only a very
few gold pieces, the donors of which were
all identified. The device in question
theretore appears to be a novelty in the
art of swindling, and must be added to
the long list of *‘plants.”

Drum Language.

Ot all queer forms of language perhaps
that used by the natives of the Cameroons
is the queerest. It is what may be called
the drum language. For this purpose
a peculiarly shaped drum 1s used. The
surtace of the head is divided in two un-
equal parts. In this the instrument is
ia made to yield two distinct notes. DBy
varying the interval between the notes a
complete code of siginals for every syllable
in the language 1s produecd. All the
natives understand the code, and by means
of it messages can be sent quickly from one
village to another. The drummer in one
village sends on to the mnext the siginals
which he hears, and so on until the message
is delivered.

The Eye Knows not What it Sees.

Here are some of the paradoxes of
architecture. It a column which supports
an entablature is perfectly straight, it
appears to lean outward; therefore the
architect makes it lean inward. The per-
fectly level edge of a roof uppears to drop
about the middle; theretore it must be
raiscd slightly at that point. A tapering
monument with straight sides appears to be
concave : therelore the sides are swelled a
triflo.  Corners are made to look square
by being m truth a little broader angled.
Architects disecovered, ages ago, that the
human eye was prone to deceive, and they
have humored it ever since.

O11 Time Skating.

Skating had its originin Holland hund-
reds of years ago, bat the name ot the
individual who first practised it has not
been handed down to posterity. This
sport has had its bone age before its iron
or steel ome, for we are told that it was
customary in the thirteenth century for the
young men to fasten the leg-bones of
animals under their feet by means of
thongs, and slide along the ice, pushing
themselves by means of an iron-shod pole.
The date of the introduction of metallic
skates is not known.

The English as Tea-Drinkers.

England consumes 600.000 pou.ds or
about 4 000 000 gallons of tea every dav.
which 1s as much as is used by the rest ol
Europe, North and South America, Africa,
and Australia combined. The green tea
of former days has almost ceased to be
known, while the Twankay, Iyson, and
gunpowder teas are seldom heard from.
China only supplies one-twelfth of the
quantity, the rest coming from India and
Ceylon. The Indian tea goes balf as far
again as the Chinese, as regards color and
fl ivor.

He Dida't Marry the Queen.

There is a pretty story in the Vaux
famly. of Philadelphia, in regard to the
late Richard Vaux's gallantries at the
Court of St. James’s, wh'n he danced with
the young and yet unmarried Queen Vie-
toria. The family was of Quaker faith,
and, according to the story, when the news
came from abroad of the favor the young
man found with the Queen, his mother
spoke of his attentions to the royal lady,
and then added, “‘But I hope Richerd
wi!l not marry out ol meeting.”

LETTERS FROM NANNARY.

No. 7.

It is sweet and commendable in their
natures and a beautiful object lesson to an
outsider or a looker on in Venice, to see
how the people of Honolulu treat and re-
gard each other. There is a population of
eighteen or twenty thousand in the town,
and I do not suppose there are more than
five thousand white people; the rest are
made up of native and foreign people of
different colors, ranging from yellow to
black, but all seem to blend harmoniously,
and every nationality and religion appears
to live in peace and concord with each
ether. In politics of course there is the
usual jarring that may be prevalent in other
places ; the adherents of a dethroned mon-
archy of course can not see much good in
the methods of the republicans, or the an-
nexationists either, but in matters of re-
ligion there does not appear, on the surface
at least, anything harsh or unpleasant crop-
ping out. The place is full of churches,
beautiful and otherwise. There are mor-
mons and pagans, christian, Jew and infidel,
and yet, during my stay of seven weeks
among them, I never saw a line in a
newspaper or heard a cruel jest or

bitter remark reflecting on any form of |

worship in the island. The hypocritical
missionary, for there are wolves 1n sheep’s
clothing in every fold, sometimes comes
under the ban of mild censure from some
of these people and perhaps, in some cases,
he is tully deserving of all that is said of
him in any form of condemnation. So it is
with the people—they all seem to get along
without any of that disagreeable friction we
can not help observing in other quarters of
the globe. It is not an unusual sight to
see a Portuguese boy or man, a native or an
American, hand and glove with an Asiatic.
The Chinese and Japanese, although they
may be at sword’s points slaughtering each
other by land and sea over the possession
of the *‘Land of the Morning Calm,” in the
far off Oimet, are apparently happy and
content to let their brethren in that dis-
tracted region settle their differences
among themselves, and if their sympathies
go out co their, respective fatherlands
across the shining sea they do not at least
betray a rebelliovs spirit ot strife and
rivalry in their new homes in this land of
beauty and eternal summer.

