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bt  m art  n . Presco tt . *

She leaned out from the lattice 
At the budding of the mom;

Till suu woe oil the hill tops,
The dew was ou the thorn;

The willful, climbing rose*
Above her wore a oroivn,

And crowned her the qneen of maidens 
As be came riding down.

He checked his hoTse’s gallop,
And lingered by tile way,

Smiling nud gating upon her,
Loath to go and loath to stay;

For he thought: ‘- Since the sweet to-morrow"
Waits on mV delays.

Prithee why should I sorrow 
For a dower th a t hioome always.

“ Where she hlosaoms I surely can find her, •
Or ever the season takes flight, •

Blushing and smiling behind her 
Lattice, morning uud night.

Shall X squander life’s ear ly hour,
Kre the dew is dry on the Hay.

In reaching my hand for a flow er 
That may be plucked any day 1”

So he passed. And the sunshine passed with him, 
And the dew dried up on the thorn, *

And the roses dropped all their petals 
That had crowned her the queen at mom;

But once when hie heart waa tried.
And life of its glory seemed shorn,

He turned him again to her lattice.
But she and the roses were gone!

• —Harper’s Magazine for September.

THE THIRD BRIDAL,

A TRUE STORY.

‘•Harry, wlio tlo you think is to be mar
ried next w eek?” said Mrs. LeGrange, a 
beautiful woman about twenty-three years 
of age, as she sat with heir husband in a 
oozy dining room, partaking of the delicious 
repast"before them, chatting affectionately 
a t the same time. ‘’Their cards arrived 
this morning, inviting us to be present at 
both ceremony an<l breakfast. I am sure 
you will be surprised to know the name of 
the bride. Can you guess i t !’’

“Not unless it prove to be Ctirrib Staun
ton,” replied the husband, smilingly.

“You are far from being correct. Why, 
it is no other than your old friend Louise 
Pennel. Just think: after all her seeming 
attachment to her husband, she has only 
waited two years, and is now to marry 
William Wilmarth. Is it not disgraceful ?” 

“Why. no, Ida, I see nothing disgraceful 
in it. Two years I think quite sufficient to 
live alone. To me, a second marriage 
proves love .and happiness to have existed 
in the first,” returned LeGrange.

“Oh, Harry, how can you say so ! The 
bare idea of a second marriage is' revolting. 
Do you think, with all my love for you, 
our five years' happy married life, our per
fect congeniality of disposition, that, were 
you to die, I could so far forget as to allow 
another man to call me wife T” ,

“My dear, I know full well your true 
affeotion for your husband; yet since you 
really ask niv opinion, be not otfended if I 
speak candidly. I feel, then, assured that 
my Ida's loving little heart would pine and 
grieve for a while; yet for the very reason 
tha t you possess an uncommonly affection
ate disposition, that heart would turn to 
some sympathizing person, and you, in time, 
would love him.”

“Never! Never! Even the lapse of ten 
years would bring no consolation. But I 
should not care to live that length of time 
without you. Harry.”

So saying, Harry rose from the table, and 
passing to his wife, he pressed a loving kiss 
upon her lijis, then turned to hasten to his 
office. • .

“Stay yet a little while, Harry. You have 
made me so uncomfortably blue with your 
improbabilities, that I dread the thought of 
your leaving me.”

“Only for an hour. Ida, to meet a gentle
man by appointment. I  will return as soon 
as possible, and to make amends for the 
■improbability,' will take you to the opera 
this evening. So be ready!”

As he left her, Ida turned to the window, 
where, as she watched Lis commanding fig
ure far down the street, she muttered, 
“Dear husband, bow much I love'hiln !* Tie 
only said I would marry again to tease me.
1 never would.”

“Ida,” said LeGrange. one morning abeftit 
three months later, as he returned from the 
office at an unusual hour, and passed hur
riedly to the sitting room, “ I have some 
good and bad news to tell you ”

“What is it, dear? You surprise me.” she 
returned, trembling, as she received his ac
customed kiss. “ If both good and had are 
to be related, give me the good first.”

“Well, then, I have just received a letter 
giving me the agreeable information that I 
am the heir to ten thousand pounds, left me 
by a bachelor uncle, brother of my father, 
for whom I was named. As the old gentle
man died suddenly last week, I am to re 
ceive the legacy immediately.”

“This is indeed pleasant intelligence, and 
I rejoice at your good fortune: Now forjbe 
other communication; .1, hope i t  iaatuiklna 
dreadful.”

“ Not so very,” stud the youpg man, pass
ing his arm around her and drawing her to 
a seat beside him on a sofa; “But I am 
sorry to be obliged to leave for a tew weeks. 
Mr. Martin, the writer of the letter, wishes 
me to start immediately for Leeds, as my 
presence is absolutely necessary in settling 
the business. Mr. Tremaine, my partner, 
also urges me go, as I can then, a t the same 
time, attend to the collection of some 
money due to the firm, and thus save send
ing another messenger.”

“Oh, Harry, how can I part from you ?” 
exclaimed the affectionate wife, as she 
leaned her head against his*shoulder to hide 
the tears that would fill her eyes notwith
standing her struggles to repress theta.

“ I will hurry back, Ida, and will write 
almost every day. Then your niother and 
sister Lilly can stay with you while I am 
gone. Be a brave little woman, now, and 
help arrange my trunk, tor I must leave by 
the evening train.”

“ So soon ! Oh, Harry, this is dreadful! ” 
Then, seeing a look of anxiety fioat over 
the face she loved so truly, she exerted a 
strong will, and in afew moments was ready 
for action. *

All too soon the hour of separation came; 
and as the poor young wife (flung to her 
husband in parting, ‘and received his last 
loving kiss, then heard the carriage drive 
from the door, she rushed to her own room, 
and throwing herself upon the bed, wept 
long and unrestrainedly.

Weeks passed fiu, cheered by daily let
ters from the absent: and Ida began to count 
the days that must intervene before his re
turn. His accounts of his travels had been 
glowing and interesting; his words of de
voted love had pleased and cheered her, 
while his business^had nearly all been satis
factorily arranged, only one single slight 
item being left for his attention; and then 
he wrote: “ I shall turn my face homeward, 
and once more bd happy by the side of niv 
own dear wife.”

This letter arrived one clear, cold 
Wednesday in March; and with a radiant 
face and beaming eye, Ida communicated 
the glad news to Jins. Linden, her mother; 
then humming a  lively tune, she proceeded 
to some little wife preparations and sur
prises with which Jo welcome her wanderer.
So the day passed, Mrs. Linden enjoying 
the rich sallies and happy laughter ot her 
daughter, and even little Lilly partaking of 
the general joy, when suddenly, as they sat 
a t the tea table,-they were startled 
quick ring at the door bell, and in a mo
ment a telegraphic' dispatch was placed in 
the hands of Mrs. LeGrange. With trem
bling fingers she opened It and read: “Mr. 
LeGrange lies dangerously ill a t the Union 

a partne

graphic dispatch was placed in the hands of
the poor young, wife. Turning deadly pale, 
she glanced a t  its contents, then uttered one 
piercing ery, and sank senseless to the 
floor. Picking up ttfe paper *ha had 
dropped, the mother read aloud the fatal 
words, while Mr. Tremaine raised the in
sensible form before him and laid it upon 
the sola. The word* were these: “The 
Union Hotel at Leeds was burned last 
night. Two gentlemen perished in the 
flames. Mr. LeGrange was one of them.”

