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‘THREE IN A BED.*’
Gey little velvet coMs.

One, t wo. three 1 
Any home happier 

Could there be ! 
Topav and Johnny 

And uleepv Ned, 
Purrti fj »o cosily. 

Three in a bed !

Woe to the stupid mouse 
Prow inn about!

O d Mother Pussy 
1b on the herk o u t ' 

Little cat*, Mg cats,
Ail must be ted.

In the sky parlor,
Three in a bed!'

Mother's a gypsy puss: 
fiften she moves, 

Thinking much travel 
Her children improves. 

Hu h minded family, 
Verv well bred;

So failing out. you see, 
Tbiee in a bed 1

LOVE.
J t is not in the mountains 

Nor the palaces of pride,
That Love will fold liis wings up.

And rejoicingly abide ;
Eut in meek and humble nature s 

His home is ever found.
As tie- lark that sings in heaven 

Builds his nest upon the ground.
—Blanchard.

C R A B  P O IN T

EY VIRGINIA F. TOWNSENIt.

[From Deinorest's Monthly Magazine.J
The woman who it? to stand in the lore 

gifiund of this little sketch of mine came 
out from a lout; straggling grove of pines, 
and walked across the warm, wet sands of 
the small cape which ran sharpie into the 
sea.

She walked in a quiet, leisurely way. stop
ping occasionally te> gather a shawl oi some 
soft wool about her shoulders, or to take eu 
some effect of the clouds, or the water, or 
the beach. I hardly know whether she was 
a handsome woman—peopleelitler so widely 
in their understanding ot that aeljeetive— 
hut she certainly was a striking one.

She was young still; if in reality she was 
among her thirties you would not have sus
pected it, even in the strong, low lights 
which the sea sunset threw upon her face. 
She had a clear, brownish complexion, and 
dark-grayish eyes that shaded into blue; 
soft, abundant hair, of that shade, too, 
which hesitates doubtfully betwixt brown 
and black: and lips which made you think 
of a red-throated bird, with a streak of sun
shine across the color.

There are beaus of clouds in the low sea 
horizon, gray, with a hot-glitter of flame at 
the edges, that widens all the time, and in 
the midst burns the flery crater of the sun, 
fast going down in the sea now.

The tide is coming in, too: the waves, 
white, happy things, gamboling up, and 
thrusting their clear, cold faces lovingly on 
the still sands, and then retreating, half in 
play, half in fright at their own audacity, iu 
the midst of little tinkling, rustling laugh
ters.

This woman. Margaret Duane, has come 
cut to see and enjoy it all. She lfas been 
spending the summer, or a large part of it, 
at Crab Point. She had plenty of fun at 
first out of the homely old name, but Las 
grown rather to like it of late. Her brother 
and his two children are with her. He is a 
prosperous city merchant, deep in his for
ties and a widower. Margaret has long 
been an orphan and has lived with 
this brother of hers since she left 
school. His wife, a pretty, fra
gile creature, had been vc-rv fond of her 
young sister-in-law. and on lier death bed 
had solemnly commended the children to 
the charge of their aunt. Whatever sac
rifices all this involved, Margaret Duane 
was the sort of woman to make them, al
though when you spoke of these there 
would come a singular light into her lace, 
and she would tell you that she did not 
know what that word meant, so far as her 
relations with the children were concerned.

The house where the Duanes have been 
boarding this summer stands at the head of 
a grassy lane, with low fields and rising 
pasture' grounds sweeping away from the 
three sides ot the building—an old. ram
bling faim house, w ith wide double piazzas 
at the fiont. where you can sit and watch 
the ocean in all its wonder of moods and 
changes, where you can hear the winds 
grieve in the pines, and the surf break its 
luge shining lengths upon the sands, or 
get from side and hack windows pretty 
effects of meadow and pasture land.

Often, during this summer, Margaret 
said to herself, "I wonder if anybody but 
an artist has any right to be hero. The 
land and the sea should he his."

Once she said this to her brother. It was 
a moonlight night, and they two were on 
the piazza alone. Earth and ocean were 
glorified in lLat white, still rapture of 

light.
General Duane took his cigar from his 

mouth very leisurely, looking at Margaret 
a little quizzically : ‘‘It strikes me, Mar
garet.” he said; “that anybody has a right 
to the scene who pays for it.”

That shows the man: yet he was an hon
est, good-natured gentleman, w fib a solid, 
compact figure, grayish whiskers, and a 
little growing baldness at the to p  of his 
head, and some shadow of family likeness 
to Margaret, which, when you came to 
search lor it, always eluded you.

But to come hack to Margaret, making 
her way slowly over the little sandy cape, 
which struck, perhaps, an eighth of a mile 
out into the sea. Iu stormy weather the 
land wag frequently submerged by the 
tides; tresses oi coarse, gray grass waved 
sparsely among the sands, and there were 
stray locks of sea weed and broken shells.
A low. desolate sea coast, yet it- had a char- | 
neter of its own, which seized hold at once 
ol the a-sthetic senee. “Crab Point be- j 
long to an artist." as Margaret had said.

The sands were warm where the hot sun
shine had been lying all day. lilts of breeze, 
with a iiitle salt, cool sting, came in with 
the tide, and touched Margaret's hair. She 
had come down to the shore without so 
much as her sun-hat on.

“What a pleasant world it is!" she mur
mured to herself. such a light coming into 
her eyes, and the gladness that was sweeter 
than a smile, and yet not precisely one. 
growing about the tine, red curve of her 
lips.

By some subtle line of association those 
murmured words carried Margaret Duane 
hack into her past: the light laded from her 
oyes, her whole face grew grave and sad; 
the shadow of an old pain, an awful one, 
came up. A woman with a face like that 
would he sure to have some vital experiencs. 
Margaret Duane, going down that low- 
stretch of sandy shore, with the pines be
hind her and the ocean in front, saw no 
more the curve and dip of the seagulls, nor 
the white sails of distant sloops, like banks 
ol' snowv blossoms. She saw- across the

hooks and music and art, like one at least 
who understood the shibboleth, and he had 
wonderful powers of adapting himself to his 
audience.

