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That Baikditd Doo Yesterday
morning a aout> bailed young iu an of
eighteen watt drawing a big brindl. d
dog around tL City Hall market, anx-
iom to find a |ut chaser. A corpulent
old . bj>, smoking a long pipe and
dodging the rain, finally halted the
young man and said :

‘Mjr frent. Low little you v bants for
doae dog ?’

‘Two dollars will take him,* was the
reply, and a better never stood on four
legs and howled.’

‘Veil, gooni along mil me,’ continued
the old chap, raising bis umbrella.

He |dd)ed a full mile through the t
pouring rain, the young man and brin-
.lied dog at his heels, and reaching
home at last, the dog was led in, the
old man refilled his pipe, and aat down
and said;

‘Now, mi frent, i*h dose a good dog?’
‘He is the best kind of a dug,’ was

the reply.
‘Does he keep tieves away from my

bouse ?*

‘You bet be will!’ Why, be’d chaw
up a man quicker’n a flash !’

‘Does he keep der bat poys out of
my garten ?’

‘Well, you ought to see him go for a
boy once ! He’s bad his teeth into er- |
cry loy in Macomb county ?’

‘Does he like my children ?*

‘Like ’em ? Why that his great
bold! Nothing so pleases him as a
bouse full of children.’

The man hesitated for a moment, and.
then asked ;

‘Can done dog play on a fiddle f'
‘Play on a fiddle ? He can play sev- j

en different tunes on a fiddle !’

It was a big lie, but the soap haired
young man was bound to make a sale
if h* bad to but truth out of sight.

‘Can dose dog play on a Lorn in der
pras pand V’

‘On a born r’ Why, he has led the I
Mount Clements land for the lastyear! j
Yes, sir e-e; be can play on a born with !
anybody !’

The old man was a little staggered. !
and be waited quite a while before ask- |
ing:

‘Can dose dog write ledders to my '
prudder in H . .many !’

•Write? Wri*e letters ?’

‘Yaw.’
*1 wish 1 lad a pen ami j aper here!

He writes the most Uaattilul baud you
ever saw, at d be writes like lightning !

1 could Lire him out for fifty dollars a
month to keep Woks, but 1 don’t want
to work bin too bard. Besides. there's
u mortgage on my farm, and 1 must j
have u noy to raise it.’

‘L’er brue is two dollars ?'

’Only two dollars. He’s worth a
but.died if he’s worth a eent, but I’m
forced to sc*ll. If you keep bint till
Mareb I'll buy Luu buek and give you ,
two hundred dollars for hint.’

The old man smoked away forawhile
and then asked :

•Can dose dog paint houses ?’

‘Paint a bouse 1 I’d like you to see*
three big bouses he painted last week. ¦
He’s as goe>d as three men, and he nev-
er wastes a drop of paint. I’m in u
hurry to catch the train, and I’d like
the money.*

‘Two dollars ?’

‘Yes. two dollars. You’llnever have
another such chance.'

The old man made a motion towards
bis wallet, but let his hand drop and .
inquired :

•Can dose dog shump over tier Citv
HaM •

This was a crusher. The young man
knew he couldn’t beat it. and he re-
plied :

’No, I don’t think be can. but I’ll
warrant him to jump forty feet and
catch a fly.’

•You gan dake dose dog away, my
friert,’ said the old man.

•You won’t take him ?*

‘No, xur; 1. vhants no dog what can’t
•bump over der City Hall.*

‘But yon made a fair bargain and
••aid you’d take him.'

*1 can’t help dot. Vbens I have two
dollars for a dog be shall be able to
•bump like • pird.*

And the voting mn dragged bis
brindled dog out of the house and bark
to the market, where he offered hint
lor fifty cent* without getting a buyer.

fyAn eccentric old fellowwho Hv. d
alongside cf a graveyard, was asked if
it was not an unpleasant location.—
“No,” said be, “1 never jin.d places
with a set of neighbors that mind
their own business so stiddy as the;
do.”
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A PRACTICAL POET.

The south-east corner of bis mouth
was forever harboring a smile that was
sweet and devilish—a sort ofconijKMiud
of honey and brimstone.

He* was the most benign and benev-
olent -loepking man I ever saw; and vet
he was not su. h a very great villi&n.for
all that; as ton shall see.