“Heavens!” he exclaimed, “this is too 
horrible to be true. There may be some 
mistake. I will hasten on to see.

Thus saying, the young man sprung into
The carriage and drove rapidly out ot sight, 
while Mrs. Linden applied herself to the re
storation of her ehllo.
* * * * * *

“Can I see Mrs. Le Grange i” asked Mr. 
Tremaine, a few days later, as with a sad 
countenance he rang the bell of tlqit hand
some residence into whose love girdled 
rooms he was now to bring woe of the dark
est'kind.

The first look at the distressed face of Mr. 
Tremaine extinguished the last ray of hope 
from poor Ida's heart; and burying her face 
upon the pillow of the lounge on which she 
reclined, she exclaimed: ■

“My dear, dear Harry ! Oh ! can it be 
possible that he is no more !”

Very tenderly Mr. Tremaine, amid her 
bursting sobs, related all the particulars lie 
could gather of the dreadful conflagration. 
I t  seems the fire broke out in the lower part 
of the hotel, about two in the morning, 
while the inmates Were wrapt in their 
deepest slumber. With much difficulty the 
inmates were saved, and after all were sup- 
posed to be rescued, while the flames raged 
furiously, fearful screams were beard, and 
then, for the first time, two very sick men 
were remembered; but notwithstanding 

'every effort was made for their rescue, it 
was of no avail, and they must haye per
ished. Many rumors, however, were circu
lated. and among others, that a fireman was 
seen leaving the building with an inanimate 
form in bis arms; but as nothing was again 
heard to confirm the report, it proved, of 
course, to be untrue. Now the stern reality 
stared them hi the face. Harry Le Grange 
was dead, and Ida was a desolate Widow.

Four.een months have tolled ouward : it 
is now June, yet Mrs. Le Grange still 
mourned. Notlrng that her mother could 
think of had been spared to divert liet mind 
from her loss, but it all seemed vain, and 
daily her sinking frame and languid eye 
told of an early death, if not aroused front 
her deep-seated lethargy. The family phy- 
sieiau finally had advised Mrs. Linden to 
travel with her daughter, as nothing but an 
entire change of scene could save her from 
a settled decline. Mrs. Linden could scarcely 

how this could be accomplished, as she 
-  impossible for herself to leave home; 

herefore. resolved to consult Mr. Tre- 
e, who. throughout their affliction had 

pTTrved their adviser and friend.
Mr. Tremaine called that evening, and as 

Mrs. Linden saw him alone, Ida being too 
unwell to appear, she communicated the 
physician's opinion, and asked his advice in 
regard to further proceedings.

“My dear madam,” was his sympathizing 
reply, “I think I am just the person to assist 
you. 1 have long contemplated a tour to 
tbe East with my only Sister, Whom Mrs. 
Le|Grange has often met. If she will join 
us, it will be a benefit to Mary, and a great 
pleasure to myself. We can make prepara
tions to leave by the Peninsular and Orien- 
taJ steamer, which sails in a fortnight.”

Mrs. Linden gladly accepted the proposal, 
and, after much persuasion, Ida was in
duced to give a reluctant consent. Hasty 
preparations were then. made, and bv the 
middle ot June the farewells had been 
spoken, and Mr. Tremaine, with his sister 
and lriend were speeding away irom South
ampton toward the distant land they sought. 
Their voyage was prosperous and pleasant, 
and the sea atmosphere quite refreshed tbe 
languid frame of our invalid. Mr. Tre
maine proved kind and tender as a brother, 
while Mary soon won for herself a firm place 
in the affections of the young widow by her

, a sett!
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strwrwtw entertain our who had known and
loved her never-forgotten Harry; and she 
could not repress r deep interest in him, 
as he had evidently met with misfortune. 
Then this strungerwas very entertaining, 
while the delicate attentions of a true gen
tleman to the gentler sex he knew well how 
to render. The evening seemed very short, 
and when he rose to' depart she gave him a 
cordial invitation to visit her again.

The invitation he remembered, and in a 
few days presented himself at the house of 
the fascinating voung widow. After this he 
was often with Ida, who seemed from the 
first to be strangely drawn toward her new 
friend. She could Lot account for tbe in
terest she felt daily growing upon her, un
less it were caused by a, slight resemblance 
she.saw in bis dear blue eyes to her lost 
Harry. There the rssemtdanee Ceased, he 

' being a much stouter man tbau her hus
band, sporting a long and thick beard, 
while Ilarrv's cheeks and lips were always 
free and well shaved.

Weeks sped onward, Mr. Noel almost 
daily finding his wav to Ida's house, where 
he cheered the loneliness of all—qven Mrs. 
Linden and Lilly becoming deeply attached 
to the pleasing, intelligent and highly cul
tivated man.
. Why linger thus in disclosing a fact which 
had become so evident to ail. Mr. Noel was

partner come imme
diate!

With a cry of agony, tbe frightened wife

Hotel. Wife
l y . ”

th a cry ot agony, the frig 
handed the paper to her mother, exclaim
ing: “Oh ! mother, what shall I do ! what 
shall I do I”

“Stop, my child, be not overcome. Tell 
Margaret to run to Mr. Tremaine’s house, 
and ask him to come to us as quickly as 
possible.”

A brief space intervened before the part
ner of Mr. LeGrange entered, and was 
made acquainted with, the sad intelligence. 
He immediately offered to accompany Ida 
to the side of her suffering husband, and as 
lie had some little preparations to make, it 
was decided to leave town next day. At 
eight o’clock thep the following morning. 
Id a  and Mr. Tremaine eat waiting for the 
carriage, which was to .convey them to the 
station; when just as ’t whirled round the 
corner, approaching th® house, another tele-

unceasing sympathy and care. At length 
the shores of Egypt appeared in sight, and 
So,on their willing feet touched the soil made 
welcome after their voyage upon the ocean..

We will not linger to describe their 
travels through the East, nor tell of the 
pleasure with which they explored justlv 
the celebrated scenes of Palestine, but will 
only add that tbe balmy air of the Levant 
fully restored the rosy glow ot health to 
the widow's cheek, while her dreamy hazel 
eyes once more sparkled with animation 
and hope.

When again, however, they found them
selves on a steamer gliding rapidly over 
the waters toward their native shores, Mr. 
Tremaine and Mary felt that they were 
amply repaid lor their care by the new 
found peace of 0$nd of their friend.

I t  was a clear, moonlight evening in Sep
tember when, upon a lonelv portion of the 
deck, two young people might have been 
seen engaged in earnest conversation.- 

“ Nay, do not draw away your hand, and 
look so pale at my words of love. Surely 
you can trust my affection; then give some 
little hope of a leturn. Speak, Ida, to re
lieve my suspense; and promise to be mine.” 

