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d"gs of the neighborhood. One can
scarcely imagine the savageness of the
•port— the animal mutilations, the im-
preations of ruffiaas worse tban brutes,
the ferociousness and drunkenness, the

, blasphemy and unspeakable horrors of
8 the exhibition. The public mind of
'l this day absolutely revolts at such bru-
f tality. Yet, less than a hundred years

ago—on the 24th of May, 1802—a hill
e for the addition of bull baiting waa
[ lost in the House of Commons by six-

, tv-four Wyndhamcon-
t > tending that borse-racing and bunting

• were more cruel that* ball-fighting or
prize-fighting ?

u The pi dory waa one of oar time-hon-
ored" insdlutMps fifty years and

-! men and wopen used to he placed t here
, I for offences such as a wise legislature

. would have endeavored to conceal from
I public consideration. The horrid scenes

' whieb then took place, when men, wo-
men and children collected in crobds
to pelt the offenders with missiles, were
so disgusting that they cannot be de-
scrila-d. Not more seemly were the
public whippings then administered to
women in common with the coarsest

. male offenders. The public abomina-
tions and obscenities of the “gHtd old
times" would almost have disgraced

[the days of Nero. —Samuel Smilet.

What it Costs to White Well.—
Excellence is not matured in a dav,

• and the cost of it is an old storv. The
beginning of Plato’s “Republic,” it is

; said, was found hi Lis tablets written
¦ over and over in a variety of ways. Ad-
disoti, we are told, wore out the pa-
tience of bis printer;, frequently when

'nearly a whole impression of a Specta-
tor was worked off, he would stop th“
press to insert a new proposition.—
Lamb’s moat sportive essays were the
results of most intense brain labor: he
used to spend a week at a time in elab-

J orating a single humorous letter ton
friend. Tennyson is reported to have
w ritten “Come into the Garden Maud,”
more than fifty times over lefore it
plea set! him; and “Lockaley Hall.” the

, first draught of which was written in
1 two days, he spent the better par! of
six weeks, for eight hour* a day, in al-
tering and polishing. Dickens, when

I he intended to write a Christmas sorv.
, shut himself up for six weeks, lived

1 the life of a hermit, and came out look-
ing as haggard as a murderer. Bal-
zac, after he had though!, out thorough-
ly one of his philosophical romances,
and amassed his materials in a most
laborious manner, retired to his sludv,
and from that time until his book bad
g.>ne to press, so, iety saw him no more.
W lieu he appeared again among his
friends, he 10, k*l, said his publisher,
in the popular phrase, like his own
ghost. The manuscript was afterward
altered and copied, when it passed into

, the hands of the printer, from whose
slips the book was rewritten for the
third time. Again it went into bands
of the printer- two, three and some-;
tun, s four separate proofs being requir- >
ed before the author’s leave could be
got to send the perpetually rewritten
book to press at last, and so have done
with it. He was literally the terror of
all pnntersand editors. Moore thought
it quirk w..rk if he wrote seventy lines
of “LiliaRookh” in a week. King-
lake’s “Kothen.” we are told, was re-
written five <*t six tinos. and was kept
in the author’s writing-desk almost as.
long ns Words-worth kept the "White
Hoe of Hy Ist one.” and kept, like that
to t>c taken out for review and cor-
rection almost every dav. Buffoti's
"Studies of Nature" cost him fif-
ty years of labor, and he rc CO pied it
eighteen times before he sent it to the
printer. "He composed in a singular
manner, writing on large-sized |taper,
in which, as in a ledger, five distinct
columns were ruled. In the first col-
umn he wrote down the first thoughts;
in the second, he corrected, enlarged,
ami pruned it; uml ao on, until he hud

. reached the fifth column, within which
he finally yvrote the result of bis lal>or.
But even after this, he would recoin-

pose a sentence twenty times and uncede- >
voted fourteen hours to finding the prop-
er word with which to round offa pe-
riod." John Foster often s{a?nt hours
ou a single sentence. Ten years elapsed
between the first sketch of Goldsmith's
“Traveler” and its completion. La
Rochefoucauld spent fifteen years in

t preparing h:s little book of maxims,
altering some of them, Segmis says,
nearly tluity times. We all know bow
Sheridan )>olished his wit and finished
his j< kes, the same things la'ing found
on different IMs of { ajer. differ, ntlv
expressed. Rogers showed Crabb Rob-
inson a note to his “Italy,” which, be
said, took him two weeks to write. It
consists of a very Lw lines.— A. P.
RuMrU

