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That your wrinkled years seem young to me,
lon’t lecture; I kpow it all—

the fluent words

of texts from Paul,

masngled phrase or two of the Lord's.

Moreover you err, if you

That even » hariot, in sin,
~lides down the darkness without some throes
o(:llh—ul purities within,
, sir wrong even our disgrace
Tothmm ‘wo never wail and cry
Out from the foulness with lifted face

To an awful something up in the

Doo;uﬂhkl-vulm-dh-nl
& weary man with whitening hair ;
Of & missing volce in a vacant roon,
And the sods a-choke tn & w '
That milul.-vn::-pud dight,
Palbereet o e Lght
Fall on their necks, break heart, and die !

My God ! my God! when the masked brows must
to n false, radiance, whii
Tle bloom of the soul is tod
And your fabri
Dread of m innocence ting
Juvelins from their eyes,

An'd' babe’s bird-like chirrnping
Bu.n- lih. thunder out of the skice—

&

uu mocks you ﬂ:n you langh,

And s r. when you wee
And bell-fire lurks m’-':?.. you quafl, ”

And & at in your sieep,
Aud & coil down

2‘1 & biack and bottomless abyss—
Judge, do you think your frown
worse thau this

Bah! what sn infinite fool am I

To talk like thus to & man like yon'
Name dsy the toughest of us must die—
Bﬂrd:n.dmu:..-' b Mt‘m‘h'

3 , BAVe you tuy

That possibly to t::‘:mun lLu,

Somwething that now is may be nsught ~
« When coward's sh) steaws up from wen ;

THE WOUNDED VENUS.

A SEAPOLITAN LEGEND.

T bad been six weeks in Naples recruil
my exhausted strength, after a winter o
Roman life, which means a winter of solemn
memol imposing pageants, and sights
of such varied and overpower
ing sasociations as strain the utmost
pacity of man to und and app

S_o{hulrnndawn to Naples for rest and

nhal.udh:dm

e

hours watcl the idlers on the beach, the
coming in and going out, manned b

men in very brilliant head corrﬁzﬁn:é
little or no ing to speak of, the

running to and the women sellers of
fruitand chestnuts talking and gesticulating
in the most animated manner, the cobbler
on his tailor on his stool, and

bench, the

over all the soft blue sky and changing
hues which play around this enchanting re-
. And now, after six weeks of niling,
was weary of it all, surfeited with soft
airs and violet skies, and I longed with a
mighty longing for a stern and rock-bound
shore, with the sea striking it like angry
blows, and not with a long drawn-out and

perpetually repeated caress,

So I summoned Antonio, my faithful vulet
and guide, whose life, since we had been
in Naples, seemed to have been spent in
touching his hat to the passers-by, and in
chucking pretty fruit sellers under the
¢hin, and demsnded in an impatient tone
when I could get .“IA

“Away!” repeated Antonio, opening wide
Lis sleepy eyes. “Why, the Padrone has not
Jet seen Pompeii, nor made the ascent of

‘esuvius, nor visited the Palazzo di Regii
Studii. Surely the Padrone would not
think of leaving without seeing all these

) e

“Well, Antonio, let us begin at once
then,” I said, “this very hour: for in three
days I start for Norway, or Russia, or
Jceland, or the mnorth pole—anywhere, in
fact, where I can feel more like 8 man and
lens like a limp rag than I do here.”

“Ebbene ,” replied Antonio; “we
#£o then today to the Palazzo—ruol dire
the Museum; to morrow to Vesuvius; then
¢ne day for the Padrone to repose, and
then to "

So to the museum we went, and spent the
remainder of the day wandering istlessly
through maszes of pictures and statues, a
wilderness of vases, and endless spoils and
relics of Pampeii and Herculaneum, all in-
teresting in themselves, but utterly
t:)wle- to rouse a spark of enthusiasm

my jaded spirit. i

At lust, wearied to death with fawns and
nymphs, centaurs and bacchantes, Idropped
down on a seat in the gallery of Flora, and
declared that I would go no further.

“But the signore has not yet seen the
Venus, the wounded Venus of Lorenzo

d'Urbino,” remons Antonio. It is
ouly in the mext room, signore, and as there
are no visitors, I will tell the Padrone the

story while he gazes upon its loveliness,”

Somewhat a «f." like a spoiled and
satiated child, by the promise of a story, I
followed Antonio into u sma!l room adjoin-
ing the main gallery, where, the central
tigure of what some one calls a little Con-
gress of Venuses, hung a life-size Jrainting
of the parting of Venus and Adonis. The
figure of Adonis and the adjnncts and sur-
roundings of the picture were warked Ly
no special skill or talent, but the figure of
Venus was the most perfect type of female
loveliness that my eye had cver rested on.
She stands with one hand gathering up the
lizht dra which veils without conceal-
it‘xz oltl;a.u- Ny';l&m outline clrf hcrtgmhb:,.sm%
the g caressingly on the o
Adonis, who is kneeling at Ler feet. In
every line and enrve of the figure is the
perfection of grace, And the tace, around
which clusters a halo of golden curls, com-
bines the pure delicate outlire of the an-
tique with the ilugin-d loveliness of a
Madonna of a St. John,

I turned inquiringly to Antomio: “Wh
have I never heard of this before ¥ I said,
*It s of the most unearthly beanty.”

“But the is tired of the beautiful,”
R’B}ied Antonio, with & mocking amile,
*“The signore wishes only for the hard, the
plan, the very rough n((ugl . Shall I tell

i’ h
the the story, the legend of this
wonded Venus 1"

“Yes, Antonio; tell me now—at once,” I
8aid, my eyee riveted on the wonderful face,
whose eyes seemed to read my very soul.
“Why is it called the wounded Venus 1"
.;; p,dmne 'Alil observe l!n.edro O;I lk:!m
side,” replied Antonio, ‘‘a shadow like &

t be of blood, and lower

deep stain, it
down two little drops on the white dnparg-d

2 di!”ths; bad trickled from the woun

side,

1looked at thespot indicated by Antonio’s
stick, but it required a greater stretch of
imagination than I was capable of at that
moment to see blood in the durk shadow,
which looked, to my experienced eyes,
more like » blemish 'in the canvas very
akillfally repaired than a wound to the
lo‘lfaly__xenn}.

\ ing Antonio’s en-
thusisem \sz my opnion, how-
ever, and having seated mysclf where I
oould best drink in the light of the wondrous
eyes, 1 motioned Antonio to proceed.

