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Ding-dong, ding-dong, ding-dong! *Ladies
and gemmens, divine service all ready in the
cabin.”

“].suppose our clerical friend from Massa-
chusetts is about to hold forth,” said Major
Archer. “Do you wish to join the congrega~
tion, Mrs. Varick 1”

“No,” I replied; “the eky and the lake
are sermon enough for me this morning.
Once in a while it does us all good to pass
a Sunday out-of-doors. In our busy lives
we seldom take the time to consider and ad-
mire the beauties of God’s beantiful world.”

But Miss Key marshaled her pupils inside,
and Morris was seized with a strong desire
to hear the sermon. It was somewhat sin-
gular, too, that when he came out, two hours
afterward, he could not even tell me the
text.

A few moments before dinner Dick ap-
peared, to collect the stools. I say, Dick,
what are we going to have for dinner §” asked
Morris. ¢ This air makes me ravenous.”

“Splendid dinner, Sah; ebery ting, Sah;
peach s’'wang, Sah,” replied Dick, bringing
out the last phrase with an air of great im-
portance. And so it proved. Sunday was
a gala day in the steward’s estimation, and
course after course appeared, concluding
with the “s’wang,” which proved to be
peach meringue, made in & fashion peculiar
to the lakes. Mrs. Peyton did full justice
to l(:very dish, and then sank back with a
sigh.

“May I hope you will come out on deck
for an hour or two this afternoon ¥’ said the
general, in a low tone.

Poor man! he did his duty at the candy
store, and cherished a fond hope of reward.

“Ah, no!” murmured the fair sufferer;
“my nerves are not sufficiently braced to
ondure the breeze. Ishall be obliged to rest
all the afternoon.”

“She will be up without fail in time for a
hearty tea,” said Persis, scornfully, as the
state-room door closed.

“Now, Sissy, let her alone,” said Morris,
laughing. ‘“You don’t like her just because
she is pretty.”

“Pretty! - Why, she’s at least forty.”

“What of that? For my part, I rather
prefer tho mature style of beauty in a wom-
an,” said my Freshman nephew, with a com-
placent air.

Going back on deck, we resumed our seats
at the bows. The captain was walking up
and down, and joined occasxonally in our
conversation. ¢Yes, Saginaw Bay is a risky
place,” he said, in answer to my question.
“This time of year it’s all fair sailing enough,
but later in the season it’s full of danger.
The water’s icy cold and deep here, and if
any thing happened to the boat, there ain’t
much chance. Last year, now, the Coburn
went down not far from here; as good a
boat as ever ran these lakes.”

Vot. XLV.—No, 268.—84
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“I remember the loss of the Coburn,” said -
Major Archer. “There were some army offi-
cers on board coming down from the Sault.”

“There was a good many passengers lost.
The women got kinder dazed like, and
wouldn’t even come out of their state-rooms.
Iremember their friends were up and down
the coast on both sides for weeks, watching
for their bodies; but what goes down in
Saginaw Bay don’t come up again. The
water’s too deep,” concluded the captain,
shaking his head.

“J suppose the accident happened on a
dark, stormy night ¥’ said Persis, with a lit-
tle shiver.

“Yes, miss. But sometimes accidents
happen in the best of weather. Some years
ago two fine steamers ran right square into
each othér on this lake, although they saw
each other coming miles back as plain as I
see you now,and the sea as smooth as glass.
To this day no mortal can tell how it hap-
pened. I remember the engineer of one of
’em. He was a fine young fellow, just mar-
ried, and his wife was with him in the en-
gine-room. He wouldn’t leave his post, and
she wouldn’t leave him, so they went down
together.”

“After the collision, why didn’t they go
up and get into one of the boats ? asked Per-
sis.

“Bless your heart, miss, it was all over
before you could say Jack Robinson,” said
the captain, continuing his promenade.

Some time after, the Massachusetts cler-
gyman appeared. ‘ Ah, captain, there seems
to be quite a fine breeze,” he remarked, with
a shivering assamption of enjoyment ; “real-
ly, quite Lriny! Can you inform me, now,
which side is America, and which British
America 1’

“Starboard, Canada; port side, Michi-
gan,” said the captain, lacopically.

“ Ah, yes; very true. I had become con-
fused by the violence of the wages last night,
but it is quite clear to me now. Ahem!
suppose if we should bear off well to the left
we should soon be in the great Georgian
Bay 1"

“Very soon,” replied the captain, with
sarcastic emphasis, as ho walked away.

A little later one of the pale women,
shrouded in a hood, peeped out of the door-
‘“ Captain, captain, step here a moment, if
you please. It's getting so dreadfully cold
that most of the passengers is suffering from
neuralgy. Couldn’t you just as well take
us, to Chicago without going round by the
Straits? Wo don’t any of us care about see-
ing ’em.”

“Not very well, marm,” replied the cap-
tain. “There ain't no ship-canal through
Michigan just at present, marm, and the
boat ain’t provided with balloons this trip,
marm.” Exit hdod in high indignation.