•—

1
“Pa will y. ugt me a pair of

skates if 1 will prove to yon that a dog
Las ten tails: “Y, smy son.” “Well
to begin, on, dog Las one more tail than
no dog, hasn’s i. r” “Yes." “Well,
no dog has nine tails; and if ere dog
has one more tail than no dog, then
one dog n.ust have ten tails’:” He
got the skatc^

Kqj*Too Matter, of Fact Grand-
mother— “You ought to be ashamed of
yourself, Matilda Ann. to ’a sat with-
out * tear when the good clergyman
w a talking that leautiful, and every
one else was a weepia’ to!” Matilda—-
“Why, how could 1 cry when 1 hadn’t
got a pocket ’si.dkerct.cT
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ENGLAND ONE HUNDRED YEARS
AGO.

England waa not a manufacturing
country one hundred years ago. We
imported nearly everything, except corn,
wool, and flax. We imported the great-
est part of our iron from Spain, JSwe-
den, Germany atid Russia. We im-

Corted our pottery from Holland, our
ata from Flanders, our silks from

France, our clotba and carj*ets from i
Belgium. Our cotton manufactures,
our woolen and Sax manufactures, our
machine manufactures, could scarceU
bo said to exist. Coal could scarcely ,
bo bad. for the coal pits could not lie
kept clear of water.

A hundred rears ago, wo could not
build a •team-engine; we could scarce!v
build a bridge. Look at the churches
built a hundred sears ago. and behold
Iho condition of our architecture. A
hundred jours ago, we Lad fallen to al-
inoat the lowest condition as a nation.
We bad not a harbor, We Lad not a
dock. The most extensive system of
fobberv prevailed on the River Thames.
The roads, such as they were, swarmed
With highway men; and blackmail w as lev-
ied by the Higldat tiers upon the Low-
land farmers down to the middle of the
laat century.
A hundred years spo ships were rotten;
they were manned hv prisoners taken i
from the hulks, or hv working-men
pressed in the streets in o|>eti dav.— i

hen James Watt was learning his
trade of an instrument maker in Lon-
don, a hundred y.ars ago, he durst
scarcely walk abroad lest he should he
seized anti sent to India or the Ameri- I
can plantations, hot than a hundred
tears ago, the colliers sind sailers of
Scotland were slaves. It is not forty
years since women and children worked
in coal pits. Surely we nre not to go
down upon our knees and pray for a
restoration of the horrible things that
existed a hundred years ago.

A hundred years ago. Ireland was
treated like a slave country, and hang-
ings and shH>tings of rebels were fre-
quent. The fleet at the Non* mutinied,
and the mutiny was jut down )*v blood-
shed and exeiutii ns. Towns and cities
swarmed with ruffians.and hrutalsports
and hrutal language existed to wfngl.t-
ful degree. Criminals were banged,
five or six together, at Tyhurn. Gil bets
existed at all the cross- n ads throughout
the country. The | •coplt* were grossly
Ignorant, and altogether neglected.—
Skepticism and irrehgion provai'el un-
til Wes Icy uud Wluletield sprung up to

protest against formalism uud atheism.
They ware pelted w.th rotten eggs,
¦ticks and stones. A Methodist prtach-
•r was whipped out of Gloucester.

A hundred years ugo, literature was
at a very low ehb. The press was in a

miserable state. William Whitehead
waa poet laureate I Who knows of
him now ? Gibbon hud not wiittcii his
'‘Decline and Fail." Jumut was the
popular writer, political corruption was
•ratified in his letters. The upper classes
were coarse, drunken and ill-mannered.
Bribery and corruption on the grossest
scale were the principal means of get-

ting into Parliament. Mr. Dowdeswcll,
M. P. for Worcestershire, said lo the
Commons, “You have turned out a
member for impiety and obscenity.—
What half-dozen members of this House
ever meet over a convivial bottle, that
their discourse is entirely free from ob-
scenity, r motetv, or abuse of Govern-
ment P*

Though drunkenness is bad enough
bow, it was infinitely worse a hundred
years ago. The publican's sign-l*oard
announced, “You may here get drunk
for a penny, dead-drunk for two-penee,
and have a clean straw for nothing.”—
Dnsukennesa was considered a manly
View. To drink deep was the fashion of
the day. Six-bottle men were common.
Even cLruu ken clergymen were net un-
known.

