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Well, w0 ! I can’t tell whar be lives,
Because he don't live, you see;

—

like the of those **heppy
which u:’,r. thought he might

isles™
attain,

“ And see the great Archilles whom be knew.”
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For days and weeks vpon the lips bas hung

Lobking westward the'line of vision is! "
bounded by rolling foothills, while te the
east the eye wanders over a broad and fer-

he’s gat out of the habit
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tion will be received for g shorter period m: That you ’::n't :ﬂ‘:’:olb tell .

six months and o paperto be discontinued

untilall lﬂuﬂsunpiducqullhe op- How Jimmy Bludso passed in his checks,

tion of the publisher. | The night of the Prairie Bell ?
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will be pubished antil forbid, and charged | And andather one here in Pike.

accordingly; - A _libera) ttion ceer} al 2
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| And this was ail the religion he had—
To treat his engine well ;
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v -: v ~._':;.7,-\.~, s lines I Too.
ch: at the rate of 50 cents per
re.
h“l communications for publication munst
accompanied with the real name of the .
author, or no attention will be paid tothem. Never b' passed on the river;
The real name of the anthor will not be pub- To wind the pilot's bell ;
lished unless desized, but we cannot consent And if the Prairie Belle took fire—

@ insert communications unless we know |
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| e Mg housand times he swore,

| He'd hold her nozz'e agia the bank

S Till the lasi soul got a shore.

Careextir's “Lapy Frrexp” 1x e
Treastry —One day during the speeial All boats has their day on the Mississip,
session of 1871—a sweltering day in June  And her day come at last—
—~Carpeuter bad made a speech on the The Movaster was a better boat,

Alabama treaty, and had come home to| But the Belle she wouldn’t be passed,

his obscure lodgings ou the corner of F ' And soshe come tearin’ along; that night—
and Thirteenth, tired, mad, and out of | The oldest craft on the line,

breath. Fubrenheit marked 100 in the With a nigger squat on her safety-valve,
shade. The air was still and shimmered |  And ber furnace crammed with pine.
over the hot brick pavements as an oven. |

tile plain extending some tweat,
entire surface diversified with |
ehard, vineyards, schoa
churches and whatever else
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imagination, deem that he had been trans-
ported to the very scenee which England’s
nobly born, but misanthropic poet, has
immortalized in Mauofred; and listening,
might almost expeet to hear the “Rauz
cles vaches” floating downward from those
Alpine heights, or, by distance mclowed,
catch the faint and far off masic of

‘‘ Pipes in the liberal air, mixed with the sweet

bells of the sauntering herd.”

bidden in a bosky dell, already embower-
ed in densest foilage,

“ A burriel roompled doon the glen.”
And if the poet Laureate had never seen
{ **The Brook™ which be has made famous
| in song, and had been one of us he would
have made this very stream to say,

betokens the
bounty. of nature and the prosperity ﬂ

I spent a most delightfal bhour with my
host at this pninl. At our very feet, balf But forth into the shadow I must go,
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If only slumber sought;yen from the night, -
Sleep that were broken by mo morning’s light,
| Sleep that no dream nor sudden noise could fright

]

, T would not sorrow, though the sun were get,
4But0(oceuefrouuglﬂn‘n‘lﬂ.

| To fold the weary hands and straight forget !

But though the day be gone, I' may ot sleep,
| Beside dead happiness my watch I keep,
! Nor may I even linger here to weep,

I see no star above my pathway glow,
And whither it may tend I do net know.

Will ever morning chase away the night ?

I see no dawn—Dblank darkness walls my sight—
1 have outlived my happiness. Good night,
e ——————————————
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upon s small table on the opposite side of
the ;h.hor i

“Ia ng to Yor

--1'0;}};‘15.4 for what pray, doetor 7’

“For lawyer Clements !”

“I'll send a servant—remain here!”
cried the lady.

*‘No, no! ’twillleave an openiog for
the workings of a villain whose purpo-
ses would surely be accomplished did you
allow 3 servartto attempt the perform-
ance of such an important duty.” Saying
this, the doctor threw open the chamber
door and closed it quickly in face of the
weeping wife.

