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Tinpr^rHrnimn.—f2.Of per annum
to Nr paid within?!* months. Nosubscrip-
tloß will bo received for shorter period than
¦is month* and no paper to be discontinued
until all arrearagesarepaidexccaiatthe op-
tion •! the paMMier.

Tsaasor Aovcarisiso— "Seentsper square
far the first iasertioa, and 50 rent* for every
aohsequeat iuser lion . Right lines cries? coa-
comtitate • square. Iftho auWr ofinser-

tion* be not marked on the advertisement, it
will he puhUhed nnfil fbrbid, and charged

PerUi Ve ehan!^'"(to ram"?' a# adwr-
tim meats: obituaries over ten line* in length
wlllho charged at the rate of 50 cent* per
tqeare.

All coaimnaication* for publication mint
be accompanied with the real name of the
author, or no at W alton will be paid to them.
The real name of the author will not be pnb-
lisfaed unless desired, hat we cannot consent
o insert communications unless we know
he writer.

r*RPt>Tiß' “Lady Fkisxd” iv nut
Trkamry—One day during the special
Session of 1871—a sweltering day in June
—Carp* nfer bad made a speech on the
Alabama treaty, and had come home to
bis ob-curc lodgings on the corner of F
and Thirteenth, tired, n ad. am! out of
breath. Fahrenheit marked |OO in the
•hade. The air watt atill and shimmered
over the h<t brick pavements as an oven.
It was not a day h*r pood nature. Malt
climt< J up the rickety stairway that leads
to hia rooms, stripped off coat, vest, col-
lar, and boots, and laid down on the
lounge to oii.oke a cigar and ioeideutally
to go to sleep.

“Cling! dang! cling!” vent his little
bell

“Damme,” say* Matt, spitefully, “ean’l
they give a fellow a minute's peace?—
Come in ! come in !”

The visitor was a fine, decent owhl Irish
woman, between fifty and sixty. She
looked tired and worn. She bad walked
into town from somewhere up in Mary-
land about twenty miles.

“And is thi* Sinator Carpintcr, Lord
bless him?” she inquired.

“Yes, madam; can I do anything for
you T” responded the “sinator,” not in the
blandest tones.

“Matte te might,’* said the woman
•*Yoo see, Sinator, I am a poor Irishwo- ,
man. Me hu-band got sick in the war, 1
-nd he nicer l as been able to do much .
since, and I've Itad a hard time of it to I
gel along wid all the doctor's bills to pay, ;
and—”

“Well, well, what has all this story to
do with me ? Here is a dollar—•”

“Ah, Binator. oehone, it isn’t begging
1 am, and 1 wouldn’t handle or touch yer
money—it’s only a chance to work like a

daeetit woman I want, and they towld me
that initiator Carpintcr wuc a good-hearted
man, and if 1 wlnt and towld him me sto.

ry he wu I help me to get a place iu the
Treasury Department ”

“Treasury Department !'* broke in the
swtounded Sinator. “what the can
y u do in the Treasury Department ?” and
he L’pan to imagine either that the tro-

Vnan was eraty or that some heartless
practical joker had sent her to him.

••What can I elo in the Treasury De-
partment, is it? What can Ido? Why,
urrub; serob the fl>or*; what else 1”

“Scrub.” sail Mat; “well, here is rich-
Bess ! An old Irishwoman seeking Sena-
torial influence' to gel a job of scrubbing !

Just you wait till I pull on n.y b >ots and
put on my hat. my £'**l wom en, and I’ll
•cc what can be done for you.”

And iu about five minutes the Wiscon-
sin orator, in his shirt-sleeves, was on his
way to the temple of the exchequer with
bis protegee. The B*natoria( influence
was potent, and if you call at the Treasu-
ry Department and inquire for a woman
who bedels her posit ion at the request of
Matt Carpenter, they will show ye>u a fine
dace-nt e'wlel Irishwoman, with gray hair
and wrinkled face, also mops the floirs
and sern* a the and she is Matt’s
••lady fiicnd’’ there. There may be some-
thing improper about it. but it isn't worth
m? i tawing.— ir<i*A/t<tfen( vnt sjuiuiruc*
Sr. Limit KrjmUican.
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Tit* Frcurr or Ditesa.—The great
mistake made by many ladies is that o<
Wp nding a large sun of money on one or
two very ban*loene toilettes, intend**!
for dressy occasions, and by this means
not only rendering these dresses so ex-
pensive that they are rarely worn, and
then in “f*ar and trembling,” thus be-
coming old-fashioned before half wore
>tt. tut sathe same time so curtailing
the mm set aside for toilette purposes
that all the other article* of dress have to
naffer. This is a mistake never made by
the true I’arisienne; she, on the contrary,
pays particular attention to the drosses
for every day wear, and eccn by every
©oc, and tba*. while spending far less,
•pprats always well dressed, to the otter
eclipse of those who do not happen to

bav* eu their best dresses This is ex-
emplified even in so small an article a* a
fen. The foreigner or provincial will
have one very hands* me fan for grand oc-

casions; the I’arisicnne will buy several
Isa* money. and of eouree, wot an hand-