What were the popular amusements
of the people a hundred years ago:
They consisted principally of man-
fighting, dog-fighting, cock-fighting,
bull-baiting, ladger-drmwing. the pil-
lory. public whipping and public xeeu-
lions. Mr. Wyudham. vindicated the
ruffianism of the ring in his place tn
Parliament, and held it up as a school
In which Englishmen learned pluck and
“the manly art of self-defence.” Bull-
batting was perhaps more brutal than
l>rie fighting, though Wyndbam tic-
fended it as calculated “tostimulate the
noble courage of Englishmen.” The
bull was secured to a stake in the mar-
ket-place or the bull-ring (the name
¦till survives in many towns), and there
the animal was buted by the rabble

• i tir rr illyrprnirs nh.Milrlfi,Tin! uafelt
then)-and so the Booth, the
murderer, dressed ia wo black broad-
cloth, bare-headed, m|| full bead of
ltl. bt. Lair, eye* like

0 . some mad animal*a, |Hah| tritk tight
t and resolution, vet wilfi|6BrUunetra<ige
e calmness, holds aloft |g ape band a

large knife—walks alMlMf'aach hack
t from the footlights—fMßs felly toward
7 the audience, his fae* of statuesque
- beaut y, lit by those hamHek eyes, flash-
f ing with desperation,jHrhaps insanity
r —launches out hi a IgpMrteady voice
• the words, Sic frilwpii and
- tbjjjjs | watts alow n.>r ~#rt
a pjerwiago flail/ across to£behack

of the stage, and disappears. (Had
t not all this terrible scene—making the
e mimic ones preposterous—bad it not all

r been rehearsed, in blank, by Booth, be-
-1 forehand ?)
* 1 A moment’s hush, incredulous—a
> scream—the cry of murder —Mrs. Lin-

coin leaning out of the bos. with ashy
• cheeks and lips, with involuntary err,
• pointing to the retreating figure, “lie

I has killed the President ?” And still a
• moment’s strange, incredulous suspense
• —and then the deluge ?—then that xnix-

t ture of horror, noises, uncertainty
r (the sound, somewhere back, of a
’, horse’s hoofs clattering with speed)

i the people burst through chairs and
I railings, and break them up—that noise

• adds to the qlieerness of the scene —-

1 there is inextricable confusion and ter-

¦ ror—women faint—feeble persons fall,
|! and are trampled on —many cries of

• 1 agony are heard—the broad stage sud-
-1 denly fills to suffocation with a dense

¦ and motley crotid, like some horrible
carnival —the audience rush generally

• upon it—at least the strong men do—-
th** actors ftnd actresses are all there in
their play costumes and painted faces,
with mortal fright showing through the

’ rouge, some trembling—some in tears
> l —the screams and calls, confused talk

’ —redoubled, trebled—twoor three man-

¦ age to pass up water from the stage to
the President’s box—others try to clam- ,
her up —etc., etc., etc.

In the midst of all this the soldiers
of the President’s Guard, with others,
suddenly draw to the scene, burst in—-
—some 200 altogether—they storm the

¦ bouse, through all the tiers, especially
the upper ones, inflamed with fury, lit-

I erally charging the audience with fixed
¦ bayonets, muskets and pistols, shout- !
1 ing “clear out ! clear out !—you sons of
b—!” Such the wild scene, or sugges-
tion of it rather, inside the play house
that night.

1 Outside, too, in the atmosphere of
shock and craze, crowds of jeople filled
with frenzy, ready to seize any outlet i
for it, came near committing murder
several times on innocent individuals,

i One such case was especially excitiug. ,
I The infuriated crowd, through some

I chance, got started against cue man,
either for words he littered, or perhaps

jwithout any cause at all, and were pro-
i reeding at once to bang him on a neigh-
[ boring Inpip-post, when he wan rescued
by a few heroic policemen, who placed
him in their midst and fought their
way slowly and amid great peril toward

1 the station bouse. It was a fitting ep-
isode of the who'e affair. The Crowd
rushing and eddying to and fro—the
night, the yells, the pale faces, many
frightened people trying iu vain o ex-
trimte themselves—the attacked man

l not yet freed from the jaws of death. I
looking like a corpse—the silent, reso-
lute half-dozen policemen, witbnowea- j

i pon but their little clubs, yet stern and '
I steady tbrnughnll those eddying swarms
—made indeed a fitting side scene to
the grand tragedy of the murder. They j
gained the station house with the uu- 1
protected man. whom they placed in se-

curity for the night, and discharged him :
in the morning.