A long pause followed these pleading 
words, then faltering, she answered:

“My dear friend, I  can not tell what all 
these strange emotions mean that are swell
ing in my heart. I did not dream that I 
could ever think’ of another, hut—but—”• 

“Nay, do not pause now—or rather, let 
me proceed for you. Your lonely, affection
ate heart needs rest and love; and where 
could it find a more fitting shrine than with 
one who loved and prized your husband ? 
Could HaiTy look upon us now from 

♦heaven, he could not withhold you from 
me. Will you not, then, love and bless me 
forever ?”

“Oli, Tremaine, how can I say no when 
niv whole heart murmurs yes ?” was the low 
response. ,

Three months mote we will allow to pass 
before we again resume our story, and this 
time we will commence it by paying a visit 
to Harry’s widowed mother. We find her 
dressed in the deepest mourning, about e n 
tering the parlor to see a gemleman who 
had sent up a card bearing the name bf 
Henry Noel. She did not recognize the 
name as among her acquaintances: so with
out delay she descended to meet him.

“Excuse me. madam, for intruding upon 
your time,” said the stranger, advancing to 
meet her as she entered; "but having been 
acquainted with your son many years since, 
and bearing of tfie sad accident tliat beiell 
him, I could not pass through London with
out calling to ask. particulars of his death.” 

“ I am most happy to q*£Ct one so deeply 
interested in the story,” replied Harry's 
mother.

“Dfd Harry leave a family?” inquired Mr. 
Noel.

"Only a wife! She, poor thing, seemed 
to sink entirely beneath the blow. .For 
fifteen months we thought she was going 
into a decline; but she recovered, and was 
married four weeks ago to Mr. Tremaine, 
R"®* Harry’s partner. But, sir, von are 
uJ I exclaimed the good woman', seeing 
Mr. Noel stagger to a seat, for he had risen 
during her story, and was standing close bv 
her side. . J

Once more a whole year passes before we 
enter Mrs. Tremaine’s parlor; but we start 
back in surprise at seciug her again dressed 
m black. Yes, poor Tremaine is no more.

:e, a 
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certainly very particular in his attentions to 
Ida, afld she was certainly fast transforming 
her affections to his keeping. Mrs. Linden 
waS not, then, very much surprised when 
Ida announced to her that she had accepted 
his ottered hand, and would soou,’ for a 
third time, beoome a happy wife.

Mr. Noel proved tit be 'a very impatient 
lover. Passionately fond of the beautiful 
woman whose affections lie had so surely 
won, he would listen’ to no delav; and just 
one year after the death of Tremaine, a 
select company was gathered to witness her 
third bridal: The ceremony was performed 
by the Rev. Mr. Shepherd, the same pastor 
who twice before had united her in the holy 
bonds of matrimony; and now revealed to 
her the name of her new husband. • >

“ Harry! Harry! ” interrupted the treufli- 
ling bride, as she clung pale and excitedly 
to the form that supported her; while the 
cry, "Harry, my sou, my son!” was echoed 
ou the other side by au oI<Ut  wotuau, who 
darted forward and clasped her arms 
around the speaker’s neck.

“ Yes, dear ones, yes! I am Harry Le 
Grange,” exclaimed the young man, press- 
them both fondly to his bosom. “Oh, 
mother, it has been a cruel separation, but 
my whole future life shall make amends lor 
the past.” .

Then came Harry’s story. .He Lad been 
rescued from the flames by a fireman, but 
not until he had nearly perished: and it was 
almost two years before be became suffi
ciently restored to his own mind to remem
ber who and what he was. He had then 
called upon his mother, under the assumed 
name of Noel, and the events above related 
had transpired.

“ My dear wife,” said this happy husband, 
after the dispersion of their guests, "do you 
remember a conversation wc had on the
o cca s io n  o f  L o u is e -W u iu a r th  » w edd ing:-
how you solemnly affirmed that were I to 
be taken from you. you would never - marry 
again—no, never !”

“Forgive me, Harry. I little understood 
then the dreary horror of having no one to 
love.”

“Yet you then thought you could not live 
without me, even though a man with a kill 
ing pair of. whiskers .presented himself. 
How is this ! Tlie third man you selected 
had even these abominable appendages !”

“But 1 saw in him a  resemblance to my 
Harry; that must be my excuse.”

“ My own wife, may' yqu never again he 
so cruelly tried.” murmured Le Grange, as 
be pressed her still closer to his heart. 
“Thank heaven, you are restored to me. 
never, except by death, to be parted."

LESSON.

Godinette. the sly young beauty.
Used to hear her graodam state 

That it was the Christian duty 
Never to retaliate.

“Though." she'd say, “the world should spite thee, 
Be of meekness liot bereft:

If one on the right cheek smite thee,
Straightway turn to him the left.”

In suru wise the pious lesson ,
Slic'd impress on 

(iodine tte.
And the beanty promised never to forget.

Godinette ran home one morning.
Rosy-cheek’d her graudam sought,

Saving ‘‘I recall’d jo u r warning.
Ami have acted as yon taught.

Jaquot kissed me by the gateway.
But I ne’er avenged the theft.

As It was the right cheek, straightway 
I unto hiiu turned the left."

’Twaa well done; no man eould stop her 
In this proper 

Sort of deed,
And she found her grandam s counsel well succeed.

—London Grebestra.

On th e  S e a  S h o r e .

[From the New York World of Sunday.] 

“Please let me interview you ?”

would spoil-my skirts;

. . . _ - A ~ * ■ ' uruuiv AD U U  XU

, ?  months after his marria^ 
slight colt], which he neglected, brougn 
a serious illness, which proved fatal, not
withstanding all the assiduous nursing and 
delicate attentions of his trulv devoted 
wife. . J '

Poor Ida was again' left desolate and sad. 
the second time mourning the loss of a 
tender and loving husband. Hers bad in
deed been a strange and eventful life !

Mrs. Treuiame, allow me to introduce 
you to a friend of mine—Mr. Henry Noel ” 

These wolds were uttered by Charles 
Wood, a cousin of Ida’s, as he entered the 
cheerfully lighted parlor one evening, about 
nine months after her husband’s death, fol
lowed by the same gentleman who, nearly 
two years before, had called upon Mrs. Le 
Grange. This person had liecome ac
quainted with Wood through some business 
transaction, and from him had requested an 
introduction to Harry’s widow.

Notwithstanding all Ida’s affliction, she 
was still very beautiful. The deep black 
she wore only set off to greater perfection 
her clear and delicate complexion; the pen
siveness lingering in her full hazel eyes 
heightened her beauty, while her luxuriant 
brown hair, from which several natural 
ringlets always fell, and her sweet smile 
were as captivating as ever. She appeared 
to perfect advantage this evening, as she

A S tr o k e  o f  G e n iu s .
The Saratoga correspondent of the New 

York Tunes tells this story: There :s a 
new story afloat beK*. and unless Joe Miller 
has noticed it, it seems a fresh incident in 
human speculation. Lizzie A. and Gertie 
B., two of the most beautiful girls of the 
year, fixed their hopes ou Hoary I)., a 
graud parti, from New York. Both tbe girls 
are stylish, handsome, and rich, and the 
favored swain was ouly hesitating in the 
words of the old kong—

How happy c©al<l I be with either.
Were t ’other dear charmer away.

