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ES," said Peter Gar-rilitc- h,

O'" ft "those were
unhappy days; I don't
like even to thinkij about them; but I
promised to tell you
the story, so here it
is."

It happened in the
"Winter of 1835. I was

then about 18 years old, and had been living
since the death of my parents with an aunt in
Moscow, where I was enrolled as a student in
ihe University. My aunt, who was a widow,

a kind, gentle, sympathetic, woman,
lived in a large wooden house on the ka

one of those snug, comfortable
heaseg which sire common enough in Mos-oo- w,

hot which you seldom see elsewhere.
She rarely went out into society or received 1

any calls at home. All day long she would
eit with her two female companions in the
parlor talking, drinking "flower tea," and
playing solitaire. Now and then I remem-

ber she weed to order the parlor fumigated.
An old servant in livery would come in with
a copper basin containing a hot brick, on
which he had laid a little bunch of mint,
and then, walking hastily along the narrow
atrip of carpet stretched between the doors,
he weald pour vinegar over the mint and
the heated "brick until the cloud of white
steam which rose into his old wrinkled face
made him scowl and turn away his head,
and. tibe hissing sound of the simmering vine-

gar drove the canary birds in the dining-roo- m

fraatic with excitement
My sfcnt always treated me with the

ufcwoaipossiblekindHess and affection. The
wfcoie entresol of the koase was put at my
unrestricted disposal, and my rooms had

AS AE OF ELEGANCE AND LUXURY
which seemed hardly in keeping with the
character and habits of a student. The win-

dows of my bed-roo- m were draped with rose--

colored curtains, and over the bed hung a
white muslin canopy, ornamented at the
corners with staff, blue plumes, such as are
worn by grenadiers in their shakos. Eut
those plumes were, I must confess, a source
of annoyance and embarrassment to me
ratier than of pleasure. I thought that if I
allowed myself to be surrounded with such
feminine refinements I would be lowered in
the estimation of my comrades. Already
they called me "seminary girl," because I
never could bring myself to use tobacco. As
a student I was not, I am sorry to eay,
very diligent: especially in the first years
of my university course. My aunt had
made me a present of an elegant
sleigh, with a bearskin robe and a span of
plump ponies, and I spent a good deal of my
time in riding. I did not go much into
society, but in the theater I was at home,
and mj dealings with the confectioner were
upon the most extensive scale. Still, I never
became dismpaled, nor allowed myself to
indulge in pleasures which, were dishonora
ble. On the contrary, I always behaved
modestly aad discreetly "en jeunehomrae
de bouse nsaison." Nothing could have in-dtM-

ate to do anything to grieve my kind,
iadttlgent aunt. But of that I had little
fear.

n.
I had always from my earliest childhood

heea. a passionate lover of chess; and, al-

though 1 knew nothing about the principles
of Hie game as they were laid down in the
books, I played in mj untaught way with
considerable skill. One day, in a cafe which
I frequented, I happened to see a long chess
battle between a couple of well-match- ed

players, one of whom, a blonde young man
aboat 25 years of age, seemed to me unusu-
ally strong. "When he finally came off con-
queror I challenged him to play with me.
He consented, and in the course of an hour
beat me without the slightest apparent effort
three consecutive games.

Yon have a natural talent for chess," he
remarked courteously, noticing, perhaps,
how keenly I felt the mortification of my
deft, "bat you don't seem to know the
openings; you ought to read some good
book on the game, such as Allgaier or Pe-fc- Cs

"Do you think I play well?" I replied
eagerly. Where can I get a book ? "

"Oome and see me ; I'll let you have one."
He gave me his name and address, and we

parted. On ihe following day I called upon
Mm, and in less tian a week we became al--
moit inseparable companions.