And in the midst of that night pan- '
demon iu m of senseless hate, infuriated
soldiers, the audience, and the crowd— i
the stage, and all its actors and actrcs- 1
ses, its paint pots, singles, and gas

lights—the lifeblood from those veins,
i the best and sweetest of the land, drips
) slowly down, and death's ooze already
begins its littlebabbles on the lips.

Such, hurriedly sketched, were the!
*coom|4iniments of the death of Presi-1

. dent Lincoln. So suddenly, and in ,
murder and horror unsurprised, be was .
taken from us. But his death was
painless.

Krr f*arson’s Oravx.—And as for
Kit Carson, that grand old pathfinder. l
who showed and told Tom Benton, Fre- .
mont and the Government all they ever
knew al>out this trans-Missouri mpire
—he was a frontiersman, Indian tighter !

' and pacificator, explorer, and. latterly,
! general of volunteers, deserved immess- ,
uraldy of our New West, he. we regret
to acknowledge, now lies chucked away
in a coyote patch, under the shade of a
eouple of cottonwoods, on the Arkansas,

. Colorado,) without even a
, piece of picket-railing to protect his

grave from the prowling wolves, or even
• a pencil mark on a shingle for his head

stone, to tell the traveler that Kit, Car-
son sleeps beneath it. Thus has his
grave luen allowed to stand, near the
puLHc road side, unprotected and un-
lettered. ever since his sudden death

. there, in 1868--to the shame of not
only Southern Colorado, but of all Col-

| orado and New Mexico also, including
the legislatures of the two Territories,

• who are alike tgnomiuiously at fault
for it.

. T> bs sisrxl #b iH* burning derk,
A wlliar |wst* by itw rec* :

Beside* hiw n*4 a fist la blue.
, Who mii h*’d uk a peck or two.

n PRESIDENT LINCOUTB ASBASSI
e NATION.'

BT want. WHITJLSB.
p —;

f The day, April 14, 1865, •Mins to
f have been a pleasant one throughout
- the whole land—the moral atmosphere
i pleasant, too—the long storm, so dark,
1 so fratricidal, full of blood and doubt
i and gloom, over and ended at last by
- the sunrise of such sn absolute nation-
- al victory, and utter breaking down of

r access ionium—we almost doubted our
r own senses I Lee bad capitulated be-

neath the apple tree of Appomattox. —

- The other armies. Up, Jfcn gas o( Hb
1 revolts, swiftlyfollowed.

( And could it really be, then ? Out
* of all the affairs of this world of woe

i and passion, of failure and disorder
i and dismay, was there really come the

* confirmed, unerring sign of plan, like
t a shaft of pule light—of rightful rule
i —of God ?

But I must not dwell on accessories.
* The deed hastens. The popular after-

> noon paper* the little Evening Star, had
t sjottered ail over its third page, divi-

¦ ded among the advertisements in B.sen-
I national manner in a hundred different

1 places; “The President and Lis lady
will be at the theater this evening.”
(Lincoln was fond of the theater. I
have myself seen him there several
times. I remember thinking bow fun-
ny it was that he, in some respects, the

, 1, ading actor in the greatest and stor-
, miest drama known to real history’s

stage, through centuries, should sit
. there uud be so completely interested

and absorlted in thoee bunian jack-
straws, moving about with their silly
little gestures, foreign spirit, and flat-
ulent text.)

So the day, as I say, was propitious.
Early heritage, early flowers, were out.
(I remember where I was sloping at the
time; the season Ling advanced. th*re
were many lilacs in full bloom. By one
of those caprices that enter and give
tinge to events without being at all a

part of them, I find myself ulwavs re-
minded of the great tragedy of that
day by the sight and odor of these
blossoms. It never fails.)

On-this occasion the theater was
crowded, many ladies in rich and gay

: costumes, < flnvrs in their uniforms,
many well-known citizens, young folks,
the usual clusters of gaslight, the Us-
ual magnetism of so many |>eople, cheer-
ful with perfumes, music of violins and
flutes —(and over all, and saturating
all that vas, vague wonder. Victory.
the Nation's Victory : the triumph of
the Union, filling the air, the thought,
the sense; with exhilaration more than
all perfume*.)

i The President came betimes, and,
with his wife, witnessed the play, from
the large stage boxes of the second
tire, two thrown into one, and profuse-
ly draj-ed with the national flag. The
acts and scenes of the piece—one of
those singularly witless compositions
which have at least the merit of giving

.entire relief to an audience engaged in
mental action or business excitements

' and cares during the day, as it makes
j not the slightest call on either the mo-
ral. emotional, esthetic, or spiritual
nature —a piece (“Our American Cous-