An hour dragged itself away, though
wearily, cousidering the suspense which
mastered the mind of the poor wife whose
only thoughts were the fleeting breath of

The beart sepents it over day by day,

SRR
trol What wemder m'll"';ﬁ:_&(”.

Tt may be dull or cold, too sad or light;
A look that shows tbe heart away from home
Can oftea put the dearest words to flight.

Perhaps the time of meeting, or the form,
May chilbor wither what we've longed to say:
What fits the sunshine will not fit the storm—
What blends with twilight, jars with noon of
day.

Again, when a!! thinzs seem our wish to serve,
Full opportunity may strike us dumb—

May sink our precious thoughts in deep teserve
And to the surface bid the slightest come.

THE BAD BOY.

Cnarrer I.—Introductory.—His name

! Joseph Moutford and the return of the

hibited in the following array of synomy-

! mous words; which, if not new, are yet @
capital illustration of the nice d'uﬂutz..'
which differ from so many of our vocables.
It is no wouder that we slip occasionally,
even the wariest of us ! ¥

A little girl was looking at the picture
of a number of ships, when sWe exclaimed,
“*Sce, what a flock of ships!” We cor-
rected her by saying that a flock of lbi:

lis called a flvet and that a fl:et of sheep

| called a dock.

| And here we may add for the benefit of

| the foreigner who is mastering the intri-

| cacies of our language in respeet to nouns
| of multitude, that a flock of girls is called
| a Lecy, that a bevy of wolves is called &
pack, that a pack of thieves is called &
gang, and a yang of angels is called @
host, aud a host of porpoises is called s

|

Jt was not a day for good natare. Mate | The fire burst out as she cleared the bar, sound of the carriage wheel over the frogzen | was John Henderson Tompkine, and he ' shool, and a shoal of buffaloes is called @

THE LAST HOUR OF STRIFE.

climbed up the rickety stairway thatleads | And burnta hole in the night,
¢o his rooms, stripped off coat, vest, col- And quick as a flash she turned, and made

‘T chatter over stony ways
In little sharps and trebles,

road.
She who now steod upon the verge of

was going on thirteen years old e had | kerd, and a herd of children is called s
freckles all over his nose, chewed plag ¢-0op, and a troop of partridges is called a

lar, and boots, and laid down on the For the willer bank on the right, L B It was a sad hour at Montford Hall’ widowhood bent down o'er the PI"ld 'mb‘ceon “d loafed around selest schools covey, and n covey of beauties is called a

Jounge to smoke a cigar and incidentally There wasrunnin’ and cursin’, but Jimyell'dout |

to go to sleep.
“Cling ! clang! cling!” went hislittle
Il

“Damme,” says Matt, spitefully, ‘‘can’t
they pive » fellow a miovute’s peace 7—
Come in ! come in!”

The visitor was a fine, decent owls
woman, between fifty and sixty. She
Jooked tired and worn. She had walked |
into town from somewhere vp in .\hry-g
Jand about twenty wmiles. ‘

**Aud is this Sinator Carpinter,
bless bim ¥ she inquired. !
*Yes, madam; can [ do anything for |
ou ?” responded the *‘sinator,” not in the
zlud‘ st toncs,

**Maybe ye might,” said the woman —
*You see, Sinator, [ am a poor Irishwo- |
wan. Me husband got siek in the war, |
snd he niver bas becn able to do much
since, and I've had a hard time of it lu‘
get along wid all the doctor’s bills to pay, |
and--" |

**Well, well, what has all this story to
do with me 7 Here is 2 dollar—"

“*Ah, Sinator, ochone, it 1s0’t begging |
I am, and | wouldn’t handle or touch yer |
moncy—it's only a chauce to work like a |
dacent woman | want, and they towld me
that Sinator Carpinter wuz a good-hearted
man, and if | wint and towld him me sto-

vy he wud Lelp me to get a place in the |

reasury Department.”
*Treasury Department !” broke in the
astounded Senator, **what the ecan

i Trish |

Orer all the infernal roar,
“I'll hold her nozzle agin the hank
Till the last galoot’s ashore.’’