IIL
The name of my new acquaintance wa3

Alexander Davidovitch pustof. He was
ewptoyed ia some capacity in the ilinis-teri- al

Court and lived ia a detached wing of
hfs mother's hooec, enjoying the same inde-peadec- ee

and freedom from restraint that I
did with my aunt. I soon became warmly
attached to him. Never in my life had I
met a young man who was so entirely con-
genial to ine. Everything about him voice,
fiV re, carriage, walk was winning and at-t- ra

ave. His face, with its soft blue eyes

and straight, daintily-molde- d nose, was
rather smaller perhaps than most mascu-

line laces, hut it was clearly and delicately
cut, from the red and ever-smilin- g lips to
the soft curls of hlonde hair which lay upon
the narrow but snow-whi- te forehead. His
manner was noticeable for its extraordinary
evenness. He was invariably
SELF-POSSESSE- D, COURTEOUS AND CON-

TENTED,
never allowed himself to become absent-minde- d

or moody, and treated all persons
alike with pleasant, sustained affability. But
he never manifested the least enthusiasm.
All vehemence, even in the expression of
noble emotions, was distasteful to him, and
whenever anyone in his presence gave way
to passionate feeling he would partially
close his eyes with a shrinking tremor of
the lids and exclaim, "Oh, that's barbarous!
that's heathenish!" FoustoFs eyes were
the most noticeable feature of his face.
They always seemed beaming with sympa-
thy and good will, and at times you even
imagined that they regarded you with abso-

lute devotion. Only when you came to know
him well, would you discover that this affec-

tionate expression was due to the very organ-
ization of the eyes' themselves, and that it
never changed even while he ate soup or
smoked a Fonstof was gifted nat
urally with a great number of diverse talents
and aptitudes. He danced gracefully, was a
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bold and dashing rider, an expert swimmer,
and could turn his hand to almost any of the
smaller mechanical arts. He played skill-
fully upon the cithern, knew a great number
of tricks and puzzles, could cut out silhou-
ettes, and painted in water-color- s with equal
facility a bouquet of flowers or a portrait of
Napoleon. Finally, he had a very respect-
able knowledge of mechanics, physics and
chemistry. All his various talents, however,
he exercised in strict moderation. He never
carried anything to extremes. His greatest
and almost his only deficiency was in the
languages. These he never could master.
Even French he always spoke badly. It
was not his wont to talk much, and when he
was present at our little student gatherings
he showed his interest in the conversation
rather by a smile or a bright, intelligent
glance than by words. "With the gentler
sex he was a great favorite, but upon the
subject of love usually so attractive to
young people he never seemed inclined
to talk, and fully deserved the soubriquet
of "modest Don Juan" which his comrades
beEtowed upon him.

I used to think that Fonstof must be the
happiest man in all the world. Nothing
ever seemed to trouble or interrupt the
smooth current of his life. His mother,
sisters, brothers, aunts and uncle3 almost
worshiped him; he lived with them and
with all his friends in perfect harmony, and
wa3 universally acknowledged to be the
very model of what a son, brother and
nephew ought to be.

rv.
One morning I went to call upon him at a

rather earlier hour than usual, and did not
find him in his accustomed place in the
library. Presently, however, ashouted greet-
ing came to my ears from the adjoining room,
together with a confused sound of puffing
and snorLing, mingled with the splashiug of
water. Fonstof always took a cold bath
every morning, and afterward devoted about
a quarter of an hour to gymnastic exercises,
in which he attained great proficiency. He
never allowed himself to worry or feel
anxious about his bodily health, but he did
not ueglect by all proper means to preserve
it His motto was,
"never forget yourself never get

excited work WITH MODERATION."
Fonstof had not yet made his appearance

when the outside door of the room in which
I stood opened widely, and there entered a
short, thick-se- t, heavily-bui- lt man, about 50
years of age, dressed in a uniform frock coat.
He had a coarse, red face, eyes of a peculiar
milky whitish color, and a thick head of
short, gray, curly hair. He stopped as he
'crossed the threshold, and opening his large
mouth widely gave utterance to a strange,
metallic laugh, at the same time throwing
up his right leg and striking himself a re-

sounding slap on the hip with the corre-
sponding hand.

"Ivan Demyanilch?" shouted Foustof
from the bathroom.

