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When night comes brooding o'er e,
Like » prison’s d: cell;
Aund its visions rise Te Wwe,
With dread no speech may tell;
When alone with my ouly longing,
And the darkening spell of fear,
1 watch the sad stars thronging,
Till the beams of dawn appear.
Then, like some silver chimes,
Come back the old, old times—
The dear old times, my darling,
The living, loving times!

Unsleeping, I remember

The days that all are gone,
Like June dreams in Beeember,

Or flowers when summer's doue
The times that are never over,

For they live in heart and bralo,
And, like kisses from u lover,

Their spell comes back sgain.
Like 8 song of magic rhymes,
Return the dear oid times—

The old, oid times my darling,
The living, loving times!

This is my lone life’s treasure,
That none can tuke awny—
4 ¢ without
Of every vanished duy,
Of love light round me streaming,
Of tener lips and eyes;
Awake | lie, yet dreaming,
Nor sleep till day shall vise,
Like a bes in blossomed Mmes
i live in those old times—
The times you know, my darling,
The livivg, loviog times!

Cold are the skiesabove me,

The enrth s wraj in suow,
And If still, as then, you love we,

Alas! I can ot kKnow—
Silence between us lyin,

More chill than winter's cold,
And my like & baby erying

For its mother's wonted hold:
But I breathe the summer's prime,
N T hough v fores it dari

ough you t, darling.
The lving, loving time! o
—EKose Terry, in February Galaxy,

THE PRINCESS BOB.
BY BRET HARTE.

She was a Klamath Indian. Her title
was, I think. a compromise betwetn her
claim as daughter of a chief and gratitude
to her earliest white protector, whose name,
after the Indian fushion, she had adopted.
“Bob” Walker had taken her from the
breast of her dead mother at a time when
the sincere volynteer soldiery of the Cali-
fornia froutier were impressed with the be-
lief that extermivation was the manifest
desticy of ‘the Indian race. He had with
difficulty restrained the noble zeal of his
compatriots long enough to convince them
that the exemption of one Indian baby
would not invalidate this theory. And he
took her to his home—a pastoral clearing on
the banks of the Salmon river—where she
was cared for after a frontier fashion.

Before she was nine years old, she had
exbausted the scant kindlipess of the thin
overworked Mrs. Walker. As a playfellow
of the young Walkers she was unreliable;
as & nurse for the baby she was inetlicient.
She lost the former in the trackless depths
of a redwood forest; she basely abandoned
the latter in an extempore cradle, hanging
like a chrysalis to a convenient bough. She
lied and she stole—two unpardonable sins
in a frontier community, where truth was a
necessity and provisions were the only }nmp~
erty. Worse than this, the outskirts of the
clearing were sowetimes haunted by blank-
eted tatterdewalions with whom she had
secret confidences. Mr. Walker wore than
once regretted his indiscreet huwmanity, but
she presently relieved him of responsibility,
and possibly blood-guiltiness, by disappear-
ing entirely.

‘hen she reappeared, it was at the ad-
Jjacent village of Logport, in the capacity
of housemaid to a trader’s wife, who, juin-
ing some little culture to_considerable con-

ntiousness, attempted to instruet ber
charge. But the princess rruw-d an unsat-
istactory pupil to even so liberal a teacher.
She accepted the ulphabet with great good
humor, but always as # pleasing and recur-
ring npovelty, in which all iuterest expired
at the completion ot each lesson. She
found a thousand uses for her bouks and
writing materials other than those known
to civilized children. She made a carious
necklace of bits of slate pencil, she con-
structed a miniature canoe from the paste-
board covers of her primer, she beut her
pens into fishhooks, and tattooed the fates
of her younger companions with blue ink.
Religions instruction she received as
goo(fhumun:dl_v. and learned to prononnce
the name of the Deity with a cheerfal famil-

the fur off booming of the bell on the
headland at intervals mn:z‘ the thick air.

Hard by the shore of the bay, and hait-
hidden by drifting sand hilis, stood a low,
nondescript structure, to whose eomposi
tion ses and shore had equally contributed,
It was built partly of logs and y of
dritt-wood and tarred canvass. Joined to
one end of the main building—the ordiuary
log-cabin of the settler—waa the half-round
pilot house of some wrecked steamer ;
while the other gable terminated in halt of
@ broken whaleboat. Nuiled against the
boat were the dried skins of wild animals,
and scattered sbout lay the flotsam aud
Jetsam of many years' gatheriug, bamboo
erates, casks, hatchets, blocks, oars, boxes,
part of a whale's vertebrie, and the blades
o1 sword fish. Drawn up on the beach of a
little cove before the house lay & cance. As
the night thickened und the fog grew more
dense, these details grew imperceptible, and
only the windows of the lef -house, lit up
by a roasting fire within the hut, gleamed
redly through the mist.

By this fire, beneuth a ship’s lamp that
swung from the roof, two figures were
seated—a man and & woman. The man,
broad shouldered and beavily bearded,
stretched his listless, powerful length be-
lnnd a broken bamboo ehair, with his eyes
fixed on the fire. The woman crouched
eross-legged upon the broad earthen
hearth, with her eves blinkingly fixed on
her eompanion. They were small, black,
round, merry-like eyes, and as the tirelight
shone on her smoky face, with its one
striped eleek of gorgeous brilliancy, it was
plainly the Princess Bob and no other.

Not @ word was spoken. They had been
sitting there for more than an hour, and
there was ahogt their attitude a suggestion
that silence was habitusl. Once or twice
the man rose and walked up and down the
narrow room, or gazed absently from the
windows of the pilot house, but never by
look or sign betiayed the slightest con-
sei of his I Atauch times
the princess, from her nest by the fire, fol-
lowed him with eyes of canine expectancy
and wistfulpess. But he would as invaria-
bly return to his contemplation of the fire,
and the princess to her blinking watchful-
ness of his face.

They had sat there silent and undisturbed
for many nn evening in fair weather and
foul. They had spent many a day in sun-
shine and storm, gathering the unclaimed

il of sea and shore. They had kept
these mute relations, varied only by the in-
cidents of the hunt or meagre household
daties, for three yvears, ever since the wan,
wandering moodily over the lonely sands,
had fallen upon the half-starved woman
lying in the little hollow where she had
crawled to die. It had seemed as if they
would never be disturbed until now, when
the princess started, and, with the nstinct
of her race, bent her ear to the ground.

The wind had risen and was rattling the
tarred canvass. But in anether moment
there plainly came from without the hut
the sonnd of voices. Then followed a rap
ut the door; then another rap. and then, be-
fore they could rise to their teet. the door
was thrown brinklf' open.

*I beg your pardon,” said a pleasant but
somewnat decided contralto voice, “but I
don’t think you heard me knock. Ah! I sce
you did not. May I come in?"

There was no reply. Had the battered
figure head of the Goddess of Liberty,
which lay deeply imbedded in the sand ou
the beach, saddenly appeared st the door
demanding admittance, the occupants of
the cabin could not have been more speech-
lesely and hopelessly astonished than at the
form which stood in the open doorway.