Both are girls of the period, and to that 
must be charged the story I am to tell.

One afternoon .Miss Lizzie and the yo ing 
gentleman walked through tlie park after 
an extended stroll, during which much 
love making went on. and while passing 
through the halls of the Grand Union the 
lady suddenly tottered and fell fainting 
into the arms ot her attendant. It was a 
bold stroke, and victory for a moment 
seemed fastened there. Gertie soou heard 
of this, and her fertile mind grew tired 
with scheming. At last a smile grew upou 
her face. She owns the nicest psiuy phaeton 
in Saratoga, and the next day she invited 
the gentleman to ride. He accepted and 
met his fate. The well trained horse was 
quietlv going ou his way, when suddenly 
the wheel came off, and the pretty Gertie 
lay fainting on the hat’d road. The terrified 
Henry lifted her in bis arms and bore her 
to a convenient- farm house. For two days 
she refused to recover from the shock. On 
the third day the remorselul Henry, who 
was constantly with her. could stand it no 
longer. He surrendered; she recovered, 
and soon there is to be a wedding in high 
life. Now comes the touch of nature. 
Miss Lizzie forgot her loss in admiration of 
the grand coup d’etat, and has already con
gratulated her rival upon her brilliant vic
tory.

The I n n e r  Life of Napoleon I I I .
I t  was reported that he had amassed an 

immense private fortune, but the statement 
was utterly unfounded. He did not bor
row money of the Prussian stuff at Sedan, 
but his friends were not surprised to learn 
that he was without means. Un one occa
sion lie was urged to do like other sovereigns 
and accumulate a private fortune. He said 
that France would always, and without so
licitation, supply his wants. “That is, sire, 
a soldier’s pay and cigars at discretion.” 
The Emperor' replied: “Well, we must
stipulate for the cigars. Fvmi est gloria 
mundi, and you know we love glory.” The 
profusion oi' Napoleon was the reverse of 
that which Sallust ascribes to Cataliuc. He 
was careful about the fortunes of others, 
and completely indifferent to his own. This 
lavish generosity was a fault, but a fault 
that can be readily condoned. It must- not 
be supposed, however, that the generosity 
of the Emperor was altogether indiscrimi
nate. In matters of business lie was ex 
ceediDgly careful. An American gentleman 
wanted the French government to buy some 
ocean steamers, and be obtained an inlei- 
view with the Emperor. He told his majesty 
that they were the fastest vessels in exist
ence. “Yes,” was the reply, “but the Ameri
cans would not sell me. their fastest steam
ers unless they had faster vessels on the 
stocks.”

Napoleon was of a mirth! ul and joyous dis
position. At. the imperial private' parties 
the formal etiquette ot the court was put 
off', und those who attended these gather
ings testify to the prevailing hilarity. Games 
were more in request than music, and the 
Emperor was a prolific author of jeux d’esprit 
and charades, humorous as well as witty. 
To a foreigner—we do not remember 
whether an Englishman or an American— 
wlro was at one of these “tea parties,” who 
was evidently uneasy, the Emperor said, 
“Let us be happy. We are not on tlie stage 
and there are no social distinctions in the 
green room.” .

“The old Governor’s House.” at Salem, 
Massachusetts, is spoken of as “again on 
its travels.” The Boston Transcript says: 
“Originally set up at Stage Point, Glou
cester, by Conant's party, in ’1021, it was, 
on their removal to Naumkeag, ‘shaken’ 
and floated up, and, being erected where it 
has since stood, has served as a residence 
for Governors Roger Conant and John Endi- 
cott, the latter receiving and entertaining 
under its venerable roof-tree his successor, 
John \\ inthrop, ou his arrival, with ‘venison 
pasty and good ole, and aiso as a ta vern 
and stage-house tor manv, mauv venera
tions. I t  is now moving east a little, and 
the process exposes its oaken sills and 
quaint old brick work laid between its 
heavy studs.”

An Arkansas paper says that four hun
dred calves were shot out of one herd dur
ing the drive from Texas to Kansas last 
month. All young calves are shot as soon 
as they are born, so as to be got rid of and 
allow the cows to be driven.

What fo r!’
“For the florid. ”
Her eyes twinkled. She gave her body 

an almost imnerceptible little shake, put her 
monogram fan to her lips, and, looking 
down over the white precipice into her 
whiter bosom, said :

"‘Nonsense; go away.”
“B»t nonsense never goes away in these 

circumstances,” I said ; it returns to its 
original source. Besides, you are a belle 
andabeauty. Nobody has ever interviewed 
such a thing. Come, you know everybody 
and everybody knows you. .Make a 'confi
dant of me.”

She drew a little sigh as though fearful 
that nonsense might turn out to have some 
sense in it, gave me herann, and we swept 
out upon the piazza like a tug-boat and a 
seventy-four.

“ I'm afraid you are going to be very im
pudent,” she said.

" If I am you shall stab me with yopr con
tempt, and IH  die in your flounces, a mar
ty r to tru th :”

“Then my revet) 
don't do it.”

“ I won't. Let me live in yonr smiles. 
Life will thus be turned from a despair to 
a delirium, and you shall stab ail your 
friends instead.^

1 looked at her sidewise. She seemed 
bursting with beauty. Bodice, head dress, 
face, amis, all swelled with the inner 
amplitude of woman. Not an angle any
where. A ravishing odor of heliotrope stole 
up from the air she touched. It was the 
breath of beauty.

"W hy don't you go to the hotel register;” 
slie said.

"Because I don't want names. I have 
been there. Do you know what I found!” 

“Weil!”
“That everybody left his name as he left 

his baggage, for sale-keeping with the clerk, 
and then without any further use for that 
tact became a fashion. I've been here a 
week, and meet hundreds of people who 
never deny their identity in sober life. Here 
they have funned a compact to forget them
selves and live for an idea—tashi on. I t’s a 
beautiful place, isn't it?”

“Lovely, in the season; but who ever 
heard of a reporter coming to a woman for 
facts l”

If we had ever heard of it it would cease 
to lie piquant. Even women have n basis of 
fact, I suppose.”
i “Ferhaps” (languidly, as if it were an idle 
thought, and somewhat painful).

"Tell me who tbe beauty is that is lean
ing against the balustrade—th e  one in*a 
white dress, looking at the moon ? By 
Jujiiter a sweet maul.

“ She ? Pardon my laughter; but yon 
can't toll the moon for a lime-light.. She 

-goes to all the watering place*, and her 
lather provides her with two lfmer lights 
and men to work them.”

“W hat a picturesque idea.” '
“ Isn’t it I But then it’s malicious. It 

isn't meant to distinguish her. but to ex
tinguish us.”

“ Odious egotism.”
“ She has Iwii lovers. One sends her a 

big flower every morning; the other drives 
her out every a item non in a chaise. There 
isn't much difference in them.”

“ Only the difference of ponies and peo
nies. Happy fellows!<1 never possess any* 
flowers but those of speech, and the only 
pony I drive with success is a pony of 
brandy.”