"That's just who 'tis," replied the new
comer, with the same peculiar metallic ring
in his voice which I had noticed in his
laugh. " What are you doing in there; mak-
ing your toilet, eh? Correct! That's busi-
ness ! I've j ust been over to give your little
brother his lesson, but lie's got a cold or
eomelhing sneezes all the while can't
perform ; so I ran in here a minute to get
warm." Again Ivan Demyanitch laughed
that peculiar laugh and again slapped him-
self violently on the hip. Then pulling a
cotlen handkerchief out of his pocket, he
blew his nose with a prolonged snort and a
furious rolling of his eyeballs, spit into the
handkerchief, and ejaculated loudly, " tfoo
oo ! " Foustof entered the room, and giving
us eali a hand asked if wo were acquainted
with one another.

"No, eirl" replied Ivan Demyanitch

i

promptly, "the veteran of 1812 has not the
honor."

Foustof spoke my name, and then turning
to the "veteran of 1812," said:

" This is Ivan Demyanitch Batch ; teacher
of of of various .Iiings."

"Precisely!" assented Mr. Hatch "vari-
ous things ; mathematics, for instance, and
geography and statistics and Italian book-

keeping. Ha! ha! ha! and music. Per-

haps, my dear sir, you don'fc believe it ? "

he added turning suddenly to me, " but it's
so ! Jusfc ask Alexander Davidovitch how I
play on the bassoon ! See if he don't say I
excel.
I WOULDN'T BE 2TUCH OF A BOHEMIAN IF

I DIDN'T
and a Bohemian's what I am ! Yes, sir, I'm
a Czech ! I was born in the ancient city of
Prague! Speaking of music, Alexander
Davidovitch, we ought to have some more
duets; what's become of you lately? We
haven't seen anything of you in a long time."

"I was at your house day before yester-
day," replied Fonstof.

"Well, that's what I call a long time!
Ha! ha! ha!" When Mr. Eatch laughed

--his whitish eyes oscillated strangely and
restlessly from side to side. "I see, young
man," he said, turning again to me, " that I
surprise you ; that's only because you don't
understand my temperament. Just ask our
good friend, Alexander Davidovitch, about
me. What'll he tell you? He'll tell you
that Eatch is a straightforward, simple-hearte- d

old fellow a genuine Enssian in
spirit if he isn't in blood! Ha! ha ! When
he was baptized they labeled him "Joann
Dietrich," but he passes now as Ivan Dem-

yanitch. There's nothing in his mind that
isn't on his tongue! ' He carries his heart J e

as the saying is 'in the palm of his hand.'
To the d 1 with all your complicated cere-

monies! I don't know anything about them,
and don't want to! Come and see me some
evening you'll find out for yourself. My
bid woman my wife, that is she don'fc

make any pretensions either, but the way
she can boil and bake whew! Alexander
Davidovitch! isn't it the truth that I'm
telling?"

Foustof only smiled, and I said nothing.
"Don't be squeamish because the old man

is a little rough," continued Mr. Eatch.
"Come and see us and now" (taking a
thick silver watch out of his pocket and
holding it up to his right eye) " it's time for
me to move on. I suppose there's another
bird waiting for me and what I teach him
the d 1 only knows! Mythology, I guess
d d if I don't! But he lives so far off, the
little villain! Away over by the Eed Gate.
However, it's all the same. I sha'n'fc foot it;
I made a raise of 15 kopecks out of that
brother of yours so my bag isn't empty yet

Ha! ha! that'll pay for a droshky. Fare-
well, my Lord and yon, young man, come
and see us ; we'll have some duets."

The last words Mr. Eatch shouted back to
us from the hall, as he stamped his feet into
his galoshes, and then, with another hard,
metallic laugh, left the house.

Y.
"What a strange sort of man ! " I said to

Foustof, who after Mr. Eatch's departure
went to work at his turning-benc-h.

"Is it possible that he's a foreigner? He
seems to speak Eussian glibly enough."

"Yes, he's a foreigner by birth; but he
has been living in Enssia for the last 30
years. It must have been as long ago as
1802 when he was brought here by some
foreign Prince or other in the capacity of
private secretary or, as is more likely, in
that of valet and ho has lived here ever
since; but he does speak Eussian, as you
say, 'glibly.'"

"So fluently and 3langily, you know," I
added; "and with so many quibbles and
unexpected verbal twists."