When you came to the central qualities 
of the man, he was good-natured and good- 
hearted. with plenty of underlying self-con
ceit, which he hail good taste enough to 
keep mostly in the background, and a gene 
ral purpose of being a gentleman, in all the 
relations and circumstances of life. He ad
mired Philip Sydney aud Sir Walter Raleigh 
and all the grand and poetic figures of his
tory, and had a feeling, which, it is charita
ble to hope, sprang from something better 
than mere egotism, that he belonged by 
birthright of sympathies and aspirations to 
tliis company of the great aud good of all 
ages.

Hf* was just the sort of man. you see, this 
Dick Kennedy, to attract the fancy and 
heart of ol a young girl like Margaret 
Duane. She was nyt so very young, either, 
but she had high ideals of men, and these 
she had met had been sure to disappoint 
her iu themselves before long.

The business relations between -'the 
houses of Duane and Kennedy afforded 
Dick a very comfoitable footing in the 
former family.

He was fascinated with Margaret from 
the first time he beheld her—honestly 
thought her the sweetest and noblest wo
man he had ever met; and for her, it heart 
and soul were a little slower iu yielding to 
the new attration, they were drawn steadily 
toward it, as moons draw tin* tides.

1 am not writing a mere love-story; ;t I 
were. I should linger over this enchanted 
ground of Margaret Duane’s youth. Few 
uii-c, perhaps, are loved as I);ck Kennedy 
was. How Margaret glorified and idealized 
and worshiped this man, with all the ten
derness anil all the imagination of Ler 
nature.

Vet there was a certain dignity an-1 reti
cence iu her affection. Sentiment with her 
never left solid ground, “to lose itself in 
quaking morasses of sentimentality.”

I lick Kennedy was certainly au ardent 
lover enough, at this time, to satisfy tin* 
most exacting of women, and Margaret 
had, of course, absolute faith in him. She 
was too loyal and proud for any pettinesses 
of jealousy.

’lhe companionship of such a woman 
lifted Dick Kennedy into a mood that was 
hardly natural to him, yet he was not con
sciously insincere, aud 1 will say this much 
for him : if in those happy days of courtship 
lie could have been made to believe that he 
wouiil ever he false to Margaret Duane's 
heart anil faith, I honestly believe the fel
low in his disgust and horror would have 
gone out and shot himself.

Gerald, on the whole, was gratified with 
liis sister's choice. He would have liked to 
retain Margaret as the mistress of his pleas
ant suburban home, and, beyond his own in
terest, he Vas honestly fond of his sister; 
hut he felt that it would not he quite fair to 
a-k Ler to doom herself to single blessedness 
for his sake. *

And. if he must give u>> Margaret, Dick 
Kennedy had many of those qualities likely 
to commend themselves to a mail, who sur
veyed all things from the side of their ma
terial values, who believed iu money and 
comfort and respectability.

Dick was in a fair way of making a for
tune. the brother reasoned, if the fellow 
would devote himself to business and not 
be drawn oft by any dilettante tastes iu 
literature aud a r t ; he was good-na
tured, had an unblemished name, and 
was desperately iu love with Mar
garet. So Gerald Duane comfortably made 

’up Lis mind, musing after dinner, betwixt 
his newspaper aud slow puffs of his cigar.

“Margaret, it was true,” he concluded, 
“ was a splendid creature, worthy of the best 
man that ever trod shoe leather, and she 
had evidently taken it into her mind t.» 
exalt this mortal Dick Kennedy into a kind 
of god. Well, it seemed is the woman 
genus to do these things,” smiling com
placently to hiiu-elf: and so, when the time 
came, and his consent was asked, which 
everybody understood was the merest cere
mony. Gerald played very handsomely the 
role of eider brother and guardian. Va
rious circumstances, however, occurred to 
delay the bridal—most miromantie illnesses 
of the children, to whom Margaret was de
voted.

Then, of a sudden, serious illness of one 
of ’he m* in hers of the firm summoned Dick 
to San Francisco. That was in the days be
fore the opening of the railroad, and the 
young lover was obliged to make the jour
ney by sea.

“I never was made up after the pattern 
of Jacob. I can not serve seven years 
for my Rachel, though she he a thousand 
times fairer and sweeter than she of Hu
ron.” said the young man to Margaret, in 
their last interview. "These six months 
seem an eternity."

“ i know they do. Dick,” raising those 
wonderful, bluish, grayish eyes to his, and 
when he looked in them he actually won
dered if there’ had been so splendid a 
woman in the world before, thinking oi 
Cleopatra, Portia. Beatrice.

“And across the days and distance will 
shine this one truth : we have each other to 
love and to trust.”

She w as silent a moment here. The two 
were walking in the grounds of hor broth
er's home. It was a still moonlight night, 
the edges of the outgoing September just 
a little crumpled by the frost.-, and a lonely 
crying of katydids among the shrubberies.

Then Dick Kennedy spoke, “I wag won
dering how- I managed to live in this world 
without that knowledge, Margaret; yet I 
did. and made shift to get along pretty 
comfortably, too. strangely enough, it 
seems, now."

Her face looked up at him in the still 
moonlight, which seemed to have touched 
the world with tire holiness of heaven. 
•Dick," she said very earnestly, "I do not) 
believe I iyi: a verv good woman."

“MargFc: I” '
“Because. 1 can not understand how- I 

could live a moment in God's world witho:;: | 
your b ve. without my faith iu you. and I i 
sine,id net want to. Is that right, i wi u- j 

! <hv .”' |
And again he said, more softly and ten- j 

| ilerlv, if possible, than before, “Marg

came suddenly—like a thunder-clap, and I 
must write it briefly.

It was in the miilst of a golden May twi
light, Margaret was sitting bv the window, 
and there was a faint, slender horn of a 
young moon in the sky. She remembers 
just how it looked, hetween the budding 
woodbines, and to this day she does not 
enjoy the sight of a slender curve of moon 
iu a sunset sky.

Dick had not fulfilled his prophecy— 
she was thinking of that moment 
when somebody brought in the mails, 
amongst them a letter with the C alifornia 
post-stamp. She seized it eagerly, not ob
serving the handwriting of the address, aud 
tore the thing open.

There were only a few lines. No need for 
many. The writer was a friend of Dick 
Kennedy's, and announced the young man's 
marriage the day before, with a lady who 
had been visiting her uncle, and whose 
beauty and accomplishments had made a 
powerful sensation in the great Western 
city.

So the bolt fell: under it Margaret did not 
shriek nor cry. She sat quite still and the 
thin curve of the voting moon dropped and 
was lost behind tlie distant hills, and the 
sky anil the stars were alone.