Throngh the hot black breath of the buruning boat
Jim Bludso's voice was heard,

And they all bad trust in his cussedness,
And knowed he would keep his word,

And sure’s you're born, they all got off
Afore the smoke-stacks fell—

And Bludso's ghost went up alone

Tovd ) In she smoke of the Prairie Belle.

He weren’t no saint—bat at Judgment
I'd run my chance with Jim,

"hbong
That wouldn’t shook hands with him,

He scen his duty, a dead sure thing—
And went for it thar and then;

And Christ ain’t agoin’ to be too hard
On a wan that died for men.

side of some pious gentlemen

| CALIFORNIA CORRESPONDENCE. : = 2
SRESPONDENCE | which we could just discern through the

We give below the first of a series of |

letters of the California Corres pondence,
referred to in our last issue.

belonging™ at an early date and in eon-

sceutive order.  Our readers, we think,

| will be iuterested aud iostructed by their
Los RosrEs, xEar Los Axgrurs,

| perusal.
Mareh 24, 1574.}

This will |
be followed by others *“of the same group |

I bubble on the pebbles,”

and so on to the end of that “‘word paint-
|ing” of a erystal stream, except that he
leould not have said that io its waters could

be feund,

 Here and there a lusty trout
And here and there a grayling.”

| But the fortunate owner of this beavtiful
| stream intends to remedy all that and at
[no distant day to stock the stream with
{trout as well as the ecapacious reservoir
into which it debouches with black bass.
it so happened that in the course of con-
versation we ascertained that sixteen years
{ago, my host and myself met each- other
| at a frontier post in northern Texas, and
| the day waned in mutual enquiries as to
{ friends whose names had been locked up
|in memory’s storehouse for years, and m
irecalling scenes and incidents of a long
line of travel, whose initial point was the
father of waters, for so the Aborigines
styled the Mississippi, and whose furth-
erest boundary was the mighty ocean

Looking around me
|ere we turned our steps homeward the
| words of the poet of the fields and forests
of America came to my memery like an
cmbodiment of the scene. Well mighe
| he exclaim,

"gathering twilight.

| ¢ Oh, there is not lost,
One of earth’s charms; upon her bosom yet,

| After the fl ght «f untold centuries,

: The freshness of ber far begiuning lies

| And yet shall lie.”

| The further mouutains showed only ghost-

u do in the Treasury Department 7" and
re began to imagine either that the wo-
mnan was crazgy or that some heartless ¢ an ( e | « Twilight grey

ractical joker had sent her to him. l 5_":' title of "‘;"t‘?"’"‘ n 'l'""lh your spe- 1 Had in ber sober livery all things clad”

*What can T do in the Treasury De- ! clal correspondentisat present luxuriating.
partment, is it? What can 1do? Why, | For the carrying out, on his_part, of the ,::’:"“:ff:";::":}‘ "h':: ;“‘::: al“;fu:;d
scrub; scrab the floors; what else 17 g plau indicated by you, Ml:. Editor, however | which ﬁ“;";“ oy w58 s f..l'" p th.

s*Serub,” said Mat; ““well, here is rich- | wuch of a matter of business it may be to Nodicniof the I’; J f ‘ :'l ;'; "; e
mess!  An old Irishwoman seeking Sena- | you and your readers, is to your eorrespou- i sl :" :‘h. l:ﬁl :)‘|-| p!ret;n Id‘ ;r.rpm
torial influcnee to get a job of serubbing !'d"m ouly the enjoyment of a luxurious “fg\:_"n Gabriel’we:e’n: lm'e e: vi*ib'i ?‘2
Just you wait till I pull on my boots and | feast ol all good things that can delight | g ' 2 7 v

ol o ._ | Suddenly from out the silence and gath-
put on my hat, my good woman, and I'll | the eye and charm the senses. To me is ering shades fell upon our ears achi:leso

{1y outliues iu the gathering gloom and
The Mission of San Gabriel is the gen- |

when the doctor announced in a low voice,
to attendants at the bedside of Joseph
Montford, that the poor fellow must die.

grim visage played courteously about
whispering voices arranged for the last
work of a fond husband and doting fath-
er.
Joseph Montford was but the father of
one child, and for bim to get posession
of his father’s immeuse estate it was ne-
| eessary that a will should be signed by
| the dying man and his wife; both signa-
tures being essential in consequence of
the property having been left by the
grandfather of the child with a proviso.
This whim of the ancestor, which seemed
|; 1 the exeeution a mere nothing, now de-
manded the attention of the dying man, and
the fiendish Asa Montford, his discarded
brother.