•omc but of different colors assorted to

ber toilette, and giving her a far more

elegantly finish* d appearance that the
lady who is forced to use the same fan,
whatever color her dress may be.

A darkey gave the following reason

mhy the color*d race is superior to the
white: “All men are made of elay,
•d like the meerschaum pipe, they an
mere vaiwal le when highly colored.”

' | AIM BLI'DSO.

Well, ao ! I caa’t tell whar be lives,

i Because he don’t live, jou ace;
Lsastwaya. he’s got out of the habit

i Qf livin’ like you and me.

- bar have you been for the last three year
That you haven’t beard folks tell

. flow Jimmy Blodao passed in his checks,
j The night of the Prairie Bdi ?

s
* He werea’*. no saint—them engineers

' I*all pretty much alike—-
[ Oag wife in Natcbca-aader-the-nill

I And another one here ia Pike.
A .*?’? “*¦ '¦

..

MkamhiM. nft.• IM.
I 1 reckon he never kno wed bow.

And this was all the religion be had—
To treat bis engine well ;

Never be passed on the river;
To mind the pilot's bell ;

And ifthe Prairie Belle took fire—
A thousand times he swore,

ITo’d hold her nozz’e agio the bank
Till the last soul got a shore.

All boats has their day on the Mi&sissip,
And her day come at last—

The Mo vaster was a better hont,

I But the Belle she f’ulJn’t U passed.
And so he come teariu' a!onj; that night—-

’l The oldest craft on the line,
\t ith a nigger squat on her safety-valve.

And her furnace crammed with pine.

The fire hurst out as she cleared the bar,
And burnt a hole in the night.

And quick as a flash she turned, and made
For the wilier hank on the right.

There was runn in' and cursin’, but Jim yell'd out
Over all the infernal roar,

“I'llhold her nozzle agin the hank
Till the last galoot's ashore.”

Through the hot black breath of the horning boat
j Jim Bltidso's voice was heard,
I An<l they all had trust in his cussed ness,
! And knowed he would keep his word.
And sure's you’re born, they all got off

Afore the smoke-stacks fell—
A ml Bludso's ghost went up alone

Iu she smoke of the Prairie Belle.

i lie weren't no saint—but at Judgment
I'd run my chance with Jirn,

. ’ bongside of some pious gentlemen

That wouldn't shook hands with him.
He seen his duty, a dead sure thing—-

j And went for it lhar and then ;

‘ An I Christ ain't agoiu’ to be too hard

| Cn a man that died for men.

CALIFURXIA CC)RRESDO.NDEXCE.

Wc give below the first of a series of
letters of the California Correspondence,

; referred to in our last issue. This will
he followed by others “of the same group
belonging” at an early date and in con-
secutive order. Our readers, we think,
will be interested and instructed by their

¦ perusal.
Los Robles, near Los Avonn, )

Match 24, 1874. j

i The Mission of San Gabriel is the gen-
eric title of the region in which your ape-

. eta! correspondent is at present luxuriating.
For the carrying out, on his part, of the

' plan indicated by you. Mr. Editor, however
. much of a matter of business it may be to

. 1 you and your readers, is toyour corrcspon-
! j dent only the enjoyment of a luxurious
ifiast of all good things that can delight

1 ¦ the eye ami charm the senses. To me is
{ afforded the rare opportunity of inspeet-

. i ing thoroughly and at my leisure, all those
, * natural and cultivated beauties of scencrv

! ; which, the Eastern tourist who has trav-
p ‘ eled thousands of miles and spent hun-
. dreds of dollars to obtain the privilege,
i th.nks himself mil repaid if he can only
f glance at in passing ; and if there is any

L . alloy wbatcvir in the pleasurable emotion*
r which make up my present daily life, it is
s only the shadow of the fear that the
* tlulce fur titrate iu which I now revel, may
. render the sterner ta-ks to which I must