“ What a charming man,” she was saying 
to herself, down iu her maguitifceut soul. 
“ What wit, w h a t‘elcgattrt*. what taste! 
How I should like to crush him ” But the 
only sign of destruction was her royal loot 
that peeped out of the billowy skirts.* It is 

■needless for a woman to show her hand 
when she shows her foot. I t  w as palpitat
ing to set itself upon my licck. I knew it.

“But tell me, the Cleopatra with dia
monds in her hair and Charles Keade iu 
her bands; she is the wile of a rich banker. 
But where is bef” • .

“Don't you know ? They’ve got a written 
contrct never to visit the same watering 
place together. There’s a sensible husband 
for you. Such tact. ‘Go, my dear, where 
you please,’ he says, **but do not let me 
stand iu the way ot your conquests. Renew 
the charming freedom of your youth which 
marriage dispels. Throw yourself int-o the 
arms of society, my love, and society, see
ing no lmsbaud near, will welcome you 
with alacrity and with that beautiful aban
don which you women love.’ ”

“And the rich banker says this to his 
wife ?” ,

“Yes, but he means it for himself. How- 
can a rich hanker make us costly presents 
it he has a, wife at his elbow ? , Do you 
think we havp no sense of proprietv ?"

“Heaven forbid the thought! H it does 
she enjoy it ?”

“ Very likely, though she does her best to 
prevent our enjoying it.”

“ Married ladies—anil you w.'l pardon my 
saying I tidore them with a reverential pas
sion. js—nliur to their position—do bring 
their husbands here.''

“Do they?” (surprised).
“ Yes. aud their children. Yon muht have 

noticed the tall, dark brtpity in berege, al
ways leading tlie little gypsy by the hand. 
There's a fat, young hello there now, vfith 
the child, pulling on her crepe shawl.

Tl e little wretch is making a spectacle 
ot it. My dear sir, you are a provincial. 
Tbe sea is no place for you. Why did you 
no,t go to the mountains ? What your sys
tem requires is pastoral simplicity, not 
phosphorescent excitement. Those” child- 
r< n are borrowed and hired.’

“  V*»o
“ But why should I ? Woman comes here 

to be admired. Do you- blame her for 
adopting all the lirile ruses her ingemiity 
will suggest, in order to bntflo her rivals 
and attract men? If shq is young, and 
is accompanied by a child, the masculine 
mind reflects that she is affectionate. 
Nothing is so admirable to the masculine 
mind as affection. It must have its women 
aud its steaks tender, and tlie world moves 
aright. Children are the. pnrosteps that lead 
to flirtation. You can stop and talk to the 
child when you would not dare to address 
me, aud I am touched by your interest in 
the iulant Nothing, believe me, is so ac
ceptable to the feminine nature as sympa
thy. You present, tho child with flowers 
daily, aud I new  them in my bosom so that 
the little angel will not destroy them Thus 
is the path of love made snipotH by inno
cence,” ,

At this point in the conversation a hag
gard gentleman, with an umbrella under 
his arm, who had been fiercely eyeing me 
for some time from a neighboring group, 
came up to my chair and, leaning over, 
whispered hotly in my ear: “ I am the foul 
fiend himself I” Then he stepped back on
tiptoe, with hi- ting- r  on- his lip, and patting 
the umbrella mysteriously, he winked under 
his hat and continued: “Blond is my game. 
Damnation, sir, do you doubt me f  I will 
have reprisals, and extensions, and billiard 
tallies with fish. Tremble, dastard, for by 
heavens chaos comes while the world is 
blacking its boots!”

I seized my lead pencil with a reporter’s 
instinct of self-defense, when my companion 
said:

“Quite harmless. Pom- fellow, he was 
detained here by some mistake over Sun
day, and lost bis reason. There are plenty 
more of them, only their malady- takes a 
quieter form. Do you blame us for our in
nocent endeavors to save your sex from 
idiocy by tho milder punishment of 
lunacy ?” '

“Madam, I never blamed your sex for but 
one thing. Yon rob us of every opportunity 
to reproach you.”

“An 1 that is the flattery of a philosopher, 
not of a lover. I t  is too broad for special

wear. ' You must stay here a  month and 
learn”—

“My God, madam, think of my relations, 
my youth. Life is still dear to me, though 
I have been here over Sunday.”

“But what is life by the side of duty. 
Duty to society. Do you thinks we ait here 
all through the summer in ennui and full 
dress because it gives us pleasure ? Alas, 
how little you know of tfie self-sacrificing 
nature of women!”

“Madam, Indore your heroic purpose. I 
am fascinated by your charms. I kiss your 
hand, hut I have an appointment in the 
city, and the train waits."

“Give him gore! ” shouted the maniac, 
rushing across the lawn after me. “ He 
despises the race and refuses to have his 
boots bluoked. I t’s all out now," he added 
in confidential tones as lie caught me by the 
arm. “Have you seen those men jn boats 
out there in the mornings? ” pointing into 
the sea. “ You thought they were fisher
men! Bah! So did I. They’re husbands 
watching the verandas aud windows. Look 
out for the quicksands. They'll swallow up 
•everything; money, wives, happiness, all go 
down. See the children digging for them. 
But they never find anything. Too deep; 
too deep!”

I asked this fellow as' politely as I could 
if iie would let me hit him just onceover 
the head with his umbrella, but his mind 
was in sncli a dismal condition that he only 
glared at me a moment, and then rushed 
like a wild beast back to the hotel to get 
his boots blacked, in which pleasing recrea
tion they sav he has sunk aprineelvfortune.

• '  NYM CRINKLE.

L o ss  o f  C o n fid en ce .

| From the Galaxy.J
The unhappy confessiou of a distin

guished ottieial that has since gone into 
current use with that which expressed a 
determination “ to move at once on tout 
works,” and " to fight it out on tharline,” 
to the effect that he had “ lost confidence 
in maritime human nature,” recalls a story 
that old Ben Hadley, the celebrated lawyer, 
was wont to tell with great glee:

When I was first entering upon the 
practice of my profession, lie would say,
1 was called to the juil one (lav to con
sult with a client. I had ended tlie consul
tation, which meant the payment of five 
dollars "in the way of a retainer—quite a 
sum in that early day—aud was about leav
ing the plat*-, when a lean, angular speci
men of humanity approached arid asked if 
I were a “ squire-at-law.” I replied in the 
atti rmative.

Well, Squire, I'd like to have you take 
my case.

In my examination that preceded mv ad
mission to the liar, old Vellum put me at a 
very complicated case, aud asked if a 
client w ere to come with such a suit what 
would I do first ?

After a little hesitation, in which I tried 
to untangle his leggl mess, 1 said I thought 
I would first secure my fee. Tlie laugh tuat 

.followed ehded my examination and gained 
me my admission. I kept the fact in view, 
and w hen this sinner claimed my legal aid 
I asked him it he had any money. He said, 
very sorrowfully, that he hadn't "a red."
1 immediately declined the engagement, 
hut he clung to me.