The cleck struck nine; and yet no law-
| yer was at hand to give cognizanee to the
‘ last testament of the dying father and be-
| reaved mother. What should be done?
lTlm little child knew nothing of the deep
| woe which found shelter in that mother’s
{ heart, who would soon bid farewell to her
!delresl friend on earth. He could lend
| no helping hand —could offer no word of
| eonsolation to the widowed mother during
the hours of her sad bereavement, but
would surely be a living monument that
would long sustain the memory of her af-
fliction. Mrs. Mootford, completely bro-
ken down with sorrow, clustered her dar-
ling boy in her arms and fell over upon
the bedside of her husband, praying balf
audibly to the God of merey, for help.

The wailing of Mrs. Moontford soon
aroused her husbaud from the stupor into
which he had fallen, sufficiently to centre
his wavering mind upon kis last work ou
earth; and that was the signing of the
all-limporunt document referred to previ-
ously.

“‘Doctor Mansfield,” said Joseph Mont-
ford, turning over in bed and rising to a
sitting posture, *‘I am ready and willing

In that gloomy chamber where death’s |

form and breathed softly and inaudibly
another prayer to heaven for the repose
of her husband’s soul. Her words were
| inarticulate, so interested was she in the
| silence that would usher home to her
! anxious ear the approach of Doctor Maus-
field’s carriage. Her little child dropped
from her arfs to the bed and slept sound- |
| ly, not knowing the responsibility over-

of his father’s death before the arrival of
lawyer Clemcnts. !

The hour, the moment had arrived |
when earthly life must give away to im- |
mortality and the spirit world of God.
No duty, no responsibility, no work not
finished could cver reccive aid from the
hand, the brain of Joseph Moutford. A
few short moments would fleet past and
that anxious soul would wing itsclf away |
to the unseen land. That wife whose
taste had catered to the living aud not the
dend, knew not the whims of deark, and
{how sofily at times he'd steal o'er the
mortality, leaviog but the stammering
word, **Good-bye” upon the lips. That
word had escaped the lips of Joseph Mont- |
ford for the last time in this world. There, !
{alone, that wife and death gazed upon'
l what was left to return to the dust of earth,
[ to mingle with the moistened sod until
{the trumpets of Zion shall awakan the
just and unjust to answer to the Maker's
call.

Let us return to the doctor and his er- |
rand of merey. While listening along the |
avenue leading to the mansion he was

self. His father was killed by a Canada
saw-log, his only sister slept in the silent
tomb, and his mother divided her time be-
tween gossiping and canvassing for money
for the heathen in Africa.

Cuarrer II.— Thusly.—Thus it will be
secn that there was no one to give John
Henderson Tompkine any domestic atten-

banging that solemn chamber in the event | tion beyond an occasional whack with a |

elipper, which made bim the worse. He
wasn't sent to sehool, never had to take a
dose of castor oil, was allowed to go around
with a letter in the post-office and his pants
supported by a magnificent belt of sheep-
twine, and if he waso’t home by ten o'elock
at night his mother felt perfectly sure that
he would dump down somcwhere and be
home in time for codfish and potatoes in
the morning.

Cuarrer II1.—Shameful Negleet —
John Henderson Tompkins's mother never

'took him on her knee and asked him if he

knew what was beyond the bright stars,
and if he knew where he’d go to if he
grew up an awful liar and horse-thief. —
She never told him about the Children of
Ezvpt, Moses in the bulrushes, or Daniel
in the lion’s den, and it is no wonder that
he grew up to be a bad boy. She didn't
never have sticking plasters ready when
he got a cut, and Sunday mornings there
was no one to rub Lhim behind his ears, 6]
his eyes with soap and water, and comb
his hair the wrong way.