(, iu the v*ry nature of things sooner or la-
r ter betake myself, more than usually irk-

some toyour-not-overly-fond-of-hard-work
correspondent. (There is a compound
word for you. almost equal to the title of

t
Robert Hruwning's latest poem, wbivh I
believe is ‘red-cotton-night-cap-coautry.’)

r But badinage aside I have been dom-
j toiled for a day or two past at “The Oaks.”
„ . the hospitable residence of lieneral Stone-
.

man, U. S. A. The slow, sad tusarrus

j of the ocean surf, lapping a sandy beach.
.

and murmuring of lar off Isles in sunnier

longer greets my cars; but in-
' stead thereof at “the hour of prime’’ I

, hear
•!
* ‘‘The earliest pipe ofh.ilfawakened birds,”

1 soon to be followed by “the cock’s shrill
* clarion” each individual of wbish partteu-
* ‘ar btauch of feathered race, from some
? cause nr other, seems pertinaciously bent
* upon adhering to the custom his progeoi-

tors had so far back as Bhakc>peare’s time
that we know of. of doing “salutation to
the morn." The lover of uatare. whatever

*1 r*r *'°^Ar ffDtore, be. or site, may most
particularly affect, can find in this highly

j favored tegion an epitome of alt her
charms From an eminence not half a

mile from the house in which I am wri-
J ting, can be seen Wilmington harbor
f through a depression in the foot-hills.
f which “with verdoe clad” seems like an
'• emerald frame for the berotiful picture;

( beyond, the sea gleams like a mirror. Dad
now and theo the eye can follow an out-
ward bound vessel and watch.D

o
*' Her tail mast* fading to thinnest threads d

fold,”
e while dim and seemingly far remote, the

. shadowy outline of Santa Catalina uprise*

yt ¦ ¦

i like the type of those “Happy islst" to
> which Ulysses thought he might attain,

• “ And aae the gnat Arch Ilies whom he knew.” *

Ijobking westward the line of vision la i
(bounded by rolling foothills. While to the
J east the eye wanders over a broad aod fcr-

I tile plain extending some twenty miles, its
| entire surface diversified with grove. or> 1
chard, vineyards, dwellings, school bowses, ?

churches sad whatever else betokens tbs j
bounty of nature and lbs prosperity of,
mss. To the north the coast range lifts
iu towering sanmiu, si the very V>fes||
which are seen the eottagewof tbfil f

one miglit, with scarcely an .effort of tbs
imagination, deem that be had been trans-
ported to the very scenes which England’s
nobly boro, bat misanthropic poet, bas
immortalised in Manfred; and listening,
might almost expect to bear the “Rauz
ifet rttchrt" floating downward from those
Alpine heighu, or, by distance mrlowed,
catch the faint and far offmovie of
“Pipes in the liberal air. mixed with the sweet

bells of the sauntering herd."

I spent a most hour with my .
host at this point. At our very feet, half

1 hidden in a bn>ky dell, already embower-
ed in dense*! foliage,

“A burriel roompled dooc the glen.”

And if the poet Laureate had never seen
“The Brook” which he has made famous
iu song, and had been one of us he would
have made this very stream to say,

“ I chatter over stony ways
In little sharps and trebles,
I bubble into eddying bays,
I bubble on the pebbles,”

and so cn to the end of that “word paint-
ing” of a crystal stream, except that he
could not Lave said that in its waters could
be found,

*• Here and there a lusty trout
And here and there s grayling.”

But the fortunate owner of this beautiful
• stream intends to remedy all that and at ,
no distant day to stock the stream with ,
trut as well as the capacious reservoir ,
into which it debouches with blark bass,

it so happened that in the course of con- j
versa!ion we ascertained that sixteen years
ago, my host and myself met each other!
at a frontier past in northern Texas, and j
the day waned in mutual enquiries as to ',
friend* whose names had boon locked up 1
in memory’s storehouse for years, and in

! recalling scenes and incidents of a long
j line of travel, whose initial point was the
father of wafers, for so the Aborigines
styled the Mississippi, and whose forth- |
crest boundary was the mighty ocean
which wc could just discern through the
gathering twilight. Looking around me j

1 ere we turned our steps homeward the
words of the poet of the fields and forests I
of America came to my memory like an :
embodiment of the scene. Well might
he exclaim,

*' Ob, there is not lost,
j One ofearth’s charm*; upon her bosom yet,
After the fl lit i funtold.ceuturies,