"Yes, that's so, but not at all naturally;
they're all alike, those Eussianized Ger-

mans."
" But he isn't a German, is he? I thought

he said he was a Czech."
"I don'fc know; he maybe; he always

talks German with his wife."
"Why does he call himself a 'veteran of

1812'? Did he serve in that war ?
"Serve! No. But when Moscow was

abandoned and burned, when everybody
else fled from the city, he staid there lost
everything he had; I believe that's all the
service he ever did."

" Wbat made him stay there, then? "
"The Lord knows!" replied Foustof, his

voice blending with the buzzing of his lathe
"I've heard it said that he acted in the ca--
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The Game of Chess.
pacity of a Eussian spy, but that's probably
mere guess-wor- k. All I know iB that he did
receive reimbursement from the Govern-
ment for his losses. There's no doubt about
that."

"I see he wears uniform; I infer from
that that he's in the service now?"

"Yes, he teaches in the Cadet Corps; has
the rank of Court Councillor."

"Who's his wife?"
"His wife's a German woman, daughter of

a butcher here."
"And do you go to see them often?''
aes; I call on them."

"How is it there pleasant? "
"Eather pleasant."
" Has he any children ? "
"Yes, several; three, I believe, by his

present wife, and a sor and a daughter by a
previous marriage."

"How old is the daughter?"
"About 25."
It seemed to me that at my last question

Foustof bent lower over his work, and that
the wheel of his lathe hummed more loudly
and whirled more swiftly to the measured
impulses of his foot.

"Is she pretty?"
"That's according to one's taste; she has

a remarkable face indeed, she is rather a
remarkable person."

"Aha!" I mentally exclaimed. Foustof
appeared to become more deeply absorbed
than ever in his work, and to my next ques-

tion made no reply except a vague preoccu-

pied murmur. I thought to myself, " I must
get acquainted with her."

VI.
A few days afterward Foustof and I went

to Mr. Eatch's to spend the evening. He
lived in a wooden house with a garden and
a large yard situated on a crooked cross
street near the Prichistenski Boulevard. He
came out to meet us while we were yet in
the hall, and greeting us with his character-
istic laugh ushered us into the parlor, where

l If Mi

The Court Councillor.
he presented me to a stout lady in a tight
camlet dress, whom he introduced as Elea-

nor Karpovna, his wife. Eleanor Earpovna
in her early youth had very likely been en
dowed with what the French for some un-
explained reason call "the beauty of the
devil" that is, freshness; but at the time
when I made her acquaintance she reminded
mo of a piece of raw beef jusfc laid out by the
butcher on a neat miuble slab. I use the
word "neat" purposHy, because not only
was Eleanor Karpovna herself a perfect pat-
tern of neatness, bat everything in and
about the house had been scrubbed and
scoured and smoothed until it fairly
shone with cleanliues. The curtains
over the windows and the napkins on the
table had all been newly washed and ironed,
the chemisettes and collars of Mr. Eatch's
four children were as white and glossy as
soap, water and starch could make them,
and the brazen tea-nr- n on the round center-tabl- e

had been scoured and polished until
it glowed like a huge live ember. Mr.
Eatch's children bore a remarkable resem-

blance to their mother, being fat, healthy
and dumpy, with strong, clumsy features,
thick tufts of hair on their temples and red,
stumpy fingers. All had large and rather
flat noses, lips which looked as if they were
swollen, and small, light-gra- y eyes.

"THESE ARE 3IY GUARDS!"
said Mr. Eatch, ''Eolia, Olia, pasha and
Mashka," laying his heavy hand upon their
heads successively as he spoke their names ;

"this one is eight years old, this one seven,
the next four, and the last one all of two
ha! ha! ha! You will please take notice
that my wife and I haven't been standing
around gaping. Hey? Eleanora Karpov-
na?"

"You are always saying something of that
kind ! " murmured Eleanora Karpovna, turn-
ing away.

"And she has to have Eussian names for
all her squallera, too," continued Mr. Eatch ;

"no other kind will do for her, and you've
got to look out that they're all baptised into
the Greek faith! if you haven't!
Sho's a regular Slavophile, if she does come
of German blood! Eleanora Karpovna!
aren't; you a Slavophile?"