Cuarrer 1V.—His Peculiarities —
Evervthing that happened in the village

doomed to bitter disappointment, in the was laid at‘Juhn Henderson T_"“’Ph"’:’.
event of being molested by a murderous door. ‘‘IU's some of that boy's work,

hand whose daring movements were equal | they said, whenever a bushel of plums, a
to those of a skilled and experienced high. | water-melon, or a peck of peaches myste-
wayman. Clatching the reins of the hor- | riously disappeared. He was probably
ses he presented a pistol to the head of gwiity of everything charged, as when he
Doctor Mansfield, which shone brightly, | died they found where he had hidden sev-
as the moon had just stepped out from be- | enteen stolen cow-bells, forty axes, ever
hind the dark clounds to protect the inno- | 80 many "‘""‘”’k" fifteen or twenty front
cent and reveal the seeret cnemy. gates, and I can’t remember how many

3 H i snow-shovels.
Frank, the driver, carried, luckily, on Sten ¥ Diiaus i S tite:

see what can be done for you.”
Aud ia about five minutes the Wiscon-

afforded the rare opportunity of in

{to mect my fate, and I want to know

ing thoroughly and at my leisure, all those musical and sweet, so spiritually clearand

the evening in question a loaded whip,
with which he dealt the villain aterrible

| and put tin eare on boys smaller than bim- | galaty, and a galaxy of ruffiansiscalied a

| horde, and a borde of rubbish is called s
{ heap, and a heap of oxen is ealled a drove,
|and a dro¥e of blackgnards is ecalled &
mob, and a mob of whales is called @
school, and a school of worshippers is eal-
led a congregation, and a congregation of
engineers is called a corps, and a of
| of robbers is called a Band, and a band of
locusts is called a swearm, and & swarm of
people is ealled a crowd, and a crowd of
gentlefolks is called the elite, and the eli
of the city’s thieves and raseals are

the roughs, and the miscellaneous

of the city folks is called the community,
{ or the public, accordingly as they are apoe
ken of by the religious community or the
secular public.

“Herroous” or Sexaron Srawanr.—
There is a clever story going the rounds
about the aristoeratic proclivities of one
of our Senators. It seems that some time
ago this ancient and honorable house
discovered that one of its principal boule
ders in its foundation walls—probably the
corner-stone, 80 to speak—was Plymouth
Rock. As a matter of course, this discov-
ery rendered it necessary to have hoire
looms in the honse, Now, it is not diffie
cult to have heirlooms. There are sever-
al establishments in New York and one
in Washington that deal largely in heir-
looms, the business having become im-
mensely profitable in this period of the
renaissance. So among the heirlooms
of the house of Stewart is a **Continental
uniform” —big bell-buttons, white facings,
epaulettes, knce-buckles, and all. Of
course one evening, when the traditions
and idylls of the family were under dige
cussion, the old uniform was brought out
and placed on dress parade. But the ta-
pid keeper of the family archives budﬁ-
leeted to remove the price-tag of the o

er in heirlooms. — Washing’on Correspone

dence St. Louis Repullican.

! as the rcader was informed in the previ-

sin orator, in his shirt-sleeves, was on his | natural and eultivated beauties of scenery
way to the temple of the exchequer with | which, the Eastern tourist whe has trav.
his protegee.  The Senatoriai influence | cled thousands of miles and spent hun-
was potent, and if you call at the Treasu- | dreds of dollars to obtain the privilege,
ry Department and inquire for a woman | thinks ‘""_'N‘h ‘{“ repaid i_f Le can only
who holds her position at the request of | glance at in | assing 3 and if there is any
Matt Carpenter, they will show yoa a fine | alloy whatever ie the pleasurable emotions
dacent owld Irishwoman, with gray hair | which make up my present daily life, it is
and wrinkled face, who mops the flaors ouly the shalow of the fear that the
snd scruls the stairways. sud she is Matt’s | dolce far nicnte in which I now revel, may
*lady frieud” there. There may be some- | render the sterner tasks to which I must
thing improper about it, but it isu’t worth | iu the very nature of things sooner or la-
mentioning.— ll'.,_.h,'"_,m.,.('(,n,,}.m{,m- ter betake myself, more than usually irk-
& Lowis lu'cpl.'”inrl. sometoy our‘""‘"""‘.‘"f"“d‘“f‘h"d‘""k_
correspondent.  (There is a ecompound
word for you, almost equa!l to the title of
Robert Browuing’s latest poem, which 1