A short dark man who had been sitting on
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Archer, as we landed on the beach near a
rocky cave.

“Never mind; it is after twelve now,”
said Morris, looking at his watch.

‘We reached the little spring gushing out
just above the beach, and stood in a circle
around it. :

“ Now you must each make an offering to
the fairy, drink three times from the fount-
ain, and wish,” said the major, gravely.

Persis threw in some bluebells, I gave a
knot of ribbon, and Morris pinned & ten-
cent scrip to an overhanging branch.

¢ Well, major, what do you give 1’ he said,
after we had performed the rites in silence.

“I made my Wish some years ago; the
fairy never listens twice,” he answered, lead-
ing the way back to the boat.

“I vote we all tell our wighes; exact
truth,” said Morris, when we were once
more on the silvery water.

After some banter Persis.consented. She
had wished for a trip to Europe, I had wish-
ed for health during the year,and Morris for
a million dollars.

“Come, major, what did you wish for
years ago ¥ asked Morris.

But the officer was silent. He would not
disclose his wish. Just as we reached the
dock, however, I overheard him speaking to
Persis :

“If yg wish so much to know, Miss
Wayne, I will tell you. It was for a sudden
death.” . :

The next morning we found ourselves at
a little wood station on the Michigan shore.
Sternly sat the little blonde upon the deck,
vigilantly guarding her husband : not again
was he to wander from his duty! He wan-
dered no more.

Within the cabin the worsted-work was
in full play; wonders were accomplished in
green roses and blue leaves that day. But
the rest of us, idle triflers that we were,
strolled up and down the beach, searching
for agates, arranging fantastic bouquets of
wild flowers, and making friends with the
shy, sunburned children of the woodmen,
who followed us with naive curiosity. Then
we sailed away down among the islands—
the Garden, the Foxes, the Beavers, and the
Manitous—and by the singular white sand-
hills on the main land, passing last of all the
Slecping Bear, a bold headland, in whose
shape the early voyageurs saw the outlines
of old Bruin.

In the afternoon tho air grew warmer, and
the aw?ning was raised over the forward deck;
the breoze, too, was favorable, and the sail
was put up, so that we sailed gayly over the
green summer sea. Lake Erie was gray,
Lake Huron blue, but Lake Michigan green
as emerald. Suddenly the man at the wheel
called out, “ Vessel on fire ahead!” In an
ingtant all was excitement; the passengers
cr%wded on deck, the mate prepared a coil
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of small rope, and the captain gave orders
to steer toward the wreck. It proved to be
a schooner low down in the water, still burn-
ing, and the crew, in a small boat, were row-
ing toward us. The engine was stopped,
the rope thrown, and the men soon on board,
heroes of the hour. Their vessel had been
burning for some hours, and they had labor-
ed hard to extinguish the fire; but she was
loaded with wood, and they were forced to
abandon her and take to the small boat,
which leaked so badly that they were afraid
every moment she would sink.

“Then there was enough danger to make
it a real adventure, Aunt Rue,” said Persis,
exultingly.

“ Do not exult, my dear. There is danger
enough on the lakes without courting it,” I
said, quickly.

“Superstitious, Aunt Rue! ‘Who would
have suspected it 1’ cried Morris, gleefully.
“You are as bad as the deck hands. Do you
know, they won’t put a foot on a boat if there
is & white horse on board.”

But the danger came soon enough in the
shape of a fog, dense and continuous, as only
a Lake Michigan fog canbe. Day gave place
to evening, but still the soft clond filled the
air, resting on the water, and making every
thing as still and weird as dream-land. All
night the whistle sounded at regular inter-
vals a dreary, dirge-liko note, that kept sleep
from our eyes, and filled our minds with vis-
ions of possible ships sailing silently across
our course in the mist, or unseen propellers
bearing swiftly down upon us, with sharp
prows pointed against the Columbia’s sides.
Toward morning wo fell asleep, and awoke
in Milwaukee. The Cream City seemed
doubly attractive after our long night in
the fog. With one accord the passengers
sallied forth on terra firma, surprised and
pleased with the beauty of the buildings
(mostly of cream -colored brick) and the
bright, clean appearance of the streets.

“Since the great Chicago fire Milwaunkee
has taken her rightful position,” said Major
Archer, as we paused to admire the Insur-
ance Building, on Wisconsin Strect. ‘She
has, in reality, the best harbor on Lake
Michigan, and she handles an cnormous
amount of grain, which increases rapidly
with every year. The climate and natural
adventages are wonderful, and people are
beginning to find it .out. The German ele-
ment in Milwaukee, always slow and sure,
may have tended to keep back showy mani-
festations of wealth, but the city’s growth is
built upon solid foundations. She is the
outlet for all the produce of the great State
of Wisconsin on its way eastward.”