, in”) in which, among other characters
so called, a Yankee, certainlv so called,

•a Yankee, certainly such a one as was
never seen, or the least lik“ it ever seen

tin North America, is introduced in
England, with a Varied fol-de-rol of
talk, plot, scenery, and such phan-
tasmagoria as goes to make up a mini-
mi popular drama—bad progressed

i perhaps a coujde of its acts, when in
the midst of this comedy, or tragedy,
cr noti-such. or whatever it m to be
called, and to off-set it or finish it out,
as if in nature’s and the grat muse's
mockery of these poor mimes, comes
interpolated that scene, n6t really or
exactly to be described at all (for on
the many hundreds who were there it
seems to this hour to have left little

: but a passing blur, a dream, a blotch) —

1 and yet partially to be described as I
now proceed to give it.

, There is a scene in the play repre-
senting a modern |>arlor, in which two
unprecedented English ladies, are in-
formed by the unprecedented and im-
possible Yankee that be is not a man
of fortune, and therefore undesirable
for marriage catching purposes; often
which, the c< mments being finished. ,
the dramatic trio make exit, leaving the
stage char fur a moment. There was
a pause, a hush as it w. rc. At this pe-
riod came the murder of Abraham Lin-

, coin. Great as that was. with all its
manifold train circling around it. and
stretching into the future for many a
century, in p* litics. history, art; etc.
of the New World, in point of fact the
main thing, the actual murder, trans-
pired with the quiet and simplicity of
any common occurrence—the bursting
of a pod or tud in the growth of vege-
tation, for instance.

Through the general buna following
the stage pause, with the change of po-
sitions. etc . came the muffled round of
a pistol shot, which not one hundredth
part of the audience beard at the time

i —and yet a moment's b'lah—somehow,
¦ surely a startled thrill—and

then, through the ornamented, urape-
ried. starred and striped space-way of
the President's box, a sudden figure, a
man raises himself with bands and

f fvet, stands s moment on the railing,
. leaps lelow to the stage, (s distance of

i perhaps fourteen feet,) ia!U out of po-
r sit ion. catching bis boo -heel in the co-

{‘ioua draj cry, (tbs American fl-ig.)
•lie on or.e kree. quieklv recovers him-

,n*s H noth g had happened.

t wAtkk IN BLOOD.

The rrtpnt attempted assassination
f in OttUtfcfrn Utah of Philip Klingeo
> Smith, the Mormon bishop who parti-
-1 paled in the Mountain Meadow mana-
- era sad then turned State’s evidence,
t km brought to light a diabolical deed

1 *bfeh was committed bv Brigham’s
I agents in September, 1856. The fol-

> lowing story is from the Trnokee Re-
• jnUtess of December 22, and was rela-

r ted to the editor of that journal about
> a year ago hy one of tbs prophet’s fa-y. vorile assassins ; “The Aikin party,
rHa)afa4|| the Aikin brothers, a man

: ‘known asVolonel,’ one named Buck.
1 mnd two others, started east from Cali-

¦ fomia just as Johnson’s army was
I entering Utah. They weie' weal-
•¦, tbv genllemeu of an adventurous,

speculative turn, and bad the finest
> outfit of mules, equipments, guns, pis-
¦' tols, etc., ever seen in Salt Lake City.

They carried with them about thirty
' thousand dollars iu gold. On the Hum-

! boldt they fell in with a train of emi-¦ grants going wist, and traveled with
the emigrants until they reached the
Utah settlements. Near Ogden they
were arrested as spies, brought to Salt
Lake city, and closely confined; Utah
was under martial law, and this fact
was the pretext for this outrage. The
emigrant train came along ann Vouched
for the men as Wing good honest gen-
tlemen, but without effect. Their mo-
ney was too tempting a prey. After
being incarcerated some time, two were
left in prison, and the four others sent
by the Mormons to California, under
an escort. The apparent fairness of
this move vanishes when we learn that
the escort were Porter Rockwell. John
Lot, and One-eyed Miles, three of the
blackest-hearted viliians that ever lived.
When the fsirty arrived at Nepbi, a
council was called among the Mormons,
and sixteen men were appointed to “use

Up” the Aikin party. The few who op-
posed the cold-blooded plot were si-

; fenced by the argument that it was
| God’s willexpressed through His proph-
et Brigham. At midnight a team was
fitted out and driven on ahead of the
Aikin |>artv. who were asleep at Nephi.
The next evening just as the party were
camping at the Sevier river, a party of
men drove up from the opposite direst- ,
lion and asked permission to camp with
them. The plot of the murder was
well planned. The Aiken party never
suspected that these men were nssas- ,
sins who had Wen in Nephi the night
Wfro. They vr.-re pleased to hive
company, and the camp-fires were built
side by side. The Mormons outnuiu-