Tuz Srceer or Deess. —The great « g A %
mistake made by many ladies is that of! believe L "“-"”}0"-"':‘“-“?«“"!- )
- < But badinage aside I have been dom-

wpending a large sum of money on ove or | .

| delicat~, that had honest John Bunyan
| heard it, he might well have deemed him-
{ self arrived at the land of Beulah ‘*where
| the sun shineth night and day,” and lis-
| tening to the melody of the bells where-
| with the Pilgrim is greeted
| reachcs that delightful country. I turned
|to my companion for a solution of the
mystery. It was the hour of vespers at
the old Mission.
fancy at least, **In the Arcadian land on
| the shores of the basin of Minas.”
rest of the picture. Is it not painted by
Longfellow in that matchless story where-
'in he has embalmed the memory, the life-
long sorrow, the triumphant faith, the
tdeathless love of the sweetest and saddest
| woman who ever lent a charm to poet’s

| page ?

when he |

In an instant T was, in |

The |

two very bandcome toilettes, intended

for dressy occasions, and by this means'

wot coly rendering these dresses so ex-
pensive that they are rarely worn, and
theg in “‘fear and trembling,” thus be-
coming old-fashioned before half wore
out, but atthe same time so curtailing
the sum set aside for toilette purposes
that all the other articles of dress have to
suffer. This is a mistake never made by
the true Parisicnne; she, on the contrary,
ys particular attention to the dresses
:cvery day wear, and scem by every
oue, and thae, while spending far less,
appears always well dressed, to the utter
eclipse of those who do net bappen to
bave on their best dresses. This is ex-
np!iﬁd even in s0 small an article aea
fan. The forcigmer or provincial will
have one very bandsome fan for grand oce-
casions; the Parisienne will buy several
for less money, and of course, not so hand-
some but of different colors assorted to
her toilette, and giving her a far more
elegantly Baished appearance that the
Jady who is forced to use the same fan,
whatever color ber dress may be.

A darkey gave the following reason

why the colored race is superior to the * Her tall masts fading to thinnest threads of

white: *All men are made of clay,
snd like the mecrschaum pipe, they are
more valuable wheu highly colored.”

iciled for a day or two pastat ““The Oaks,” | *“ Then came the laborers home from the £eld |
the hospitable residence of General Stone- | and screncly the sun sank

{from youif every hope has faded? Lot
me hear!” These words were uttered in
harsh and broken tones, and wasso unex-
pected to the doctor, who was of a nervons
temperament, that he uncounsciously left
his seat and rushed to the side of the won-
derfal invalid.

*I've a duty to perform, doctor, and
tell me what means all this?” inquired
the poor fellow, whose voice in that short
time had changed to a mourafal song.—
He extended Lis hand to the doctor, gazing
at the same time at the blood which had
already began to settle under his finger
nails.
death.

“I would advise you, my dear friend,
to prepare for the worst,” responded
Doctor Mansfield, laying his hand con-

He realized the presence of king !

fidingly upon the snow white pillow where |
| that aching head bad rested so many weary |

man, U. 8. A.  Tbe slow, sad susurrus
of the ocean surf, lapping a sandy beach,
and murmucing of (ar off Isles in summer
scas, po longer greets my ears; but in-
stead thereof at **the hour of prime” I
car

““The earliest pipe of half awakened birds,”

soon to be followed by *‘the eock’s shrill
clarion” each individual of whieh particu-

wn to his restand twilight prevailed.
from the belfry
| Soflly the Angelus sounded, and over the roofs
| of the village
’ Columns of pale blue smoke, like clouds of in-
| cense ascending,
Rose from a bundred hearths, the homes of peace
and contentment.’’

Anon

So ended my first day in the San Ga-

briel. 1 will try and tell you something

about it in, my next.
{ Viaror.

days.

