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A Railway Panic.
"Do you think I look like a madman?"
I was falling into a train of pleasant thought

when these words, uttered in a clear, steady
roice by my opposite neighbor, fell upon my
ear. I started and looked him in the face. He
vas a small, sallow, intelligent-looking man,
nuffled from head to foot in a superb Spanish
,cloak lined with sables. His tone of voice was
,werfectly composed and matter-of-fact.

"Indeed, sir," I replied, with some surprise,"
'no such idea occurred to me."

"But I am mad, though I" he retorted in the
,ame quiet, confidential way.

I was in no humor for levity just then, and as
his was so evidently an attempt at practical
oking, I made a brief reply to that effect, and
ooked out of the window. It was an express
rain, going at the rate of fifty miles an hour-
very moment bore me farther from one who
was expressibly dear to me,and I felt that Inever
wished for silence and solitude more than at
iat moment. The worst of it was that, if this

nan had made up his mind to talk, I could not
telp hearing him, and there wasno one else for
tim to address, since we were alone together in
he carriage.

"Yes," he continued, "I really am mad. I
ust escaped, just escaped-not an hour ago.
bhall I tell you how I did it ?"
I continued to look out at the landscape fly-

ag past, and feigned not to hear him.
"I was not always mad, oh, dear, no! I do

.ot exactly remember now what it was that
,rove me to it, but I think it was something
onnected with lord Palmerston and the ace of
lubs. No-yes-oh, yes! the ace of clubs had
ertainly something to do with it. However,
hat is of no consequence now. I had a fine
,ouse, and gardens, and horses, and servants,
ud a wife-aba ! such a pretty, gentle, loving,
ittle wife! And I loved her, too-nobody
unows how I loved hier-only I wanted to mur-
ler her! I loved her so that I wanted to mur-
ler her! Wasn't that a rare joke, ebh ?"
"I began by this time to feel seriously un-

omlortable. It was getting slowly dusk, and
Uy companion's face, composed as it was, wore
tu odd expression that I did not quite like.
"l'ray, sir," I said, with effected carelessness,

'let us change the subject. If you insist on
:onversing with me, we may as well choose a
nore agreeable theme."
"Agreeable! Why, could anythingbe more

igreeable? Well, 1 will continue. It was a
ong time before they found it out, I hid it so
well. But I knew it well enough, for I used to
,ee laces everywhere, in the furniture, up in the
,tees, in the bushes; and 1 knew they could not
:eally be there, and that I was mad at last. For
I had alwayc expected it. Ay, ever since I was
a boy at school! Somehow they did tind it out,
though, in spite of all my caution, and I was so
cautious, so cautiou.! They found it out, and
one day two men came and seized me in my
gardens--my own garden! and took me to the
mad-house! Oh, it was a dreary place, that
mad-house! They' shut me up by myself in a
bale, cold room, with never a fire to warm me,
though it was bitter winter. The windows
were barred across with iron, through which the
daylight shone, as if through the ribs of a skel-
eton; and every night-would you believe it ?-
every night there came a fearful shape and sat
there, mocking and mowing at me in the moon-
beams! That was a hell, indeed! One night,
when I could bear it no longer, I rushed upon
the shape and'fought and struggled with it, and
dashed it up against the hard walls--and then
the keepers came and tore me from it and
bound me down with cords upon my bed. 1
heard them say to one other that I had tried to
destroy myself; but I knew better. It was the
shape I struggled with-it was the shape I tried
to kill! Only they could not see it. Yet there
it still sat mocking, mocking, mocking, all the
long night through; anmd they watching in m3a
room, and yet so blind that they could not per-
ceive it! I do not know how long this fury
of mine lasted, bnt I think it must have been a
weary time. At last, one night, I woke from
a troubled sleep, and lo ! the shape was gone !
Ah, then I wept for joy that I was free from it,
and then I was proud, very proud, for it was
gone, and I had conquered it at last! Well,
time went on, and I resolved I would escal.e.
flow do you suppose I went to work? Why, I
pretended to be cured of my madness. Every
day the doctor camne to see me. But not me
alone; I could hear him going to every room
all along the corridor, and so I knew when he
was coming long before he got to my door. I
must deceive him, I knew, as well as everybody
else. Oh, it was a hard task, and I did it!-
The worst of my madness was that I could not
help thinking of the oddest things, and when 1
talked my tongue would utter them. However,
I schooled myself to talk to him. I practised
speaking in a calm, low voice-I studied what