With tbut waiui, south-side smile of
his, he quite uielted the heart of the
poor old woman who answered the tail
for the Bohemian on the third fl<>ur,the
very tirst lime he cali.-d, and soiiecame
rivht into my presence without even CO

j much us n announcement.
A tall, fine-looking fellow of with

thread-bare coat buttoned tight up t<>
bis throat, he stood in the door with
an umbrella that was so poor yon could

| count its ribs, jammed light up under
Ins left arm, while in his right hand he

I held his hat straight out before him, as
he made this speech :

Tam a poet. lam also the son of
' a clergyman and the grandson of a bish-
op. Sir, I am the beir-exfectant of
eighty thousand pounds sterling.’

Then lie relaxed, as if he had been
wound tip very tight, and had broken

1something and suddenly run down.—
1 He bowed over and bent before me like
an Indian bow. The thin, sharp nm-

| brella stuck out as if it had liecuadead-
ly arrow aimed at my stomach.

I There stood the bended poet. His
eye* were closed, and the smilethat was
sweet and devilish kept hovering ataut
the south corner of his mouth as if it
was a sort of patent Summer hot roll

I come to thaw me out.
‘This man,’ said I to myself, as 1 sat

there waiting to hear his story, ‘is go-
ing to cost me h ilf-a-crown.’

He straightened out. slowly at last,
stood bis mnlxull* in a comer, s.tttal

• into a chair, set his hat down before
him. and Hill smiling sweetly, tagan.

‘I have a little room just >y.-r the
| eel-pie shop in Great Wild-st. This
room cost* me four shillings :. week.—
I owe. likewise, this four shillings. If
I d not gel it to-day, I shall have n>

’ place t<> sleep to-night.’
i I said to myself, *1 will have to make
jit a full emw n; that will irive him an
; extra shilling for his beer.’

•Put chit fly what I now want,’ went

|on this son of a clergyman and grand-

! son < f a bishop, ‘is the small stint of
j ten shillings, l< get a f.-w eopj. s of this
j po in neatly printed;* and here be half

< rose, and Land, d me a manuscript across
(be table.

I glanced at Ibis, and found it to be
a short and feeble poem eelebrating the
viitu. s of a young lady just dec-aseil.

‘Sin - was about to be married,’ be-
gan the man. in a very business-like
way; ‘but her bridal day was her buri-
al day, and now her lover and friends
are almost bn.ken-hea*ted.’

‘I will make it ten shillings,’ I said
to myself, ‘forpossibly be is the heart-

t broken lover. These p.ct lovers are so
1 Lar.l to understand.’

‘No, no. I never saw her in mv life.
But it is a good opportunity to turn a
ten-pound note, and must not be lost.’

janswered the man. as 1 ventured to ask
' if the lady was lit*friend.

I protested that 1 did not at all un-
derstand.

‘Listen !* The man slapped his two
hands on his two h>ng thread bare knees
with such violence that he almost fright-
ened that |<erpctual smile quite out of
its retreat in the corner of his mouth,
and then went on. ‘I am a poet. 1
am the son of a clergyman and the
grandson of a bishop; and. sir, I am a

I practical joel, and 1 intend to make it
pay. None of your sentimental non-
sense about me, I ran tel! you.’

< lie arose and spread out on the ta-
ble a roll of printed verses. ‘Look
here. 1 will tell you a secret. You
are to give me ten shillings, and 1 in

return will tell you a secret that will
• make your fortune in America. Itwill

|>ay in America. It is a mine that
needs only to be worked to vi. Id a mint

|of money. Ifwe poets would only be
one-tenth as bard and cold and practi-

i cal as lawyers, doctors, tankers, and
I merchants, we might be the wealthiest
'of the lot. Listen ! Here is the secret.
I was last year down in the Isle of

lUNight. lakes true, impulsive H>et.
as I was then. I was destitute. I wrote

> poem to Mr. T
, praising him to

the utmost echo. I sent him this. He
did not answer. Then I wrote him a

, letter stating my distress. 1 distinctly
stated that 1 was a poet, the sou of a

( clergyman, and the grandson of a bish-
op... He never even sent me so much
as one Hitic sovereign. My case wa*

desperate. At this crisis the band of
Providercc interfered in my l-ebalf. By

I son e unaccountable good fortune, a
1 young lady died in Freshwater. Her

¦ p..reuis were itcently American trav-

t eU-rs. 1 wrote a ;<o*m on this lady. A
1 good San ar.tan gave me the money to

r have it elegantly printed. I sent cop-
ies to her broken-hearted parent*. 1

told them in a letter that I was a poet,
the son of a clergyman, the grandson
of a bittbop, and destitute. Result—
Twenty-five pounds !’