! The freshness of her far beginning lies
I Ami yet shall lie.”

jThe further mountains showed only ghost-
jly outlines iu the gathering gloom and

•‘ Twilight grey
j Had in her sober livery all things clad”

'as we approached the house. We bad
1 seen the spire of the Episcopal church,
i which forms so pleasing a feature in the

: bosom of the valley, pale and fade from
sight; the lofty walls of the old Mission
of San Gabriel were no longer visible.—
Suddenly from out the silence and galh-

] ering shades fell upon our ears a chime so
: musical and sweet, so spiritually clear and
' delicat-, that had honest John Bunyau >
; heard it, he might well have deemed him- !
jsclf arrived it the land of Beulah “where
: the sun shiueth night and day,” and lis- j
i tening to the melody of the bella where- i

with the Pilgrim is greeted when he ¦
reach*s that delightful country. I turned j
to my companion for a solution of the I

! mystery. It was the hour of vespers at \
the old Mission. In an instant I was, in

, fancy at least, “In the Arcadian land on
the shores of the basin of Minas.” The |
rest of the picture. Is it not painted by
Longfellow in that matchless story where- '
in he has embalmed the memory, the life- >

P long sorrow, the triumphant faith, the
t deathless love of the sweetest and saddest |

( woman who ever lent a charm to poet’s
I P*S e •

’ “Then rente the laborers home from the field
! and serenely the sun sank

Down to his rest and twilight prevailed. Anon
I I from the belfry
, Softly the Angelas sounded, and over the roofs¦ | of the village
! Column* ofpale blue smoke, like clouds of in-

cense ascending.
Rose ftvtu a hundred hearths, the homes ofpeace

and contentment.”

So ended my first day in the San Ga-
| briel. 1 will try and tell you something

, about it in, my next.
Viator.

:|
tW A young wife once cured berbns-

, band of a disposition to absent himself
. from home at nigbts by providing him

with an excellent dinner and saying to

. him afterwards : “George, ifyon find a
. sweeter spot than our h- me. describe it
, to me. and 1 will rival it if Idie ia the at-

. tempt.” A kiss and a few tears compi e-
r ted the victory.

. Because Judge Not*, of the Conrt
j of Claims, in his decision against the sp-

. plication of Mrs. Lockwood to practice
Isw. said “that the masculine gender
(which is generally weed in the statutes)

‘ frequently embraces the feminine,’* the
St. Louis GUI* has come to the eoncln-

• sion that it dots—every time it gets n
•' good ebsaee.

—1 iww ' ¦

Oat of the shadows
To those who knew was

bright, ‘
Wh lift wm s %ht.
0 friends, the darknM fan all,
It nse* round me ItfcedlM^^^^v

' Albeit I bear afar

The night h. come— UOnat,
With thronging pfadHbMfi,

Ifonly *1 am tor sought you from the night,
Sleep that were broken by no morning's light,
Sleep that no dream nor sodden noiee could fright

1 would not sorrow, though the nun were set,
Dut O to cease from anguish and regret.
To fold the weary hands and straight forget I

Dut though the day be gone, Imay net sleep,
Beside dead happiness my watch I keep,
Xor may I eren linger here to weep,

But forth into the shadow I must go,
1 sec uo star above my pathway glow,
And whither it may tend I do not know.

Will ever morning chase away the night ?

I see no daw n—blank darkness walls my sight—
I have outlived my happiness. Good nuht.

THE LAST HOUR OP STRIFE.

It was a sad hoar nt Montford Hall
when the doctor announced in a low voice,
to attendants at the bedside of Joseph
Montford, that the poor fellow mast die. I
In that gloomy chamber where death’s
prim visage played courteously about
whispering voices arranged for the last'
work of a food husband and doting fath-
er. }

Joseph Montford was but the father of
one child, and for him to get poscssion
of his father’s immense estate it was ne-
cessary (hat a will should be signed by
the dying man and bis 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

j n the execution a mere nothing, now de-
manded the attention ofthe dying man, and
the fiendish Asa Montford, bis discarded
brother.

The clock struck nine; and yet no law-
yer was at hand to give cognisance to the
last testament of the dying father and be-
reaved mother. What should be done?
The little child knew nothing of the deep ;
woe which fonnd shelter in that mother’s
heart, who wonld soon bid farewell to her

| dearest friend on earth. lie could lend :
; no helping hand—could offer no word of
consolation 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. Montford, completely bro-
ken down with sorrow, clustered her dtr- I
ling hoy in her arms and fell over upon '
the bedside of her husband, praying half
audibly to the God of mercy, for help. I

The wailing of Mrs. Montford soon
aroused her husband from the stupor into

1 which he had fallen, sufficiently to centre
his wavering mind upon bis last work on
earth; and that was the signing of the
all-important document referred to previ-
ously.