“Now. Squire.” he pleaded, "you -hadn't 
oughter be so bard on a poor feller in a 
scrape. You may be iu just such yourself 
Some dav. I don't mean for house'burnlu', 
hut under tlie harrow some other way. 
Now you just get me outer this, and i'll 
raise you a bully fee.”

•‘My good friend," I said, “I have tried 
that ou. Your promises are not new. There 
isn't a ’fellow ever gets into jail that 'he 
don's promise, aud that's all. He never ful
fills."

"Why, Squire, you've got 
’pinion uv human natur.’

“In a  jail—yes."
“Now, 6ce here, just help a fe.ler."
“ You're in on a charge of hou-eb 

you say."
"Fact, Sqnire."
“And a pretty stiff case against you.” 
“ Fact, Squire.”
I thought a moment. Near my house, in 

the quiet village" of South Turtle, was a 
frume meetinghouse in which a congrega
tion of negroes would assemble day and 
night, aud shout, sing and pray until I was 
driven wild by the noise. I said to my 
man:

••You could burr, a house if you set about 
it, eh !"

“ Well, I don't banker after it, but they 
do sav that I did."

"VYell, dow, I'll defend you and get you 
off, if after, you will stick a chunk-under an 
infernal frame nuisance in South Turtle, 
near my house."

"I'll do it, Squire, an' there's my hand 
ou't.”

I was jesting, of course, and bad quite 
forgotten tlie affair, when, stque days alter 
I happened in tlie courtroom during a trial 
of |« isouers. My house burning friend had 
the indictment read* to him, pleaded not 
guilty, and when asked for his attorney 
gave my name. I was quite startle#!, but 
rather than have our absurd talk repeated 
in open court, I volunteered his defense. He 
had ncaa that I eould discover, and under 
the plea of alisent witnesses I got the case 
continued. After court adjourned we put. 
in some very respectable straw bail and iny 
client disappeared.

"Some time after, when the entire affair 
had passed from my memory, the quiet, 
pious little town of South Turtle was 
startled at the dead hour of night by a ter
rible conflagration. The frame meeting 
house was iu flames. The excitement was 
intense. Women screamed and fainted, 
children cried, while men, in nothing but 
their shirts, carried furniture from the ad
joining houses in the most frantic mauner- 
The old fire tub, called the ‘Cataract; of 
GnugeJ,’ that had been purchased second
hand in the city, was run to tbe lire—found 
to be. out of order, hurried to the black
smith’s, repaired and returned to play upon 
the smouldering ruins of the country church. 
All the adjoining iproperty was deluged 
with water for forty-eight hours alter.

Of course, speculation was rife as to the 
cause of this mysterious burning. I listened 
to the various suppositions, feeling in my 
guilty soul that I alone knew the truth. 
Heard with intense satisfaction tlie arson 
attributed at last to the Pope at Rome, 
whose Jesuitical incendiaries we well know 
are ail over tfie country, seeking to destroy 
our liberties and religion.

Some weeks after this stirring event, I re
ceived, through the postoflice, a dirty letter, 
directed in a writing that looked as if done 
with the snuffers, and on opening it read:
* K»q. Hadle.v:

“ D ear  S ir—You see I  done it, now when 
you find a poor fellow in trouble agin don't 
go and disbelieve him consider better ov 
human natur. RICHARD PEEL.”

WOMAN JU RIES.

n o w  u  Injured Wyoinimc Husband 
>fake*|Ont to Get Along.

[From the Virginia Enterprise. ]
An outraged husband at Cheyenne, Wyo

ming Territory. where female suffrage and 
the political and social appurtenances 
thereto apjgjrtaiuing are recognised, de
nounces the female jury  business through 
the Cheyenne leader, and in justification 
offers a pertinent scrap from liis domestic 
history. His wife was summoned and era- 
iiHtieled as a juror in au important case. 
When night came, the case not being con
cluded, the husband applied Vo the court to 
have bis wife sent home, as there were sev
eral small children there requiring her at
tention—the smallest, in fact, being in a 
starving condition, owing to the fact that it 
had not been habituated to the use of tlie 
bottle. But the husband's request was de
nied. Tlie judge sifld the jury could not be 
separated. The husband then requested 
permission to send the infant to the mother. 
This was also refused, on the ground that the 
law does net permit a thirteenth person in a 
jury  room, and there is no statute to show 
that an infant iu arms is not a “person” 
within the intent aud meaning of the law.

The desperate husband then attempted 
to induce the court to send all the jurors to 
liis house for the night, but tho effort was a 
failure, and the lmsbaud was informed that 
quarters had been provided for his wife at 
tbe hotel, and that if he wished to speak to 
her for a moment he would have to take 
the place of the cook. The husband went 
home. How he got through the night is not 
told; but when lie learned the next day 
that the trial was likely to last a week, be 
straightway proceeded to employ the best- 
looking house keeper and cook in the 
country. At last accounts his wife was still 
on the jury, but lie was becoming resigned 
to the situation—in fact, it may be said that 
lie was quite happy. The '“brute” con
cludes his communication to the Leader as 
follows:

,“ I don't know how the ladies felt, but I was 
perfectly satisfied with not ouly the law of 
equal rights, but its practical workings, as 
laid down to me. I most respectfully and 
cordially invite any and all persons,'those 
in favor of woman's suffrage, and those op
posed to call a t niv house and'see for them
selves the practical workings of woman's 
suffrage. It is having a fair trial. Y am 
lord of all I survey; my right there is none 
to dispute.’ My cook is a perfect success; 
children are happy, and, when asked liow 
they like home without a mother, say ‘ It[s. 
nice.’

“ P. S.—A canary bird, which bad faith 
fully ami patiently sat ou her nest until yes
terday, got off and left, with one young one 
jus* hatched and another egg pipped, and 
steadfastly retthses to come for her hm n!. 
If any one can suggest any way to arrange 
canary nmtters, the cook and onrs<-ives can 
get along in the domestic business.”

All of which is very significant. Should 
the gentleman's wife ever get off that jury, 
however, she will make it very troublesome 
for the cook, with whom he is getting along 
Aa well. But perhaps the story is a  fiction.

Senatqr--------, The senator came, just as
an important yote was being nut. Said Mr. 
Tweed : “ Senator—----- , I desire yon to vote-
ia the negative on that question.” “Cer
tainly, sir,” said the legislator, “I will do so 
ifyoii wish it, and a t once faithfully per
formed the behests of -1its superior.” An
other specimen of tactics ia seen in the fol
lowing;. J u s t a* a. prominent, Republican 
was about yo cast a vote against Tammany, 
Tweed cried out, “Tw'o hundred and fifty 
dollars to any one who will b riD g  Senator 

into the cloak room I” Some one

But perhaps the story is a 
Nevertheless, it might all be true under the

sprang forward, and told the senator that 
he was "wanted fn the cloak room,” and 
made out such an urgent necessity tha t he 
hurried out and lest his vote.