So was the woman sitting there so still 
and pallid. You would have thought some 
flash had smitttu her suddenly to death, but 
the stillness and dumbness were all on the 
outside. Hut ail this while the awful con
sciousness of the truth was growing on 
heart and brain, breaking the one and '-raz
ing the other. Several times her little 
nephew and niece. Turn aud Grade—the 
girl was named after her dead mother; 
there was only two years difference between 
them, and the boy. who was the elder, had 
just sc aled Lis sixth birthday—came tip and 
looked with perplexed, seared faces at their 
aunt, who glared back with lier stony 
eyes, which did not see them, and when 
they called to her she did not seem to hear. 
Her drawn mouth only twitched a little, 
aud at last the children wcut away, their 
hands clasped iu each other's, uml u great 
trouble m their small faces.

“Grade,” said Tom in an acrid tone, when 
they weie outside the door, "soine'Ling is 
the matter with Aunt Margaret. Vv'e won't 
play any more."

The scarlet blossom of the little girl's 
quivered. “She* never looked like that be- 
lore,” she said.

They went and sat down together on a 
great lounge in the wide old half, and there 
the night came slowly up and found iheui. 
the hoy with ids round, brown head, and 
the girl with her pretty golden one, watch
ing the door of their aunt's room, which 
stood ajar, just as they had left it.

At last Margaret rose up. Her brain 
was on tire, aud there was some strange, 
horrible anguish at her heart. .Sue 
could u**t well remember that time. Long, 
long afterward, when she found courage to 
to turn and look hack upon it. she knew 
that she had a dark, confused sense that 
God and man had forsaken her, that she 
was all alone iu the world, with hateful 
faces of spectres grinning around Lu r.

She had a blind purpose to get away 
from ail thes— from the tire that was con
suming heart and brain, and there came a 
vision of the river hull a mile away, tool 
and dark and still, looking up at the stars 
between its low, green banks.

"That is the p ace for me," said Margaret, 
with a kind of triumphant cry, like one. 
who, hunted by bloodhounds, has distanced 
h**r pursuers and reached the precipice.

They were the first words she Lad spoki n 
since the, lettei ame. and a moment Liter, 
the children in the hall saw L* r sweep by 
them with her white face and Ler tixeii, 
stony gaze.

A vague sense of trouble filled the • 
dreu's souls. "Let us go auil find Ler." 
said the boy to Lis -ister.

And they starred together and weir out 
into the darkening twilight, through wlil.-i: 
the dews were falling.

Through the damp grass, across the 
pasture and the low open meadows the pat
tering feet followed the figure of tLe wo
man. They gained upon it. too, li.r it 
stood still soii eriim s. and staled in a wild, 
vague way about it. and then it k'-pt on a; 
-ts rapid gate, bareheaded and unsiiawied, 
on toward the river.

Margaret Duane had almost gained the 
hanks—oh. the tire that was going out iu 
heart and brain when she leaped into the 
dark, cool uentlis of the waves—she smiled

nor lot in it, except as a memory of shame 
and baseness, which she put away.

Look at that woman going slowly down 
Crab Point in the 6nuset.

She does not seem like one through whose 
youth and hopes have burned any black 
frosts of disappointment and blight. You 
kuow, when you look into the dear sweet
ness of the eyes, anil watch the soft line of 
the scarlet lips, where the light of pleasant 
thoughts seems ready to break into a smile, 
that life has much which is glad and good 
to Margaret Duane.

She has never loved again, it is true. A 
nature like hers recovers slowly from such 
a vital shock as she received. If no uian 
since that time has crossed her path to stir 
heart or soul out of their long calm, vet 
Margaret has learned that life may he full 
of dignity and happiness without that one 
human love.

TLe sun has dropped behind the sea. 
Under the red fire of the clouds the waters 
heave and glow, but Margaret does not see 
it all: she sees only that dreadful night, 
with irs lost moon and its reproachful 
stars, when she went to the river to die.

3lie has reached the shore now. There 
are some low, ragged rocks here, with knots 
of sea-weed in the crevices, and around 
these rocks the tide has risen in long, green 
swells: the water must be several feet 
deep l>v this time.

Suddenly Margaret hears a laugh—a low, 
happy laugh, iu t)ie throat of a child; she 
looks up and sees him hanging over the 
edge of the rock—a pretty hoy with brown
ish cheeks aud hair which glitters gold iu 
the sun; he leans far over after some daz
zling bit of rock, he reaches it, he loses i.is 
balance: with a terrible cry Margaret 
springs forward and reaches out her arms: 
he comes against them; his fall is so heavy 
that it knocks her down, but the hoy does 
not fall into the -ea, as be would have done 
hut tor those outstretched arms. They 
have saved him from drowning.

A woman's shriek rings overhead. “< >b ! 
my boy, my boy 1” and she dashes do'.', u the 
rocks and into view.

She is a handsome woman, and elegantly 
dressed : her robe rustles and her diamonds 
quiver iu the light.

Somehow, w hen yon have said that, yon 
have said all. Despite the fine fcaTtt 
tin re is something wanting iu this woman's 
face. Behind it dwells no lofty. nud--r 
soul. It is a face that will grow old early. 
It is rapidly losing its bloom, and when its 
youth has gone all its charm will go : yet it 
is precisely the kind of face which h.tsi:s 
time of triumph, of iuoense, and flattery 
and the wooing of men.'

Look at the two women standing there. 
Margaret, so cool aud sweet and flesh, .u 
contrast, yet she was never so handsome, 
and quire likely is older than this woman.

The latter is sobbing betwixt excitement 
and liight. “ You were almost drowned. 
Dick, she says, "and the lady has saved 
your life.”

At that moment a gentleman, startled by 
tile cries of mother and child, hurries 
around the corner of the rocks.

"What is the matter here 1" he asks. Coin
ing' up to the group.

Margaret has arisen now, aud brushed 
hack her disarranged hair, showing a cut on 
her forehead. The flight and fall have 
shaken lo-r a good deal.

“< >h. Dick:" says lhe sobbing mother, 
"the child would certainly have gone into 
the wati r, and been dead before now. it :Le 
lady Lad not caught him as he fell. I shad 
i!’-v-r get over it "

M.iigar*-t. at th.i*- name, turned sharply 
arouuu. and she and Dick Kennedy looked 
each other in the face.