“Doctor Mansfield,” said Joseph Mont-
ford. turning over in bed and rising to a
sitting posture, “I am ready tnd willing
to meet my fate, and I want to know

. from you ifevery hope baa faded ? Let
jme hear !’’ These words were uttered in
harsh and broken tones, and was so unex-
pected to the doctor, who was ofa nervous

i temperament, that ho unconsciously left
his scat and rushed to the aide of the won-

I derful invalid.
“I’ve a duly to perform, doctor, and j

tell me what means all thisT” inquired !
the poor fellow, whose voice in that short

j time had changed to a mournful song.—
He extended his band to the doctor, gazing

!at the same time at tho blood which had
already began to settle under his finger
nails. He realised the presence of king
death.

j “Iwould advise you, my dear friend,
to prepare for the worst,” responded 1

j Doctor Mansfield, laying his hand con-
' fidingly upon the snow white pillow where
that aching bead had rested an many weary ;

‘ days.
“Ithought it—l knew ill”muttered;

Joseph Montford. whose eyes now fully i
1 gated upon the object* of bis love—Lis
wife and little child.

“What do you wish ?” cnqnired’thc
doctor, knowing if the duty was an im- j
portant one. uo time should be lost.

“My will has not been signed? The
( will requires tbe signatures of Mary'¦ (meaning his wife) and I, and that must

jbe accompanied by some legal forms
| which can be executed by no other per-

son than a lawyer.”
All was silent for a moment. Joseph

Montford fell back with a groan and turn-
ed his head away to think, to wait the ac-
tion of his only friend, not being able to
direct the desired movement.

“Will be live an hour T* These words
were whispered in the heart of Doctor
Mansfield while marking closely every ac-
tion of the poor fellow who would anon be
engaged in a violent straggle with tbe
dread monster—death. All the while he
marked that pallid face thoughts flew rap-
idly through his mtud concerning that all-
important “master of tho law.” He
thooghl of that ianoeent child who would
find uo sympathy when dependent upon
tbe charity of envious relatives; the'
thought of the revengeful workings of a
brother who had long sought tbs golden

~—~~~—--
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¦salsdistiaßs and ewrsss of bj-gous days.
“What eaul dof queried tbs doctor

of hlmsstf He thouch: of sending a ser-
vant with thJweetest boras toa neighbor-
ing Tiling*. . “That willnut do,”said he,
“thnl uriß Ml do. Bribury! He may
waste tbs golden moment at tbs request
of that vils man who no doubt lurks about
tho premises somewhere, awaiting the
death of his only brother. Ihave H P
mwlaimed Doctor Unaided, after a mo-
¦art* auCeutton.

...

“Whars are yon going doctor ? asked
mTusidng him turn so ah-

flows which were Tying l
upon a small table on tbe opposite side of
the chamber.

“Iam feeing to fork!”
“ToYork ! and for what pray, doctor ?”

“For lawyer Clements!”
“I’ll send a servant —remain here!”

cried the lady.
“Xo.no! ’twillleave an opening for

the workings of a villain whose purpo-
ses wonld sorely be accomplished did you
allow a servant to 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 boar dragged itself away, though
wearily, considering the suspense which
mastered the mind of the poor wife whose

I only thoughts were the fleeting breath of
Joseph Montford and the return of the
sound of the carriage wheel over the frosen
road.

She who now stood upon tbe verge of
widowhood bent down o’er the pallid
form and breathed softly an 1 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 n*hcr home to her
anxious ear tbe approach of Doctor Maus-
field’s carriage. Her little child dropped

1 from her mrdls to the bed and slept sound-
ly, nut knowing the responsibility over-

I hanging that solemn chamber in the event

of his father’s death before tho arrival of
lawyer Clements.