1 - -i.T connet n l m slf fn riaa And1 should say-I acctstomned myself to rise and
bow, as if he were entering the .oom. I did
not speak much, but what 1 said was reasonable
-I knew it was reasonable. I used to say that
I felt better; that I was tired of the confine-
ment; that I hoped shortly to be permitted to
return home, and sometimes (that was a clever
thought) I asked anxiously after my wife. One
day she came to see me. You cannot think
what an effort her visit cost me. She looked
so pale, and timid, and pretty that day-and I
forced myself to sit down by her; to say to her
all the things I had learned tosay to the doctor;

ito take her hand in mine; and-oh, I longed to
kill her so the whole time. Bat I did not. Ah,
no ! I even kissed her cheek at parting, though
I could have yelled aloud for rage as I bent
over her. I don't know whether they still sus-
pected me, but I was not released, for all my
pains. So I determined to be ill. I knew the
docter would find me out if I only pretended;
therefore, I starved myself. Ha! ha! wasn't
that fine! This is how I did it. Every day,
instead of eating the food they brought to me,
I put half of it under a loose board in the floor,
and half I left saying that I felt ill and could eat
no more. Each day I left more and more,
so that it should seem as if my appetite grew
constantly worse. And then I got ill-only I
did eat just a morsel now and then to keep me
from dying. I suffered fearfully, but still I
played my part out, and met the doctor's eye
with one as quiet as his own. At last he said
that I must be removed to another part of the
house, and that I required air, or I should nev-
er recover. And then did I not laugh, even
though I was so ill, to think how I had outwitted
him. My new room was pleasant, and looked
over a garden. At the end of the garden was
a railway. By this railway I made up my mind
to encape, Aba! what joy to be flying along

behind that eager engine-flying away, and
never stopping! Soh ! I knewi well Imusthave

t money to do this. Money! where, how could I
y get money ? You will see presently. I did
y not mean to die, yonknow, so I ate more now,
e and got better. It is not every one, let me tell

you, that is brave enough to endure starvation
h as I did. Madmen are no cowards! Well,
a they used to let me walk ih the garden after

awhile, but with the keepei always beside me.
SBy and by the doctor began to speak of my re-
lease as of a thing that might be in time-then,

e although the end for which I had been working

was almost within my grasp, I felt an irresisti-
s ble power compelling me to escape, and not to11 wait for their tame deliverance. Day and night

d I waited and watched to do it.

"The opportunity came soon. One morning
-when I was walking with the keeper in the gar-
den, who should come out but the doctor, and

r what should he do-the senseless fool!-but

t order the keeper to go in, saying that he would
a walk with me this time ! Oh, how my heart
,t leaped and danced within me when he said it!
r But I kept very still-very still and calm, lis-a tening to the man's footsteps on the gravel walk

till he was quite gone. I have told you that
I the railway crossed the bottom of the garden.

Well, towards this spot I went (carelessly, as if
by accident, you know), and he with me.

"'This beautiful day will do us all good, Mr.
B-,' he said to me, in his smooth, deceitful
voice.

I "He was walking with his hands in his pockets,
i eking the gold coins as he went-that gold I
f needed !

"'I hope that you may soon enjoy the summer
on your own estates,' he continued.

"He looked so sleek and self confident and
smilling as he spoke then, that Ihated him more
than ever.