Shooting S tars.
The Richmond Journal says:
During the last low evenings our globe 

lias been passing through a portion ot the 
celestial spaces in which those brilliant 
bodies known as shooting stars abound, 
Tuesday and Saturday evenings they were 
iu great irttmhPTs: We counted seventeen 
iu a short time as we lay upon deck of the 
steamer Saturday evening, some ol them of 
great size and brilliancy, moving rapidly 
anil leaving trains of light often .visible 
several seannds after they disappeared. In 
some cases they divided into parts like the 
tire bails of-a rocket.

The precise origin of these bodies is in
volved in much obscurity, but they seem t-o 
lie simply inflammable masses which concen
trate and take fire like tlie will-o-wisps of 
our swamps, shine lor a brief moment, and 
speedily disappear. They abound in some 
portions -of space near which our planet 
passes in its. anuual round. About the 
middle of November we shall again ap
proach one of these interesting regions ol 
the stellar spaces, and we may then look 
out for a fine display of celestial fireworks.

K e e p  it  B e f o r e  th e  P e o p le .
That after eight months of so-called De

mocratic administration in Alabama, the 
State treasury is bankrupt, there is no 
money to run the schools, and warrants on 
the treasure of Alabama are being dis
counted iu this city lor fifty or seventy-five 
cents on the dollar.

Will all our exchanges who favor the 
truth, no matter whom it affects, publish to 
the world that Robert B. Lindsay, the Gov
ernor of Alabama, and Joseph Hodgson, 
the Superintendent of Public Instruction, 
are the two principal characters who have 
figured the State of Alabama down to a 
bankrupt? T h e y  are the two heads that 
were to-reduce taxation, inaugurate public 
retrenchment and transform Alabama int-o 
an utopia. We have it now—bankruptcy 
and a  soiled credit. Now, let the truth ring 
from every hill top in the land.—Alabama 
State Journal.

Tbe New York Sunday Mercury bas tbe 
following programme of the Chapman Sis
ters. who sprung from aDd are especial 
tavorites in this community: “The win
ning Chapman Sisters are in this city pre-

............ paring lor the fall campaign. Tbeyopenat
laws of Wyoming, and the lesson remains. I D ebar *• St. Louis, September 4, for '.wo 

_[_______ ^ ________  | weeks: thence to Chicago, two weeks: Louis-

very ornary

sehuming.

T h e  t lu  -ti-A h ii-e il (  iry n t  th e  M o n th  o t ! 
th e  O h io —I ts  E n te r p r is e  an d  P r o g r e s s .

[From the Louisville Courier-Journal.;
C airo , Illinois, August 8. 1871—Corres

pondents who have visited tbe city 
have, as a general rule, given a very hasty 
and partial account of it. and the country at 
large is led to believe that to live in Cairo 
one year will wreck their health and two 
years will certainly consign them to an early 
grave. I imagine w by half of these un
tamed ouill-dnving brethren of mine fail in 
giving- tu iro  an impartial description is 
simply because it was the Eden of the great 
Charles Dickens. But that was many years 
ago. and now the scene is changed.

Then in I8fil Bull Run Russell fired his 
ink bottle a t Cairo; the city survived tlie 
shock, carted more dirt on their splendid 
levee, filled up their streets, built fine busi
ness blocks, stores and dwellings, and sup
posed that p.t last they were safe from 
traveling correspondents, but !o ! “Down

ville, one week, and subsequently, in rota
tion, to Cleveland, Indianapolis. Buffalo, 
Rochester, Albany, New York, Galveston, 
Savannah, Charleston, Mobile, New Or
leans and California, which will fill their 
time until May. T hey  were last season un
der engagement, with thair mother, to J. B. 
Ford, for three years, under a salary, with 
the condition of possessing the wardrobe oi 
the troupe at the close. ThecoDfract. how
ever, ceased on July 1, owing to the numer
ous other arrangements of Mr. Ford, 
and the ladies have since been “going it  
alone ” in Albany and Montreal with good 
success. They formerly traveled with the 
entire troupe, hut will now move only with 
Mr. Locke, their low comedian, who will re 
place the fat and funny bishop. Tlie minor 
characters of their pieces will be filled from 
tbe theatres where they may play. Mr. B. 
F , Chase is to be their agent.

The Washington correspondent of the 
Cincinnati Commercial has picked up the

came the hero of the Diamond Pin. George I 
W ard Nichols, rmd Cairo was duly de- ! 
scribed, the inhabitants in their - shirt i 
sleeves, shaking with ague, and the levee j 
drug stores, abounding with signs, “Fever j 
and Ague Cure,” quinine, etc.

Now this is all wrong, and without wish- j 
ing to be styled a champion of this delta, I 
wish to rectify some of the gross statements ! 
heretofore made. The geographical posi- ; 
tion of tbe city is oertainly a fine one, j 
especially in regard to the two great rivers I 
which unite here. At the present time, I 
while large boats are afraid to leave St. I 
Louis drawing four fret of water, they load 
here to nine leet for New Orleans. In the 
winter season a month of ice prevents their 
running to St. Louis, but never to Cairo. 
On tbe Ohjo navigation is open tbe entire 
year, and at this season a line of five boats 
tindac i^e employment between here and 
Louisville, and in the later period of the 
year hundreds of steamers are ’called into 
the trade. Cairo bus ”dai!y lines, making 
their terminus here, to-Coluinbus, Paducah, 
•Evansville, Cape Girardeau, Nashville, 
Mound City and Louisville. Boats that 
travel five thousand miles of inland water 
meet each other a t'the Cairo levee.

The Illinois Central is the only railroad 
connecting the city with tins North and 
East. I t has the reputation of being a fir^t 
class monopoly, and in several ways has

loeal and will do for Trifles:
One of the Ohio marshals reports that a 

man and woman said they married in Feb
ruary, 1870. They were asked, merely as a 
matter, of form, if they had any children. 
Tbe reply was:

“Yes, one.”
“When was it born ?"
“ In June,” was the reply.
“ W hat year,” asked the Marshal, greatly 

astonished.
"This year,” said the woman. “ 1870.”
The Marshal, of course, had no more to- 

say. It was none of his business when the 
child was born. So he merely made the en
tries in his blanks and started off. He was 
stopped by tbe wife and mother with :

“Say, mister, don't think hard of me. 
You see I was a widow when George here 
married me, and my first husband had been 
dead only about four months. You see, my 
first husband and George were brothers. 
You see how it  is."

So, to ease the woman's mind, tbe Mar
shal made an explanatory note opposite the 
record of this familv.

The following occurs in an editorial in 
the Chicago Tribune: “ The extent to
which these labor saving implements hare 
been introduced in agriculture we saw il
lustrated a day or two ago in Wisconsin. A 
farmer was seated on a reaper, with gloves 

been a drawback on the business interests i on his hands, and with an umbrella over 
of the-city. Their freight tariff lias been ! him, and., with as much'comfort as if driv- 
so high that manufacturers have found the I ing a buggy, he was cutting oats, the reaper 
river and rail, via Evansville to Chicago j throwing them into regular and convenient 
aud the East, about half the rate, and are j sheaves for binding and stacking. We re

member the time when, twenty vears ago,

H o w  a  O n e-A rm ed  P r in te r  W o r k s .