It was that of a slim, shapely, elegantly
dressed young woman. A scarlet lined
silken hood was half thrown back from the
shining mass of biack hair that covered
her small Lead; from her pretty shoulders
‘l"'ll""'d a fur cloak, only restrained by a
cord and tassel m ber small gloved hand.
Around her full throat was a double neck-
lace of large white beads, that by some
cunniug teminine trick, relieved with its in-
fantile suggestion the strong decision of the
lower face.

“Did you say yes! Ah, thavk yon. We
may come in, Barker.” (Herea shadow in
u blue urmy vvercoat followed her into the
cabin, touched its hat respectfully, and
then stood silent and erect against the wall),
*Don’t disturb yourself in the least, I beg.
What a distressing, unpleasant night. Is
this your usual climnte !

Hulf gracionsly, balf absently overlook-
ing the still embarrassed silence of the
group, she wenton: “We started from the
fort over three hours ago—three hLours
ago, wasn't it, Barker ! (the ereet Barker
toug bis cap)—*to goto Captain Em-
mons” quarters on Indwn island—I think
vyou call it Indian island, don't you " (she

iarity that shocked ber preceptrese. Nor
could her reverence be reacbed through |
analogy ; she knew mnothing of the Great ‘
Spirit, und expressed entire ignorance of the
happy bunting ground. Yet she attended |
divine service regularly, and as regularly
asked for a hywn book, and it was only
through the discovery that she had collected
twenty-five of these volames and Liaden
them behind the wood pile that ber connec
tion with the First Baptist church of Log-
port ceased. She would occasionally aban-
don these civilized and Christiun privileges
and disappear from bher howe, returniog
after several days of absence with an odor
of bark and fish, and a peace offering to her
mistress in the shape of venison or game,

To add to her troubles, she was now four-
teen, and, according to the laws of her race,
a woman. I do not think the wost romontic
fanecy would have called her pretty. Her
cuml'lexiou defied wost of those ambignous
similes through which poets unconscionsly
apologize for any deviation from the Cau
cassian standard. It was not wine or aw-
ber-colored: it anything. it was smoky. Her
face was tattood with red and white lines
on one cheek, as if & fine tooth cowb had
been drawn from cheek bone to jaw: and
but for the good humor that beamed from
her smull, berry-like eves and shone in her
white teeth, would Lave been repulsive.
She was short aud stout. In her scanty
drapery and unrestrained freedomw she was
statuesque, and ber wore unstudied atti-
tudes were marred by a simian habit of
scratching ber left ankle with the toes of
ber right foot, in moments of contemplation.

I think I have alrewdy shown enongh to
indicate the incongruity of her existence
with even the low standard of civilization
that obtained in Logport in the year 1860,
It needed but one more fuct to prove the
far-sighted political sagacity and prophetic
ethies of those sincere advocates of exter-
mination, to whose virtnes I have done hut
scant justice in the beginning of thisarticle.
This tuct was presently furnished by the |
princess  After one of her periodical (s
appearances—this  time unosually pro-
longed—she astonished Logport by retirn- |
ing with a half-breed buby of & week old in |
her arms. That pight a weeting of the
hard-featured serious matrons of Logport
was held at Mrs, Brown's,  The immediate
banishment of the princess was demanded.
Soft-hearted Mrs. Brown endeavored vainly
to get a witigation or suspension of the
sentence. Buf, as on a tormer oecasion,
the printess took matters iuto her own
hauds. A few morning afterward o wicker |
cradle, containing an Indian by
found hunging on the handle of the
the First Buptist chnreh. It was the
thian arrow of the flving priocess,
that day Logport knew her no wore.

It had been w bright elear day on the np-
and. 80 clear that the ramparts of Fort
kson and the fagstaff were plainly visit
twelve miles away frow toe long, cur
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ing peninsula that stretehed o baved white
arm around the peacetul waters of Logport
4 clear day on the sea-

bay. It bhad been
shore, albeit the g
ing spune
beach, whose low dines wer
by the lonz surges of the i and
thrown up again by the tumaitnons trade
winds., Dat the sun bad gone down in 4
bank of tlecey fog that was heginning v |
roll in upon the b Gradually the
bheudland at the entran 1 the hirbor amd ‘
the lighthonse disappenred, and the willow |
fringe that marked the line of Salwon viver |
vanished, snd the oceun wis
suils still zleamed on the wi
but the advaucing fog wipe ¢
by one, cropt across the steel-blue expanse,
swillowed up the white wmills and =i
spire of Loy il joining with reinfoin
ments from warshes, moved solewnly
up the Lilis. Ten winutes more amd the
lundscape wis blotted out; sinultaneously
the wind died avay, nod death-like silence
o the sca ol shore. The fuut
Il overbead, of unseen breat, the
nearer call of jnvis plover, the Jap awd
wash of distinguishable waters, and the
monotenons roll of the vanished oeean,
were thie on's sounds. As night deepened,

ddown

| von have given me gomething 1o cat,

was appealing to the awestricken prin-
cess)—*and we got into the tog and lost
onr way: that is, Barker lost his way,”
(Barker touched his hat deprecatingly)
“and goodness knows where we didn't wan-
der to, untii we mistook your light for the
lighthouss, sand pulled up here. No, no:
pray keep your seat, do!  Really, I mus:
insist.”

Nothing eould exceed the languid grace
of the latter part of this speech—nothing
except the easy unconsciousness with which
she glided by the offered chair, of her stam-
wering etwbarrussed host, and stood beside
the open hearth.

“Barker will tell you,” she continued,
warming ber feet by the fire, “that I am
Mizs Portfire, dunghter of Major Portfire,
commanding  the post, AL, exense e,
child,” (She had accidentally trodden upon
the bare yellow tones of the prineess.|
“Reaily, I did not know you were there.
I am very near-sizhted.” (In confirmation
of her statemenut she put to ber exe a dainty
double evegluss that dangled from her
neck.) “It's a shocking thing to be so near-
sighted, isn't it 1"

If the shame faced, uneasy man, to whom
this remark was addressed, conld have
found words to utter the thought that even
in his confusion struggled uppermost in his
wind, he would, looking at the bold, dark
eyes thut questioned him, have denied the
fuct. But he only stammwered “yves.” The
next moment, however, Miss Portfire Lhad
upparently forgotten him, and was exaw-
ining the princess through her gluss,

“And what is your name, child 1"

The princess, beatified by the eyes and
eve-glass, showed all bher white reeth ut
onee, and sottly seratched her leg,

ab.

“Bob! What a singular name !