Eleanora Karpovna looked indignant.
" I'm a Court Councilleress that's who I

am therefore I'm a Eussian lady ; and all
that you are going to say "

"That is about the way she love3 Eussia,"
interrupted Mr. Eatch. I tell you its some-
thing awful! When she loves, she loves
like an earthquake. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! "

"Well, what of it?" demanded Eleanora
Karpovna; " of course I love Eussia I ought
to; where else could I over get a title of no-

bility ? And here I am not only a lady of
rank myself, but all my children are noble,
too! Kolia! sitze ruhig mifc den Fussen."

" Well, well, mo3fc noble Queen of Sumbek,"
rejoined Mr. Eatch, shaking his open hand
at her deprecatingly ; "you needn't get ex-

cited about it ! Whore's tho ' noble' Victor?
Loafing around, I suppose, just where it
happens. If he runs across tho Inspector
he'll get a flogging! Das ist ein Bummler
der Victor!"

" Dem Victor kann Ich nichfc kommand- -
iren, Ivan Demyanitch Sie wissen wohl!"
protested Eleanora Karpovna. I looked
scrutinizingly at Foustof to see if I could
get any clew to the motives which led him
to associate with such people as these; but
just at that moment an inner door opened
and there entered a tall, slender young
woman in black. It was Mr. Eatch's eldest
daughter, about whom Foustof had told me.
I took one look at her, and saw that it was
not necessary to search any farther for an
explanation of my friend's visits.

VII.
I remember that Shakspere somewhere

speaks of tho feeling of incongruity which

is excited by tho sight of a single white dove
in the midst; of a flock of ravens. It was
jusfc that impression which was made upon
me by the young woman who had entered
the room. With the people and the things
around her she seemed to have absolutely
nothing in common, and I could not help
fancying that she herself must secretly won-

der sometimes how she ever happened to be
there. All the other members of the Eatch
family looked like common, healthy, self-satisfi-ed

boors. Her beautiful but already
fading faco wore an expression of mingled
Badness, sensitiveness and pride. They, al-

though evidently the coarsest of plebeians,
acted out their natures without tho least
timidity or constraint ; while she, who was
as unmistakably aristocratic as they were
plebeian, seemed to be all the time strug-
gling with a feeling of anxious apprehen-
sion. In her outward appearance there was
nothing to indicate that she was of German
descent. She looked much more lilte a
native of the south. She had unusually
thick, black hair, without the slightest lus-

ter, somewhat sunken but nevertheless
beautiful dim black eyes, a low, convex fore-

head, an aquiline nose, an opaque pallor,
smooth skin, faintly-draw- n lines of suffering
about the thin lips, and something imperi-
ous and at the same time helpless in all her
movements. Had I met such a woman in
Italy I should not perhaps have been sur-

prised, but to find such an one in Moscow
on a back street near the Prichistenski Bou-

levard completely bewildered me. As she
entered the room I rose from my chair. She
gave me one swift, perturbed glance, and
then dropping her long black eyelashes
seated herself near the window " like Tati-ana- ."

(Our heads wore all filled in those
days with Pushkin's " Onegin.") I looked
at Foustof; but he stood with his back to
me, and was just taking a cup of tea from
the fat hands of Eleanora Karpovna. Then
I noticed that the young woman in black
seemed to be followed into the room by a
faint draft of chilly air. " What a statue! "
I thought to myself.

VIII.
"Peter Gavrilitch!" cried Mr. Eatch, ad-

dressing himself to me, " allow mo to make
you acquainted with my with my with
my Number One. Ha, ha, ha ! with Susanna
Ivanovna."

I bowed silently, thinking to myself
"even her name differs in style from the
names of all the rest.',' She half rose from
her seat to acknowledge the introduction,
but did not smile nor unclasp the tightly-interlac- ed

fingers of her joined hands.
"Well," resumed Mr. Eatch, "what about

our little duet, Alexander Davidovitch!
a-a- -a? You left your cithern, you know,
the last time you were here, and I've got
out my bassoon. Come on! Let's entertain
our esteemed friends with the concord of
sweet sounds. What do you say?" he
added, seeing that Foustof made no objec-

tion, "is it a go? Kolka! march into the
library and drag out the music-stand- s. Olga !

run get tho cithern, child of the orthodox!
and some candles!" he added, whirling

round and round like a top as he gave his
orders.