"I did not dare to trust my voice in answer,
or suffer my eyes to dwell on him. Could he
but have seen them for an instant, he would
have read my purpose. Just then we reached
the extremity of the garden, and stood looking
down from the high bank upon the level train-
lines below. There was nothing but a low hedge
between us and the road; in an instant I turned
upon him.

" 'Die!' I shrieked. 'Die now! I am mad,
I am mad; and I have sworn to do it!'

"I had the strength of ten in my arms. I
seized and closed with him, and dashed his skull
against the tree-trunk by which we were stand-
ing! Oh, it was a glorious vengeancel I beat
the smooth smile out of his face till his own
children would not have known him, and then
I stamped and danced upon him and laughed

loudly, loudly ! Suddenly I heard the distant
whistle of the train at the village station far
away. There was not a moment to be lost! I
tore the watch fromn his pocket, and I took the
purse with thegold! and then, ha! ha! ha! 1
flung the body over upon the lines, and the
train came swiftly on and on, and crushed him
as he lay ! Was 'not that a revenge, and would
any but a madman have thought of it? Tell
me that! tell me that!"

I was so frozen with horror that I sat as if
petrified, and could not utter a word.

"Now you want to know how I came here,"
continued the maniac mor4 quietly, after a mo-
mentary pause. "Well, he had his cloak on be-
fore the struggle. I wrapped it around me and
went straigh. through the gardens and out of

the gate, past his very lodge-keep; and, thanks
the high collar, none of them knew me-for we
were much of a height, the doctor and me.-
Once out of sight of the house-the dreary,
cruel house i-I seemed as if I had wings upon
my feet, I tied away so fast. The people in the
streets of the town stared at me, but what mat-
ter? I did not care for that. I mingled with
the crowd at the station and paid my fare like
the rest with-ha! ha!-with the docter's
money ! But there was blood on the gold. I
tried so rub it off, but I could not. It came
again as fast as I removed it, and I thought
they would see it when I put the money down;
they did not, though, and here I am free, free !
Now, answer me, do you believe that I'm a
madcman ?"

lHe put his face quite close to mine as he said
this, and his voice passed from its former level
I tone to a quick, harsh, exulting calibre that
thrilled me with dismay. It was now almost
dark, too, and his eyes shone with a cold unna-

I tural lustre like the phosphorescent light which
is thrown off from fish in a state of putrefaction.

I It was clear that I must make some reply; even
y while I hesitated he repeated the question, and

this time more impatiently.
"Well, yes," I said at last, with quiveringI lips; "I-! think you must be mad."

"I'll prove it to you," he whispered, bending
1 still closer to me. "How do you think I'11

t prove it, now?"
I ahook my head.
"I cannot tell," I said faintly.
"By murdering you as I murdered him :-

What! did you think that I meant to let you !ive,
when I told you all about it? Live to betray
me, and take me back to the- . No, no!
3admen are brave, madmen are cunning, mad-
men are strong !"

I saw that force could avail me nothing here.

In great emergencies I always regain sic pres-
once of mind. This time it did not fail me, and
I was cool in an instant.

"Stop," I said calmly, fixing my eyes full

upon him. " vou have not told me all yet. If

you are determined to have Imy life, it is only
fair that you should finish your story first."

"That's true," said the madman, with an ap-
pearance of curiosity. "What have I left out?"

" You have not explained to me about lord
Palmerston and the ace of clubs."

"I didn't think you'd care to hear that," said
he, doubtfully.

"I'd rather hear that than any other part."
It was so dark now, that nothing of the coun-

try beyond was visible, and the lamp cast a
sickly glare through the carriage. I knew that
we must be within a short distance of the Lon-

don terminus. If I could only divert his at-
tention for a little while longer, I was saved ! I
determined to keep him in conversation if pos-
sible.

"Lord Palmerston began it, yon must know,"
I he continued, "and the ace of clubs finished it."

"Did you know lord Palmerston ?" I asked.
He looked at me vacantly, as if he did not

t comprehend my question. I repeated it.

S"Know him ! I bred and trained him !
"Oh, indeed!" I said. "Pray proceed."
"I bred and trained him on my own estates.