¦ be red their victims f<*rto one, yet were
too cowardly to make the attack until
sleep rendered the poorvictims helpless;

j then they poniiced upon the sleeping,
defenceless fellows, aud struck them on
the Lead with king-bolts, clubs ami iron

, bars. The Colonel bounded up, and,
bruised and bleeding as he wa<, escap-
ed in the bushes. A second one of the
Aikin hoys sprang to his feet, but was
shot down. The other two were brained
where they lay. The three lifeless bod-
ies were thrown into the river, and the ;
brother who was shot down revived
when be came in contact with the cold
stream. Poor fellow; a night of bor-

; ror awaited him which was worse than
a thousands deaths. Crawling over the

, cruel, pebbly bottom of the river,
drenched, bleeding, and half dead, the
man reached the willows ftear the camp.
Here he lay shivering with fear, and
heard the murderers boast of the brn-
tal deed. Summoning all his strength,
the wounded man crawled away through

1 the bushes, and started back to Nephi. ;
It snowed lightly during the previous
day, and that night there was n hitter,

'biting frost. Aikin bad on nothingbut
| his pants and shirt. The crisp snow

and the sharp stones cut his feet until
he could hardly endure the pain. Weak¦ from the loss of Mood, dazed and stunned
Iby blows on the head, cold, deserted
and lone y, weary and worn out, the
man traveled all night long. Naught

{ but thoughts of a murdered brother lr-
| ing mangled aud utiburied in the black •
! waters of the Sevier gave him strength j
Ito press forward to where he vainlv
• hoped for assistance. Just at dawn he
I completed bis twenty-sit mile journey,
I aud fell exhausted at the fo.>t of (he
. little hill in the outskirts of Nephi. He
! had fallen in front of a house, and from

1 the inmates he learned that one of his
. comrades had likewise escaped,ami had
i ascended the bill only a few moments

l>efore. Wild wih the hoj>e that it was
J Lis brother, he struggled to his feet

¦ and staggered onward. In spite of ail
| his efforts he fell heavily four or five
' times, and could not rise until be bad
lain still aud rested for a few minutes.
When he reached the hot-d he found

i the Colonel instead of his brother. The
. poor, half-murdered men uttered Dot a

word, but. Kicked in each other’s arms,
fell swooning to the ground. Even the
Mormans who looked upon the sc>ne
were affected to tears. Cold-blooded
ammjmnation awaited these brave fel-
lows after ail. Thoughtlessly they tol 1
th it they recoguiied some of their mur-
derer*. The hotel keejier was in leagne
with the assassins. Hts team bad hauled
the murderers to the Sevier. When
three weeks bad passed the wounded
men iad so far recovered as to wish to
return to Silt Lake Citr: ,p The hotel
keeper refused to K* them go until his
bill was |>aid. They had escaped with
notbtog bin a gold watch aud a silver-
mooted Coil’s revolver. Their aion.y
sod valuable property was lyfng m the
Nerti tithing ;n God's ston-
hotye. They offered the botei-k*•per

xrerth f£s>, fur their bill.

lllk? 0*

bat be demanded the revolver instead.
A* be took the pistol, Aiken said :
“There goes nr last friend, we’ll never
leave ibis valley alive.” Disarmed,
wounded, and utterly belples, these men
were put in a wagon, and driven to an
old stable a, few miles out of Nepbi.—
The (Jrivet backed bis wagon up close

.. to this stable and nnhitched the horses,
saying be wanted to feed them. Tin?
bind end of the wagon had been taken
out before starting, and as soon m the
horses were out of the way a volley of
buckshot fired from the stable fairly
riddled the bodies of the two Califor-
nians. The party of cowardly wretches

' coorested in the stable continued to fire
until muscle in the vicv.ijh’ bod.
ies ceased to quiver. They then strip,
ped off the clothing and threw the bod-
ies into one of those round springs or
natural wells which seem to have no
bottom, and filled it in with large stones.
To this day the place is known as “Mur*
derer’s Spring.” Sufficient proof is in
the possession of the United States of. j
fioi ils at Salt Lake to convict the f>er-
jietrators of this frightful crime if jus- 1
lice could be obtained in Utah. Timo-
thy B. Foot is the hotel keeper’s name:
Wolfe is the man who drove the fatal
wagon, and Bishop Bryant presided
over the council at Nephi that parsed'
the sentence of death. Actual parti-
cipants in the crime have confessed, and
if protected, would testify to all the
particulars. From one of the murder-
ers I obtained part of my information.
I have not colored any portion of the
narrative; the bare facts are before vou.