"Peter Gavrilitch!" he exclaimed, turn-
ing to me, yon like music, don't you? a--a?

If you don't, yon and my wife can entertain
yourselves with conversation ; only, mind !

no noise! you've got to talk with the soft;

pedal on, ha, ha, ha ! I'd like to know where
that vagabond of a Victor is he ought to
be here to listen, too. Eleanora Karpovna,
yon completely spoil that boy ! "

Eleanora Karpovna's anger blazed up in
an instant.

"Aber wass kann Ich denn, Ivan Dem-

yanitch?"
"Well, well, never mindyou needn't

swear about it ! Bleibe ruhig hast verstan-den- ?

Alexander Davidovitch! your pres-

ence, if you please."
The children promptly obeyed the direc-

tions of their father, the stands wore dragged
out, the candles lighted, and the music be-

gan. I have already said that Foustof
played upon the cithern extremely well, but
that instrument made upon me then, a3 it
always does now, a most disagreeable im-

pression. I could not help fancying that
there was shut up in ifc the soul of some de-

crepit old Jewish miser, which whined and
snuffled out a doleful remonstrance every
time the pitiless player compelled ifc to give
forth a musical note. Nor did the playing
of Mr. Eatch please me any better. His dis-

agreeable face, with its whitish, oscillating
eyes, first became purple from the violence
of his exertions, and then assumed a threat-
ening expression, as if he had made up his
mind to murder somebody with his bassoon,
and was first defying and denouncing his
victim through that instrument in a succes-

sion of harsh, hoarse, half-strangl-ed notes.
As soon as the dnefc began I walked over to
the window where Susanna was sitting, and
availing myself of the first momentary pause
asked her if sho were as fond of music as
her father. She shrank back from mo as if
I had touched her, and then said abruptly
"as who?"

"As your father," I repeated; "Mr. Eatch,"
"Mr. Eatch is not my father."
"He is not? Excuse me! I must have

misunderstood; but I am sure Alexander
Davidovitch said

"You did not understand Mr. Foustof
rightly," she said, looking afc mo intently,
but timidly; "Mr. Eatch is my afcp-father- ."

I was silent.
"Then you don't like music?" I began

once more. Again she glanced at me with
tho same shy, shrinking expression in her
eyes which I had previously noticed. Sho
evidently did not expect nor desire a con-

tinuation of our conversation.
"I did not say that," she finally replied

slowly.
" " broke in the

bassoon with sudden fury, as it floridly exe-

cuted the final fiorituro. I turned around,
and my eyes fell upon the largo, diverging
ears and the red, swollen neck of Mr. Eatch.
He suddenly became intensely repugnant
tome

"But I'm sure you cannot like that instru-
ment," I said to Susanna in an under tone.

"No," she answered, seeming to under-
stand my implied depreciation of it, "I do
not like it."

Good, thonghfc I to myself; I'm glad of
that!

"Susanna Ivanovna music loves very
much," suddenly observed Eleanora Kar-
povna, in her Eusso-Germa- n dialect, " and
very much plays beautifully herself on
the piano; only she likes not to play
on the piano when she is very much asked."
Susanna made no reply, but merely turned
her eyeballs slightly toward Eleanora Kar-
povna under their lowered lids. From this
trifling indication I guessed what her feel-

ings were toward her step-fathe- r's second
wife, and again I felt secretly glad. In the
meantime the duet ended. Foustof rose, and
coming over with --slow, irresolute steps to
the window where Susanna and I were sit-

ting, asked her if Zengold had ever sent her
the music that he promised to order for her
from St. Petersburg. "A potpourri from
'Eobert le Diable,' " he added, turning to me;
" the new opera that everybody is talking
about."