Again there fell s cataract of slap on
the tlmndtare knees, and the sweet
smile for a moment quite flew away
from its freh chi the south corner of
of bis mouth.

‘I got me some clothes. I set up in
tin* best hotel. I went into the church-
yard, g<>t on term* with the sexton, got
the nam.-s, learned the special virtues
of all the young persons recently dead
in the village, ami g.t the names of

, wealthy rations. I wrote poems
on all these dead persons. I sent these
poems out, with a statement of my sta-
tion in life and my an happy situation,

i Result—mark the result!—forty-three
pounds.*

Another cascade of slap, and be went
on eagerly.

‘Ithen tried again, after giving my
overworked brain a little r-st. But
somehow my patrons refused to res-

I pond. I sought a wider field for my
! talent, and came taldly on to Icndou.
I lived in a style that became the son

; of a clergyman, the grandson of a lush-¦ op, and a p.et who has received tven-
; • ty-five jHiunds for a single effort; and

l i my money was soon exhausted. Down,
I down, down, till I landed above the
little eel-pie shop at four shillings.—

i' And now, my health is broken, mv
landlady is belligerent; yet with but
ten shilling* my fortune is secured.’ !

' j I began to button up my |M>eket in
disgust. The poet arose and unbutton-

i ed his coat. He bad no shirt collar,
and, so far as 1 could see, no shirt.

‘Look hers ! lam starving, dying,
desperate. Give me but ten shillings
to get the poem printed. The lover

i will give me ten —twenty —possibly fif.
tv pounds. You will have saved my
life. You will return to America. You

‘will will go into the graveyards there
and write poems on the dead relatives
of *he wealthy. You will write all the
poems on the dead .husbands of weal-
thy widows; for next to being praised
herself, a woman likes to bear the
praises of her husband—particularly if
bo is dead.’

I protested that this was hardly a
decent way to get on.

‘Nonsense !’ cried my now wide-
awake visitor. *We ptiets are too sen-
silive—too scrupulous. The people
like the verses, or else they would not
pav for them.. They cannot write them,
Wt they can pay for them. They have
the money, we have the brains; and
what is the harm of singing the praises
of any one r Y-u just give your butch-
er or landlady such a ehancc to make
money, and see what th-y will do!’ j

‘Look here,’ said 1, resolved to do a
little reform business, ‘you’d better let
thi* graveyard work alone. I will give
you sou.. - sketches to copy, and pay you
a sovereign in advance. That may pull
you through till you can find something
belter to do.’

Tiie man for the moment was con-
quered. The practical poet nearly shed

i tears as lie pocketed the money, picked
up bis papers, and turned h..t, with
a promise to ret - rn the work next day.

But the next day, and the next week
1 came and went, but the {net j

m>r the copy cm me to hand; and I was
obliged to climb up to the little room
alx.ve the eel-pie shop iu Great Wild
street.

‘I am a poet, and the son of a eler- '
gyman, and a grandson of a bishop,
and 1 will not ta intuited by such an
old woman as you Ah, myfriend!
Come in ! come in ! Only a little dis- 1

• cussion about the great question that
now agitates this great country. This
old woman refuses to advance a further

, supply of coals without coin. But now
I see itwillta all right. Be seated—
U- seated. No, no. The lover did not

¦ respuid. The hard-hearted villain !
ilt was my lest effort. That j>oem .

; should have touched a heart of stone. •
Hut it is all right. )I.T friend *nd ben-
efactor, at last-one of my ships has
come into |Kirt. Do you know the
‘Mermaid P* *

| No, 1 did not happen to know the
‘Mermaid.’