I
'
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The OrxKlwo or the Fox.—The

Turf. Field and Farm relates the follow-
ing. illustrative of the cunning, or shall
we say, the reasoning faculty ofthe fox :

“Afanner possessed a large number of
One turkeys, which usually roosted in
the branches of some tall Scotch firs,
immediately joining the farm yard.—
Reynard had his eye on them, and made
several visits during the moonlight*
nights, but unsuccessfully, as they were
perched 100 high for him to reach them.
He was therefore obliged to nor* to
stratagem, and this was the plan he
adopted : He first scratched the ground
beneath the tree with his fore feet, and
then the base of the tree itself, in order i
to attract the attention of the turkeys,
at the same time looking up to mark
every movement. H then ran round

jthe trees in rapid rings. The turkeys,
aware of their danger, followed his
quick movements with their eves, and
became confused and dizrr. One fine
bird fell to the ground, was instantly
killed and carried off to he earth. The
scheme was rejwatcd with equal success.
The less of turkey after turkey induced
the farmer to watch in ambush, and
the truth of the strutagem was fully
established.

Tortvo Napot.*oi.—Napoleon, the
Possible Fourth, rises at dawn amt
works hard all day. His programme
of stmlv. which he now pursues in the
the classic retirement of Cobden Plaee,
is rather severe. On Mondavs he stud-
ies the facta of history in the morning,
and the philosophy of history in the af-
ternoon. On Tuesdays, gcographv. and
after simple geography, the manners,
climates and wealth of various regions.
On Wednesday#-he looks into the ad-
ministrative organization of France, as
compared with that of ether nations.
On Thursdays he studies judiciary or-
ganization. On Fridays French poli-
ties, jaist and present. On Saturdays
indulges, with consistent professors, in
a profound examination of contempora-
ry events. On Sundays he rests.

-

t*r“Maria," observed Mr. Halcomb,
as he was putting on his clothes, “there
ain’t no p itch on them breeclms yet.” )
“I can’t fix it now, no way; I’m too

busv." “Well, give me a patch then,
and I’llcarry it around with me. I
don’t want j-eople to think Icau'tafford
the cloth."

Grandfather—“ Ah ? children,
its a fine thing to see you all growing
up such fine gals ami boys. I ain’t felt
go proud many a day; no, not since I
was chief follower of your poor old
grannv’s funeral, and had a new Mack
hat for myself an’ a gallon o’ gin for
the mourners.”

An exchange describes the fol-
lowing scene in the cars : “A candy
bov |.;i<<iog through the cars meets a

cross rld gentleman and say s, ‘pop corn •
pop corn !’ ‘Uaiu't got any teeth,’ an-
grily replies the old man. ‘Guradrops!
gum drops !’ calls the smart boy.

“Children,” said a country min-
ister. a Idressing aSiinday school, “Why
are we like flowers ? What Jo we have
that flowers haver” a small boy in the
infant clas-, whose breath smelled of
vermifuge, rose up and made reply

4 Worms.’

tap* At Atchison, Kansas, a girl ate
four pounds of wedding cake tu order

that she might dream of her future
husband. And now the savs that mon-

ey wouldn’t hire her to marry the Ban

that she saw in that dream.

•'Tour drees,” sahl a husband I
to his fashionable wife, “will never j
please the men." “I don’t dress to j
please men,” was the rep’v,“buf to wor- j
ry other wotoeu.”

NO. 19

Tbxt Cvertsu It Too FaV- j/r .

Butterwick Called in to see roe the other
day, and in the course of the oou versa-

i tion, he said :

i I’m going to move. I can’t stand
those Thompsons, next door to me anv
longer. They’re the awfullest people
to borrow things that I ever saw, Cof.
fee, and butter, and sugar, and flour,
I don’t mind so much, although wheii
a woman borrows high-priced sugar
and Java coffeee, and sends bark sand
and chickory, a man naturally feels
billons and mad. Bin they’ve borrow-
ed pretty near everything in the house.
First it’s one thing and then it: s an-
other, from morning till night, right
straight along.

“No# there’s the poker. A poker’s
a piece of machinery that v<*u’d think

janybody might go around and buy, or;
|if they couldn’t afford it, they might
' use a fence paling to shake up the tin-.