Miss Portfire’s host here hastened to ex-
plain the origin of the princess’ title,
hen vou are Bob!”  (Eve-glass,)
b nume is Grey—John Grey.”
And be actually achieved a how whose
uwkwardness was rather the aiv of imper-

feetly recalling a forgotten habit.
Sh Al let me see.  Yes, certainly.
You Ir.

the recluse, the hermnt,
osopher, and all thae sort of thing.
¥, certainly: Dr. Jones, our surgeon,
has told me all wbont you,  Dear me, how
interesting a rvencontre.  Lived all alove
here for seven—was it seven vears!? Yes, 1
remember now,  Exicted gnite aw naturel,
one might say.  How add! Not that |
know anything about that sort of thing,
youknow.  Fvelived always among peo-
nd am really quite o stranger, | assure
But honestly, Mr.—1 lwg your par-
Mz, Grey, how do voulike it

d oguietly  taken his ehair

She
thrown her cloak and hood over s 1
and was now thoughttully removing
eloves. Wi .
amel they w

and
k,

Rt Vel
wus  doubtless and  unsatisfying
enongh—by  which this unfortunate mun
bad justitied his life for the last seven vears,
w they suddenly became trivial and
terrildy ridiculons betore this simple but
practical question,

“Well, vou shall tell me all ahout it after
We
will have time enough: Barker ean not tind
lii= way back in this tog tonight,. Now,
rsedves to any trouble on
Joer will assist,”
iher came forward, Gliud to escape
souting of his guest, the heruit gav
il directions to the pr
s tonzae, and digappeared in the shed.
moment nlone, Miss Portfive took a
U andible, feminine mventory of
guns, skins, one chair,
one btk 0o pictinres, and no looking-gluss!”
She took a book tyom the swinging shelf
amd resmmed hep aept by the fire as the
prineess reentercd with fresh fuel. Bat
while kneeling on the Learth the princess
chunced to lovk up, and et Miss Porttire's
.lu.r;i‘.l-\'l:.’l over the edge of her book.

1o

Tl princess showed ber white teeth.

1

| course,

our hair nicely combed and put up so!
{Vnnld youl” v o .

The princess nodded violently.

“Would you like to live with me and have
them. Answer them quickly. Don't look
round for him. Speak ?or yourself. Would
you! Hush; never mind now."

The hermit re-entered, and the princess,
blinking, retreated into the shadow of the
whale boat shed, from which she did not
emerge even when the homely repast of the
cold venison, ship biscuit and tea wasserved.
Miss Portfire noticed her absence. “You
really must not let me interfere with your
usnal simple ways. Do you know this is ex-
ceedingly interesting to me, so pastoral and
patriarchal, and all that sort of thing. 1
must insist upon the princess coming buck;
really I must.”

But the princess was not to be found in
the shed, and Miss Portfire, who the next
minute seemed to have forgotten all about
her, took her piace in the single chair before
an extemporized table. Barker stood be-
hind ber, and the hermit leaned against the
fire place. Miss Portfire’s appetite did not
coe up to ber protestations. For the first
time in seven years it oceurred to the her-
mit that his ordinary victual might be im-
proved. He stammered out something to
that effect,

“I have eaten better and worse,” said
Miss Portfire, quietly.

“But I thought yon—that is yon said—"

“I spent a year in the hospitals when
father was on the Potomac,” returned Miss
Portfire, composedly. After a pause she
continued, “You remember after the second
Bull Run——But, dear me; I beg your par
don; of ccurse, you know nothing about the
war, and all that sort of thing, and don't
care. |She put up her eyeglass, aud quietly
surveyed his broad, muscular figure against
the chimney.] Or, perhaps, your prejudices
——But then as a hermit you Luow you
have no politics, of course.  Please don't let
m¢ hore you."

To have been strictly consistent the Ler-
mit should have exhibited no interest in
this topic. Perbaps it was owing to some
qualty in the narrator, but he wus con-
strained to beg her to continue in such
, plirnses as his unfamiliar lips could com-
wand. So that little by little Miss Portfire
yielded up incident and personal obscrva-
tion of the contest then raging: with the
same half abstracted, half unconcerned air
that scewed habitual to her, she told the
stories of privation, of euffering, of en-
durance, and of sacrifice, With the same
assumption of timid deference that con-
cealed her great self control, she talked of
principles and of rights. Apparently with-
out enthusiasm and  without eflort, of
which his morbid nature would have been
suspicious, she sang the great American
Iliad in & way that stirred the depth of her
solitary auditor to its massive foundations.
Then she stopped and asked quietly,
“Where is Bob!"

The hermit started. He would look for
her. But Bob, for some reason, was not
fortheoming. Search was made within snd
without the hut, but in vain. For the first
time that eveuing Miss Portlire showed sowe
anxiety.

*Go,"” she said to Barker, “and find her,
She must be found. Stay, give me your
overcoat; I'll go myself™
®  She threw tﬁo overcoat over her shoulders
and stepped out iuto the night. In the thick
veil of fog that seemed suddenly to enwrap
her, she stood for a moment irresolute, and
then walked toward the beach, guided by
the low wash of waters on the sand. She
had not taken many steps before she
stumbled over some dark, crouching objeet.
Reaclhing down her hand she felt the coarse
wiry mane of the princess.

“Bob!"

There was no reply.,

“Bob, I've been looking for you; come.”

‘Go ‘way.”

*Nonsense, Bob. I want you to stay with
we to-night. Come.”

*Injin squaw no good for waugee woman.
Go 'way.”

“Listen, Bob. You are the daughter of a
chief; so um I, Your futher hus many war-
riors; so has wine. It is good that you stay
with me. Come."”

The princess chuckled and suffered her-
self to be lifted up. A few moments luter
and they re-entered the hut, haud in hand.

With the first red streaks of dawn the
next day the erect Barker touched his hat
ut the door of the hut, Beside him stood
the hermit, also just arisen from his blank-
cted nest in the sand. Forth from his hut,
fresh as the morning air. itv]v‘md Miss Port-
fire, leading the princess by the hand.
Hand m hand also they walked to the
shore, and when the prineess had been

rushed to his face now forsook it, and set-
tled slowly around his heart. He tried to
rise, but could not. Then the door wus
thrown open, and & figare with a scarlet
lined bood and fur mantle stood on the
threshold. With a mighty effort he took one
stride to the door, The next moment hesaw
the wide wonth and white teeth of the
rnncen. and was greeted by a kiss that felt
ike & baptisu,

To tear the hood and mantle from her fig-
ure in the sudden fury that seized him, and
to fiercely demand the reason of this mas-
quernde, was his only return to her ting.

“Why are you here ! D)id you steal these
garments 1" he again demanded in her gut-
tural language, as be shook her roughly by
the arm. he princess hung Ler head.
“Did you?!" he screamed, as he reached
wildly for his ritle.

“1 did.”

His hold relaxed, and Le staggered back
ugainst the wall. The princess began to
whimper. Between her sobs, she was try-
ing to expluin that the major and his
daughter were going away, and that they
wanted to send her to the reservation: but
he cut ber short, “Take off those thiugs.”
The princess tremblingly obeyed. He
rolled them up, placed them in the canoe
she bad just left, and then leaped into the
frail cratt.  She wonld have followed hiw,
but with a great oath he threw her from
him, and with one stroke of his paddle
swept out into the fog, and was gone.