‘Well, then, the ‘Mermaid’ is s lively
little saloon up Oxford-st.—a sort of
beer shop that has long been celebra-
ted for its beautiful tarmaids. Some
g.s*d angel led me there last night, j
There 1 saw the face of the divinest

, U-ing that was ever conceived in the
; mind of a |oet, 1 took occasion to tell
, this divine being, when she had a mo- !

ment of reel from jerking on the infer-
nal beer taps, tbst 1 was a poet; and I
read her one of my happiest efforts.
She was delighted. She invited me to
dine. Sir, 1 have diued with this di-
vine being. She on one side of the'

i counter. 1 the other. She influenced
me to write her * poem. She promised
me full com pen sat ion for my work. I ¦

: have written this |*<em; here it is.—
. Shall I read it P No! Well, some

I people have no taste for tales of love
< in verse; but as for me, they ore my life,

• my soul, my My.’
i I asked for my copy.

‘Ah, my tauefactor. I could not read
i a line of your wonderful production.¦ But here it is just os yon gave it to

i me. Next week— la-morrow, possible
• j to-day—l shall return you your tover-

f jeign with ten-fob! interest, for 1 am on
r : the verve >f fortune.’
i j I hinted, as 1 turned to go awsv,
r, that be might possibly be expecting 100

• ; mud).

i . ‘Nothing, Sir. is mere certain. A
•itank e.add not U- mere s.-enrr. This

- ' divine and taautdul taing i* to )v me
I I ft sovereign. Not much of a sum, sou

say. Granted, -

i thin twenty '-
life !:

maids in ¦ \
maid is to ¦% *3£f
I.rating her Iwa*^
thousand sovereij^V.

•Good dav.’ Wm - dK "¦-

‘Stay 1 Stay! Mfo
b* au-y i Tbe

way; it MHEfikt hm*L Iwm
all* w ion the Wing.
I Will mad tl>H|m if tCM
only cul< li an jirk
ing ¦ f the

roe, and
inspire me, with her beautiful face and
burning words, iu higher and nobler
achievement.’

He bad taught up his hat aid um-
brella and followed down the stairs,
and he fired this last so Iley into my
ears as we marched down the street.—
Here he led straight on to a Iteer-skop,
where stood at least a dozen rather
pretty barmaids, packed in side by side,
as tight as sardines iu atiu box, behind
the lar or counter.

“See! see! There sbe is! that ii
Maggie. She smiles! she recognizes
me over all this crowd of sudden beer-
drinking lieasts !”

Maggie was indeed a pretty barmaid.
She had the preat brown eyes that
bare driven braver men than poets road;
but she had a heartless toss of the bead
that told pretty plainly that her soul
rose hut little al*ove tbe foaming pots ,
of beer that she handled with such I
dexterity. She had a smile on her
pretty face that (teamed with provok*
ing iiKjHirtialityon all who stood before
her. At last there was a lull. The,
men melted away into the street, snd
the poet was greeted with a smile and
a shake of tbe hand

1 He eagerly drew out his poem, end,
leaning over tbe sloppy counter as near
to Maggie as possible, began to read in
a hurried and nervous manner, for ke
feared every moment the girl would
have to again jerk away at the beer.—
‘The pretty barmaids huddled their
pretty beads together, and blossomed
them like so many pots of lowers in
May.

•Beautiful!’ ‘Exquisite !’ ‘Excruci-
atingly exquisite !' they would exclaim I
as the panting poet stopped to catch
his breath.

At last it was finished; and Maggie. I
clapping her hands together, turned I
suddenly and half gravely, snd said to

awotWv-WmawS 'fc |fr> --fisigltV?
but Ion ?’ t” *‘

Becker, iu the most mid and bnsin- 1
ess-like manner, took a button from < ff
the sh* If U-hind her, and gravely!
handed it out to the poet. This was
evidently an arranged, and to their no-
tion capita! joke, for, as they returned
to their beer-pulling, the barmaids
laughed long and loudly. But what of
the poet?

The poor man crumpled the paper
in his hand, and sank l ack into a cor-
ner, out of ihe way of tbeerowdiogcus- :
timers. His lips quivered, and the
pe:]s tual smile fluttered and flew awav
Irom his mouth, and maybe never;
came ba< k any more.— [Joaquin Miller
iu Tom Hood's Almanac.