‘The story goee, Signor,” replied the valet,”
removing his wide sombrero and standing
in » thoughtful attitude before the picture
e g o yout:a uti;t. h;rex‘l:;d'gh

y Jo Z and ver utiful
Neapolitan named Lucia Buon:r'r;m. Lucia
-~'was 80 beautiful that all the artists in Italy
%:o soe and : paint hor.dhnthl.ucia was

y 8nd tho
o Mhe‘:m bodutd‘: yw b ugh they
never a4 8 mode] &
they gazed

expressing

to any of
at her only from

and were almost o..nzxeiwh:

tted

that the not
en: :mm

%’ﬂ bad been "ﬁm to Lucia:
eav! ncia;
it hndc:ivn her, hmﬁn to her wonder-
ful ty, the of an archangel. She
was & of Comservatorio, and the
old would often pat her on the

head and say the world bad never heard

- g e v

magic eyes of Lucia.
**At last fortune seemed to smile upon the
outhful pair, for an order came from the

ran Duca for » life size Venus, to be
inted by Lorenzo d'Urbino, and Z
'Urbimo alone. For the fame of Lucia’s
marvelous beauty had traveled all over
Italy by this time, and it had come to be
pretty well understood that only Lorenzo
would have the privilege of transferring it
canvas.
w"bnrenm and Lucia were beside them-
selves with joy when the order came; and
that evening t:)runo spent his last ‘tari’
for & boat, in which they sailed on the
crystal waters of the bay, now shining and
shimmering in the °lfnool'u pale light, nng
indulged in d p Sy

the door of the studio, and strode & in
the direction of humble dvellil::{ﬂﬁ
Lucialived. At door he was met by
her mother, a middle-aged woman, who,
like most of her elass snd her country,
lvoked twenty years older than she really

was.

“What hast thon been saying to Lucia,
Lorenzo {” she asked, in a guerulous tone.
:ﬁ um(len home I”.‘ul emm.i‘mwmg gever

g in Ler veins. min

wandered. Since her childhood I b
never seen her so illas she isnow.’

“Il!™" exclaimed Lorenzo; “Lucia ill!
8he was as well as usual y s

And then the recollection of Lucia's ex-
cited manner on the previous day, of the
flush on her cheek and the unnatural lustre
of her eve came over him, and he added:
“Nay, ahe was not well. I remember now
how flushed and weary she looked, and like
a brute I kept her standing while I painted
on the Venus. I have killed Ler, madre
Buonarotti. I have killed the darling of
my heart—the very sunlight of my life.
OI!! let me go to her; let we bring her
back to life.” And in an excess of despair
L strove to put outside the old

has
ave

e v an
gsm!:exity. mingled with vows of eternal
elity and mn{; passionate caress.

The studio of Lorenzo was now a busy
foene. Day after day he worked hard at
the Venna, Lucia sitting opposite to him for
hours, until sometitmes she would fall asleep
from weariness. Then Lorenzo would
awake ber with a kiss, and ehe wonld toss
back Ler golden tresses, and gaze into his
eyes with an expression of such seraphic
tenderness that Lorenzo would rush n-
tically to his easel, strive to transfer
that very look to the canvas. Another time
they would chat innocently and gayly of
their future menage, and Lucia's laugh
would ring through the old building as she
pictured to Lorenzo the countless luxuries
and indulgences which the price of that pic-
ture was to bring them.

Then Lorenzo fwould cry, ‘Surely thou
art more besutiful now than I have ever
seen thee, Lucia. One moment, carissima—
let me paint that smile upon thy lips, it is
80 fravishingly sweet.' Then he would
paint earnestly for a few moments, then
push the canvas from Lim with a gesture of
despair.

"it is nseless, Lucia,” he wonld exclaim,
throwing himself in 4 despondent attitude
at her feet: “I have attempted more than I
can do. Ishall never be able to portray
the unearthly beauty of thy face.”

*Nay. caro miv,” she would reply, as she
wound her arms around his neck, snd drew
his head down upon her shoulder; “thou
canst pever paint the picture if thou art al-
waye gazing upon my iace, and never at
the canvas. I will come no wore to the
studio it thou dost not attend better to thy
work."”

And then she would help Lorenzo to put
aside his brushes and his colors, and they
would wander out upon the shore, a
watch the sails gleaming over the sea, and
drink in the cnchm;i:‘f loveliness of the
scene, which, combi with the living
romance in their own hearts, made the
shores of the Mediterranean a paradise to
them.

The next morning, when Luncia came to
the studio, she was dismayed to find the
face of the Venus entirely obliterated.

“Oh, Lorenzo!" she exclaimed, while the
large teurs gathered in her eves, “how
couldst thou blot out the result of =0 much
lubor and so many hours of precious time?!
Already the maestro reproaches me for
spending all my days in thy studio and
neglecting him. A lifetime ‘will be con-
sumed in painting thy Venus, und we shall
be old and weary of fife before it really be-
gins for us.”

And she threw Lerself despondently on a
low couch, and looked up sadly into lher
lover's fuce.

“Stay, Lucia, I will take a new canvas
and sketch thee thus,” he exclaimed. *“It
will be better to begin all anew.”

“It will be better to get a new model,then.
Lorenzo,” replied the girl. “These sittings
have worn upon my strength, and I am no
Lungﬂ able to give thee so wany Lours each

ay."”
“Wilt thon then desert we, Lucia. jnst as
fawe and fortune are dawning for me?" satd
her lover, with a slight tinge of asperity in
his tone. “Perhaps some richer artist has
invited thee to sit to him."”

“I will not condesiend to reply to such
an accusation,” replied Lucia, rising and
throwing her little mantle over her shoul
ders. “When thou art iu a better frame of
mind, Lorenzo, thou canst send for me; 1
will stay no longer to<day.” And, without
turning her head, Lucia ran lightly down
the steps of the studio, and, with Hushed
cheeks and flashing eyes, wended Ler way
to the Conservatory of Music.

That evening Lorenzo wandered on the
shore alone. He was unhappy and ill at
ease, In vain the rosy hues of sunset tinged
scu and mountain with magie light; in vain
the rising moon tlooded the waters with her
silvery beams, There was no sunlight or
moonlight for Lorenzo without his Lucia.

And Lacia had been equally miserable,
She bad sung badly at the Conservatorio,
made false notes and vexed the old maestro,
who taunted her with lecting the divine
art and despising the noble gifts of God for
the love of a mere wan.

8o Lucia wept, and conld sing no more,
and went howe really ill, and wus ro-
proached by her mother for Ler indolence
and listlessness in much the same terms as
she had been by the muestro. All that
night she wept and grieved, and the next
morning rose at the very ecarlicst dawn of
day, and after bathing and adorning her-
self until she looked, indeed. like Venus
Jjust rising from the sea, wended her way to-
ward Lorenzo's studio.