“Jessamy,” said the major, a few days
after, as he sat at dinner with his daughter,
“I think I can tell you something to mateh
the wysterious disappearance and return
of your wardrobe. Your crazy friend, the
rechse, has enlisted this morning in the
Fourth artillery. He's a splendid animal,
and there's the right kind of stuff for a sol-
dierin him, if I'm not mistaken. He's in
carnest, too, for he enlista in the regiment
ordered back to Wasbington. Bless e,
child, unother goblet broken! You'll ruin
the mess in glass ware at this rate!”

“Have you beard anytlhing more of the
princess, papal”

“Nothing : but perbaps it's as well that
she has gone. These cursed settlers are at
their old complaints again about what they
call *Indian depredations,” and I have just
received orders from headguurtera to keep
the settlement elear of all vagaboud abor-
igines. I am afraid, my dear, that a strict
copstruction of the term wounld inelude
your protege.”

The time for the departure of the Fourth
artillery bad come. The night before was
thick and foggy. Atone o'clock a shot on
the mmlmru called out the gnard and
roused the sleeping garrison. The new
sentry, private Grey, had challenged a
dusty figure, and, receiving no answer, had
fired. The guard sent out presently re-
turned, bearing a lifelesa figure in their
arms. The new sentry’s zeal, joined with
an ex-frontiersman’s aim, was fatal.

They laid the helpless, ragged form be-
fore the guard-house door, and then saw for
the first time that it was the princess,
Presently she opened her eves. They fell
npon the agonized face of her innocent
slayer, but haply without intelligence or re-
proach.

“Georgy!” she whispered.

“Bob!”

“All's same now. I get plenty well soon.
Me wake no more fuss. Me 2o to reserva-
tion.”

Then she stooped, a tremor ran throngh
ber luubs, and she lay still.  She had gone
to the reservation. Not that devised by the
wisdom of nmun, but that one set apart
from the foundation of the world for the
wisest as well as the meanest ot His crea-
tures.

e T
Prince Louls Napoleon’s Lile in England.

On Lis return to London in September,
IS38, Lie devoted munch of Lis time to the
studies that had previously engaged his at-
tention, the first result of which appeared
in the well known work, “Les Idees Napo-
leoniennes,” published in the following
vear He resided at this time in Cariton
Terrace, and Lis mode of life combined the
secwingly inconsistent habits of the recluse
stadent and the dissipated muan of the
world. He generally rose at abont six in
the morning and worked 1 his cabinet till
noon, when he took a slizht breakfast, read
the papers, and resumed Lis studies till
two. when he was ready to receive callers,
From rour to five he attended to his pri-
vate atfairs, and then monnted his horse tor
a ride in the park, or whiled away the time
among the loungers at Tattersall's or the
club.  He usnally dined at =even, and, al-
though by no wmeans unocenpied in the

safely bestowed in the stern sheets, Miss
Portfive turned and held out her owu to |
her late host.
“1 shall take the best care of Ler, of |
You will come and see her often.
I shonid ask you to come and &ee me, hut
you are a hermit, you know, and all that
sort of thing. Bat it it's the correet an-
chorite thing, and can be done, my futher
i ad to requite you for this night's
hospitality. But don’t do anything on wy
aeconnt that interferes with your simple
Good bye.”
1 bhye.”
The sail was hoisted, and the boat shoved
off. As the fresh morning breeze caught
the canvas, it seemed to bow a parting salu-
tation, There was i rosy tlush of prowise
on the water, and as the light eraft darted
forward toward the ascending sun, it secine
for a moment uplifted in its glory.
Miss Porttire kept ber word. If thought-
ful care and intelligent kindness could re-
geaerate the princess, her future was secure,
And it really seemed as if she were for the
first tiwe inclined to heed the lessons of
civilization, and profit by her new condi-
tion. An agreeable change was first no-
ticed in her appearance.  Her lawless hair
was canght in a net, and no longer strayed
over her low forehead. Her unstalle bust
waus stayed and upneld by French corsets;
her plantigrade shutfe was Jimited by
hecled boots. Her dresses were neat and
clean, and she wore a double neckluce of
gluss beads. With improvement there also
seemed some moral awakening. She no
longer stule nor lied. With the possession
of personal property came a respect for
that of others. With increased dependence
on the word of those sbout her cawea
thoughtful consideration of her own. In-
tellectually she was still feeble, though she
grappled sturdily with the siople lessons
which Miss Porttire set before her.  But her
zeal and simple vanity outran ber discretion,
and she would otten sit for hours with an
open book before her which she could not
read. She was a favorite with the oflicers
of the fort, from the mujor, who shared Lis
daughter’s prejudice, and often yielded to
her powerful self-will, to the subalterns, who
liked her none the less that their nntaral
enomics, the frontier volunteers, hud de-
clured war against her helpless sisterhood.
The only restraint put upon her was the
limitation of her iberty to the cuclosoare of
the fort and parade: and only once did she
breuk this parole, and was stopped by a seu-
try a8 ehie got into a bout a1 the landing.
The recluse did not avail himself of Miss
Portiire’s mvitation, but after the depar-
ture of the princess he spent less of  his
time in the bat, and was wore frequently
seou 1o the distant marshes of Ee¢l river,
and ou the upland hills. A feverish rest-
Jessness, quite opposed to his nsual phleg

led ito singular freaks, strangely
consistent with his usual habits and reputa-
tion.  The purser of the ocensional steamer

which stopped at Logport with the muils,
reported 1o bave been bowded, just inside
the bar, by a strange, | ded man, who
asked for a newspaper containing the last
wur (elegrams.  He tore Lis red shirt into
narrow strips, and spent two days with his
teeile over the pieces and the tattered
remnauts of his only wl
few duys afterwanrd the fis
by wore sarprised to see what, on nearer
appronch, proved to be a rade imitation of
the nativnal thag Hoating rrom a spar above
the Lt

Oue evening as the fog began to deift
over the sawl bills, the recluse sat alone in
s hat. The fire was dying unheeded on
the bearth, for he had been sitting there
tor 4 long time completely absorbed in the
blurred pages of an old newspaper,  Pres-
ently he arose, and retolding it—an opera-
tion of great care and delicacy in its tat
tered condition—placed it under the blan-
ket of his bed.  He resued his seat by the
tire, but soon began dromming with his
tingers on the arm of his chuir, Eventually
this assumed the time and gecent of sowe
air. Then he began to whistle softly and
Liesitatingly, as it trying to reeall a forgot-
ten tune.  Finally this took shape in 8 rude
resemblance. not unlike that which his fug
bore to the national standard, to “Yaukee
Doodle.,” Suddenly he gtopped.

| study,

“Listen. Would you like to have fine
clothies, rings and beads like these; to h.vJ