’l l. -y « t ie both very white, but she. at 
L ast, was quite calm.

“1 am very glad I saved the child." -he 
saiti simply, and then she turned aud walked 
quietly a w ay.

"And he could desert me for that woman— 
that !" said Margaret to herself. There was 
no scorn or bitterness in her face or tones, 
only u great wonder in both.

“Dick, do you know that woman asked 
Mrs. Kennedy, the tears still oil her checks, 
her arms around her boy. who had b-eu 
bruised a little, and frightened a great deal 
by bis tall, and was now sobbing lustilv.

"I did once." he said, and the man Ie;t 
wife and child and went after the woman 
going with sucli a quiet grace up Crab Bein'.

“Margaret!" She stood still at the weil- 
kuown voice,'which once had made i-.'-r

she

roundings. ' It was entirely free from all 
bluster and bravado. He seldom spoke of 
himself unless requested to do so. His con
versation, strange to say, never bort.ereu 
either on the vulgar or blasphemous. .IBs 
influence among the frontiersmen was un
bounded; his word was law: and many are 
the personal quarrels and disturbances 
which he has checked among his comrades 
by his simple announcement that “this has 
gone far enough,” if need be followed by 
the ominous warning that when persisted in 
or renewed the quarreler “must settle it 
with me.”

“Wild Hill” is anything but a quarrel
some man; yet no one but himself can 
enumerate the many conflicts in which he 
has been engaged, and which have almost 
invariably resulted in the death of his ad
versary. I have a personal knowledge of 
at least half a dozen men whom he has at 
various times killed, one of these being at 
the time a member of my command. 
Others have been severely wounded, yet 
he always escaped unhurt- Oa the Plains 
everv man openly carries his belt with its 
invariable appendages, knifi* and revolver, 
often two of tbe latter. “Wild Bill" al
ways carries two handsome ivory-handled 
revolvers of the large size; he was never 
seen without them. Where this is the 
common custom, brawls or personal diti; 
cullies are seldom if ever settled by blows. 
The quarrel is not from a word to a blow, 
but from a word to the revolver, and he 
who can draw and fire first is the best 
man. No civil law reaches him; none is
applied for. In fact, there is no law recog
nized beyond the frontier but that of “might 
makes light.” Should ib-ath result from 
the quarrel, as it usually does, no coronei s 
jury is impaneled to learn the cause ol 
death, aud the survivor is not arrested. 
Hut instead of these old-fashioned proceed
ings, a meeting of citizens takes place, the 
survivor is requested to he present, whi n 
the circumstances ot the homicide aie in
quired into, and the unfailing verdict of 
“justifiable," “self-defense,” etc., is pro
nounced, and the'law stands vindicated. 
That justice is often deprived of a victim 
there is not indoubt. Yet in allot the many 
attain? .of this kind in which "Wiid Bilk’ has 
performed a part, and which have come to 
my knowledge, there is not a single instance 
in'which the verdict ot twelve lair-mindi il 
men would not have pronounced in his 
favor.— Galaxy.
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Thc Recent Worm Shower.
George \V. Lawson, ol Somerville, Mas

sachusetts, who noticed the singular phe
nomenon of a shower of worms on the 
fifteenth instant, sent some specimens to 
the Museum of Comparative /oology at 
Cambridge, and has received the following 
interesting reply from Mr. Thomas G. Cary, 
of that institution:

I have received your letter containing a 
specimen of th** worms which you saw “u;*- 
parently fulling with the snow" during the 
storm of the fifteenth instant. I Lave 
shown tho specimen t<» Dr. Kagen. who sqvs 
it is the larva of a beetle belonging to the 
family Telcjdtorido, and probably to the 
species Chaiiglibgimthos Penasvh'i tiUns.

| Similar extraordinary appearances of in
sect!? during snow storms have been record- 

| ed in Europe. The earliest notice was 
given by Muller, in Hungary, iu 1 HT3, the de- 
criptiou being still extant :n a very rare 
pamphlet. These appearances occur in 
winter, when there have been several warm 
days in succession, followed by a snow 
storui. Iu Sweden, Germany, aud in the 
mountainous parts of France numbers of 
the larva* of these insects, together with 
other living insects, mostly Pm: arid >. have 
been found, and were supposed to have 
fallen with the snow, but the phenomenon 
lias never been satisfactorily explained. 
Some think that the insects’ have been 
swept up into the upper stratum of air by 
violent gales prevailing before tho snow 
storui. while others suggest that the insects, 
b*-ing attracted by the warmth *>> the sur
face of the earth, anti then being covered 
lightly by the snow, still endeavored to 
keep at the surface. As this oi to apea ranee 
has been acci tupaied by warm weather, 
high wind and then snow, cither of the 
above suggestions would hold good.

The Lottery Manioc*.
Lottery buyers may be classified, in re

gard to special characteristics, in numerous 
subdivisions. There is a man who once se
cured a small prize and has since spent 
twenty-fold its amount in the vain hope of 
obtaining a successor of more respectable 
proportions. There is a uian who knows a 
man who heard a fellow talking of another 
fellow he once knew who hail drawn a 
“capital,” and he cites the misty tradition 
as a certain sign that he is sure to have the 
same luck. There is a man who saw the 
new moon over his light shoulder the pre
vious evening and augur« from the accident 
that he is to have a good run of luck. 
There is the man who woos the goddess 
Fortune in dashing, haphazard style, and 
pulling out the first ticket he happens 
to get Lis fingers on, resolute
ly turns liis eyes ceilingward, so 
that he can thrust it into his
jiocket without seeing what numbers it 
bears; he has an unfaltering belief that this 
way of doing the thing is vastly superior to 
any other, and is certain to bring a prize 
sooner or later. There is the man who :s the 
exact opposite, and makes the selection of 
his ticket a matter of close calculation of 
chances by looking over the drawings for a 
number of days to get precise information 
as to what numbers have been drawn, aLil 
from this shadowy foundation divine what 
ones will be drawn. He fs a devout be
liever iu the solemnly uttered axiom of the 
lottery dealer, that during the year each 
number is drawn au equal number of times: 
and if any one has not betn drawn for sev
eral days, he begins to purchase tickets, 
bearing it with an unquestioning laiih 
that is amusing to au unbeliever. 
There is another man, however, whose 
faith in his power of divination -is as 
amazing as the case cited is amus
ing ; aud this j is the individual who is 
certain that a selected combination of num
bers is sure to lie drawn, and who rushes in 
frenzied haste trom one office to another 
looking for the ticket bearing it, and. incon
solable if he does not find it. nevertheless, 
does not let fortune give him the slip alto
gether, but plays the numbers in that delu
sive game called policy, which is to he it* - 
scribed. This sort of buyer can never he 
mistaken He is the person who rushes into 
au office, eagerly calls for the “ Kentucky's," 
hastily looks over the tickets, departs as 
hurriedly as he came, and of whom the man 
behind the counter remarks, before he is 
fairly out of ear shot, " < >n** of Tin- sharps. 
He's going for ;t sure thing 1"—April Galaxy.