I I was as fond of him as I could have been of a

child, ah, and fonder too for if i iad Lad' a

d child, I must have wrung its neck-I feel I
e must!"
I Here he fixed his eyes on me again iith that ]d horrid glare, and his fingers worked nervously 1

together, as if longing to be at my throat.
11 "Yes, I should have killed my child. 'Tis

n rare sport to kill-to----"
I, "But about lord Palmerston ?" I interrup-

r ted.
His face resumed the old expression, and a t

gloomy shade seemed to pass over it.
, "A h! said he, moodly, "that was a dreadful I

g disappointment, wasn't it ?"

"You have not told me yet," I said. "Did to his lordship treat you ill? t

t "He lost! he lost! I had backed him with t
half my fortune, and he lost! But, hark you!" t
and he clutched me by the arm as he said it, c
"he was drugged-I know he was drugged the

3 night before i" It
"Then lord Palmerston was a horse!" I ex-I claimed. a

t "Of course he was. I told you so at first.- I
! You don't pay attention-you're not interested."

"lIndeed, I am, deeply," I replied, eagerly. t
a "Praygo on." I

t We must be in now before five minutes were ti
past-this I was assured of. Five miuutes! j,f long enough to die ! ii

"That is all," replied he, with a suspicious f
stare. "He lost, and I lost. That's the end of b
it." t]

"But what has this to do with the ace of c
clubs ?" t

"The ace of clubs !" said he, fiercely. "What's S
that to you ?"

"You promised to tell me, you know; and I
should like to hear it," I replied, in a concilia- ft
ting tone. "You have not told me half yet.- h
Do tell me about the ace of clubs." c

"I was desperate, you see," said the maniac.
"I was desperate after Palmerston knocked up. sI
I had always avoided play till then, but some-
how I fell into it when I saw the men at the it
club playing night after night, winning and los-
ing-winning and losing ! I often saw as much n
gold change hands on single card as would have c
covered all my losses on the turf; and then I b
could not resist it." is

"So you played, too?" h
"So I played, too. For a whole week I won

incessantly. Aha! the red gold and the rust- ,
ling notes that I took home every night for that liI week; I won more, three times more, than I

I had lost by the race! And then came the turn
of luck." n
t "You lost ?"

" "All that I gained, in one night! But I was
a not satisfied: I went on again the next day, and e

I lost, and lost, till everything I had on earth was

t gone-ay ! all I had on earth was not enough itr to pay it! But I know how it was. That old d
I man I played with was the fiend. I knew he

was a fiend. I saw it in his eyes."
1 He paused. His exditement terrified me.- it
e The whistle of the guard rang shrilly through it

the air, and the pace of the train slackened.- it
I He listened-he knew that we were coming in ti
1 -he turned suddenly towards me.

"But what about the ace of clubs?" I urged, a
f hurriedly. "Did the old man turn it up?"

"Will you betray me, if I tell you ?"
"Never," I said, earnestly. l
"Listen, then. I bid it in my sleeve; for IC

was desperate. I staked thousands on the y
chance of my cutting it. They all stood round, d
betting how it would turn up; the old man- it
curse him !-smiled, and let me do it! And k
when I cut the ace of clubs, he stood up and d
called me a 'Thief!'"'

A bright flash of lightstreamed in at the win-
dows-the train stopped. Thank God! we
were arrived! The madman shrunk back at
the sight of the lamps and the crowd of faces
beyond. I leaned over the door, and with fin-
gers that refused to do their work, felt eargerly c
for the handle.

"What is the matter ? what is this?" he said,
timidly.

"Help !" I shrieked, springing out upon the i

platform among the tide of passengers. "Help !
this man is mad !"

There were two men standing by the door
through which we had to pass, who seemed anx-
iously to scrutcnize each face as it went by. They
both turned as I spoke, and one came to me.