There was an unmistakable rapping at

pleasures of the man about town, often con-
trivedd 1o spend part of the evening in
His munner at this time was grave
and abstracted. He dressed  well but
plainly.  and  secmed ahsorbed
in his I-I.mi 1 future  to
feel  muech  mterest i prassing
events of the present. The anthor of the
“Latters from London.” who was evidently
strouzlv impressed in his favor, was strack
at first sight with his resemblance to Prinee
Eungene and the Ewmpress Josephine, but
did not observe a likeness to the Emperor.
Afterward, however, he saw or thought he
saw the features of the man of Austerlitz
reproduced with astonishing fidelity in the
adventurer of Strasburg. The truth that
men sec in objects what they wish to see, is
illustrated in his remark that Louis Napo-
leon's head is so full of the Napoleonic air
a8 to make a soldigr of the Uld Guard
thiill at the sight. Thiz is hardly re
conciluble with  the well known ioci-
dents of his attewpt at Strasburg, when,
though arrayed in  the historic cos-
tume of ¢he hero of Austerlitz, and sur-
rounded by meun personating an imperial
statl, the Prince was yet unable to convinee
the garrison that the *“nephew of his
uncle ™ really stood betore themw. The
writer describes the expression of Louis
Napoleons features as noble and grave
without being harsh, and Lis countenance
48 characterized by  milduess  and
bepevolence.  Yet there  was mnothing
effeminate in his appearance, in the opinion
of this observer, who discerned an energetie
natare iu the dark shadows of his counten-
ance, a tinge of melancholy and thought-
fulness in his slightest movements, and a
keen glance and assured look which not
only indicated a disposition to meditate on
great things, but ability to accomplish
thew. —February Gulury.
—_—
A Miserable Reprobate.

Says the New York Comwercial Adeor-
tiser:

What a miserable reprolute the preacher
all make Fisk out to be! And they are
right. Why, the scoundrel actually stopped
his coupe one cold, dreary vight,” on Sev-
euth avenue, and got out, inquired where
she lived, and gave a poor oll begear \1-.,.
man o dollar. He secmed to have no shame
abont bim, for the next day the debanched
wreteh sent heraroumd a birrel of Hour and
a load of coanl.

_ One day the black-hearted seonndee] sent
10 and o bag ot lour arovud to 4 witow
woman with three starving children, and,
not content with  this, the remorseless
wreteh told the police captain to look after
all the poor widows wmd orpbaus in his
ward and send them 1o Lime when they
deserved charity. <

What a shameless performance it was to
give that poor negro preacher $20 and send
bim on to Howard Universit 1 how
the  black-hearted  villain his
meanuess on l,ll‘ wor, lbl'hn 3
who wanted t Bostor paying her
pussage and sctually eseorting her 1o o free
stateroomn, while the old woman's tears of
gratitinde were streaming w0 her chveks,

O, insutiate monster! thns to Zive money
1o penniless negro preachiors aud starvige
women and children, o

S T ——

_The steamer Funny was comwing Jdown the
Upper Mississippi, lowded with pig lewd,
.\.~' she was somg over i shoal piurl' the
pilot gave the signal to § e the lead,
ouly man forward w;
“Why don’t you heave the
the lead, your honor ! Where 1o SOver-
board, yourr blockhead ! _'l'l.n» Irishiwun
up one of the pizs of lead and
Y itooverbeard ; the mate, in endeay-
orng o prevent hing lost his balanes gnd
fell into the river. The captain riuning
to the deck a “Why don't you h,‘“‘-:
the Iml}l and sing out how much wi
there is?” “The lead is heaved, -
honor, anid the mate's gone down to see
how wuech water there is.”

oo
the

the

—_—

A widow in Liverpool, Engi re-
covered 21500 in damages .rgl:n;l'."}x ::rner
of a mad dog, tirough whose bite her hus-
band died.

[From the Kausas Magasine.]
DIALECT POETRY.
The demand for dialect poetry has de-
clined to a wierably low t, and we do

poin
not care to aid in keeping it before the pube
lie. The subjoined specimen, however, in-
troduces & new character, and one who
seems to have been entirely neglected, viz :
The Texas cattle herder. As a matter of
justice to him, and also to show that such
puetri can be written in Kansas as well as
Isewhere, wo give his ** Tale” as he told it
to oune of our frontier correspondents:
It's lonesome, eh, a-herdin’ steers
Away out on Saline ! -
Wall, stranger, no—when weather’'s fair,”
But roughish when it's mean,
You esn't go foolin' round and keep
Five hundred steers sll right ;
Just try them broad horus vuce yoursel
Some ugly, stormy night.

Stampede, eli ! Well, I #'pect they do,
\'mmv—r seed it, e !

It sin't what you've been usen'd to.
It's more’n nat'ral stray :

Civen-hoop ! thes're off, with tails sot straight,
A tearin’ out o' sight. N

1'% bad in daylight, butit's jest
Infernal after night.

Ride round ‘e, eh, and head ¢'m back !
Head back them Texas steers !

Stranger, when you was made was stutll
A-runnin short for ears !

But, then, you've had uo show to 'arn,
Jest comin’ out this full;

You're like them Yankee chiaps that gits
‘Round here, and kunows it all.

The storm, you say! Well, Friday last
We had a Jittle muss,

Jest raln, aud wind, and sleet, aud snow—
1 reckon it couldn’s be wiss,
Coms dark, them critters went. *0ld Loss,”

Jays 1, “jest let 'em rar!
Go bumpin’ to the Smoky now—
1 s'pect you'll tind us thur "

It wasn't mor'n forty miles,
1 guess, the way we run,
Ioller'd,eh ! 1 went along;
You'll nllus count on one.
By daylight we was thar, you bet,
In the bottom by the bluft;
And through the floatin’ suow I secd
We had ‘em sure enough.

Cold. etranger? Well, it wasn't warm;
One o' them coolish days.

Five men all froze to death was found
Aud broughteu into Hays—

Besides 8 ¢ozen more with feet,
Aud hauds, and other r.n-

Used up—and ouly s httle life
Accreepin’ round their bearta.

Exposure, eh ! You mean it's rough?
1 can't dispute yonr word.

But, then, 'm not the eort of man
To flunk, aud lose my "erd,

I I red out to tend them steers.
The pay ! It ain’t so high;

But, strasger, yon may bet your life,
1'd Lerd "em till I'd die.

Their families! Well, it's like enough.
1 reckon they bad kin,

But we could only dig their graves,
And lay 'em softly in.

Us fellers—well, 1 s'pose we're rouglh,
But still we're buman men;

And we'd be cryin’ yet if 't would
Bring back them boys again.

Their lot was hard! Why, bless your soul,
There ain't no lot out thar;

Jest frozen graves in the prafrie,
For it's prairie everywhar.

SEEER MO I
HOW I WAS CAPTURED.

I was sitting in my study, reading Mo-
liere, when she entered the room—perfectly
unannounced at that. g

I lvok up, und saw an angel in white
Marseilles, flonnced; jaunty blue hat, about
the size of asaucer, tipped to one side in a
most bewitchingly heartbreaking manner;
and she wore eream colored kids, and car-
ried a white pongee—taken all in all, a
fairy!

She smiled at me, and held ont her hand.

1 touk it mechanically. What did this
mean!