The hour, the moment had arrived
when earthly life must give away to im-
mortal ily and the spirit world of God.
No duty, no responsibility, no work not

finished could over receive aid from the
hand, the brain of Joseph Montford. A

\ few short moments would fleet past and
that anxious soul would wing itself away
to the unseen land. That wife whose
taste had catered to the living and not the
dead, kne# not the whims of death, and
how softly at times he’d steal o’er tho
mortality, leaving but the stammering

j word, “Good-bye” upon the lips. That
word had escaped the lips of Joseph Mout-

; ford for the last time in this world. There,
alone, that wife and death ga**d upon
what was left toreturn 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-

I rand of mercy. While listening along the
avenue leading to the mansion lie was

I doomed to bitter disappointment, in the
I event of being molested by a murderous
hand whose daring movements were equal

i to those of a skilled and experienced high-
wayman. Clutching the reins of the hor-
ses he presented a pistol to the head of
Doctor Mansfield, which shone brightly,
as the moon had just stepped out from be-
hind the dark clouds to protect the inno-
cent and reveal the secret enemy.

Frank, the driver, carried. luckily, on
the evening in question a loaded whip,
with which he dealt the villain a terrible
blow, falling at full length upon the hor-
ses in order to do so. and rolling over upon
the frozen earth. Simultaneous with the
action of the driver, was heard the tharp
report from a pistolin the hands of the
would-be-aassin; this naturally fright-
ened the gallant steeds, which dashed

| away in the returning darkness unmind-
ful of the fearful consequences Frank
gained his feet as soon 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 brought him eternal
death.

Lawyer Clements arrived on the scene
of action in a few momenta, who was a

; little in the rear, and after a short ex-
planation. with his asistancc Frank bus-

] tied the corpse into the fool of the buggy,
1 and drove swiftly on in search of the
i doctor.

They saw nothing of him until reach-
ing the mansion. There they found him
in waiting, unharmed, and prepared if
any life remained to minister to the wants

! of the wan who had attempted his life
1 Alas ! no physician on earth could breathe
, into that andean dost the breath of life—-
his work was done. Servants stood in
readiness who bore the lifeless form to the
same conch whereon lay hia dead brother.
What was left of their mortality met, but

i wet no more to wrangle over the paltrv
goods of this life. If ever again they
shall greet each other ’twill be beyond
the vale of death, and where the true man-
hood does not bow down to worship the
glittering idol wboee power in earth baa
often made the mountain devil in the
heart feed upon his nearest kinsman’s
blood, in order to master fortune nod its
belliafa train of von. The laat how of
strife was over.

An Irishman remarked to bis compan-
ion, on observing n lady pasa:

“Fat did you ever see so thru a wo-
• man as that before 7” “Thin.” replied

the other, “boihen-hum, I seen oae as
thin as two rf her put together, 1 have.”
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For days and weeks upon tka Ufa baa hang
A precious something foraa abaaat ear—

Some tender coed den c< bet lately sprung, 1
Soma dear confession that bat me mast hear. t

I
The heart repeats it over ur b, dv, ,

Aad fimeies bow and when the words willAll: (
When answering nolle apoa tbe fora will play. ,

What tender light wHI Hager over U.

Bat eager eyes that watch far oae alooa
May grow reluctant; for the opca gala

Lett ia, with him, perchaace a gacat aakuowa, ,
Da wham stow wards of trattuy mast wait.

r Or when tbe pretence waited for has come.
It may be doll or cold, too md or light;

A look that shows tb heart away from home
Can often pat the dearest words to flight. j

Perhaps the time ofmeeting, or the form.
Mar chili or wither what we're longed to say;

What fits the sunsSiae will not fit the storm —

What blends a ith twilight, jars with noon of
day.

! Again, when all thinrs seem onr wish to serre, ! 1
Full opportunity roar strike us dumb— i 1

Mar sink our precious thoughts in deep h-eerre ¦
And to the surface bid the slightest come. | 1

¦a——s—ms ' i

THE BAD BOY.

Chapter I —lntroductory. His name ,
was John Henderson Tompkins, and he ,

| was going on thirteen years old He had ,
’ freckles all over bis note, chewed ping (

tobacco, and loafed around select schools ,
and put tin can on boys smaller than him- ,
self. His father was killed by a Canada i
saw-log. his only sister slept in the silent i,
tomb, and his mother divided her time be- i
tween gossiping and canvassing for money <
for the heathen in Africa. L

Chapter 11. Thudy. —Thus itwill be ¦ ]
soon that there wa< no one to give John (
Henderson Tompkim any domestic atten- I (
tion beyond an occasional whack with a 1
slipper, which made him tho worse. He 1 \
wasn’t sent to school, n -ver had to take a .

do-e of castor oil. was allowed to go around i
with a letter in the post-office and hi*pants i
supported bv a magnificent bell of sheep- i
twine, and ifho wasn’t home by ten oVlock ,
at night his mother felt perfectly sure that
he would dump down sonu where ami be ,
home in (into for codfish and potatoes in
the morning.