"Where is he, sir ?" said he respectfully.--
t "We're waiting for him. It's been telegraphed t
along the line that he's mardered some one down

at H- , and he's awful dangerous." I
He had ventured out by this time, and was

standing irresolutely beside the carriage door,
as if not knowing where to turn.

As for me, I could only point to him, the S
power of speech was gone; and just as they had
captured him, I fell senseless to the ground.

Gen. Sherman was serenaded at midnight by ]
battery A, of the Chicago light artillery, accom- P

panied by the great western light guard band,
at the Tremont house. As the night was stormy he
the members of the battery were invited to bt
meet the guard in No. 1 parlor, after the band thi
had played selections of popular music. c

Gen. Sherman rose and said it afforded him of
much pleasure to meet the members of battery se
A, for hl was well aware of the services they ta
had rendered to the country. He was really glad sh
to meet them, and he did not think he could oc-
cupy their time better to-night than by telling
them of the many secrets and thoughts which nt
had occupied their minds, when they occnpied in
their camps. The great question with them, as tl
doubtless it was with thousands of others, was, er
"why was this war we have just concluded, and Pt
what was the occasion of it?" He said he sO
thought he could tell them. But in order that

they might understand him, he would require n
to refer to the time, previous to thesrevolution. a"

He then alluded to the introduction of slave,'v I 4
into the colonies, owing to the high price of it
labor and the scarcity of laborers. He a.uver- tl
ted to the fact that, while Georgia. ws a free b
colony, slaves were held in New YorZ and Mas- tI
sachusetts. After alluding to tle dividing line a
between the north and the sr ath, he spoke of
the trouble in Kansas and uialifornia, which he t
considered not as a strnugle to make themn slave f
States, but to secure the senatorial votes of t
other States and the power accompanying these
votes. a

iHe attributed the war to the workings of the r
politicians of the south, with whom it was
simply a question of dollars and cents.

[Chicago Tribune.

The application of Gen. Longstreet for par- I
don is regarded as a test case as to the treatment
of the large number of tebel military, not in-
eluided in the termr extended to the various Con-
1 federate armies.

English Press on the Mason Letter.
The London Examiner sternly reproves Mr.

Mason for what it terms the indecency of his
letter to the Times on the assassination:

"Far be it from ns to endorse or sauction the
sentiment which we hear with loathing mutter-
ed inarticulately in some quarters, and openly
avowed by Mr. Mason, the Confederate agent
here, that to shoot an unarmed man through
the head while sitting in his box at the theatre,
and to gain entrance to a sick man's room by
lying, and to stab him to death in his bed, are
"the necessary results of civil war." If any-
thing can approach in heinousness the acts
themselves, it is the deliberate extenuation of
them, and the attempt to divert public execra-
tion by imparting to them the dignity of politi-
cal vengeance.

"Public morals are outraged whenever the
theory of ruffianism is gravely discussed. Ou
no pretence will we have it; nor shall we toler-
ate equivocation or evasion in the matter. The
leaders of the unsuccessful attempt at secessibu
owe it to themselves and their followers to wash
their hands of president Lincoln's blood.-
Erring he may have been in their eyes as a poli-
tician; guilty he may have been in their
judgment of great falas, as a statesman. But
it is an indecency we ,ill not endure that these
faults or errors should be debated over his
bleeding corpse. It is no time now to pretend
that personal influence or that of Mr. Seward
caused the civil war, and that, had they and
their colleagues chosen otherwise, the southern
ftates would have been allowed to go free