" What's that? What's that ?" cried Mr.
Eatch, joining us. "Eobert le Diable? by
Meyerbeer? I'll bet that's a good thing!
Meyerbeer, you know, is a Jew, and the Jews
and Czechs are all born musicians especi-
ally the Jews. Isn't that so, Susanna Ivan-
ovna? Hey? Ha-ha-ha-h-

In Mr. Eatch's last words, as well as in his
laughter, I noticed something more than his
customary raillery and banter. He clearly
meant to be offensive insulting ; at least it
seemed so to me, and ifc was evident from
Susanna's behavior it was so understood by
her. She colored, bit her lower lip, shrank
back a little, and I noticed on her long, black
eye-lash- es the glitter of tears. Then rising
abruptly from her chair she left the room.

"Here! Susanna Ivanovna! where are
you going? " shouted Mr. Eatch after her.

"Oh, do let her alone, Ivan Demyanitch I "
interposed Eleanora Karpovna; "wenn sie
einmalsoefcwasindemKopfhat. "

" It's nothing but nervousness!" said Mr.
Eatch, turning on his heel and slapping his
hip, " derangement of the plexu3 Solaris
that's all that ail3 her. Oh, you needn't look
at me with such a surprised air, Peter Gav-

rilitch ! Did you think I didn't know any-
thing about anatomy ? Why, I'm a regular
doctor ! Ask Eleanora Karpovna if I'm not
ha-h- a ! I cure all her troubles I've a par-

ticular faculty for that! Ha-ha-h- a.

" You always have to make fun of every-
thing, Ivan Demyanitch," replied hi3 wife
with evident displeasure. Foustof sat there
looking at them both and laughing.

"Well! meinMutterchen! Why shouldn't
I make fun. ? You know what the poefcsays
'always take care of the funny, and the
useful will take care of itself' Kolka!
wipe your nose, you little porcupine!"

(To be continued.)

"MISSING, NONE!"
iS?

"All present, or accounted for."

BT JOHK nOWAED JEWETT, CO. C, 10TII MASS.

Comrades, listen ! Hear the voices echo from tlioae
fur-of- f years;

Old-tim- e voices answering "Roll-cal- l I" gaps of
silonce ringing "Hcre3l "

Hush! the Sergeant is reporting; hear the old-ti-

legend run:
"Fit for duty, sick, on furlough, wounded,

dead," Hark! "Missing, none!"
Thus, within our hearts the echoes keep the ro3tcr,

name byname;
And the dear old voices answer to the roll-cal- l, still

tho same,
Time aud change and death surviving ; still we

hear the legend run :
"Fit for duty, sick, on furlough, wounded,

dead," but "Missing, none! "

"Missing, none!" though ranks are thinning,
though the comrades round us fall.

Memory's hosts remain unbroken, answering each
the old roll-ca- ll !

Graven on our heart3 tho record, "All accounted
for!" not one

Dear old name dropped or forgotten; still tho
legend, " Missing, none! "

Comrades, when the last man lingers on Time's
outpost. waits alone

For the Keveille aud Koll-cal- l, let him echo back
tho tone,

And reporting to Headquarters; battles over, vic-
tory won,

Wrap our legend in the Colors, seal the record,
"Missing, none!"

THE YERSATZLE BABY.
A Farce.

DRAMATIS

Ma, the baby's mother.
Fa, tho baby's father.
Baby, tho boy himself.
Chorus, sisters, cousins, aunts, grandma.

Ja.
Come, Baby, show these people here
How very suinrt you are.

Call Pa.

Baby.
Ba! ba! Bopup.

Cliorus.
Precious heart,
How very smart!

Pa.
Now, darling, sing that pitty song,
"Baa! baa! black sheep," for Pa.

Baa! baa!
Baby.

Bat ba! Bopup.
Chorus.

"Well, I deolare,
"What genius raret

Ma.
And now. my precious little one.
Say by-b-y to Papa.

Ta-t- a.

Baby.
Ba! ba! Bopup.

CTiorus.

Oh, wonderful ! magnlticcnt ! his like was never
seen;

A most precocious youth Is this whoso weeks are
but eighteen.

To say so niuch, and eke to say it all so very plain!
His equal ne'er has been before, nor will bo e'er

again.
Upon his natal day tho Fates In union must have

smiled,
For nothing else could hare produced so versatile

a child. Curtain. Harper's Magazine.

Twins.
Leioiston Journal."