Haste and Health.—lt is not at
all wholesome to lie in a hrtrry. Loco- i
motives have lven reported to have

. moved a mile m minute for short dis-
tances. But locomotives have often
come to grief by such rapidity. Multi-
tudes in their haste to get rich are ruin-
ed every year. The men who do things

| maturely, slowly, deliberately, are tbe
men who nftenc.vt achieve success in
lib; people who are habitually in a
hurry generally have to do things twice
over. Tne tortoise beats the barest
last. Slow men seldom knock their
brains out against a post. Foot-races
are injurious to health, as are all forms

iof eon|*rtitive exercise; steady lalmr
jin the field is the l>est gymnasium in
the world. Either labor or exercise,
carried to exhaustion or prostration, or
even great tiredness, expressed by fag-
ged out, always does more barm than
the previous < sen ise haa done good.—

j Allrunning up-stiirs, or to catch up
with a vehicle or ferry b**at, is extreme-
ly injurious to every age, sex, and con-
ditiou of life.

Parallel of the Sexes.—Tbe North
American says there is an admirable
partition of the qualities I*tween tbe

¦ m xes, which the Author of our l>eiog
has distributed to escb with a wisdom
that challenges our unbounded ad mini-

, tion.
Man is strong—woman is beauti-

-1 ful.
) Man is daring and confident—woman

I it diffident and unassuming.
Man is great in action —woman in

suffering.
Mau shines abroad—woman at home.
Man talks to convince—woman to

j>ersnade and please.
Mau has a rugged heart.—woman

r. soft and tender one.
| Man prevents misery—woman re*
lieTct it.

Mau has science—woman has taste.
Man Las judgment—woman sensi-

bility.
Mar is a being of justice—woman

an angel of mercy.

Somebody advertises in tbe Lon.
don Timtt f< r a servant girl that fears
the Lord and rau carry one ewf. Hand
maidens that can si cwwsfnlly wrestle

•with an hundnd weight arent usually
tbe sort of females that fear the Lora,
•r anybody eke for that matter.
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III*hnpi# promt roinnirr;
U tth dur nf hr *h the w-iion came.
An' * ni'H h B cfom'irif rime.
>¦ rr him Hut* or ipatt to claim

1 be right of |nM uu.

At >"Eth bs'f isrr*t and weak And lean
I'e so*i'. ,ti his former nel hh r.
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And 'o knd m if the art h*'d found

l>f living without labor.

| ‘ now i it friend.” he aked, “that (
I ndure such t tin are inri kn*’c*c.

Whi’e von have grown so rerv pmiT"
“'1 is | lain." he answered—‘‘not a low
I’ve met since first I spun across

1 be contribution box.”j t

j A TKSETIA* NOTABTERT. j
A fair, while towe*, where doves as white as

•now
Flutter, the while three hells swing to and fro;

j A garden and a cloister hid below.
i

A Summer garden full of calm delight;
; A cloister wreathed iih roses, red and white :

: A row of li’les meek that hod their breath,
. As |!e and uitfle and pasriotileM a* ilratb ; j

Curtained beyond a leafy screen. Ihe hers
Drone ihir monotonous, sweet l.iiinies:

A fniima n lisping the responses caught
On ibe as ill sirs, with heavy incene fraught.

And all vithin an Is'end in the aide
\nd i'd I ague": an U'and Sunclifirri;
it ailed by theguliien fl .od, ike glowing amber

tide.

AN INCIDENT OF THE REBEL-
LION.

On the 12th day of June, 1863, I
-witueaaviLatluci k|weew tliffaaiw Jwnew;
WlWWlMiiig a Federal se**nt, and Cap-
tain Pry, commanding a Rebel scout,
in Green CVunty, East Tennessee.—
These two men had Iwett fighting each
other for six months, with the fortunes j
of battle in the favor of one and then
tbcol her. Their com ina mix were camped

lon either side of Lick Crick, a large
ami sluggish stream, too deep to ford
ami too shallow for a ferry-boat; but
there a 1 ridge spanm d the stream for
the convenience of the traveling pub-
lie. Each of them guarded this bridge,

j that communication should go neither
uoith nor south, as the railroad track
bad I wen broken up months before.—
After fighti g each other for several
months, and contesting the point ns to
which should hold the bridge, thev
agreed to fight a duel, the conqueror to !
hold the bridge undisputed for the time

; Icing. Jones gave the challenge, and I
Fry accepted. The terms were, that
they should fight with navy pistols at
twenty yards apart, dclil*eratdy walk-
ing towards each other, ami firing until
tin- last chandler of their pistols was
discharged, unless one or the other fell
before all tbe discharges were made.
They chose Iheir seconds, and agreed
upon a rid-el surgeon (as he was the
only one in either eonimand) to attend
them in ease of danger.