I thought it—1 koew it!” muttered
Jostph Montford, whose eyes mow fully
gazed upon the objects of his love—his
| wife and little child.

“What do you wish " enquired the
doctor, knowing if the duty was an im-
portant one, no time should be lost,

**My wili has not been signed? The
will requires the signatures of Mary

(meaning his wife) and I, and that must
be accompanied by some legal forms

‘ar brauch of feathered race, from seme |
cause or other, seems pertinaciously bent | g
upon adhering to the eunstom his pmzeni-’ 2 | which can be exccuted by no other per-
tors had so far back as Shakespeare’s time RF A J?ung_?xfc once cured her hus- son than a lawyer.”

that we know of, of deing *‘salutation to band of a disposition to absent himself  All was silent for & moment. Joseph

the morn.” The lover of nature, whatever from home at wights by providing him Montford fell back with a grosa sud turn- |
particalar featare, be, or she, may most ¥ith av excellent dinner and saying to ed his head away to think, to wait the ac- |

particularly affect, can find in this highly | bim afterwards:  *‘George, if you find a  tion of kis only friend, not being able to |

|

blow, falling at full length upon the hor-
ses in order to 4o 80, and rolling over upon
the frozen earth. Simultaneous with the
action of the driver. was heard the sharp
report from a pistolin the hands of the
would-be-aseassin; this naturally fright-
ened the gallant steeds, which dashed
away in the returning darkness unmind-
ful of the fearful consequences. Frank
gaived his feet as zcon as possible and
throttling the monster, tore from his
face a mask which concealed the image
of death. Here he found in its cold em-
brace the form of A<a Montford, whose de-
sire for fortune had brouglt him eterual
death.

Lawyer Clements arrived on the scene
of action in a few moments, who was a
little in the rear, and after a short ex-
planation, with his assistance Frank bus-
tled the corpse into the foot of the bugey,
{and drove swiftly on in search of the
doctor. i

They saw nothing of him until reach-
ing the mansion. There they found him
in waiting, unbarmed, and prepared if
any life remained to minister to the wants
of the man who had attempted his life —
Alas! no physician ou earth could breathe
| into that unclean dust the breath of life—
| his work was done. Servantz stood in
| readiness who bore the lifeless form tothe
| same couch whercon lay his dead brother.
| What was left of their mortality met, but
met 0o more to wrangle over the paltry
goods of this life. If ever again they
| shall greet each other 'twill be bevond
the vale of death, and where the true man-
boed does not bow down to worship the

i

ous chapter, the adult male p-pulation of
the village got down on John Henderson

umbrellas, merchants flung pound weights
at him, shoemakers dosed him with strap.-
oil, and grocers always looked arcund for
John Henderson when they wanted to
heave out bad egge and spoiled fruit.
Cuarver VI.—His Ambition.—You
might think that they would bave eventu-
ally succeeded in breaking the boy’s spir-
it and dashing his hopes, bat they couldn’t
do it. He had an ambition which mnoth-
ing could check. He wanted to bea bold
pirate and sail the raging main, and he
was patiently waiting for che time-to come
when he could wear No. 10 boots and
swear in 8 voice like the echoes of a bass
viol. He would be eontent to crawl into

Tompkins. Old maids jabbed at him with |

£7 Tt is pleasant to become a parent,
twice as pleasant, perhaps, to be blessed
with twins, but when it comes to tri
! we are a little dubious Now there dwells
in Jefferson county, Wisconsin, a worthy
| German, who a few years ago was pre-
| sented by his wife with ason. Haassaid
{to her:

«Katrine, dat ish goot.”