As she approached the outer doorway she
saw a younz and very heautiful girl puss
out and walk very rapidly away in an op-
posite direction.  All the wild blood in

ucia’s Southern nature rushed up to her
face and neck as she thonght, **Lorenzo has
then tuken me at wy word, and has found
another model.”  And the bitter tears gath-
ered thickly in Lucia's eyes.  Dushing thein
away with a trembling hand, she rushed
impetvonsly up to Lorenzo's stadio and
found him sitting calmly at his ease!
In a transport of delight at ing her
aguin, Lorenzo caught Lucia in bis arma
and nearly suffocated her with carcsaes,
“Reicase me, Lorenzo, release me,”she
excluimed. “Let me see if thou hast
worked at the Venus since I left thee.”

“¥Yes, Lucia,” he replied, “and I work
better {rom memory than when thou art be-
fore me. The sight of thy enchanting love-
liness bewilders and confuses my mind."

*“But these evesare not my eyes, Lorenzo,”
replied the girl, in whose heart the demon
of jealonsy was already beginning to rage

1 swell.  “Thou bast imd another model,
amico, wio.

“None but the sweet image of thee which
ever reigneth in my heart, beloved,” said
the artist, taking Lis hand tenderly in both
his own. *‘Let e now place the in thy old

ition, and in a few more sittings I shall
ave fnished the figure.”

But Lucia was restless and uncasy. The
seeds of jealousy ouce sown in the heart of
an Italian are not easily eradicated; and
she brooded over the vision of the moruing
until her heart was full of distrust.

Still the picture progressed more rapidly
that day than it had at any previous sii-
ting, There was a feverish brilliancy in
Lucia’s eyes and a crimson flush on her
cheek, which Lorenzo was better able to
portray than the ever chanfing loveliness
which accompanied her playful or her pen-
sive moods, and when the sitting was over
he stood almost ll-bound before the
work of his own hands,

“Lorenzo has no caress for me to-day,”
thought the jealous girl, as she watched
her lover's abstracted manner. *“He is
thinking of bis new model. Addio, amico,”
8he said alond, “the maestro is wating. I
have not a moment to lose.”

'But wilt thou not eail or walk to-night
with me, Luciat It were a sin to lose these
glorious evenings."”

““Not to-night, grazie,” replied the waiden
coldly. “To-morrow at the usual hour I
will be here.” And gathering up her musie
a8 sho s,'ml.i‘. Lucia was gone before her
lover could utter any further remonstrance,
The nest morning Lorenzo was at his
eascl betimes, and impatiently awaiting his
betrothed, who, however, did not appear at
the appointed time. Hour hour went
by, and Lorenzo strove in vain to while
away the tediousness of waiting by dnusual
uddut&:t bis work; he painted mechanie-
ally at ba: d of the picture, with

his thoughts far away on the absent ome,
Whose presence alone gave life and besuty
o his lubors.

Twelve o'clock struck—one—two—and
Then in a frenzy of

—and no Lucia.
impatience Lorenzo seized his hat, locked J

woman and obtain admittance to Lucia's
a) nt.

“Nay, nay, Lorenzo," she said, planting
her bulky form directly in the doorway,
“thou canst not sce the signorina to-day.
She is suffering too much, and the siguor
dottore, who war here this morning, has
forbidden all excitement and disturbance
until the fever abates. Lncia was always
of a restless, feverish temperament from a
child. Besides, she is troubled with dis-
treexing fancies about thee, and raves in-
cessant!y of thy colduess and inconstancy.
Days must pass by, amico, before thou
canst see her again.”

Aud days—long, dreary and dezolate
days—did pass over Lorenzo’s head Lefore
he gazed iuto Luncia's eyes, or sat by ver side
again. Days in which the beloved one hov-
ered between life and death, and Lorenzo
did nought but hang about the door of her
dwelling listening to the low moans and ih-
coherent ravings which issued from that
upper chamber, or, on his knees before the
:J;nr of the Madonna, supplicated heaven to
spare the life of his betrothed.

At length the fever spent itself, and there
came a night of watching and suspense—a
night in which the silence of death reigned
in the low-roofed dwelling, when every win-
dow wae wide open to catch the sir, and
when the soul of the beautiful .\'ruguli!uu
vibrated for hours between earth an
keaven.

During all that night Lorenzo =at in the
gloowmy chamber, his eyes fixed on the be
loved face, whose delicate features seemed
already to have assumed the sharp chiseling
of the grave, and his fingers on the pulse
whose faint throbs were at timea quite im-
perceptible to his touch. )

“It will be life or death before morning,
said the old doctor, as he forced a few
drops of a cordial between her lips. “Give
this from time to time, and may the Blessed
Virgin take her into her holy kecping. She
was always of too rare a beauty tor this
world.” And placing the phial on the
mantel-shelf, the old man softly closed the
door upon the pale watchers and their
almost lifeleas charge,

“Keep a stout heart, Lorenzo,” said
Lucia’s mother as Lorenzo fell on bhis
knees ut the bedside and buried his tace in
Lucia's pillow. “Keep up thy courage, tizlio
wio. Lucia will live. She can not die with
such a wighty love as thine to druw her
back to earth., See! even now her eyelids
quiver; the blood iz coursing more freely

sived,"”

And the madre Buonarotti wus right.
All night they watched in silence, but at
the dawn of day a delicate fush spread
over Lucia's features, her large exes opened,
and nnutterable tenderness shone out from
their violet depths as they rested upon
Lorenzo’s face.

*“Is the picture finished, carissimo!” were
the first words she uttered as Lorenzo
clasped her rapturously to his Leart.

The next moment he was seized by the
shoulders and coolly deposited on thi ont-
side of the front door, while the madre
Buoparotti laughed and shook Ler fis: at
him from the window.

Very lovely and gentle was Lucia dur-
ing the weeke of her convalescence—the
very Lucia whom he had first loved, un
disturbed by any of the jealous doubrs
which bad warred of late the pertection of
their intercourse.

Lorenzo spent the half ot every !
her side; the other half he worked o
at his picture, which was beginning now
approach cowpletion, and, as Le fondly
hoped, pertection,

“Hast thon worked at all
Venns doring my illness, Lorenzo!™
Lucia one day.

“During thy illness. amica mio, I could
not touch a pencil,” replied the artis:, o
lovk of pain flitting across his features as

“but since thy convalescence I have painted
a part of each day from memory. and I tiat-
ter myself, Lucia, I have caught the =e-
raphic expression which thy fuce wears
now. Itis us if thou hadst gone a little
way with the angels, cara mio. and had re-
ceived the stamp of angelic tenderness and
compassion which belongs to the dwellers
in heavenly spheres. Thou art wore heun-
tiful than ever sinece thy return to carth,
Lucia, and wy only tear is that wy Venus
will wear a ook which belongs rather 1o
the bleased Madonna than to the haathen
goddess.”