THE “ COMING WOJIAnJT
The Heroic Little Soul who Alw„

Rock. fiii»
[From the Philadelphia Bulletin.] 

There is in this city a very unban.'-1 
who should he hunted out and hor. 
the women's rights people. (jn 
she brought her husband into court'- ^
pel him to support her, and when he" a6' 
and master was placed upon the v  0,5
land for the purpose of ascertain;!-,, ra

V.iwi to finv for hitn&plf 1 i. __ *he bad to say for himself, he gave as 
eon lor his misconduct that when he Vi* 
wife she struck back! .She i- ':tL
very small and very weak woman?^" **

Iiitcmpcrnte Confessions.
Presidt-nt Hopkins, of Williams College, 
thoroughly good and greatly loved, and 

i Le is a stately and dignified old gentleman 
* | withal. AU these excellent qualities added 

1 a quaint ettect .of contrast to the sudden- 
. ness of the following answer which the 
j’ | worthy president once received, anil which 
a | illustrates the principle that ••ridicule is the 

; te-t of truth " In the railroad ears one day 
' j the president descried one of his students.

ot i

Died of a Broken Heart.
The Buffalo Commercial has the t'dlowing 

account of a- man who dinl of a broken 
heart, caused by a successful attempt to 
blackmail:
• A few mouths ago a man die l in a little 

town on the Canada side, who in early lire 
was one of the most promising clergymen 
in the city of New York. He died a bn ken- 
hearted man. and the victim to a merciless 
attempt to blackmail which had been tried 
upon him soon after his entrance upon 
parochial duties. He was summoned one 
day to perform a Christian clergyman's 
offices in a hou.-e where he had no p:ev; ns 
acquaintance. The storv told by the par
ties who summoned him was a very plausi
ble one, and ho. went without hesitation 
into the trap prepared lor him. A? soon a? 
he arrived at the sick chamber he wi:- con
fronted by two men. who maintained that 
he had visited the house wit 
[Hire motives, anil threatened t 
[inse him unless he jiaid over 
tain sum of . “liush money." The 
in his bewilderment took precisely, the 
Wrong course, lie felt that Le eoubi bet
ter submit to pecuniary extortion lean to 
allow his name to he used in connection 
with a disgraceful affair, no matter Low in
nocent he might have be 
brought against him 
the sum demanded, 
was a doomed man.
Lis persecutors called 
Le refused to pay they 
over him. and it was 
the fact that he had o 
matter a secret. His 
to him. He resigned
triipolih, and tried to be concealed in a more j 
humble parish in another part of the couu- j 
try. But go where he could, the relentless j 
blackmailers were on Lis track. Finally lie I 
told to Lis livends the terrible secret el Li- | 
life. This th w ai ted L:s persecutors, to be j 
sure, but their wretched victim was already j 
a ruined man. as we have said: Lc* died a j 
few months ago in a quiet. out-ol-:!ie-w,.v . 
Canadian town. ‘ i

evidently has a heroic soul, aud ii).
• • ■ v - ■ -e !l*1>niiwin which she vindicated the rights aiu|t-‘

dignity of her sex by pumuieling the 
man as represented by her brute of i'vrar
band, should recommend her iu the r '„ 
est manner to the women who are 
for the disenthrallment of their 
For our part we are exceeuiUL-lv > 
she did strike back. Perhaps it*. *̂4
Christian, but a man who would" 
i. „,1 tl,-.. r#* tifa;his wife and tht-u come into court rM 
whimpering complaint that she - ■

a kind of animal who ought to bek^' 
and cuffed frequently and vigorous-  ̂
somebody, and justice could uot suu! J-? 
more fitting instrument than the a t-1
w ife. Il a greater number of beaten *^
would strike back, a .-mailer uumh?r 
he beaten, for the men w ho indulge ;E .i’"!' 
domestic combats are oi neeess' ” ‘ **, . i'lty c-owarriof the meanest di stripnou. who w “■
seared into a kind of shabby dei'tn'-v ̂  
conduct by the smallest hostile tlm., -A 
tion from a woman. While we con.n'f 
the retaliatory conduct of the par? 
weaker vessel in question, we v«>!re«' 
assertion that when again she wiqfj;’ 
strike Lack, there are very few men 
community who would not experience
serene pleasure if they- could holuthecc* 
plaining husband, or git on him, wL gp
spouse battered him with a chair or 
some other equally formidable weapon'

im-
ex-
eer-

n-.m

e been of the cL. r̂ c*s
ii. He therefore paid

From that hou Le*
At regular intervals
lor more money Ii'

,' held trie old ti rear
no doubt >T: * ng, i om
nice paid to ke*-p tLe
life became a toi lure
his parish in :Le me-