Chapter lll.—Shameful Xegftct
John Henderson Tompkins’s mother never
took him on her knee and asked him ifhe
knew what was beyond the bright stars,
and if ho knew where he’d go to if he
grew up an awful liar and horse-thief.—
She never told him about the Children of

i Egypt. Moses in the bulrushes, or Daniel
' in the lion’s den, and it ia no wonder that
|ho grew up to be a bad boy. She didn’t
never have sticking plasters ready when
he got a eat, and Sunday mornings there
was no one to rub him behind his ears, fill

. his eyes with soap and water, and comb
his hair the wrong wav.

Chapter IV.—Hit Prruh'aritirs
Everything that happened in the village
was laid at John Henderson Tompkins’s

, door. “It’s some of that boy’s work,”
thvy said, whenever a bushel of plums, a
water-melon, or a peck of peaches myste-
riously disappeared. He was probably

f guilty of everything charged, as when he
i died they found where he had hidden sev-
enteen stolen cow-bells, forty axes, ever
so many saw-bucks, fifteen or twenty front
gates, and I can’t remember bow many
snow-shovela.

Chapter V.—Down on Dim —ln time,
as the reader was informed in the previ-

| mis chapter, the adult male p pula'ion of
1 the village got down on John Henderson

i Tompkins. Old maids jabbed at him with
( I umbrellas, merchants flung pound weights

, at him, shoemakers dosed him with strap-
. I oil, and grocers always lo died ar and for

John Henderson when they wanted to
heave out bad eggs and spoiled fruit.

Chapter Vl.—Hit Ambition.—You
I might think that they would have oventu-

i ¦Uj succeeded in breaking the boy’s spir- '
, it and dashing his hopes, but they couldn’t

do it. lie had an ambition which noth-
ing could check. He wanted lo be a bold

[ pirate and sail the raging main, and he
was patiently waiting for ih** time-to come I

, wlu-n be could wear No 10 boots and
( swear in a voice like the echoes of a bass j

. viol. He would bo content to crawl into I
hen roosts and to creep amond horse-
barns for a few ycara, but then—but.

[ then .
Chapter VlT —FJforts of Reform

Some of tbe more philanthropic citizens
, made strenuous effort* to reform the boy.

i They locked him up in a smoke-house for
, a week; they clubbed him until he couldn't

yell, and they held him under a pump an- '
, til he whs limp as a rag. but as so-m as

they let him go be wcut right back to his
old habits again.

Chapter VIII—Xranng his Fnd. —

John Henderson Tompkins had kept this
t thing up for eight or nine year* when our

story opens, and be was nearing his end.
Justice overtakes the guilty sooner or la-

I ter, and justice was laying low fir this
bad boy. He had the cheek to believe

, that he would live to be a hundred years
, old, but be was to be taken down a peg or
. two and his mother left an orphan.
, Chapter IX.—The End —One day,
, while in the heyd* yr,f bis wickedness. John
f Henderson Tompkins came upon something

new in the Hue of plunder. It was a pile
of little sans labeled “oitroflyaerisc—-
bauds off—dangerous poison,” Ac., bat he
couldn’t read and he didn’t care a cop-

’ per. He earned a ran behind the meet-
ing-house and sat down on a rodk to opra

' it. Thera waa no gaardiao angel around
j to tell him that he’d get busted it be fooled

* s with that eaa, an 1 no he ><pit on his bauds
* i and gave it a whack on the stou*.

CBiitn X —Obituary —TU Mkatl
no oat, and after a good doal of Ironbls
they found and separated the MM of
meeting-boose from the pieces ofboy, nf
they got together enough of Job* Awe
demon to 8)1 1 cigar bot and answer oo
the basis of a funeral. They buried ,Ik*
remains in a quiet nook, and th# grte-
atone maker pat a little lamb oo the bond*
atone, to show that Joba Hoodwoo* Temp*
Moo was oMok and lovely.

Rnoltsh Snotm—The eopioanies*
of the English toagoe. aa well as Iko dif-
ficulty of acquiring Iba ability to OM M*
9 : - *

* -* _ aa
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Kibited in the following array of synony-
mous words; which, IP not new. aro yet a
capital illustration of the nice distinctions,
which differ from so many ofoor vocable*.
It is no wonder that we slip occasionally,
oven the waricat of us !