“Well, Lorenzo. in a few days I shall be
well enough 1o resume wy sittings, and
then U trust there will be no wore delay
in tinishing the picture.”

“Two more sittings will make it perfect,
Carissiua, and then how gladiy will [ part
with my Venus, since I shall never azain le
reonired to part with my Lucia,”

Three days after this conversation Luciy
announced to her mother ber imtention of
cnce more seeking Lorenzo's studio,

“ Nuy, fizlia mio. thou art yet ton weal:,
The way is long: the delitinm w F3
turn.  Be persuaded, Locia, and wait
few duys hefore thou goest,” said the
Puonarotti in a pleading tone, us Lucia tied
lier wantle and drew her Lood over Ler
hiead.

“1 can wait no longer, madre mio,” re-
plicddl the impetuous girl.  * Two wore sit-
tings will complete the picture, and then
Lorenzo’s fortune will be made. What
wilt thou do without thy Lucia to torment
thee I" glie added, throwing her armws round
the good madre's neck, and then tripping
lightly away.

But Lucia soon found that she had over-
rated her own strength, and long before she
reached Lorenzo's studio her head was turn-
ing and ber limbs aching with fever and
fatigue. On she stag, rw? however, know-
ing woll that she would find rest and tender
carc when she reached the end of her jour-
ney, and was just turning into the narrow
street which led to the studio when once
more she encountered the fair unknown,
whom she had met on that very spot so
wany weeks before.

The blood seemed to turn to fire in Luciu's
veins a8 she seized the girl by the wrist, and
in & hoarse voice demanded, “Whence
comest thou?  Whose studio hast thou
been visiting 1"

“Icome from Lorenzo’s studio,” replied
the waiden, with a mocking smile; “‘release
me, Lucia. Can no one be allowed to visit
Lovenzo but thy fair self "

“Not while I live!” almost shrieked Lu-
cia, a4 she pushed past the girl and bounded
up the staircase to Lorenzo's room.

He was standing before his casel contem-
Elau'ng. with folded arms, the work which

e fondly believed was to bring him happi-
ness in this life and immortality forever,
is, whom

"when the door burst open and Lueis,

Le had not expected to eee for several days,
rushed in upon him.

“Liar! traitor! villain!" exclaimed the
frantie girl. seizing a small stilletto which
lay upon Lorenzo’s table. “Thy Venus
shall die, and 80 shall thy miserable Lucia,”
and before Lorenzo could seize her hand
she plunged the dagger through the figure
of Venus and then into her own bosom.
*“And did she die, then and there, in her
lover's arms?” I inquired, as Autonio

)t & mi t in ve. .
“Signor, no,” lied the man. *The
wound was , but she lived long
enau&m learn how causeless her jealousy
had been, and bitterly regret the rash act
;bk-h" separated her from her taithtul
ver.
The girl whom she had
sional model who had

Toot was & profes-
been sitting to an-
building

throngh ber veius. Ina few hour she will |

|
|
1|
|
|

|

{it, tho he

l

and been coldly repulsed by him. On that
very day she hﬂnumd L.'omn’n studio
and her time and her beauty at his
dis if he would accept them from ber.

ut Lorenzo had h&gnnntly refused,
and had driven her from his room with &
stern injunction never to return to it again.

“It was then that she met Lucia, and,
prompted by her own had heart, had ut-
tered the false and mocking words which
had roused the mad demon of jeulousy in
Lucia’s breast. It is a sad tale, signor, and
true ae it is sad.”

“It is indeed,” I answered musingly, my
eyes atill fixed upon the face whose marvel-
ous beauty I never seen equaled in art
or nature. “But the artist, Antonio, what
became of him ! where can I find bis later
works "

“He never put brush to canvas again,
signor.” replicd Antonio. “For ten years
after Lucia's death he wandered, a broken,
blighted man, about the streeta of Nuples.
sowctimes sitting for hours on the shore
watching the waves in a weary way, and
sometiwes drifting gbont the bay in 4 small
boat, but rarely speaking and never smwil-
ing. At last, one meonlight night, lLie was
ceen to push off in his little skiff. and from
that time was never seen or heard of more.”

But the nizht is closing in, and they are
waiting to cloke the gullery, Siznor. “Will
the Padrone return howe, or will he like
better 1o take a sail on the bay ! Itiss
most heavenly evening.

But I have no heart for any more pleasure-
secking that day. The story of the wis-
guided Lucia. and the haunting beanty of
ber face, remained with me for days; and
altheugh years have gone by since I looked
upon the wounded Venus of Loreuzo d'Ur-
hino, the wemory of her loveliness has fol-
lowed me like an inapiration through many
a waking and dreaming Loar.

S e
Klize.

1 Late a tii,

A 1li has got no manners.

He ain’t no gentleman.

He's an introoder: don't send in 1o kard.
nor ax an interduckshun, nor don't kuok at
the front door, and nuver, puver thinx ov
takin ufl Lis hat,

Fust you kno he is in ved with you and up
your noze—tho what he wants there iz u
mistery; and he invites hisself to breaktast
und sits doun in your butter thout brushin
his pants,

He belps hisself to sugar and merlasses,
and bred and perserves, and vinegy—auy-
thing. and don’t wait for no invitation,
He's got a good appetite, and jist us sun eat
one thing 2z anuther.

‘Taint no use to challenge Lim for tukio
liberties; ha keaps up # Lostile korrespond-
ence with you whether you like it or not.
and shoots hissels at you like a builit, and
ke nuvar misses, nuver.

He'll kiss your wife twenty times a day,
and zizz zo, uvd ridikule you if you *ay a
word, and be'd rather you'd slap at him
than not box: he's a dodger of the dodginist
kine. Every time you slap vou don't slup
him, but slap vourself, and he zizzez amd
pints the hind feg of scorn at you, till he hg-
gravates you to distrackshun,

He zlories in lightin every pop on the ix-
acdt spot whar you druv bim from, which
proves the intention to teeze vou. Don't
tell me he ain’t got no wind, he knows what
he ix afier: he's ot sense, and too much oy
ever went to skool a day in his
life, exeept in & sape disk.

He's a mean, waliznant,

owdasLas, pre-

| meditated cuss.

|
f
|

His mother rever paddied Lim with a
elipper.
His worals was negleckted. and ke lax a
Emd dele of humanity witeily, He ain't
ashful & bit, and I doubr if he blushes
olting.
In Yack?, he was never fetclied up @ tall,
He was born full grown: he dow't it old.
Utner things gits old, but he never gits old:
and be is imperdent and mischievous to the

| day of his deth.