"For the honor of England we are glad that
from the highest to the lowest in the land there
has been beard only one voice of horror at the
crime, followed by the calm and unreserved ex-
pressions of national condolence. This is as it
should be. Great calamities have in them near-
ly always the virtue, if we would but recognise
it, of enabling us to forget grudges and griev.
ances, mutual affronts and miserable rese
ments. In the awful presence of death natt
comes back and resumes her reign in our heat
bidding us to forgive and to forget, to mt
large allowance for the difficulties wherewith ,
have not been tried, and the provocations whi-,
we have been spared. International pique a:
jealously and all the irritation that comes of t}:
license of free speech, are, after all, but as el :
on the threshing flook of affliction. The r:c.
fruits of national tradition and experience
main. The people of America are nearer to
than we have sometimes remembered of lat,
nearer in their fundamental laws and ideas
order and authority; nearer in their religi+
sentiments and observations; nearer in tl
intellectual culture and the great sanction:
domestic life than any other great people in
world. We cannot, if we would, and assur .-
we would not if we could, dissociate oursel
in sympathy or interest from them. We hi -

interchanged national charities in days of ne.-
in the present hour of America's grief our .
ting place is that of chief among the mourner -.

The London Daily News also speaks of :c
Mason's letter:

"His object, he states, is 'only to repel at:
umny.' We shall presently see whether ..
letter is of a defensive or an aggressive charac
One thing will strike every reader of it. I
Mason has not a single, word of regret for
death of Mr. Lincoln. In this respect his let ,,
is unique among the compositions of vari
kinds that have been published on the sub;
during the last few days.

"Mr. Stanton, who if he has mistakenly c
nected Mr. Lincoln's assassination with abett
of rebellion, at least fell into the error a
natural to a person in his situation, is acce 1
by Mr. Mason of deliberately inventing t
statement to that effect in his telegram fc --
calculated purpose. Mr. Mason says: "He a..-,
adopted that theory which he deemed would --
the most useful to set before the country.' Ti
is an imputation of the basest motives. But
is weak and pointless, compared with what i
mediately follows. Mr. Mason correctly
serves that the assassination of Mr. Linc
could not 'aid the rebel cause.' The sat
however, was truly said of the Lake Erie p
cies and the St. Albans raid, which Mr. Da
acknowledged, and also of the firing of the '
York hotels, which one of the perpetrators
that deed confessed. Having by this reflecti .
as he supposed, disconnected the partisans
secession from the murder of Mr. Lincoln,
Mason proceeds to point out that the parties A
stood in a position to profit by the remova:
the late president, were Mr. Johnson and :.
Stanton, who could not carry their schemes
plunder and rapine into effect at the so!
while Mr. Lincoln remained at the head
affairs,. It is in this sinister way that Mr. Ma ::
pays the only tribute to Mr. Lincoln's mem
which his letter contains. The late presid ,
has been murdered, and the new president gt i .
by it. This is how Mr. Mason states and lea -.
tlhe matter, and it would have been difficul:
carry insinuation further. But how in the n .
of logic does Mr. Mason arrive in the follos ,
sentence at the conclusion that the crime is :
necessary offspring of those scenes of bli.
shed and murder which has signalized the .
vasion of the south by northern armies?"

"If the assassination of Mr. Lincoln w.:
necessary consequence of the war prosece:.-.1
in southern States by the north, then it fol 4

that the real murdered is some incensed sa (
erner. It is not we who say this; we metr'

I point out the inevitable conelution of Mr. .,
son's argument.

"Let us understand what this doctrine
'necnss.ary' consequence means; to atfirn
ay eact of an intelligent, free and accoun- ,,,

i agent that it is necessary, is to declare that t .
, justifiable. Four years ago, inthe judgnmel :

the southern leaders, it was necessary the
beaten at the ballot-box, they should tak :
the sword. IHaving appealed to the sword. :-

again lost their cause, wC are nowv told thea -
Ssassination is necesJsary. Englishmenknow
Sto honor fidelity to principle, constancy in el : -

Sfortitude in adversity, but they also know .2

Sto distinguish these from malice, bad ten
Sand the passion which make all governmen
Sall society impo.-ible, and which they t

e l mears consider 'necessary.'"

In New York the presuroe to see Gen.(

war, so great that after appearing on the bal.

in front of the Astor House, all vi-itors, e
ladies, were denied. After 1 inner this ,

noon, with prominent citizens, he is to :

through Central Park. This evening he att

the meeting at the Cooper institute, and

wa hc 'zth 'r'eiment will serenade him.