Jones was certainly a fine looking
fellow, with light hair and blue even,
five feet ten inches in height, looking
ever inch the military chieftain. He
was a man that soldiers would admire
and 1 idles regard with admiration.—
I never raw a man more c<*ul, drterro-
ed, and heroic under such circumstan-
ces. I have read of the deeds off chiv-
alry and knight errantry in the mi*!- :

! die ages, and of brave men emluilmed
in nnxlern poesy; but, when I saw tbis
man Jon* • come to tbe duelists' scratch,
fighting, not for real or supposed
wrong* to himaelf, but, as he honestly
thought, for his country and the glory 1
of the flag, I could not help admiring I
the man, notwithstanding be fought
for the freedom of the negro, which I
was npjKtsed to.

Fry was a man full six fret high,
slender, with long, wavy, curling hair,
jet Mack eye*, wearing a slouch hat
and gray suit, and looked rather tbe
demon than tbe man.

There was nothing ferocious about
him; but be bad that self-sufficient
nonchalance that said. “I will kill

. you.” Without a doubt, he was. brave,
cool, and collected, and, although suf-
fering from a terrible 11. sh-wound in
his left arm. received a week Wfore, he
maniftsted no symptoms of distress,
but soen.ed ready for the figbt.

Tbe iiround was stepped of by tbe
seconds, pistols loaded and exchanged,
and the principals brought face to face.
1 never shall forget that meeting.—
Jones, in his military,boyish moed, as
they shook bands remarked that—
A so Aier braves death 'or a fanciful wreath,

VIba ia (lot) '• tvawtw career.

Fry caught up the reat of the sen-
tence, aud answered by eeying— .

Tct he benfls a'er the far ahra ia twltle laid
law.

Aad bathes every waaad with s tear.

They tamed aronr.d and walked beck
.to the point designated. Jean* second

itawfcutserit turned at the word

and deliwsfsMy walked towards each
ether tring as they went. It the fifth
*<*. Jonee threw n his ngft hand/
and, fitthis pistol In the air, sank
down. Fry waa in ihe act <4 firing bin
feat shot; but seeing lost* fhH, silently
lowered hi* pistol, dropped It to tU

¦ itvunsd, and rftnsf sidn, tsk*
rar his head tn hislsp as he sat down,
and asking bim if be was hurt,

j I discovered that Jones was shot
through tbe region of the stomach, the

' bullet glancing around that organ, and
courng out to the left of tbe spinal
column; besides be had received three
other frightful flesh wounds in other
portions of his body. I dressed his
wounds, and gave him such stimulants
as I had. He afterwaada got well

Fry reeei ved three wounds —one break -

ing bis left arm, one in tbe left, and
tbe other in tbe right side. After
months <>f siiffiring. he got well.—
Neither of them asked for a discharge,
but both resumed their commands when
they got well, and fought the war out
to the bitter end, and to-day are partners
in a wholesale grocery business down
south, doing a good bustocss, and ver-

ifying the sentiment of Byron, that “A
soldier braves death,” etc., etc.

Confederate Serna eon.
i

| The OtiaiKALof Mrs. Partinotoh.
—lt is not generally known that Theo-
dore Hook's series of Ramsbotiom Papers
were precursors of all the Mrs. Mala-
props and Mrs. Partingtons of a later
generation. Let Dorothea Julia Rama-
bottom speak for herself, in a few sen-
tences from her “Notes on England and
Franee*

“Having often heard travelers lament,
ing not having put down what they rail
the memory bilious of their journey. 1 was
determined while 1 was on mv tower to
keep a dairy f-o called from containing
tba cream of one’s information), and
record everything which occurred to
me