She pouted—aly! those cherry lips—she
n,mmxwd ber litile No. 1, impatiently on the
tloor,

“Yon don't seem very glad to see we,”
she said, pettishly,

I murmured that I was delighted—en-
trunced.  So I was—such visions were not
anevery day oceurrence 1o me.

*Well,” said she, gleefully, “that’s a com-
fort! Now, they told me that you wouldu’t
receive me—that I would be turned out of
dovors."

“Reptiles! " said L

“But I came—und you are not angry !

cAngry 1"

1 conld SAF DO more.

Then she walked up and down the room.

“How do you like 1wy dress ! she usked,
revolving before me as if on a pivor,

I murmured sowething about * angelic
Nl'.lb"l DUEeSss,

“1 did intend.” she said, half doubtfully,
“to get a dress of gray satinteen, with the
nnderskirt eut us nsual, and trimmed with
deep plaiting—the spaces to be filled with
bias tolds above the plaitings in a band of
velvet silk; the overskirt quite in front, and
square; the side gores rounded up four
invhes longer, and looped up into a jounier,
That, with a pretty little sacque, with open
sleeves, trimmed to mateh the underdress,
would be nice, wouldn't it !

I murmured an unguulitied assent—not
that I understood what she was talking
about, for she uttered the full deseription
in one breath: but then I didu't know what
1 wus saying.

“But,” said she, “I bought this Marseilles
beeause I like it. Don't yon !”

1 admire your taste,” | said faintly: for I
was fast losing my senses, thongh wonder-
ing as to who und what she was.

“You're a dear good fellow,”
rapturously; and I know we'll get on fa-
monsly together.”

So she intended to stay here.
ting into very deep wuter.,

“Now, then,” she continued, “show me
some place to put my things, und then you
and I will have o talk.”

I wechanically pointed ont a small room
opening out of the library, She hurried in.
I sat like & statue carved from adamant.
Deeper water.

Presently she returned, divested of little
hat, pongee and kids,

She cast a searching glance around the
library.

“Horrid dirty!” she eaid, disdainfully.
“when has it been cleaned 1"

“About a year ago!” said I, meekly.

She gave vent to a pretty little seream,

A year! Shocking!  Oh, 1 couldn't
sit down in u room that hasn't been cleaned
for a yvear! This must be put to rights,”

She said this in a very determined tone,
and went to work. She converted my linen
cout into an apron, tied a cuoning little
handkerchief over that pretty head, and,
snatehing up a fly-duster, dusted away
valiantly—raised a cloud of dust in which 1
sat gazing on the vision. What did all this
mean! 1 consulted Moliere, my standing
authority, but Moliere could give no explu-
nation.  Could she be an angel, sent to
cust u ray of light over my diswal path of
lite! Perhaps! But dia angels wear white
<eilles, and talk about satinteens and
s!  lpossible! It must be a

through the cloud, and held out her arms
and said :

Hup my sleeves, nlease,
better with thems up,™

L did roll the whire sleeves up, and then
numediately gcouted the idea of its being
# dream. S,
with a beantiful dimple in ench elboy.

Certainly not! They were real! I did
not think that a senlutor would have been
proud to bave them tor & wodel, becanse |
was worally certain that any scalptor
would have been distructed at the izht,
und bave dropped his chisel, |lvs|miriu'-' ol
eves doing them justice, °

Anud then she dusted, and while she
dnsted she sany. ‘bat u veice!  Don't
wention Nilsson—I won't heay it.

Al then she drew up o chair, and sat
duwn * e, having tirst removed the
bundke el and the tprovised apron.
Then she chook her curls and wddressed
e

<My dear unele, Tet us have a talk.”

Her nuele! If my heart had saddenty
changzed to a lnmp of lead, it conldn’t by
supk any quicker than it did then.

“You know,” she tinued, “that you
wrole me a letter saying that you con
sitdered it best for e to stay at'the furm
until you wrote again.  But, then, T didn't
want to stay; I telt so lonely awayv out
there, hardly secing u new face once
month for the twelve yeurs 1 have boen
there—for yon know you left me there
when I was six years old. Well, I thonsht 1
would come up to the city, so | took the
fifty dollars and bought this suit. Mrs.
Marsh picked it out for me. You know she
Las been in the city, and o I came; and you
are not angry, are you? Because, if you are,

I can work

i,
She suddenly paused, and came to me |

Couldn't dream of such arms, |

| liberation.

!

Ill go right back sgain, uncle—indeed I

1!

'l)(y feelings during this brief speech had
been very painful. I ually awoke to
the fact that it was all a blunder—that the
visit of this angel was not intended for me,
and 1 felt very b,iQer over the discovery;
duty was plain.

bn'?.\‘l“vy d::i child,” said I, humbly, “will
you liave the ?Endneu to inforin me what
.\'oé\l:-“n:;::‘:s ber eyes and then laughed.

“Why," she said, ‘“surely you can not
have forgotten me! Little Bess, you
knol? 't:; Bess!” 1 ated

“Little Bess s -

“B:-uiu Ludlow,” she said gravely. “Your
m?f..\"!&.“ said I, sadly; “not my niece. I have
no niece! There has been sonie error. My
name is Floyd.”

*Then,” said she,  you are my uncle, Mr.
Richard Floyd. 1 saw the name on the
door, and I eame in. Now you remember

, don't you !” &
e S(?rr_v ¥o disappoint you, Miss Ludlow,
said I, calmly, * but Iam not your uncle.
You saw the name of ‘R. Floyd' on the
door. My name is Robert."

 Then,” said she, Lelplessly, * where is
my uncle 1"

1 felt bound to confess my ignorance,
whereat she sat looking incredulous. I ex-
plained thas, strange as it might seem, I did
not know everybody personally who hap-
pened to rejoice in the same surname as mwy-

I, ,

e But,” I said, cheerfully, seeing her look
blank, ** we ean soon find cut. Here is a di-
rectory. Now, your uncle's name is Richard
Floyd!”
“Yes. SRR o
* His occupation or profession I

 What does he do for a living 1"

“ Nothing. He's rich—awful rich!”

“Ah! a gentleman! Eehold! two Rich-
ard Floyds, both gentlemen. Let us hope
they are. Now, get ready, and we'll go
and find your uncle.” W

She stood by by my side in the street,
and looked ten timeés more bewitching than
ever. We walked along the streets, and
how male friends stared, and wondered,
and envied me.

We found the first Mr. Floyd just step-

ing into his earriage in front of his house,
rle was big, pompous and vulgar. I tapped
Lim on the shoulder. :

“Your niece, Mr. Floyd.” I said, and I
commenced to explain, when bhe cut me
short. A

“Nothing of the kind—not my niece, an
adventuress, no doubr. You're a swindler,
1 suppose. Drive on.” )

I inwardly vowed to assassinate that man
some dark night. My cowmpanion grasped
her pongee flercely, 2

“Oh, I could beat him " she said sav-
agely.

I trembled at this outburst.

“But, however,” she said, laughing,
“that's not my uncle. He's a very quiet
man Isaw bim about eleven years ago.
He only came to see me once—I suppose be-
canse I am a poor relation.”