" Speakin' of twins," said tho old man Chump-kin- s,

" thoro was two boys raised in our neigh-
borhood that; looked just alike till their dyin
day. Lom didn't have any teeth and his brother
Davo did, but they looked pree-cisol- y alike all
tho same. Tho only way you could toll 'era
apart was to put your finger in Lout's mouth,
and if he bit yor 'twas Davo."

a
The Wrons Customer.

Merchant and Manufacturer.
"Well, my boy, what cau I do for you?"
" Mo mudder sent mo back wid dis chcose,

and soz fer mo ter say dat when she wants tor
go fishin' she can git all do worms sho wants ia
de back yard."

SHENANDOAH YjLLLEX

Operations in Virginia During tna

Year 1862.

POET REFOBIE0i

Great Gallantry ofUnion Troops3
in that Battle.

premohts mA.a:

Could Have Taken Staunton
and Made Sad Havoc.

BY DE. IEEvR.Tr CAFSHABT, AIE Bgg Vgg
ilAJOE-GSXBRA- V. B, VOOTNTEEBS, TG

TBTIED CATALKV DIYIBIOST,
KXOW AS CUSTEB?3.

YTH.
i tc r,-r t.r

made lor
movement, Jackson
slept agalu at tie vil-

lage inn, from which
he had Been so rudely
hunted in the morn-
ing.

Daum. took supper
with me that evening,
as he frequently did,
for he paid little or no
attention to messing
arrangements of his
own. Beaidea, my
colored servant, Tim.
Alexander at one
time the property of
Dr. Cullongh, of ITa-co- n,

Ga. was a skill-
ful cook, and one of
the mo3t accomplish-
ed foragers, I helieve,

in the army, and his genius had provided a
repast which might he considered sumptuous.
"Where the luxuries came from was per-
haps a mystery. At all events, no questions
were asked, a3 hy that time we had hecome
less considerate about getting supplies from,
an adjacent farm without paying ibr them.
Daum also shared my roomy hospital
blanket for the night near the Lewi3 house,
and believing attack probable in the morning,
unfolded hopefully the plans in. such an.
event. Before us, slightly descending and
narrowing toward Port Republic, was open
ground for about a mile, generally perhaps
a quarter of a mile in width. To the right
ran the Shenandoah, mostly bordered with
woods. To the left towered a sloping and
wooded mountain, with underbrush and
tangled vines, along the foot of which ran
the road to the village, on either aide woods,
except as it approached the house, where ike
field widened, extending to the river and
following a curve in the mountain, which
formed a meadow at the left of the roed.
Across the road, about 100 yards back from,
where the curve in the mountain began, and
nearly in a line with the Lewis house, was
Capt. Clark's battery of TJ. S. artillery, and
toward the river, at the right, other artil-
lery was stationed. Stonewall Jackson was

Caputhing the Guxs.

awakened the following morning an hour
before daylight hy Gen. Imboden (sse arti-
cle in Cehhtry for June, 1565, by Gen.
Imboden mainly a work of imagination)
entering his chamber accidentally. He was
"lying on his faee across the bed, tally
dressed, with sword, sash and boots all on."
Rising, he entered into conversation, and
upon Imboden remarking, "General, yu
made a glorious winding-u- p of your iur
weeks' work yesterday," (alluding to Ewellla
battle, which he still seams to think Jackson
himself fonght offensively,) h replied:
"yes; god bubsskd our ajucy asaih

yk5tkbday,
and I hope, with his protection, we shall do
still better M He also referred vary
feelingly to Ashby death, and speke of it
as an irreparable lose to him or any Jiitere
commander in the YaHey. Considering
the state of his army, which was in retreat,
it is not improbable, too, at that moment,
he feared being displaced. He also com-

municated his plans and expressed eonfi-don- co

in an easy victory, whieh is nofsur-prisin- g,

in view of his immense numerical
superiority. "Charley Winder will cros3
the river afc daybreak and attack, he said.
"I shall support him with all the other
troops as fast as they can be put into line."
Imboden wa3 to take the field with wbafc

were called by the boys the "jackass bat-
teries," (howitzers fastened to the becks of
mules,) and be prepared to move ia pursuit.
At the first approach of dawn our pickets
were driven in, and any doubts we may

J& 1