A Diabolical .Muviier in France.
A trial for murder under cxtraord'im- 

cireurasrances has just taken place ;o g 
lun. in France, A small faiiuer of Saaj 
named Ducorliier, aged twenty-sir aT 
who was married in jkt'.r, appears net- 
hare lived happily with Lis wile, his.w 
deriy and prodigai habits being a fie;.™, 
cause of quarrels. The man and Lisu-f,. 
whoresided in the same village, and y, 
sided with his son, then resolved to "l-. 
of the woman by murdering her, and nc* 
having the courage to perpetrate tLe dee 
themselves, they looked about fi.r sot‘ 
w illing instrument. Proposals weie atfe- 
made vaguely by the husband to a hbote 
named Jforea. but lie showed no inelinatici 
to lendhimselt to the crime. IbieorbierV" 
more successful with a ihresher can? 
Bertin, a man of a wild and brutal tat®;* 
who was in a state of profound Kiser- 
and who undertook to do what ras v. 
qaired of him for the sum of 15*‘0f. fi, 
husband told him to throw a chicken down 
the well, aud when the woman came to loci 
down it to see what was the matter he-*;, 
to take her by the feet and throw Ur ii 
He did as he was desired, and the wife can. 
and looked over the brim ; but the mac. 
courage failed bin, at the moment, and the 
woman went away unharmed. Ducorbkr 
reproached Bertin wi'h hi- - •nvan;i.v. aj, 
as the sj,nie stratagem could not Vet* 
pdoyed a second time, the farmer told him 
to use a hatchet. This was done. Them 
took advantage of a moment when the to
man was alone in her kitchen to fell her:* 
the ground with a blow on her head, an: 
then strangled Ler. The conduct was ti, 
more barbarous that the wile wa? fe 
months advanced in pregnancy. Bertinn; 
arrested, and confessed his crime, ami th 
two Dueorbiers were sent to jrin rink 
prison. The father contrived to cornu. -i:- 
c-ide by hanging himself, the son has h« 
now condemned to death aud tLe arta 
murderer to hard labor for l.te.

head • Go back, children," she said. "No
body wonts me—nobody in the world"—-her 
Voice mounting -hrilly over the last clause.

“Yes,” said i’otu sturdilv, the tears stand
ing still on Li- cheeks. "Gracie and 1 want 
you—we want you more than anybody. Do 
go home with us. Aunt Margery."

"Yes. do. Aunt Margery." cried Gracie, 
and again her Lands plucked ai the lady’s 

! skirt.
Anil again that cry pierced through crazed 

brain and breaking'heart.
“There's nobody to hear us say o;ir pray

ers." Iu the dump grass Margaret Duane 
sank down, snd they heard lier cry out: 
''Soniebuoy wants no—somebody iu thy 
world. O God. !" and then she hui-t into a 
terrible weeping.

It was long tv-fore they got home. Her 
mind was halt'I’-traught yet, hut sire had 
an instinctive feeling that God had sent liis 
angels to her, and she clung last to the chil
dren's hands, which gripped her- iu a dead
ly fear that she would break suddenly away 
and leave them. Indeed it wa- doubtful 
whether, withe ;t tli-ir guidance, she would

years, some davs rising up—days which had 
colored and shaped, more or lt»s, all her
womanhood.

Between these days, of course, there were 
backgrounds of soft lights anil shadows— 
weeks, months, years, indeed, steeped in 
rosy atmospheres of girlhood and youth: 
but these days which rose up in Margaret’s 
memory, clear and sharp, like promontories 
along smooth levels of coast, are all with 
which you and 1 have to do.

One man—one only, had come into Mar
garet Duane's life to make any vital issues 
there. Others had touched lu-r girlish 
fancy, or stirred her young imagination, but 
the interest they had awakened Lad been 
fleeting until la* came—he ot w hom she had 
said iu her soul. ‘-Behold the king !"

Nature, like Margaret’s would be likely to 
he romantic in its youth, yet he was no 
commonplace man who hail taken [tosses 
sion of her imagination.

Dick Kennedy was a younger brother of 
Gerald's partner. He was a man of the 
world, a little this or the other side of 
thirty, had finished his college course with 
extensive travel, aud was just returned 
from a several years' business residence 
from abroad, when Margaret met him for 
the first time.

He understood women in a certain way. 
and better how to make himself agreeable
to them.

Without being at ail an Adonis, there 
was something attractive in Ins presence, 
and a good deal ot social magnetism in 
Dick Kennedy. He could talk about

"But don't you sec, Dick, there have been 
women with hearts as tender and faith as 
siioug as mine, and they have had to lose 
both the love and the 'faith, and yet they 
Jived on, brave,, noble, lu-roic women. How 
did t'ui y do it !”

‘•Y ou w ill never be put to any such testa, 
child." l.e said. "Y'et, if anything should 
happen to me"—

She drew closer to him, with a little ges
ture of terror, which made him hasten to 
say. in a careless tone:

“But nothing is going to happen. I 
prophesy to you. Margeret, that six months 
from to-night you and I will walk upon 
these very paths, anil the moon will wait 
upon us. wi,h all her court of stars."

“But what if there should he no moon, 
and it should happen to rain ?" she said, 
with that swift sparkle of humor which was 
a part of Margaret Duane, and which gave 
its own freshness and piquancy to her talk. 
‘•1 lien your prophesy w ill have failed you, 
Dick Kennedy."

“So. you cut down my pretty metaphor 
with one sabre stioko of your wit," laughed 
the man.

But in a minute she was grave again. 
“Death would not be the worst tiling for 
you or me. If it came to either, I think the 
other might bear that, dreadful as it must 
he; but the loss of love and faith—oh, Dick, 
that would he lor eternity I"

“ Hush, Margaret I because such loss is im
possible between you and me; it is sin to 
speak of it."

And that walk with the lonely katydids, 
aud the solemn moon, and the patient 
watch of the stars, was their laid together.

The next day Dick Kennedy sailed. Let
ters came and went between the lovers, 
promptly as the mails allowed; letters that, 
on his part, breathed a very passion of de
votion, yet they were not weak or sentimen
tal; young Kennedy was never that with 
tongue or pen: anilaif Margaret’s, it is suffi
cient to say they were like the woman 
herself. So the winter went liv. There 
were some delays in tip* letters 
then. Margaret attributed these to i Hi* 
mail?, and something—she could not tell 
what—the girl was by nature neither sus
picions nor jealous, and when she gave her 
faith, she din it absolutely—seemed to haunt 
the latter and briefer epistles, and when 
the winter was gone, and the robins sang 
again, there was a shadow—she could not 
tell why—on the native gladness of Marga
ret Duane's soul. “But tin* king was com
ing, and th< n ail would ho right.”

CHAPTER II.
Something came, but not the king. It

ever nave teas * 
When they .1 

there in -i.uii- ... 
hold, of whom ' 
account.

Ho was clreud 
an* o of tin* <i;s 
especially), wh 
lit a Lul't-de-i.d 
Ler me g* 

lie carried Ler 
she did m** !>-avi 
had uot all raki 
gill lav in a k

-n
over ::; 

servants
absent house- 
could give no

appear-•hi-ckcd at 
<1 trio (at .Man 
ven d all his questions 

"I'm tiixd, Gerald.
lied.

here at last, and for davs 
t. It was a wonder thev 

their death eold-. nu 
ll of stupor much of

time. Lard; v speairing to anybody, aud her 
v bite, still face having a dreadful.-y pathetic 
look.