Here she laughed as if being a poor re-
relation was svwething funny—whicl it
isn't.

Then we tried the second Mr. Floyd; he
was the uncle. We found him reading a
book of sermons.

I accosted him, and introduced myself
and his niece. Then I explained every-
thing, and turned to go. )

He stopped me, and inqguired if 1 would
do bim a tavor.

I answered that I woald.

*Then,” said be, calmly, “take this
voung lady and put her on the cars. I
desire her to return immedintely to Cedar
Farm.”

‘Uncle !" said she.

“Nieee!" said he, “do ag I bid you. Iam
your only friend. Don't make me your en-
emy by foolishness. Stay at Cedar Farwm,
sud I um your friend: leave Cedar Farm,
and you may regret it! Gol”

We went.

She sobbed. (Looked prettier than ever,)

“lean't go back.” she replied. “They
don’t know I left. I'w afraid to go back.”

“Then,"” said I, “what will you do?”

“I don’t know,” said she detiantly (pret-
tier still). “But I won't go back!”

1 found myself in u pice predicament—a
young lady, aged eighteen, on my bands, a
vachelor aged thirty,

A sudden thought! T would!

“My dear,” smd I, “1 will take care of
you.

“You!” (Astonished and prettier.)

“Yes, I! Marry me ! Instead of my niece,
be my wife; will yon !

She could not give an answer immediate-
Iv. Such important guestions require de-
She was silent about two min-
utes, und then said:

=1 like yon.”

*Bless youn,” said 1.

“Amd you want sowe one 1o take care ot
you '

“I do.”

=1 will marry vou,
Lalf dusted.”

She was angelie !
embraced the angel '

“And that little roow is such a cunning
little one !

Words fail to express how bandsome she
wis!

We are married.

Aud that’s the way it bappened.

AR

fur thut room isn't

She was an angel ! 1

JOHN HOWARD PAYNE,

she said | An Incident in the Life of the Author of

*“‘Home, Sweet Home."
The Savannah (Georgia) News is remind-

I was get- | ed of an incident in the lite of the author of

“Home, Sweet Home,” which occurred in
Georgia many years ngo, and which proved
that the question of the authorship of that

world-popular lyric is pot contined exclu- |

sively to the literuti of either Europe or this
country.

At the time of the troubles in this State,
growing out of the removal of the Cher-
vkee Iudiuns about the year 1836, Joln
Howard Payne, then in search of mate-
rial for a_contemplated work on the abo-
rigines of America, was a guest of John

Ross, hiead chief of the Cherokee nation, |
who resided iu Tennessee, ijust over the |

Georgia line. A troop called the Georgia
Guard, under the command, we believe, of
Colonel (afterward General) Bishop, had
been organized for the protection of settlers
on the Indian frontier. Northern emissaries,
pretended missionaries, had been among the
ndian tribes stirring up trouble, and insti-

gating !ln_-m to  hostilities against the
whites.  News reached the cump of the

Georgia Guard that one of these charaeters
was at that time ut Ross’ honee endeavoring
to persuade the Indians not to leave the
Stute in compliance with the Tederal govern
went.  Such interfeience being regarded as
dungerons to the pesce and safery of th
white settlements, a detachment” of the
mounted guard proceeded in the night to
Ross” house, wheww they sarprised Mr,
Payue, and, regardiess of “his explanations
and protests, took him prisoner, In the
durk and stormy nmight be was made to
twint his horse and accompany the guand
some ten or fifteen miles through a wild,
wountamons country to their e up.

The troop wis «

il thewr stro
agamst the Yankee missionaries, us the
wers called, were not inelined to be v
civil or obliging to their captive.  From
yue could learn nothing satis
or) vaard to the charges aeainst
bim, why he was deprived of his libesty,
nor w liat n}hpom:l.-u they desizoed to make
;-l hime  Under these civenmstances, us his
horse stambled and plunged i the thick
darkness over a rough path, while his can
Tors sang their boisierous songs op ¢ yed
their rude jokes, often at Uis expense, his
meditations were of i sombre amld
choly character. At one tine « nutneal v

voke forth in “Home, sweet Home.
nebats the vich,
volee swelled

Pare tones of his tine tenor

upon the midnight wir, aml woke the ¢ s
bor the silent woods, Bis compnutions ceased
their boisterons con sintion. while some

good voices joined « choras, IF the
toneling  melody  “soothed  the saviop
breast,” and strnck a sympathetie chord
the hearts of his vade ciptors, it stirred the
profoundest sensibi s of the unhappy

captive, and all unseen by them the tours |

Howed down his cheeks as he “rode forwurd
in silence.

A8 the song ceasvd and the vehoes of the
chorus died away in the distunce, the poet
checked bis horse until the sinrer came up
with him. =

They rode along side by side for a fow
Yawds, the young man still huymming the
wir we bud just been singin.. while Mr,
Payne’s miud was, perbaps, ¢ itasting Lis

nposed of voung monn- |
2 prejudices !

—
resent sad situation with hy

Ef the past, associated with h?.rh Soeny
song. At length he ventured to ldd"'n &

uard,
*You have an excellent Voice,
“Well, yes,” he replied;

¥ repli 1 c.?'g...~

man.”
nide‘nblo of a }:mre ghen |

*Yon sang ‘Home, Sweet H, ’
remutkublwll." ome,’ just

.-'1-,;.['5 im lklike that song Whe,
ever | sing it it makes me feel oo
how.” Buod, Sy,

“Do you know who wrote it 1"

.l.::‘:-)' I don't know who rit it, buthg~
a' been & monstrous smart man, hoeye
¥ ow will, perhaps, be rised ¥

**You will, perbhaps, surpri
inform vou that the uuthur:l; that 'hl
now uddressing you.” bangy

"lWIm! .h "

“I am the writer of the go
sung u: . - s e e
At this statement the youn,
with & loud laugh, lay uck‘;”:;"i!
and shouted to his comrades: « Wiy
vou think, boys ! Old Saddlebags h,,""‘ 4
be rit ‘Home,” Sweet Home,' and |
out of the ‘Western Songster’ mo""rh

0.