The residence portion of the town is
simply beautiful, dreams of architectural
natural and artificial loveliness.

The major portion of these residences
are planted amid lovely grounds, away
from the street, shaded by' a wealth of tro-
pical beauty in tree and shrub and flower,
and there is certainly an air of quiet cul-
ture and refinement creeping ont of these
laticed windows and over and around the
balconies of these lovely homes when the
sensuous fragrant air of the tropics is steal-
g out over well kept velvety lawns and
among the beauties of the cocoanut and
the palm and many other beautiful speci-
mens of tropical vegetation. The Queen’s
Palace, or what was once the Palace of
the Kings before her time, is a magnificent
structure, nestling amid a gorgeous bloom
ot verdant lovelinness. The portraits
of Hawaii’'s rulers in the past are
hanging on the walls, the stately thorne
chairs are nelegated to the basement, a few
soldiers clad in the same garb as the
American soldiers are in evidence in and
around the building, a few innocent look-
ing cannins are staring at you open
mouthed as you venture near this weak
stronghold of an infant republic. On
yonder street where poor **Queen Lil"
now resides we see a rather tastetul white
painted wooden structure, the blinds and
shutters closed with all the aristocratic and
exclusive air ot a Vanderbilt or an Astor
mansion, when they have deserted their
summer homes for the pleasures and
gaieties of Newport and other tashionable
body and soul destroying resorts, either
in their own or in somebody else’s country.
Not so this poor unliortunate QQueen or
ex-Queen, if you will, ola weak and iu-
offensive people. Sheis thereliving in quiet
seclusion within its four walls, nursing her
wrongs, like a lovely bird in a gilded cage,
chufing and fretting for the royal spouse
that she lost and the crown that was rudely
torn from her wise and thoughtful looking
dusky brow by the grasping and ambitious
stranger. Over there 1s the statue of one
of her dead kings, reared in bronze. nestling
among the trees and flowers upon the
emerald lawn in front of one of the Leautiful
public builldings, where the Salons of the
land not theirs are muiking laws for the
poor native who should own more of it than
he does at the present writing.

Sanday in Honululu is somewhat refr. sh-
ing alter the kind one gets in San Fran-
cisco; perbaps it may be a trifl2 too puri-
tanical ior some people who are accustomed
to the other kind, but after all it brings
rest and repo-e to the weary workers, who
have been battling with the world’s s'rife
daring the other six days of the week.
Everything is closed up .but the chu-che;,
the strect cars and the mouths of the
gossipers who talk about their neighbors
jnst the same in IHonolulu as they do in
colder latitudes. Everybody goes to
church or Sunday school ; lots of people no
doubt assuming viriues which they may not
have, go to swell the crowd and, at the risk

| of being thought hypocritical, I went with

the rest of them, not enly on my first Sun-
day in the Islands but every one while I
remained. I sought the cathedral of Notre
Dame, which I learned from the pages of
the city directory existed and which was
easily found. It is not of course the Notre
Dame of Paris or even Montreal, in archi-
tectural pride and beauty, still it is all
right in its way and fully up to the times
in a land where less than a century ago the
natives made square meals off some sleek,
fat Boston missionary and cold lunches off
some poor tempest-tossed mariner who had
been cruelly driven on some of the coral
reefs that lured him to destruction amid the
merchant marring ledges in these then man
eating latituder at a time in the history of
the place when clothes of any Kind
were as little known as in [lden
after the ‘“Fall,” when they lived in
grass houses and danced ths ‘‘Hula” with
more freedom, grace and abandon than
civilizad life will permit them to do at the
present time. When, the early mission-
aries began to get there some time after
the 1ll-fated Captain Cook had made the
place known to the outside world and after-
wards was devoured by these oainnibals,
| they commenced going to church, where
the dawn of civi.ization with its luminous
wings began to spread the light over these
green hills and fruitful vales, but they have
no clothes, nothing much, it has been said,
but a sweet smile, and looked around them
to see what their sisters had on just as
they do in other lands where tailors and
modistes grow fat and rosy catering to the
fashionable tastes and whims of people
who are more engrossed in fashion plates
and literature of that order than they are
with events that to many are yet of some
weight and importance in this moving
world of ours.