Ie drovpz in cold wether, and yeu kan

| mash bim on a window pain. and Foi've

! jest put vour tinger in it

he recalled those days and nights of agony; |

|
|
|
|
|
|

He comes agin
next yeer, and a Leep more with Lim. “Taivr
no use,

One i to a fawily mwight do for amuze-
ment, but the good of su meuny £ize [ be-
dogon ef I kin zee, kin you !

1 has thort much about flize, and I Ly

notist how ofting they stop in their devi 'y |

to comh thar heads and skrateh tharp
with thar fourlegs, and gonge thar urm‘nw
under thar wmgs., and the tops of thar
wings with thar legs

And my kundid opiynin ar, that tlize is
¥ they eaches all the time, is misser
1, and that makes "em bad tewpered, and
want to make uther peepil misserbal too.

E1 that aint the Ho: iy of flize 1 give up.

Altho afli don’t send in his kard he al
wars leaves one, and I don't like it ° d

n't
pritty if 'tis round; he kan't make a cross-
wark, ouly a dot, and hLe is always dotting
whar thar ain’t no i's. Thar's no vnd to his
periods, but be nuver comes to
Sich handriting is disagreeabil.

He's an artist, but his fresco an bis wall
paperin I dou't admire. Thar's too much
Fameness in his patterns, His speca is the
only enees that don't help the eyes. You
kan’t see throo um, aud yon don™ want to.

I hate o fli.

Darn a fli.—Josh Billings,

il

A New Departure.
[From the $r. Lonis Republioar

NeEw York., September 20— liear this
evening from good anthority that there is,
ina very few days, to be a new departure
among the Tammany leaders, The house
is tailing ubout their éar<, aud they want to
20t out ?wf-urc being crushed. The revela-
tions made to-day that three millions more
vouchers besides those stolen lust week
ave been wissing more than six months
and that their  disappearance was
Lnown to Connolly, has pluced the atfairs of
the controller’s department in a horrible
lizht. Magor Hall can not possibly allow
Connolly to go vn, and Counolly will not go
out alone,

It has therefore been decided at a cancns,
at which 8. J. Tilden presided, that the
whole ring shall resign, Mayor Hall, Con-
troller Connolly, William M. Tweed and
Peter B, Sweeney.  The Governor wiil then
order a special election for wayor, to be held
along with the general November election,
and @ wan like Havemeyer will be elected
wlmost withont a contestant. Green ia to
remain controller with the new officers, who
will assume their duties the tirst of January,
when the Legislature will at once set to
work and give the city anew charter.  This
wholesale resiguation has been decided npon
At the instance of the Democratic State
committee, who do not see how they can
#ave the State with the sing wen in oflice.
The ring have taken that advice. as they
arc anxious to wash their hands of every-
thing, sud let by-gones be by-gones. Still,
the revelations yet to be made in regard to
Connolly may compel his punishment, as it
becomea clearer every hour that Le is the
most guilty of all, and the disappearance of
20 many vouchers, over which his son, J.
Townsend Connolly, now in Europe, Lad
the control, make it almost impossible to let
Lim off scot free.

Thin is a special to the Cincinnati Gazette:

New YORK, September 19.—There is no
change in the Tammany situation this eve-
ning. It is understood that Mavor Hall will
recognize Conuolly as controller, and make
1o oppokition to the existing state of things.
Garvey, Ingersoll, and other so-called part-
ners of Tweed, are said to be patting their
property out of their hands to aveid ite
seizure on hehalf of the taxpayers,

It is ascertsined, by g dispatel: from
\\'ubinﬁluu to the Tribune, that the half a
willion dollars in bonds. reported as trans-
furred by Mrs. R. B. Connolly to her son.
ir-law, were in Connolly's own name, and
were transferred by him. Mrs, Connolly
still holds three hundred and seventy thoa-
eand gollars’ worth in her own name,
Fithian, her son-in-law, has been making
transfers daily to other parties. Everything
is quiet around the City Hall to-night,

llector Murphy sends to the Tribuse a
defense of his position, and denying the
charges made in a lupi: editorial this morn-
ing. The Tribune will publish his defense,
and also reply, taking up all the points he
makes, and proving their fallacy

————

Mr. Nast pat nis 1deas ot tne situation of
the Tammany leaders into very forcible pic-
tures last week. His mwain’ cartoon, “A
Group of Vultures Waiting for the Storm
to Blow Over—'Let us Pray,'" i3 one of his
most telling works, and in "“What the Ger-
man Democrats Have Done About It” he
shows in a form that evervbody will under-
stand the fact that they have pitched the
Four overboard.

a tull stop. |

]
-

One drew me with your modest eyes,
The other with your sweet replice;
And both were of sorceries.

And so alike I conld not goess,
When one bad gone, which loveliness
1 distress.

Lingered to devpon my

But her I loved, and nothing loth
Whiclever one! and ,‘rdpd by troth:
80 wua true sud false to both.

Awaking. it was well to find

Nature not, howe'er inclined,

Made two of your distraeting kind !
—Atlsatic Monthly for October.

SHAKES,

(From the September Overland.”

Everybody in and around Norway Flat
was acquainted with Shakes. Shakes was
every one's favorite, and every one's laugh-
ing stock. What his real name was no one
on the Flat, except the postmaster, knew
or eeemed at all anxious to ascertain. In
ontward appearauce he was a specimen of
debased humanity, Debauchery was indeli-
bly stamped upon every feature. It was
deemed a rare sight to see him with a clean
face. Stredks of gray forced themselves
through the accumulations that clung to his
long watted locks and untrimmed beard.
A coarse, blae woolen undershirt, with
tattered sleeves, covered his back, from
whence many doubted whether it had been
rewoved since the day he first put it on, in
Gritlin's store, twelve months ago. His
duck pants had completely lost their orig-
inul whiteness, and were tucked into a well
worn, much patched pair of gum boots,
The veritable felt hat, worn by him in ‘52,
still maintained its usual position on the
side of Lis hesd. The only change it had
apparently undergone since then was that
a piece of an old rubber coat now consti-
tuted the crown.

Shakes’ history, outside of the precincts
of Norway Flat was wrapped in complete
wystery. Even the time of his arrival in
the camp was unknown. Brotn.tlwm-o-
prietor of the “Occidental"—Norway Flat's
principal hotel, drinking and dancing
saloon—and also one of the pioneers of the
ace asserted. “Shakes bummed around
Lt-n- when I fust ‘rived, in 52" It was
generally believed that he bailed from the
temperance State of Maine. Shukes, how-
ever, was no temperance man himself; to
the contrury, he had earned she unenviable
reputation of being an inveterate “whisky
bummer.” No one bad ever known him
to 8 a single night on the Flat “out
of his cups.” It is true that these constant
imbibings bad so enfeebled his system as to
cause him to readily succumb to its in-
tluence.