1 But Mrs Thompson seems to banker
: after our poker. She borrows it fifteen
jor twenty times a day, and last Satur-
day she sent for it thirty-four times.

’ She pays a bov two dollars a week t*
run over ami borrow that poker; amt
she’s used it so much that it’s all bent
up like a corkscrew,

“Now. take chairs for instance. Sho
ask* us to lend her our chairs three
times a day at every meal, and she
borrows the rocking-chair whenever
she wants to put the baby to sleep.

“A couple of timed she sent over for
a sofa, and when the boy nime back
with it he said Mrs. Thompson wait
mad as thunder, ami kept growling

! around the house all Jay. because there
were no castors on it. Last Mondav
she borrowed our wash-l*oilcr. and wo
had to put off our washing till Thurs-
day. She did her preserving in it, and
the consequence was all our clothes wero
full of preserved peaches. I’ve got on
an hndershirt now that I’m mighty
doubtful if I’llever get off, it’s stuck
to me so tight.

“Evciv now ami then she has com-
pany, ami then she borrows our hired
giil ami all the parlor furniture; once,
bccnse I WoflMn’t carry the piano
over for her and take down the cha".
dwlicr, she told our girl that there wei*
rumors aUmt town that I was a re-
formed pirate.

) “Perfectly scandalous I They think
nothing of sending over after a couple
of bedsteads or the entry carpet; and
the other day Thompson says t* me ;

4 ‘Butterwick, docs your pump-log
pull up easy r’

“And when I said I thought maybe
it did, he s.iid :

• ‘Well. I would like to borrow it for
a few davs till I can get one, lor mine’s
all lolled away.’

“The only wonder to me is that lo
didn’t try to borrow the well along with
it.

“And then on Thursday, Mrs. Thomp-
son sent that boy over to know if Mrs.
Butterwick wouldn’t lend her our front
door. She said their’s was away being
painted and she was afraid the baby
would Catch Cold. When Iasked bint
what be supposed we were going to do
to keep comfortable without any front
door, he said Mrs. Thompson said she
reckoned #e might tack up a Wd quilt
or something. And when I refused,
the bov said Mrs Thompson told him
if I wouldn’t send over the fror.l door
to n-k Mrs. Butterwick to lead her a

pair of stri|s*d stockings and a h- r-m
hair bustle and to borrow the coal scut-

tle till Monday. What in the name of
M.•ses she is going In do with a bustle
and a coal-scuttle I can’t conceive.

“But they’re the most extraordinary
people ! List Fourth of July, was it ?

Yes- last Fourth of July the boy c.inio

over and told Mrs. Butterwick that
Mrs. Thompson would be much obliged

if sheM lend her the twins for a few
minutes. Said Mrs. Thompson wanted

; ’em to suck off a new bottle-lop, is-cansc
! it made her baby su k to tasle fresh in-

-1 dia rublier ! Cheeky, tylii’tit !* But
that’s her way. She don’t mind it any
more 1

“Wbv I’veknown her to take off our
Johnny’s pants when he’s been playing
over there with the children, and send
him home bare-leggcd to tell his moth'
er that she borrowed them for a pat-
tern. And on Thompson’s birth-day
she said her bouse was so small for a

party that if we’d lend her otirs we
might come in h*te in the evening and
dance with the company if we wouldn’t
let on that she didn’t live tbere!

“Yes sir; I’m going to move. I’d
rather liv* next door to a lunatic asy-
lum and have the maniacs |ouring red-
hot shot orer the fence every hour of
the day. Indeed 1 would."— Mom Ad-
der, in A*ctr York Weekly.

•ST A young man appointed to a

clerkship in the Trcasnrv Department
was conducted fo bis desk and informed
what bis duties were. The chief of the
Department discovered him a short time
after comfortable rep*sing in Its sent,

with bis fet chamrterislically res'lng
on the desk. * Hello,” said tl e chief;
“dcn’i vi u rip et to do any work?’*
“Work be d— nd !”exclaim* 1 tl e *-

tonished youth; “I had to work hard
enough to g*t bfc*.’’

*3TAo Irishman, giving bis testimo-
ny iu one of our courts, a few days
sines in a riot case, said ; “Be jabber*

! the first man I saw c roing at roe when
* I got up was two brickbats.

Mohammed <n e said: “When a man
I -lies, men ii qu • what be hat I*ft be-

| hind L nr; a Is i qnire what he ha#

I n st befi.oe him
”