But, as the novelist would say, I am
digressing, for I began by saying that I
went to church, and there I found the ser-
vice just the same, the music just as beau-
tiful and impressive, as in hundreds of their
churches of the same faith that I have vis-
ited in my wanderings over a vast contin-
ent. The sermon I did not understand,
but as it was not intended particularly
for me ana spoken in the native tongu:
which the major portion of the congrega-
tion did understand and who listened to it all
with such anevident relish of interest and
attention that [ am sure I had no cause to
complain on that score. The good ivtel-
lectual looking Bishop and his z>alous
sell-sacrificing priests preach in their langu-
ages at the different services on Sunday, viz ,
in Portuguese, English and Kanaka, so that
no one is deprived of the pleasure of their
eloquence. The prople, however, who
were there at devotions all around me with
prayer books and bzads in their bands was
certainly an interesting and thoughtful
study ; every hue of color and many. very
many nationalities were there assembled,
to thank the God of all for some blessing
bestowed on them or to ask for some-
thing more to keep them on the straight
and narrow path.

There was color everywhere in
groups of worshippers—not only in their
faces but in the clothes they wear, the gayest
and brightest tints imaginable, which were
triflss light as air in many ways veiling
the dusky hues and swarthy forms of many
of those poor people who
wandered around in earlier years just as
our good old parents Adam and Eve did in
the gard:n six thousand years ago.

these

WHITTIER'S LOVE EPISODE.

Thoagh She Did Not Marry Him, Sne Re.
malned Single and Kept His Secret.

The residence ' eig
Harttord introduccd ‘\'hittier to a vigorous
anti-slavery circle o1 .+, ner culture and a
more delicate refinement thin any he had
known, and within that circle incarnated
in a mo:t lovely womn he was to find his
fite.

Among the friends the biographer has
{ mention «d Judge Russ, a man well known
i hat day tor britliant parts and a band-
some person. The tamily was distinguished
tor beauty and brightness. Of those mem-
bers whom Whittier knew, Mary, the old-
est, married Silas E. Burrowes. Mrs
Burrowes died of consumption in New
York in 1811, at the +ge of 34 There
survived only an unmarned daughter, Cor-
nelia. and one son, Charles James Russ,
who twenty years later was a prominent
lawyer in Harttord.

Cornelia, the voungest child, born in
1814, was but 17 ve:rs old when she
parted from Whitiier in 1831. lle was
21.
tamily threw the two young people much
together and the clear brain and tender
heart of the poet yiclded to very uncommon
charns. One who saw her during the last
yvear of her life deseribes her in this way :

““At 28 Cornelia wasa most beautiful
woman. She had dark blue eyes, like
pansies, with long dark lashes, black hair,
| and the most exquisite color. It she was
like the rest of ber tamily, she was a very
brilliant woman.”

Judge Russ. who was a member of the
Corgress in 1720, had died in 1832. Of
this Waittier probably heard through his
friend Law, but that he overheard of the
death of Mary Buarrowes or Cornelia there
was no evidence. When he was writing
his letter of sympathy to the friends ot Lucy
Hooper. Cornelia was lying on her death-
bed. She bad nursed her sister through
ber illness, had imbibed the poison, and
followed her in the April of 1842.

The poem called -*Memories.” to which
Wkittier attributed a special significance,
was written during Cornelia’s last illness.

might have |

eighteen months in |
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and when in 1888 he desired the poem to
be placed at the head of his **Subj ctive”
verses, his heart was still true to her, but
gave no token that he knew hers had
ceased to beat.

Atter Cornelia’s death her papers passed
into the hands of the only surviving mem-
ber of her family, Charles James Russ,
who died in 1861. At that time her private
ietters came into the hands of his widow,
who destroyed most of them, but kept from
pure love of the poet the precious pages in
which Whittier had offered bimselt to her
kinswoman. I have not myself read the
letter, which is still in existence, but
one who has read it, the present possessor,
writes to me as follows: *‘The letter was
short, simple, and manly, as vou would
know. Ile evidently expected to call next
day and learn his fate.” Another who has
seen the letter writes: ‘‘It was somewhal
stift—such a letter as a sby Quaker lad
would be likely to write, for that he was in
spite of his genius. He begged her, if she
felt unable to return his affection, to keep
his secret, for he said: *My respect and
affection for you are so great that [ etuld
not survive the mortification, if your refusc
al' were known.” Cornelia® Rass' wa#
sought in marriage by several distingnished
persons, but she died unmarried; and
she kept Whittier's secret.” Ili§ poem
suggests that the stern creed of
Calvin held them apart—a thing very
likely to happen in Connecticut half
a century ago ; but if he had known that
she had changed her early connections
for the more hberal associations of the
Church of England he would have seen
yet more distinctly that *‘shadow of him-
selt in her,” of which the poem speaks.