A lopely Jog cabin stood on the hill-side.
Shaken owned. and professed to be its oceu-
pant. bnt seldom, if ever, eérossed its
threshold. The barroom of some one or
other of the numerous drivking hells was
bis home: the Hour, & bench or u faro table
was his bed.

Although a slave to hiz appetite for intox-
icating liquor, none of its vendors on Nor-
| way Flat were much the richer for having
{ Shakes as their customer. It was seldom

that @ coin passed from his hands to the
t barkeeper's drawer; but drink he must
have, and somehow or other he always
wanaged to obtain it. The manner in which
it was obtained was but a secondary con-
sideration to him.  Nothing was too humil-
isting or too degrading for him to do for it.
When begging failed, strategy was imme-
| diately resorted to, and in this he was in-
rwrmh!y suecessful. He would enter the
| suloon, with thumb and forefinger inserted
|
]

f
l
l

! in his pocket. and address the barkeeper
| thus: -

“I say, barkeeper., hurry up: give me a
brandy straight.”

The barkeeper would first cast a glance
| at the poesition of the hand, and then tender
| the bottle to Shukes, who would uncon-
, cernedly drink, “Here's luck,” and retire
fromw the counter without paying.
| “Ho. Shakes '

a2
l “Come and see me.”
| “No, thankee: don’t feel like it now; just

had un”
| And the barkes In-r learned that he was
| duped once me mat dured not attewpt 1o
| punish his deceiver. The indignation of
¢ entive camp wonld most assuredly fall
the | dual who dared to abuse
akes, s Norway Flat's “privileged
character,” “Likes his whisky, I kaow : hut
be's a harmless, good natured old devil for

all that.” was the sentiment aniversally ex-
| preased by the members of thatlittle mining
community.

lnebriate ashe wag, Shakes was not indo-
| lent He was always, in sunshive or rain.

engaged in chopping cord wood, or in riving
| shukes—long shingles, from which latter
| sccupation Lie recerved his nickname. The,

#un rose on Shakes entering the woods: it
| st upon him making a “bee line” for the
““Pony saloon.” Firewood was worth six
i duollars a cord and shakes sixteen dollars a

thousand in those duys on Norway Flat.
| Shakes always chopped from two to three

ords per day. Three dollars a cord he paid
“Billy, the boatman,” for hauling it. which
of conrse considerably diminished his earn-
ings: atill there was a good margin lert,
How it came to pass that Le shonld always
be poor could unever be satisfactorily ex-
plained. His condition of being what he
termed “flat broke” was patent to all, and

1

was considered another of the mystemes of

his peculiar life that cared to solve,
and 4 1 el

Norway sinee the time of its discov-
ery. in 1%, had continued to be a prosper-

ous mining camp. The fabulous yield of
wany of 1ts wany claiws had been reported
in the columus of leading newspapers of
the civilized world.  Numerous opportuni-
ties hid been ottered Shakes to become the
possessor of ground of a promising charac-
ter, subseqnently proving ricl.  Miving.
however, poss d no attractions for him.
There existed no atfinity between his nature
and the excitement of the average gold
miner's life. He never owned a foot of
mining ground, “and didn't intend to,” he
was sccustomed to say, T go for the sure
thing.” Even when the Wake-up Jake com-
pauy struck a two ounces-to-the-pan pros-
pect, Shuke's declined staking off the ad-
Joining ground. then vacant, and upon which
he was at that time chopping wood. That
same piece of ground afterward proved the
richest spot on the whole lat, nearly twelve
hundred ounces being obtained from it as
the proceeds of one day's washing. This
lack ot enterprise—this disinclination to
venture—was supposed to be the morbid
ofspring of his dissipated career. The only
things for which he appeared to have any
care were his ax, cross-cut saw and frower,
These constituted his entire stock in trade,
and for these he cherished something bor-
denng upon afection.

Shakes was viewed as one of Norway
Flat's fixtures. It had been settled long
ago in the minds of ita inhabitants that his
bones would decay in the little cemetery
on the knoll overlooking the Flat. The
idea of his removing was never for a mo-
ment entertained by any ome in that se-
cluded community. 8 and Norway
Fiat had grown up with one¢ another. Nor-
way Flat was Shakes' home. If he pos-
sesead a home elsewhere he had never been
heard to spesk of it.

The winter of 1859 had setin. It was
about the middle of November. Theground
was covered with several inches of snow.
The tinkling of sleigh bells was heard in
the distance, and the little town on the
flat was instantly thrown into a commo-
tion. It was all occasioned by the arrival
of “Barnard’s Monthly Express.” The ar-
rival of the express was an important
event in the otherwise monotonous routine
of every day life at Norway Flat; for be it
remembered that the era of wagon roads
and railways had not beem inaugurated,
and communication hetween that mountain
retreat and civilization was, at best, infre-
quent and uncertain. Among the anxious
taces, awaiting the opening of the little
wicket of the postoflice and the distribu.
tion of lotters, appeared that of Shakes.
Shortly afterward, he was observed intently
perusing a letter. ‘_

“Dam'd if I don't make tracks for hum,
he suddenly exclaimed, and as suddenly
bade farewell to Norway Flat and its sur-

g8,

That evening Shak missed from
hhuu:‘l’unli:%:ndei: m hunoﬂ
erally known t he had left the
This was an unprecedented episode in Nor-

| growth

probable.
The thermometer at Brown's that eve-
ning indicated below zero,

Norway Flat had almost I'o.rfytt_o’n

a
[Prom the Memphis Appeal.
At the last session of the Missinsippi Leg-

islat: for the
mm:f“;one, from Horn Lake to
the southern bounds of connty,
where the levee is to conmect with one al-

s X Serg
provisions one providing for the appo
ment of a commissioner for each of the coun-
i These are to be elected by

pervisors of each eounty,
and when 8o elected, are to form a body 0
be known aa the board of levee commission-
ers, whose duty it ia to see that the afore-
men work ahall be done. The
of five \! as fol-

Brown, the landlped of the

was standing iw his doorway, E\dn
stractedly at the windinge of the *
country” trail. It was only the
day that a prospecting Pmed
along that way from the Flat, bound for the
deserted mining camp of Dj P ht,
situated about ten miles tant. iw
thoughts naturally turned to their departure
and prospects. Suddenly his quick eye de-
tected in the distance a group of men
slowly trudging toward the Flat, and was
somewhat astonished to recognize in them
the prospectors of Diggers’ Delight return-
ing, bearing with them a heavy burden.
The news soon spread that Shakes had been
found dead at Diggers' Dehght. It was
evident that night had overtaken him there,
and that he had determined to spend it in
one of the deserted shanties. The fire-place
bad been filled by him with wood, ready
for the h; but it ined unkindled.
Why. no one could answer. The verdict of
all who heard the story was that he had
fallen a victim to the severity of the
weather on the evening of the day he lett
the Flat, or, as they expressed it, “friz
dead.”