As wo roamed through the city we passed
over many bridges crossing the river, crowd-
ed with shipping; we saw the new Court-
house, the Opcra-house Block, the Plankin-
ton Hotel, and somo pleasant residences.

T
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ing it into the wagon with eager gener-
osity,” concluded the major, with a laugh,
in which we all joined.

‘When we got back to the hotel I went
into the parlor. There I found Morris deep
in conversation with Blackeyes, while Curly-
locks was smiling over a bouquet presented
by a newly a.r{ived “ Cousin Harry” by her
side. 'Where was mnow that dejection?
“Where were now those- sad eyest O tem-
pora! O mores! For the first time in my

slife I realized that I must be growing old.
¢“¢No hearts were broken by soft words
spoken, only for something to say,’ on this
trip at least,” I thought; and as I watched
the innocent gambols of those two perfidi-
ous little lambkins in that parlor, I felt that
I must have been a very aged and childish
old sheep ever to have thought so.

Later in the evening Major Archer came
to say good-by; with his departure our
Jjourney ‘round by propeller was fairly end-
ed, for the next morning we ourselves left
the lake country behind us—it may be
forever.

‘With one exception we have not since
seen or heard any thing of our fellow-pas-
sengers on the Columbia. Held together for
a few days, they have drifted apart again,
lost in the infinite multitude of the world’s
shifting millions, and the one exception
brought o pang which we shall not soon
forget. It was but a few days ago. My
little Persis saw it first, and read it with
eyes brimming over with tears: “The
Burnt River stage was attacked last week
by Indians, and the passengers killed.
Among them was Major Charles B. Archer,
U.8.A,, well known and respected in mili-
tary life.”

THE STORY OF A MINIATURE.

BOUT thirty years ago, when I was
quite a young man, I spent some time

in Paris, and it chanced that one fine public
holiday, the then national féte-day, “ La St.
Louis,” I visited that noble institution in
which France so munificently provides for
the declining years of her wounded heroes,
“Yes Invalides.” After admiring the splen-
did establishment and its famous chapel, I
wandered out into the vast court-yard, where
the aged veterans enjoy their hours of rec-
reation. In the centre of this immense quad-
rangle, seated beneath the shade of a spread-
ing tree, was a group which at once attracted
my attention. It consisted of five old men,
each of whom had lost both his legs, which
limbs weroe replaced by two wooden stumps.
He who sat in the centre struck me imme-
diately as having almost the noblest coun-
tenance I had ever beheld. His features
were of the bold and aquiline cast which one
admires so much in the pictures of that great
painter of soldier life, Horace Vernet. Al-
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though he must have been extremely aged,
his bright brown eyes still retained much
of the fire of youth. Hisbeard, which was as
white as snow, descended almost to his waist,
and lent him an extremely picturesque ap-
pearance, while his two poor wooden legs,
testifying to his past bravery, awakened my
sympathy, admiration, and respect. In one
hand he held a crutch, and in the other a
small oval picture, which with outstretched
heads and eager eyes his venerable compan-
ions were inspecting.

I approached so near that I could over-
hear their conversation.

“Ce n’est pas possible,” said one old man.
“It is impossible, Pierrot.”

“ Nevertheless, you know I am not gener-
ally given to lying; and I now seriously as-
sure you, comrades, that this miniature was
painted by madame la Princesse de Lam-
balle. It is the portrait of my poor wife.”

I approached still nearer, for my curiosity
was aroused.

“Your wife!” exclaimed several of the
wooden-legged.men.

“ My wife,” answered the fine old fellow,
gravely.

“Tell us all about it, Pierrot. Pifay how
came that poor lady to paint it §”

“Willingly will I do so; for God knows if
next year at the St.Louis I shall still be
among you, or if I shall ever have another
8o good an opportunity. I will commence
at once.”

My curiosity now got the better of my
discretion. I advanced, and, touching my
hat, said, “8ir, I have overheard you prom-
ise to relate the story of the miniature you
hold in your hand. May I beg of you to
pardon my indiscretion, and permit me,
though a stranger, to form one of your au-
ditory ¢”

As civility is one of the great characteris-
tics of the true French soldier, and, above all,
of one who has served in the “ grande armée,”
the old gentleman rose at once from his seat,
and giving me a military salute, begged me
take a place among his wooden-legged com-
panions. After a kind of prefatory cough
to clear his throat, he commenced the fol-
lowing parrative, which I shall do my best
to render as nearly in the same words he
used as memory, and the translation of his
rustic way of speaking French, will per-
mit:

¢ Sir, comrades,” he began, “I was born,
in the latter half of the last century,in a
village called Montreunil, near Versailles.
My dear parents died of the small-pox when
I was quite a little child, and I shoald have
been sent to the poor-house but for the char-
ity of the good curé of our parish, who, in
his exceeding compassion for my forlorn
state, undertook to bring me up himself.
I can well remember how this good man en-
deavored to cultivate my shrill treble pipe,
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