A couple of years later the good woman
| placed before his astonished gaze a boune
| eing pair of twins.
| *Vell,” said [Tans, *'dat vash petter
| ash der oder time; I trinks more ash tem

glass peer on dat.”

| But the good woman pext time gave
!birth to triplets, and that made him
| +*shpoke mit his mout shust a liddle :”
*“Mein Gott, Katrine ! vat is the mate

hen roosts and to crecp around horse- |ter on you?! Petter you shtop dis pisness
tarns for a few years, but then—but | fore der come more ash g village full. K

then

Cnarrer VII. —Eforts at  Reform —
Some of the more philanthropie citizens
made strenuous efforts to veform the boy.
They locked him up in a smoke-house for
a week; they elubbed him until he couldn’t
vell, and they held him under a pump un-
til he was limp as a rag, but as soon as
they let him ge he weunt right back to his
old habits again.

got nuff mit such foolishuess !”
No later returns bave been received.

| 27 One of Disraeli’s admirers, ia *
| speaking about him to John Bright, ssid 3
i **You ought to give him eredit for what:
he Las accomplished, as he is a self made
man.” ‘] know he is,” replied Bright,

| “*aud he adores his maker.”

- — - e-e .

Cuarrer VIIT — Nearing his End.— |
John Henderson Tompkine had kept this| Tt oceurred to a Danbury scholar, while
thing up for eight or nine years whenour writing a composition, last week, to '
story opens, and he was nearing his end. the remarkable statement that ‘‘sa og
Justiee overtakes the guilty sooner or la- does ot taste 2s good as an oyster, but it
ter, and justice was laying low for this can run faster.”
bad boy. He had the cheek to believe
that he would live to be a hundred years |

favored region an epitome of all her | Sweeter spot than our home, describe it direct the desired movement.

charms

From an eminence not half a to me, and I will rival it if I diein theat-|

*“Will be live an hour 7° These words

wile from the house in which I am wri- tempt.” A kiss and a few tears comple- | were whispered in the heart of Doetor

ting, can be seen Wilwington harber
through a depression in the foot-hills,
which ‘‘with verdue clad” seems like an
emerald frame for the besutiful picture;
beyound, the sea gleams like a mirror, and
,vow aud then the eye can follow an out-
ward bound vessel and watch,

while dim and seemingly far remote,

| shadowy outlive of Santa Catalive uprises | good chance.

7 ted the victory.

Mansfield while marking closely every ac-
: tion of tke poor fellow who would soon be

engaged in a violent with the

B% Because Judge Nott, of the Court dresd monster—death. Al the while he

of Cigims, in his decision sagainst the ap-
{rlicnion of Mrs. Lockwood to
law, said ‘‘that the wasculine
‘ (which is generally used in the statates)

! sion that it does—e

practice idly through
geader i .

frequently embraces the feminine,” the fiad no
| 8t. Louis Glole bas come to the concla- the charity of eavi
very' time it gets a thought of the revengeful workings of a the other, ““bothersshum, 1 seen ose a8

marked that pallid face thoughts flew
t ‘‘master of the law.” -He
thought of that inuocent child who would
sympathy when dependent upon
relstives; the

"brother who bad long sought the gelden

-

| glittering idol whose power in earth has
often made the mountain devil in the
' heart feed upon his nearest kinsman's
. bloed, iu order to master fortune and its
hellish train of woe. The last hour of

An Irishman remarked to his compan-
ion, on cbeerving a lady pass:

“Pat did you ever see »o thin a wo-
sman as that before ¥ *Thin,” replied

old, but he was 0 be taken down a peg or
two and his mather left an orpban.
Cnarrer IX.—The End —One day,
while in the heydey of his wickedness, John
Henderson Tompkins came upon something
wew in the live of plunder. It wasa pile
of little eans labelled “‘nitro-glyeeri
Lands of —dangerous poison,” &e., but he
couldn’t read and he didv’t eare a cop-
. He carried 8 can behind the meet-
ing-house and sat down oe a rodk to open
it. There was no guardian aegel around
to tell him that he'd get busted it he fooled
with that can, and so he #pit on his hands

_ﬁtutndhpupﬁ&. I bave.”

and gave it 2 whack on the stoge.

“Where did you learn wisdom I i
quired Diogenes of s man
wise. *“From the blind,” was the reply,
**who always try their path with a
before they ventare to tread ou it 1

| A pugilistic Irishmas, being
over lo’:eop the peace on all British
jects, remurked : ““The sints help
first foreiguer [ meet.”

Mark Twain bdi:mhth
Movcmcat if it isconfined to the

' tub.