In an inside pocket of a vest worn under-
neath the ragged overshirt, a packet of let-
ters was fouuﬁ, all of which were written
in the same handwriting, and addressed to
“James Wilkinson, Esq., Norway Flat.”
Sundry phowgnsl»hu were also dircovered
in the same pocket—one of an aged lady,
another of & woman in the '»nmo of life,
and the rest of three beautiful girls of from
ten to tifteen years of age. | the letters
bure the same post-mark, *—, Me.” Each
eénvelop was indorsed in pencil, “Rec'd
(date). J. W.” One of them was indorsed,
“Rec’d Nov. 17, 1859, J. W." That was the
day that Shakes left Norway Flat. 1fs cen-
tents expluined the mystery of his life and
poverty and ruin, thus:

o » Maine, August 30, 1859,

“My Dear Jaues—Your last remittance
of $250 has been duly received, and the
mortgage on the farin has now been paid.
* * * Have you not impoverished your-
self to keep us in comparative luxury!” We
have wanted for nothing. * * < * ~
Mother is ailing and rapidly declining.
Doctor says she can not possibly live throug
the coming winter. She longs to see you,
James, before she dies, * * * * 0,
do come home at onee; if not, I shall sell
the place next spring, and come to Norway
Flat myself. * > ® » -

Your affectionate wife,
ELLEN WILKINSON."

The bright side of Shakes' character,
which he had so carefully concealed from
the sight of his fellow-men, was here re-
vealed. And he had now gone to another
home to receive his reward.

e
Tkomas' Pracess for Preserving Woeed.
From the Bay §t. Louis Gazette. |

We were shown and examined carefully
some specimens of pine wood preserved by
the patented process of N. Il. Thomas, of
New Orleans, which were put down about
the beginning of June at the railroad draw-
bridge over the Bay 8t. Louis, with some
specimens of common wood, not prepared
in that mauner, and the difference in the
appearance of the two kinds of specimens
was certainly striking enough to convince
even the most <keptical thut the Thomas
process is all it claime to be. The preserved
specimens, although covered by a thick
of common barnacles, were as
sound, or rather more so, than when put
down into the water. Not a single worm
had made its appearance in the snbstance
of the wood, while the specimens of eommon
pine wood, not ;m-rnr--d by the puatented
process, were literally eaten into a sponge-
ike substance, aud fell apart almost i_v
their own weight.

We cousider this a conclusive test of the
efficacy of Mr. N. H. Thomas' process, and
bail it as one ot the great inventions of the
age, and ¢ne of the most important to com-
wercial science.  Mr. N, H. Thomas, whose
office is at No. 32 Carondelet street, witl
soon commence the formation of a joint
stock company, for the purpose of utilizin
this important discovery, and we feel confi-
dent that many of our seashore citizens
avail themselves of this opportunity to fur-
ther amovement of euch great publie utility.

It has long been known that wall- apers
of a bright green color were tinted with
arsenic; but the amount of the noxions min-
eral has been Aurpoaod to be tritling, and
few persons will be prepared to learn that
it frequently reackes as high as “fourteen
grains and upward to the square foot.” Nor
are the lighter shades of green always less
poisonous; the same quantity of arsenic of
copper being used, and the paler tint given
by an adwixture of white lead. A aper
with green leaves on a white ground was
found to contain no less than eight grainsof
arsenic to the square foot, and hud caused
&erious illness in the fawily whose house it
hud decorated. The sufferings produced by
inhalati@ns of gaseous emanations from such
papers, or of the impalpable dust given off
from themw, comprise not only obstinate entu-
neous eruptions, but severe diarrhea and
vowiting, and other symptoms resembling
those of poisoning by irritant substances,
bronchitis, congestion of the lungs or liver,
fpasmodic asthma, neuralzia, fevers and
convulsions.

————

_A Luxembourg paper relates that the
King of Holland has just had a narrow €8,
cape from a terrible death. The king was
approashing a level crossing on the Utrecht
rallway at the very moment when an ex-
]I-_llwsa train was about to pass at great speed.

ie coachman, unaware of the danger, was
driving up to the crossing, and inevitably
both he and the king would have been
swashed to picces had not a bystauder
rushed forward and. at the peril of his life,

ushed back the horses of the carrisge.
Scarcely had this been done when the train
whirled past, and the king fell back almost
unconscious at sight of the peril he had es-
caped. A few moments after the king asked
to see the man to whom he owed his life, but
the unknown benefactor had departed.
leaving no trace behind, and not all the ef-
forts of the grateful monarch had been yet
able to bring him to light.

After inquiring of a neighbor whether it
would be allowed, a worthy German lady in
Sacramento aecompanied her son to the
polls on election day, he having just arrived
at manhood, and she fearing that he might
be influenced to vote the Democratie ticket.
She him with one hand, and, hold-
ing the ticket for Booth aloft in the other,
proceeded to the inspector, who blandly in-
formed that wowen were not allowed the
right of suffrage ) et; he was sorry, ete. She
hastened to say that the ballot was her
son’s, and, his name being found on the poll-
list, the vote was passed into the box.

The Springfield (Massachusetts) Repub-
lican states that the horticultural school at
Newton has been going on with success the
past summer. Eight young wowen study-
ing there have s‘fmnl from six to eight hours
daily in the garden or greenhouse, doing all
the work except the heaviest and coarsest,
and Lave supplied the family of a dozen
people with vegetable. Each has given
thirty to forty minutes daily to recitations
in botany, ete. Now one of them is about
to start a greenhouse and garden at Jamaics
ll;l:ltn' and another at sowe other point near

ston.