Those who are familiar with “*Memories”
will recall the ‘‘hazel eves” and *light
brown hair” which it commemorates, and
fancy, perhaps, that there is some mistake.
It is not likely that Whittier forgot the
color of Cornelia’s eyes or hair. In some
effusive moment he had shown the poem
to James T. Field and Edwin P. Whipple.
In 1850, when Cornelia had been dead
eight years, they wished to publish it, and
he was very reluctant. e had not out-
grown his early passion, and before it was
printed undoubtedly changed a few de-
criptive words to screen the truth—it may
be trom Cornelia herself. She never saw
it.dbut I think he died believing that she
bad.

Rumors of this story reached me long
ago, but I would not print a mere surmise,
and by long and devious ways—leading
thbrough probate offices and town registers,
through church records and private papers,
in a varied correspondence that has
occupied rwo months, bhave I followed the
story as I tell it.

BOARDED BY A WINE CASK.

A Strange Incident While Lying To in a
Storm oft Cape Horn,

Dr. Wheeler, Portland. Ore., has two bot-
tles of claret of uncertain age and still more
uncertain flavor, which he delights in offer-
ing to bis friends. not because of the fine
quality of the wine, but because it gives
him a chance to tell egiin a story of the
sea that is a little out of the ordinary. The
“claret is put in lime bottles, such as may
be found aboard any long-vovage vessel,
and, while its most pronounced flavor is a
cross betwsen lime jaice and salt water,
there is still a “*smack” in it that reminds
one that it must have been at one time
prime “‘stuff.” Idr. Wheeler was present-
ed with the bottles by Capt. Dexter of the
British ship “*Samaritan,” who, by the way,
is a worthy Nova Scotian, The ship recently
left Oregon in cargo for lLiverpool, and
the captain told the following story of how

he came by them:
«In tlte fill of '93 we were bound from

Liverpool to Sbangbai in ballast, and were
nearing the Horn when a big storm over-
took us. We hove to ani dritted about
| 1,000 miles off shore.

| “The storm was one of the worst [ have
ever expe-ienced in twenty years of sea-
| farinz li‘e, snd one dark night, when big
| seus were breaking over us, a bir burly
| tellow from 1h: forcastle come ait, knife in
| baad, and walked directly up te me. 1
| thought for a minute that mu'ioy was
| abord, and, drawing my revolver, ordered
| bim to stend back. But 1 soon s.wh: was
| terribly frightened, and, with chattering
| teeth, he told me that a frighttul looking
obj -ct was flhundering about amidships

**1 went with him to see it, and, sure
enough, whenever a wave struck us a buge
black body glowing in the phospher«scent
blaz: of the tropics, could be seen flounder-
ing ahout on deck. 1 soon ascertained
that 1t was lileless, and then procecded to
investigate. It proved to L¢ nothing but
a huge wine cask, every stave of which was
encrusted with barnacles, and it had pro-
bably been lett cndeck by a receding wave.
Vision. ot dead bodies buried at sea in
cas«s loomed up betore me as I lashed the
tropby to the rigging, to await daylight
betore 1avestigating

**When the storm cleared away [ tapped
the cask, and by m=ane ot a long iron rod
ascertained that there was nothing but
liquor in it. I drew off some ot the stufl
and tried it on two Portuguese sailors
aboard. They pronounced it prime, so we
all took at s'e. Atter that | drew off all
the wine and stored it in these lime bottles.
the only thing | had handy. The ecask I

for it was a real curiosity. The chances
are that cask of claret was thrown over-
board from some wreck, and it must have
floated about in midocean tor three yecars
at least betore it came aboard of us. Bar-
nacles do not form on floating wood in less
time thaa that, and the cask was so covered
with them that not a tis of the wood was
visiole.”

Carlyle’'s Tallor,

Mr. Thomas Garthwaite, of Ecclefechan,
who recently died, was known to fama as
the maker ot Carlyle’s clo'hes. Even
when Carlyle lived at Chelsca he st 1l pat-
ronized the village tailor, thongh the latter
did not think much of the honor. ¢“They
tell me that Tam was a great man in Lon-
don,” he used to say, “*but he never was
thocht sae muckle o' here. He wisnae ili
tae please. 1le just wrote for & suit and
I sent it, and he wore it till done; and
then he sent for another, and never a
word aboot fit. Ile was a gude enough

He thinks of her as still bright and living,

man that way.”
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