Francis F. Hummel writes from Maunch 
Chunk to Rowell’s newspaper Reporter, 
concerning a one-armed, left-handed prin
ter, named W. Henry Eberle. lie  has only 
the left arm and hand, the right hand anil 
part of hie arm having been blown off while 
cele.brating Washington's birthday, a num
ber of years-ago. Mr. Eberle is no amateur 
in the business. Laving, in his younger 
days, served some time in one of the offices 
a t this place. In composition, he sets the 
“stick” upon the “case,” and goes forward 
with the easy swing of one who uses the 
right hand, and in the “justification” of his 
lines, no one can easily find fault. In the 
“distribution” comes the difficult part; but 
lie bas so reduced it to practice that it is 
amusing to see liow easily the type go into 
his case, and filling it in not much longer 
time than those who use the right hand. 
In order to distribute be takes the matter 
for distribution and places it on a small 
galley used for this purpose, and which is 
placed so that one eftd rests on the case 
and tbe other on his lap, he, however, sit 
ting down at the same time, with the 
“nicks” facing him, or more plainly, so that 
in reading it it runs from tlie right to the 
left. Haying got ready, distribution now is 
comparatively easy—to him. The press- 
work is %U done by himself on a small 
liamage bandpress, and doing the rolling 
also; and the work done compares favor
ably, if not hotter, tluin some that is turned 
out by would-be experts, with all the 
modern machinery and appliances.

to the Turf Field and Farm, 
lillic ‘ "

According
there are over eleven million horses in the 
United States. Illinois contains the largest 
numer. 1,346,320, and Ohio comes next. 
New York has 703,120, and stands fifth on 
the list, being exceeded by Illinois, Ohio, 
Pennsylvania and Indiana. Rhode Island 
contains the smallest number, 9120. •

sending their freight in th a t direction. A 
new route North is the Cairo and Vincennes 
railroad, now partly built, aud is to be com
pleted within a year. This will shorten the 
distance to Louisville and Cincinnati sixty 
miles over the old route via Odin/and will 
compete with the Illinois Central railroad 
for thq Northern aud Eastern traffic. Cairo, 
as a terminus, will be greatly benefited.

The Cairo, Fulton and Little Rock rail
road, and Cairo and St, Louis railroad are 
projected, aud will, no doubt, be built soon, 
as the public necessities already demand 
them. Southward, the Mobile and Ohio 
company arc about to extend their road 
from Columbus, Kentucky, to Cairo. All in 
all. the city is bound to have its share of 
railroads. In strolling about I have noticed 
a number of fine dwellings—several that 
average a cost of $40,000 to $60,000. Iu one 
grouu, on a higher portion of the city, 
stand the palatial residences of Mr. Charles 
Gallagher. William P. Holliday, Colonel 
Taylor, Thomas Halliday and Mrs. Samuel 
Ilalliday^ The grounds attached to these 
dwellings are cultivated to the highest 
degree, and delicious fruits are raised in 
abundance. On the front ■ levee, the mam 
business part of the city, are several flue 
brick stores in course of ereetioii.

I t is all bosh to talk about Cairo being 
unhealthy or unpleasant. It will compare 
lists for health and. mortality with any city 
of its size in the Union. The rapid flow of 
the two great rivers, qn each side of the 
city, seems to carry away the miasmatic in
fluences, and during the summer months a 
cool breeze is in constant motion from them.

GRAYSON.

‘• B o s s ”  T w e e d . ,
[Prom the New York Tribune.]

In 1861 be ran for sheriff, and was de
feated by James Lynch, tbe war candidate. 
When C. G. Cornell became street commis
sioner, ho appointed Mr. Tweed as bis 
deputy. When Mr. McLean came into 
office he retained the deputy. He was 
elected State Senator in 1867, a majority of 
10,000 being claimed for him. He never was 
a speech maker, but worked behind the 
scenes iu committees, being soon granted 
the position of party organizer. Early in 
his career ho had joined the Tammany So
ciety; and as is universally known, his great 
strength in latter years, has been derived 
from his leadership iu that organization, es
pecially since he became Grand Sachem— 
having succeeded to the office when John 
I. Hoffman left it to go to Albany as Gover
nor. As Chairman ol the Democratic Gen
eral Committee, “ Boss Tweed” has been 
"monarch of all he surveyed.” The follow
ing incidents illustrate the wanton manner 
in which he used his power at Albany, aud 
strange as they may read, come from au
thentic sources.

A friend approaching the great man while 
he was seated in the lobby, sa id : “You 
seem to have great power here,” mentioning 
some evidence that he had noticed. “ Oh, 
yes, said Tweed, “but that is nothing. I 
will giye you better proof. Here, boy, call

we cut oats without any umbrella or gloves, 
and let the grain lay where it fell from the 
scythe. Yet here was a man with a pair of 
horses, in comparative comfort, doing more 
in one day than twenty-five men could have 
done by hand twenty years ago. *

In the annals of medical science a few 
Cases—and only a few—are recorded where 
women who had passed the age of three
score years have given birth to children. 
These occurrences are considered extraor
dinary, and always awaken a lively interest 
among scientific men. In one of our ex
changes we find the statement th a t a lady 
named Mrs. Betsy Hiulson, living about six 
miles noutli of Warren, Pennsylvania, on 
the Jamestown aud Warren road, aged 
sixty-five years, presented her husband a 
few days ago with a healthy, bouncing baby. 
This is one of the must remarkable instances 
on record, and should receive the attention 
of the medical fraternity.

The anniversary of the birthday of Miss 
Marie, daughter of Mr. J . B. Booth, lessee 
of the Boston Theatre, was commemorated 
a t the elegant residence of Mr. Booth, in 
Manchester, on Cape Ann. I t  was called a 
“rustic fete.” The festivities began at 
twelve noon, and were continued until 
tsvelve at midnight—twelve consecutive 
hours. Refreshnu uts during the entire pe
riod were served under a pavilion spread 
upon the lawn near the house. In the eve
ning there was a dance in the capacious 
barn, the floor of which is as smooth as 
many a city ballroom. It was gayly decor
ated with flags and other material. The 
guests numbered upward of one hundred.

London is excited over a talc of frightful 
cruelty to a negro lad in the English postal 
telegraph service. The boy's regular hours 
of work were from eight * o’clock P. M. to 
nine o’clock A. M. of each day; but these, 
it was asserted, nad been extended by tbe 
superintendent, and sometimes a term of 
duty would continue uninterruptedly for 
thirty-seven hours. The boy died, and a 
general clamor arose for Parliamentary pro
ceedings looking to tbe abolition of slavery 
in tbe English postal service. But the ac
cused officers a t once explained that neither 
the boy in question nor any other person 
had ever been required to work for an un
reasonable length of time, but that he had 
been so eager to earn money that ho worked 
himself to death on odd jobs.

The Alabama State Journal says:
We are informed by a  gentleman of this 

city, who has received a letter from him, 
that Judge Busteed says the charges of hi* 
defection to the Republican party are fale® 
from beginning to end. He congratulates 
the Republicans of this county, and ex
presses a hearty wish for their success at 
the approaehing'election. He also expresses

§ ratification at the selection ot the canui- 
ates for the county offices.