The physique of the Chinaman is not ro-
bust or imposing, yet at the gold fields of
Australia their muscular exploita are re-
markable. Gangs of them are seen cheerily
tramping from one mining district to an-
other, each one bearing upon his shoulders
two packages, embracing impl

ments and camp w ng on

An average about two hundred

The Mangolian mmlocu not inof us
exertion as ‘aucasian,

Tacted endurance it will come out Abeay. =

at p: A
lows: Desoto county, F. 8. Tate; Tunica
county, John MecCann; Panola county, W.
W. Howe; Tallahatchie county, Hawkins;
Coahoma county, A. 8. Dowd. At the
meeting, g!utn!{ly. Mr. Hawkins war not

resent, but the other four were. A. 8.
Bowd is president, and A. R. Howe, of Pan-
ola county, secretary and treasurer,

The proposed levee will be 120 milce in
length, and, when finished, will protect
about 1,600.000 acres of the finest land in the
world from overflow. The drier it can be
kept the better crop it yiclds. With such
cnﬂi\'ation a8 18 in other places bestowed on
corn, it will produce from eighty to one hag-
dred bushels of corn to the acre. Cattle
may be taken out of the woods in winter
udv killed, they being in a better condition
for the butcher’s kunife than those thut are
stall-fed all the winter. This land is in trath
as rich as gold. Crope can be raised on it,
even with the overilow, but they have this
disadvantage, they have to be put in late—
say in June—and it therefore becomes nec-
essary for the hands to work through the
beat of July and Auvgust before they are
“laid by.” This work, in the very kot
weather, sickens the lnborer; he can not do
it with impunity. Beside this, the crops so
put in are nsually short, and are very late
coming in. When the land is protected by
a levee the erura mfy be put in during
March, and laid by before the heats of June
set in. TlneE will rig.tn early and have a
good yield, use the drier the ground is
the better crops can be raised from it.

The law providing for these levees fixee
an aggregate tax on those low lands of §#12%5,-

000 per year, 10 pay for the work, to be
raised every year for tweve . The law
also authorizes the rale of for non-

yment of taxes, which sales have nlread{
decided to be valid and the titles good.
The commissioners are autho 10 ik5uS
bonds to the amount of £1,000,000, but
which-nnotmbenomnedfoﬂmthm
ninety-cents on the dollar. The interest on
these bonds is secured by the tax of $125.000
qll:on the grounds which are
to be benefitted by the levee, so that those
bonds may be considered a lien on the lapds
that fail to pay this tax. M is has a
deep interest in these lunds. They are the
richest cotton lands in the world, capable of
marketing nearly a million bales of cotton
in one vear, if brobhgzht under proper cultiva-
tion. Memphis commands all trade of
this vast and luxurious section—a section
that is destined at no distant day to swarm
with a dense and rich ion.

The board was principally oceupicd in
considering a number of bids that were
sent in for the proposed work, and in dis-
cussing the r of disposing of the
bonds, which are now being printed in New
York. There was no decision arrived at in
respect to letting out the work yet. The
commissioners have decided to remain in
the city until a chance shall have been af-
forded to all the contractors to hvtsﬁiau
and consider the matter, and put in their
bids. They will meet again to-day. They
are elected for four years, so that the work
may be completed while in their hands.
One hundred and twenty miles of leveeirg
will ufford considerable work to our labor-
ers for some time. Ouly think of the
amount of quinine and whisky that will
be swallowed during the progress of the

per year levied

work.

—
“THAT'S WHAT THEY DO AT THE
SPRINGS.”

A Saratega Seandal.

From the New York Herald ]

The knowing ones among the guests s:..1
remaining at Saratoga are rolling a swees
worsel of seandal under their tongnes, from
which much juciness seems to have been
extracted. ies affected are the
wife of & leading turfman, who has a large
stable of horses at the Springs, and a rourz
man who has been sporting it in Sararoga
during the past summer. She is Foung,
pretty and vivacious: he gay and land-
some, and in New York, where he resides,
is known as one of those “Broadway
statues,” whose only mission seems to be 1o
lure unsunspecting victims to destruerion.
They met one morning at the spring: there
was & look, a frisk of the handkerchief, an
acquaintancesbip formed, and in a little
while a fallen woman and a dishonored
husband. The gossips talked, and their
words reached the ears of the wronged
husband. Heis a cool, determined, reso-
luteman. He went straight to the “swell,”
charged him with his crime, and demanded
& confession. The young man denied e
guilt. “Tell me all,” said the other, “or I
will kill you on the spot.” The gailty
wretch saw in bis loek the determination of
a man who meant what he said, and to save
his worthless life he told the story of the
crime which bad undone the husband
The wife was next interviewed. She de.
nied, leﬂtm]. begged, entreated. but con-
fessed at last. A lawyer was sent for, srd
roperty which bad Deen presented to Ler
by the husband was ck;vdml back to hiw.
They parted forever. The next step was
an action for divorce, which is now pend-
ing before a referee in the village. It may
be wentioned that ove of the swd features
of the case ia the previons history o
busband and the effect this blight 1 ;
have upon his lite. Provious to martiace
ke was a dissiputed, hardened wretcl,
Marriage reformed him: thoughts of Lias
wife made him a prudent, careful,
perate man, though |wrh:|lm a4 too ind:?
gent husband. He ix said to be utrerly
overwhelmed with grief, and his frienis
fear that the disgrace of his wife wmay drive
hinﬁ}-nck to his }Snun-r intemperate conrsn
of life.

The Ocean W:::l;:hgon“o.r the Tovesti.

"Prom the Mobile Tribune.] -

The board of investigation have ngals
their report to the Secretary of the Treasnrv
in relation to the canse ‘or causes of tie
Ocean Wave explosion. After giving a
history of the case, and referring to o patch
ou the boiler, the report says:

We are of the opinion that the immediaze
responsibility for this disaster rests with
the parties, or party who caused that plaze
to be put over the leak in the bottom of
that boiler. This lake came from a crack
five or six inches in length in the thin
portion above mentioned, and we have
used all the means at our command to tix
the responsibility of applying this teh or
plate where it ‘belongs, The evidence on
this head is very contlicting. The partiea
pecuniarily interested in the boat swore
positively that it was put on by a boiler
maker by the name of Hodgson, and under
the direction of the United States boiler
Inspector at thia port, Mr. Sprague. at the
last annunal inspection, while Hodgson and
Sprague state, with equal positiveness,
that they know nothing about it. We are
inclined to the opinion that this plate hae
been applied sinco the annual inspection,
Whether Mr. Sprague had any knowledga
of its being there we are notable to say,
but he is represented as having often been
tkm board llu-l boat, !and he should 1ava

nown something iti it ha
buliler. ng of the condition of 1%~

n view of these conflietin 3
and interests, we are of thoxo;‘h‘:g?;{{;
all partics, owner, engineer, boile rmakes
and inspectors should share this responsib;-
Mr. Sprague, if for no other caee

failure to reexuuhi:uhe repairs

; ont i
last annual inspection—on this pi:il:: D!thyh(‘
is uo conflict in the testimony. We also

annual inspecti 3
ducted in a ditferent mnner.' m’b:u:
condition e:l 1{0 boiler would have been
ascertained, whet
the time or not. e Wy

s
.. AL Thiers is to visit Bismarck, and
i ﬂch{%hg spirit in him to

winter, and brought his folke slong s g
8,80 visit. It 1o time that Thiersreturmes