“Resolving to take time by the fire-
lock. we left Montague Plata* at *< ven

; o’clock by Mr. Fulmer's pw*ket ther-
' monieter, and proceeded over Westmin-
ster Bridge to explode the Eurniyan
continent. I neverpss* WbTfcTiaTl wifli-
ont. dropping a tear to the memory of
Charles the Second, who was decimated
after the rebellion of 1745, opjKtsitc the
Horse Guards.

| “We s.ivf the inn where Alexander,
the Autograph f all the Rn*sias, liv*d
when be vas I ere; and, ss we were going
along, we not twenty or thirty dragoons
mounted on horses. The ensign who
commanded them was w friend of Mr.
Fulmer’s; he holed at Lavinia as if
pleased with her tooting anfitnlly. 1
beard Mr. Fulmer say he was a s*u of
Mar’s; he h< kens ifevery tody knew
his father, so I suppose he must l* the
s**n of the j*oor griitlcmam who was so

Itarbarouslv murdered a few years ag
near Rateliffe Highway; if so, he is un-
Coninton genteel.

“Travelers like us. who are mere birds
of prey, have no time to waste; so we
went to-day to the great church which
is called Naughty I'am, where we saw a
priest doing something at an altar.—
Mr. Ful iner Itegged me to observe the
knave of the church, but I thought it
too hard to call the man names iu Lis
own country.”— Scribner' t.

T

The Orioih or Robinson C*ror.
R.>hius<>nCrusoe was published in 1715*.
with tbe following title: “The Life
and strange surprising Adventures of
Robinson Crusoe, of York, Mariner,

who lived eight-aud-twenty years all
alone on an uninhabited island on the
coast of America, near tbe mouth of
the great river Orinoco.” The pnb-
lisbers, who purchased the manuscript
after all others had refused it. haa said
to have cleared JtI.OOO bv it. IXf*>e
was accused by bis enemies, who w-ere
numerous and bitter, of having stolen
the ides and even the materials of"Rob-
inson Crusoe” from the narrative of
Alexander Selkirk; but tbe charge was

* wholly without foundation. Selkirk
i was not wrecked at all. but voluutari-
jly went ashore on Juan Fernandez,
which at that time was as well known
as and more frequented by ships thu
now. Ct (lice's List id, as the title of
his narrative states, was in tbe northern
hemisphere, in tbe Caribbean Sea. near
tbe month *f the Orinoco, and the mi st
prolMe prototvpe of Defoe’s hero waa
Peter Serrano, who in the sixteenth
century was shipwrecked, and lived alone
f.*r si vcral years on an island in the
Caribbean Sea, near the mouth of the
Orinoco. His history is told at full
length in Garcilaao’s “History of Pe-u."
a translation of which was ) uldishcd in
London 20 years lefore “Robinson
Cru*o” was written, and could hardly
biiv* ecaj*ed Defoe’s notice, as the
book attracted great attention, and
Serrano’s story is in the first chapter.

[Appleton** American Cydoj wdis,
revised edition, article, “Defoe, Dan-
iel”

Nothin’ to ’iu at All Events.—
Pious old party ; “Aminow, Mia. ftjU

bins. I’ve one important question to

ask. Doe* not Satan oil in*s t. il you
that you are not a Chiistii .:” Mrs.
Stul-bins —“Yes, *ee do *••-** P. O. P.
—“Amiwhat *ys you to bim on these
occasion*?’, Mrs. —“Well, 1 say,
whether 1 l*e or no, u can't p*os.bk- be

inairhrmrnrnf
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sjgnatfi u or not, *t will not Nn
ram, thoughit Alt

r tad itiasnawouawt iHif*H i ft fixed
physiological Tool that food, to U pro-

of teeth. prevent the proper perform*-
fee <>f this, the very first act in tho
e >ni|>lifaiol |irorn of digestion. Tint
dentist cun supply artificial toetb when
the natural cuti are lacking, but vary
few person* arotu to be aware of what
every honest dentist will tell then,that
eery poor natural teeth are better than
the l*est artificial ones. No matterhow
they may be ma le, artificial teeth are

always a source of discomfort. Hence
the importance of great care to pre-
serve every tooth |Oi*ible. A natural
tooth should It*kept useful hr filling
so long sa it can be operated upon. —