And outs;de 'lie robins sang, and the trees 
made ready with banners of pink and white 
lor the coming of June, and all this time 
nature was tailing the girl into her tender 
care, aud warming the worn heart and brain 
back to life and s-length again.

Of course Gerald Duane questioned his 
children very closely about that night's 
work. Whatever inkling of the facts their 
replies may have given him, he never al
luded to tin mat‘*r. waiting for his sister to 
speak.

One day, going up to her room, he liiunil 
her sittiug by the v imlow tor the tir-t time.

The warm sunshine fell all about her, and 
it brought out in very sharp lines the white- 
face that this last week had so wasted.

“Oh I Margaret!" said the man. standing 
still at the sight, startled and shocked.

She did not answer a word. >he only 
placed the letior Dick Kennedy's friend 
hud written in her brother's hand-.

Gerald Duane read if. “ The fellow is a 
brute—a fiend I I suspected something, but 
not so bail as this. I'll shoot him myself!" 
he shouted, transported with rage.

“ No, Gerald, that would do no good. 
Have patience with me, and I will surmount 
this. You know how near it came to killing 
me, and how it was your children only that 
saved my life when heart and hi n il reeled.
1 went. wild. Now, let us never again -peak 
of this."

Gerald, strung man as he was, sat down, 
and actually so jibed : hut afterward, though 
lie was kind and tender, almost, as the lover 
she had lost, he never mentioned, in Marga
ret's hearing, the name of Dick Kennedy, 
anil the girl, thinking of that, will believe 
to 11,.* day of her death that Gerald, despite 
all Ids practicality, Las something fine and 
poetic at the e.u-e of him.

As for Margaret Duane, she was a brave 
woman ; ?lie did. vvliat she said she would. 
It took time, of ciuii -e ; aud the struggle, at 
times—well, only God and she will ever 
know any thing about that.

But the human interests and ties came 
one liy one to assert their claims in tier life. 
She was not at all of Tennyson's Mariitna- 
at-the-Moated Grange type; where honor 
and respect were gone utterly, tenderness 
could not always remain. When the new- 
life catne back, Dick Kennedy had no part

Kennedy, or worse than that.”
He was silent a moment at that, but he 

kept ou walking by her side.
Then he broke oht with a passionate im

patience: “At least, ii' it will do you ayy 
go id. I swear that I Lave paid au awful 
penalty tor my folly and madness of that 
time. Margaret, you have had vour re
venge."

"1 never wanted any. Ydu knew me too 
'veil to imagine that, Dick Kennedy." her. 
voice soft and steady, like her face.

He lookeii at her with some bitterness iu 
his eyes, with some curiosity, too. -1 was 
a monster, I know. Margaret, but, bad as I 
was. 1 should be glad to hear you suv the 
old hurt has healed.”

I -uppose Dick Kennedy thought he was 
telling -he truth, yet it would have gratified 
h:s -ell-love to know that some tenderness 
lingered for him in this woman’s soul.

Margaret turned now and faced him— 
this lover ol her youth. The wind fluttered 
iu her i.au : the dark lustrous eyes seemed 
to probe behind his face to his soul.

He. too, had grown old in these years, 
bu' it was not ti 
and beard that i 

Dick Kennedy 
for the worse.' 
these years. N 
him for a had n; 
ltd—he was au honorable business man, and 
he had buried hiiusell in his material pros- 
tu ; it v: but the real man, the best, which 
Margaret had known and loved, had been 
growing Lard, and cold, and skeptical ail 
these years.

And this was what Margaret saw. “Yes, 
Dick Kennedy,” she said, "the hurt v.as 
deeii and long," t*io honest still for any dis- 
guisi-s: "hut it has healed—healed utterly. 
Now go Lack to your wife and child. They 
met! you,"

Shi turned and left him. It was evident 
she did nor need him.

He stood and watched her with a great 
seil-ri iiroaeli and longing in bis eves, as she 
went up Crab Point iu the failing light 
alone, and quiet and graceful like herselt.

But he did not see the sudden light which 
rose into her eyes and grew upon her face, 
iior hear the prayer which came that night 
lor the first t.un- out oi tin- soul ot Mar
garet Duane. “Oh, my God, 1 thank thee 
that even at such a price 1 was saved t'rou 
being the wife of this man."

fdi:s li t  frost S nil tem p les
iciv her.

its changed . and changed
L<v r r  anti SO ' :.. d u r in g
tli ar tlie  wrorhl coun ted

i. He bad been success-

-ipation, anil wearing at that moment tlie 
haggard and di-beveled looks of one not 
ret over the effects of a har-l debauch. 
Stepping up to the young man, looking him 
sternly yet sadly in the face, the president 
said in a deep and impressive tone :

"Been on a drunk !"
“So have I," was the answer.
Those confessions, however, do not im

ply anything inconsistent with a right be
lief about intemperance. The following, 
however, does. A well-known physician in 
one of our large cities was walking one 
evening, when, coming up behind a rather 
forloiL-'ouking couple, he perceived that 
they were jangling about something, anil 
as lie passed, the husband reproved what 
had evidently been some expression of re
pining on the part of the wife, in the fol
lowing terse, though morally unsound 
proposition:

“ You was drunk yesterday, and you was 
drunk day beture yesterday, and 1 should 
like to know what more you could have, 
unless it was a haugel in heaven."