A little girl was looking at the pietorw
of a number of ships, when sne exclaimed.
“See, what a Jlwk of ships !** Wo cor-
reeled her hr saving that a flock of ship#
is railed a Aftt and that afl ;ct of sheop is
called a Hock.

And here we may add for the benefit of
the foreigner who is mastering the intri-
eaeies of our language iu respect to nonno
of multitude, that a flock of girls iseallod
a l*iy, that a bevy of wolves is called 0

perk, that a pack of thieves is ealled O
and a gang of angels is oallod ¦

hn*t, and a hot of porpoises {a oalled S
shoal, slid s shoal of buffaloes is ealled •

herd, and s herd of children is called m
t’onp, and a troop of partridges is called*
core;/, and a covey of beauties is called *

W.ry. and a galaxy of ruffians is called n
horde, and a horde of rubbish is called •

heap, and a heap of oxen is ealled a drove,
and a drole of blackguards is cslled *

wJi, and a mob of whales is called *

tch'nJ, and s school of worshippers is ual-
led a congregation, and s congregation of
engineers is called a corjts, and a corps of
of robbers is called a hand, and a band of
locusts is called a simrm, and a swarm *f
people is called a crowd, and a crowd of
gentlefolks is called the eliU, and the elite
of the city's thieves and rascals aro ealled
the roughs, and the miscellaneous crowd
of the city folks is called the eommomtlf,
or the pulJie, accordingly as they are po*
ken of by the religious community or tbo
secular public.

“IIautLoows” or SxsAToa Stxwast.—•
There is a clever story going the rounds
about the aristocratic proclivities of 000
of our Senators. It scents that tome time
ago this ancient and honorable house
discovered that one of its principal bonl-
dors in its foundation walls—probably tbg
corner-stone, so to speak—was Plymouth
Rock As a matter ofcourse, this discov-
ery rendered it necessary to have heir-
looms in the honse. Now, it is not diffi-
cult to have heirlooms. There arc sever-
al establishments in New York and on#
in Washington that deal largely in heir-
looms, the business having become im-
mensely profitable in this period of tb*
renaissance. So among the heirloom*
of the house of Stewart is a “Continental
uniform*'—big bill-buttons, white facing*,
epaulettes, knec-huckles, and all. Of
coarse one evening, whoa the traditions
and idylls of the family were under dig-
cussiou, the old uniform was brongbt out
and placed on dress parade. Hut the itn-
pid keeper of the family archives bad neg-
lected to remove the price-lag of the deni-
er in hciilooms.— Mashing’un Correspond
dcnct iSt. Louis llepulJican.

£4T It is pleasant to become n parent.
twice as pleasant, perhaps, to be blessed
with twins, but when it comes to triplets
wc arc a little dubious Now there dwell*
in Jefferson county. Wisconsin, a worthy
Herman, who a few years ago was pre-
sented by his wife with a sou. liana said
to her:

“Katrine, dat ish goof.”
A couple of years lattr the good woman

placed before his astonished gasc a boun-
cing pair of twins.

I “Veil,” said Hans, “dat vast petter
ash der odor time; I trinks mere ash to*
glass pe‘r on dat.”

But the good woman next time gavn
birth to triplets, and that made hi*

1 “shpokc mit his mout shust a liddle :**

“Mein Oott, Katrine ! vat ia the mat-

ter on you T Petter you shtnp dis pitaOH
. fore dcr conic more ash a village full. 1

I got nuff mil such foolishness !'*

No later returns have been received.
—¦ ¦. ¦ ¦ •*• • ¦ ¦

One of Disraeli's admirers, I* *

sp-aking about him to John Bright, said I
• ‘ You ought to give him erodit for wkfl*
he has accomplished, as be is a self mod*
man.” “Iknow he is.” replied Bright,
“and he adores his maker.**

——. m.
*

Tt occurred to s Dtnbory scholar, while
writing a composition, last week, to mak*
the remarkable statement that “an OX

docs not taste as good as an oyster, bnt it
can run faster.”

,

“Where did you learn wisdom f* In-
quired Diogenes of a man esteemed
wise. “From the blind.” was (be reply,
•‘who always try their path with a stink
before they venture to tread on ilY**

A pugilistic Irishman, being bound
over tokeep tbe peace on all British sub-
jects. remarked; “Tbe saints help An
first foreigner Imeet.**

Mark Twain believes in (be Woamk
Movement if it ia toofined to tbe wash-
tub.