Igu wae useless after that for the
make any explanations. The w »
Songster” settled the question of =
ship, and Mr. Payne was glad ',h“*
incident changed the topie of conw g
und he ceased to be the object of U:‘
ridicule of his rude and unfeeling
““The writer heard_Mr. Payne .,,,:.
he writer heard Mr,
incident to the late Dr. Longstreet, iy :
usta, onl‘f a few days after ity oceurrey,
Ve should state that Mr. Pasne, aftep
conveyed to the camp of the Georgia (3
was detained there a day or two ungj] b
real chnmﬁwr was utfer;.)aiued. His arrey
was mue regretie v the Ppeople
Georgia. b

— e
TWENTY YEARS DISGUIsEp,

Extraordinary Career of an Engliy
Woman,

[From the North British Daily Mail)
During the latter part of last Summe
there wfs working in the ship-build sand
of Messrs., Henderson, Conﬁmm & Co, 5
Renfrew, a person who was known to the
workmen as Jonn Campbell. He Was ¢g.
gaged at the forge in company with they
others, and won_the estecm of all arogy
him by the bandy and imellim;.u
in which he executed any task allotted 1
to him. On the twenty-ninth of November
“Johnnie,” as he was fumiliarly called, f§
sick in the house of Thomas Early, Inbore,
Pinkerton lane, where he lodged ™

stay in Renfrew, and Dr. Allison was
in.  He at once pronounced the »

be swall-pox, and intimated to the
that a remwoval to the Paisley

S42ERRTAIE ESORECEEFE OSSP ASS45F PRI SEERE4E4Y PR SRATRTSE

would be requisite. The patient aft
proved of thn% step, but the lrocwr: Br
out that it was impossible that Ou
person laboring under such a dhe.d ]
resuain in such a dwelling. Seeiug thayy O
medical gentleman was so determi %tg'
patient wished to be clothed to Jeave fi '
town. This raised the curiosity of De.g  gio

lison, and bhe at once put the quesie
“Was it because of sex!” The replywy 7
in the affirmative, and the subsequent e
plenution was that the supposed “Jolngy' :
was o lassie, and had worn male ity :
since she was thirteen vears of age, fay
other pu than keeping “clear o'thy
blackguard men.” Her present ags w
abolit thirty-two. The doctor ap,
landlady, Mrs. Early, of his discovery,m
to Ler surprise intormed her that she me
et women's clothes in which to dresje
ﬁulger. 80 that she might be admittedy
the Paisley Infirmary as none other the
Marie Campbell. This was done, aod May
has at last recovered from the disease fg
which she has been suffering.  Her by
sojourn, however, in the infirmary b
not been without its interruptions s
further remarkable disclosures. As the
month was drawing to a close, the l’:
medical officer of the infirmary, Dr. Len
received a letter from the inspector of &
poor for the parish of Kirknewton, ing
vicinity of Edinburgh, stating that thes
tention of the parochial board of that pe
had been drawn to the case of his pate
Marie Campbell, aud they believed &
might be the person wanted by the pas
sinee May of 1870, Dr. Lewis having rep
to the letter, the inspector of Kirknews
visited the intirmary in company with
woiran named Mary Ann MeKennan, Te
led to a complete identification of “Man
witli the John Camplell who, in Decenbe
1862, warried McKennan, and aftervas
resided with ser in the village of Ex
Calder for a time. Subsequently, theys
woved to Kirknew.om, and to all
ances they lived happily together lim

1570, when “Jolunie” disappeared. T8 “
wite at the time raised the cry that berbs ber
band was a woman, bat hier testimony v ha
not credited, and she having had tm fee
illegitimate  children  before ™ the me o0
rigge with Campbell became chargesbd jﬂ.“

to the parish. The wowan heKeasst .
Lhad another child a few weeks ago, ast
ditlicuities arose with regard to the m v
tration. At the infirmary Campbell

tained that McKennan knew her sex ¥ .
fore the marriaze, and that there wass of
wutual understanding in the matter, but

| the latter declared that she was notawat ¢,
| of the truth tll some days after theeet o,
| wony. The climax was reached on Wedte )
day. Acting Superintendent Stewart €  jny
| the Paisley police, received a warrant frs pu
| the Edinburgh county police authorits g1,
| with: & request that Lie would at oneesp g
| prehend “Johnnie,” alins *Marie” rec
| bell, on a charge of contravening thereg® St
tration act by making, or cansing 0¥ me
made, a false entry in the register st g);
time she was married to McKennas, ¥ ey
representing  herself as John Camphé gl
This was done, and the paticot, whold :
[ recovered from her illness, was removd?  tro
castody to Ediuburgh, The woman ¥  mo
Early, with whom Campbell lodgedin B&  rul
frew, states that she knew Campbell @ mi
a3 @ man five years since, The latter™  as,
then enzaged as a farm lahorer at 8 as
called Howden-othe-Brig, in the neighh 3
| bood of Tranent. She cawe to the Ho
place, attracted by the high wages giva@"®  an
the railway, and wus employed o5 b 2
faceman between Dalkeithh and Ormise S
She remained as a lodger with Mrs B8l PO
for about six months, and though ocess®  Nr
ally exciting snspicion regurding ber # 8t
cieverly dissolved uny doubts by ber sfE i
conduct.  Duvitg the greater part of # An
time she lodged with the Earlys, she 88 3
with a feilow-male lodger. Campbel 8 g:'
inlove with a Highland jassie named th:
Mastin, and condacted herself towand b trt
roungz waaman with all the nsual ardosf off
an atiee te bean. O one oceasion ir
took Kate to Edinbur ahe
returaed  in the 1
o at Camphbeli’s lody bil
! two  beds in the his
| slept with Mrs. Early, and Cawpbell restt !
| thut night in bed with the unsuspeet® .
| Tnndlmdy's husband,  In Renfrew she 88 o

| adhered 1o the old habit of loving and s B“
(

| 2 with the liessios, anl, in a spird ¢

| opposition to @ fellow lodger, displayed # N
i ;r‘h-c!immw regunit for a :lrl in the tow® ?,,‘:
At all times Camphiell would make Lz wl
=0 lundy in houschold matters, and -
cially in sewing und wewding the fB% o
| lodgzors' clothes, that she gained the ® ish
¥ | tion of all wronnd her, When Mrs ful
was ilon one occasion Caumpbell wis ¥ Do
‘ ing in her conduct to the sick wo# — 3g,

ws, who only k¥ )

e ot the neig : "
kind enough o

th

: Ler as * Johunie," v thi
| enlote very unkind stories, whicheans its
hushand to issue bis instruetions for “9® de
| n to leave, This hid shuost €088 3y
to puss when the seervt of  Johooes th
| sox oozed out. Camphbeli's A\;»I.lnul}dﬂ* L
Ler exteaordinary prooedore is, that in & €0l
sequence of bad 140 Wien she was ubost of
| thirteen years of age, sho left her pares® gl
| Bome to shift for herseit. Some time 880 gy
| wird Ber brother, wlion be wis dying '“‘ &
for her, and tequested her to tuke 2 W
clothes and  wear thew, as that ¥09%  ex
probably enable her the berter to make 3 gos
v in the worll, N <-.-m|v.u-4l.uu'l » i
t ments wore out she renewed e toy
i WU S0 @eeestomed to the garb b fut
habit became a second patire wl

| some talk of the workmen in Renirew gﬁx bu

| ting up o subscription for Marie, as theY ® - pa
acknowledge that while she deceived © th

l‘ @5 to her s # more kindly and !'l'l‘:",‘ no
worker ne codd in the ye™ th
[ They will 1 hier unfortae® — fo
| apprehension. th
] — , th
The editor of the Owaha Hee 1= l!"“" Lowl
Rosewater. Thers was sting enough in o b

of his articles recently, however, to inﬂ:"' th
some ﬁuml-h‘rﬂ to give Lim u thrashing ;
then he went und did it again.