Filling is too important an operation
to If trusted to any but the best oper-
ators. It sometimes happens. as iu
the writer’s case, that gold and other
metals cannot be tolerated; tho teeth
Ifjug sensitive and the gold s go>l
conductor, a sensation of chill and pai i

was felt when cold or hot liquids came

.in contact with it. This difficulty was

• remedied by using a filling of prepared
guttapereha. which has remained firm
from three to six years. Some dentists
introduce a non-conducting layer of
guttajfn ha under the gold filling. The
proper care of the teeth will do much
to preserve them, and it is a great mis-
take to neglect the teeth, as many do,
with ti e idea that when they an* gone
they ran afford to boy a now set.

( We rejfst with emphasis what was
said alxtte, that the very Ifst artificial
teeth are a |KX>r substitute for even
|HMr natural teeth. Tho teeth of chil-
dren, after they got their second sst,
should lx* carefully looked after, and
in old and young, the first signs of de-
cay should lx* arrested by the care of a
skilled dentist. Insist upon proper care
of the te th; few ] er< 'ns arc So care-
less as not to brush them onee a day—-
iu tho morning usually—but iiis quite
as important to brush them at night
aUs and, besidenthis- every rertjclov*
loTdshoutiT lx*carefSTtv removed front
lftwe*n I lie ti-ctb. Never use a pin or
a metallic toothpick, but one of w<x>d
or quill, and small enough to go be-
tween the e’<*jest teeth.

Food left U tween ti c leclh at right
ferments at d chu-x’S desy. Lse only
a no Jet ai< !y hard brush and water as
a general thing. The tooth powder*
and w ishes ; r- for the most part worse
than useless —some being positively lo-
jurioiis; the teeth should never get
into Mteti a eomlition as to need a harsh
scouring with jxwdered pumice, or

powdered ehatcoal; when this i* tho
case, the cleaning should He done by a
dentist, and the teeth kept clean af-
ter winds ly the frequent use of the
brush. Many jfasons think that, un-
less thev use a powder of some kind,
they are not do ng thcirdul>;let such use
powdered orris root, or fir.e toilet soap.
If the gums arc in a spongy, soft con-
dition, use a few drops of tincture of
myrrh in the water, or make a cold in-
fusion of white ouk bark to use as a
wash; the strength is not important.
To sum up— use the tooth brush morn-
ing and night —all the better if after
each mewl; use a wood or quill tooth

• pick thoroughly, especially before going
to bed; avoid all “boughten" and much
advertised tooth powders—and, e*{>e-

chilly, at the first signs of decay con-
sult a competent dentist, and hold on
to every natural tooth as lung as it can
perform serttec.

Pacl Mobcht.— Paul Morphy, tha
famous chess player, is in a New Or-
leans asylum, hopeb’sslv insane. Ho
was born in tiiat city in It4ro of wealthy
Creole parentage, and Lis adoption of
the game of chess a* a busin’ess not only
offended bis relatives, but occupied the
Tears in which he might have achieved
success in some other career. He re-
turned to his home just before the re-
bellion. suddenly and tboroughlv disgus-
ted with chess —so prejudiced against
it that he has since never plaved. He
bos sulsn qu* ntly led an idle, morose
life, ilis daily routine of existence,
says the Nw Orleans Picayune, involv-
ed a walk on Canal street every morn-
ing, where his dapper little figure—al-
ways scrupulously dressed—became as
welt known and as regularly looked for
as the noonday I*ll. After his daily
promenade he retired from public gase

until evening, when be ap|>eared in his
box at the open, where, it is said, be
never missed a night. It is further rr-
UteJl that during these year* l. permit-
ted no frie iib acquaintance; le was
never known to turn iite with anybody
but hi* mother, and presistei.tly n-jx li-
ed advances from those who, having
la-eii friends ct his early youth, desired
to ret <w tl.tir associations. He live*!
a strinje life, a strange, m-dy, and
peculiarly mournful man. Ai-out a
year ago he began to lose Lis mental
control, and several month* ago was
put in a private asylum. S>*nc of hi*
friends Irdd the theory that hi*malady
had its start iu th*- strain upon his
mind in pitying many and difficult
pamss of chm.

I Tha boat thing oat an aching tooth.