Tin* KisU-JIun-field Letter* — Intone!
Fisk Declares His Repentance,

.'le Alpine's L:ic and Tunes of James r.-k. Jr. ] 
Ibese are the letters of a man infatuated 

by a siren bent on leading Lim to destruc
tion. They are not what a prurient tiubiio 
expected. Fisk fought hard to prevent 
their publication, a id  gave his men,v 
? Ia.OOO that his shame might not be 
blazoned forth to the world. It is evident
tiiat lie did not write them—they were pen
ned by a better scholar. For a long time

The Cincinnati Times <tt< l Chronicle says : 
lhe many warm personal friends and bu 

sines* acquaintances of Mr. Charles Ste:s -n. 
tunnel !y of this city, will regret to learn of 
his death, w hich is announced by telegraph 
ii "in N*-w Y'ork this morning. .Sir Stetson 
was born in Massachusetts about 17‘*o, and 
removed thence at an early age to New Or
leans. where In* conducted a prosperous 
business as a commission merchant under 
the firm name of Stetson it Avery. He 
came to Cincinnati about the year 1n:j8, and 
in 134.) was called to the presidency ol the 
Ohio Lite Insurance and Trust Coinpiuiv. 
\\ lien this hank went down in tlie crash of 
IS.j, lie was left penniless, and removed to 
New York city, where has since resided. 
Being obliged to labor for his daily -ubsi-t 
• nee. he accepted a modest clerkship in the 
New York Customhouse, a position which 
he tilled up to the time of his death.

.Mr. Stetson is still remembered bv our 
older citizens as one of the scholarly, re
fined gentlemen of his day. With 'open 
hand aud liberal heart he dispensed hospi
talities to almost every distinguished man 
ot letters or art who visited our city, and 
took an active interest in every measure 
that tended to Cincinnati's welfare.

certain of Fisk's immediate friends s... .. 
earnestly to induce him to publish the let
ters himself. He refused.

“Y ou may laugh at me. hut I tell you I j 
can't put up on a sign-hoard some of the I 
purest thoughts that' ever stirred me, aud I 
let the world laugh at me. They mav I 
curse me tor this, anil damn me fortl.aT, * 
and ridicule me for something else: but. bv | 
the Lord, this is my heart that vou want ! 

j me to make a -how of. ami I won't."
* 11*11 a lew week- before the publication of i

the letters he yielded to the solicitation ol i 
I Ms frit nds. and furnished his (••*;■>« , : the 1 
| correspondence to an amanuen-is. w:'h or- j 
| tiers to prepare them lor the press. \\] n |
; ih** laid been done to iii- sati-t'a tion. Le !
| dictated a letter to the public, in v.Lieu ..... i 

curred the following word-: i
“This will amuse a great manv la artless j 

people, but I am satisfied to le 
laugh. For much that i have dom 
bei-11 justly blamed, and have b,eu 
culeil tor much more. In this eon-* - 
cnee, which was an insult to one \  
purest women that ever lived, I have 
more guilty than in anything else. I .... ,v 
sought and obtained tlie forgiveness of \uy 
wile. Now let ti e world laugh."

It was most unfortunate tl.a' F;sk 
changed his mind again, thereby >.,.:n<*- ‘|IU 
opportunity to present himself :n 
better light tliuff unv in whi*-h the 'mb'ic 
had viewed him. Then* is no doubt that 
at this time he had resolved to turn ov~r a 
new leaf and become a better man.

Tbe Hii-tou Investigation
TLe investigation ou the {.art of S* 

church into the charges made against Sfi 
L. D. Huston will, we learn, cuinmentetb 
w eek. Tlie presiding elder of the etsae 
Kev. Samuel Rogers, has, we art intoim 
appointed the following ch-rgynli-n as th 
committee to make the investigation: Set 
A. W. Wilson, presiding elder of ;i:t Wk 
ing^on district: Rev. J. S. Gardner.loon 
at Fredericksburg, Virginia, and Rev. Dt 
8. Iiegester, located at the Maryland Jc 
cultural College. L>r. Huston havx 
charged the .-b-rgy of the Baltimore b 
Triets w,:b being imbued with a letucgd 
jealousy and haired against him. haspr.! 
aii'.y induced Lis presiding elder to self: 
‘he eeinmittee from other districts. Ta 
high character of the gentlemen nan- 
gives promise that the truth will be vim 
eated. Ri-v. Mr. Rodgers, who will [ire# 
over the examination, is also distiuggisia 
lor purity and firmness ot character.u. 
will see that there shall he no intimidate 
of witnesses, but rather that all who kic 
anything relative to the charges, whetif 
for or against Mr. Houston, shall bee 
ou raged to come forward and test:: 

gardless as to whom it may affect.
The number and variety of the char? 

made against the Rev. Dr. Huston ». 
make the in\cstigation a long and tedic: 
one. and it will probably Le a month befe 
it can be closed. They include almost i 
grades of immorality, ami are daily i 
cumulating. We also learn that letters!' 
being received from Kentucky. Ohio ii 
Georgia, from gentlemen "f high stand— 
:e the church, relative to his carat bef' 
he came to Baltimore, and there is eve" 
reason to believe that his character. 
aud present, will he fully developed befe* 
The investigation doses. — lloltimore Aum

Ti.et;

[•lass
re red 
The

Wild Bill.
Among the white scouts w< 

some of the most noted of rhi 
most prominent man among them was 
"Wild ini!, whose highly va tied career was 
made the subject of au illustrated sketch 
in one of tl,e popular monthly periodicals a 
few years ago. "Wild Bill"' was a strange 
character, just the one. which a novelist 
might gloat over. He was a plainsman in 
every sense of tin* word, yet unlike any 
other ot his ela-s. In person he was about 
six leot one in height, straight as the 
srraightest ot tbe warriors whose implaca
ble ioe he wa?: hroail shoulders, well- 
formed chest and limbs, and a facestrik- 

i sharp, clear blue eye, 
traiglit in the face wlien 

finely-shaped nose, in- 
iquiline: a well-turned mouth, 

ouiy partially concealed by a 
His hair and com- 

hose of tlie perfect blond, 
was worn in uncut ringlets, fall- 

■r his powerfully formed 
o this figure a costume 
laculate neatness of the

. . truvagant taste and-tvie
of the frontiersman, aud you have "Wild 
Bill. tiien as now tlie most famous scout 
ou the plains.

Whether on foot or on horseback, he was 
one of the most pet feet types of physical 
manhood I ever saw. < If his courage'there 
could he no question: it had been brought 
to the test on too many occasions to admit 
of a doubt. His skill in the use of the rifle 
and the pistol was unerring; while his de
portment was exactly the opposite of what 
might he expected from a man of his eux-

lii'rlv lianusome:
which stare d yoi
in converseit ion;
c-lim it to in' citju;
with lips only
handsome in on?'
pleximi were th
The former was \
ing careles.ply o’
shoulders. Add
blending t!ie ini
dandy w ith the e
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Washington specials to 
Times say of Judge Davis:

Judge David Davis, in correc 
assertions of a correspondent, make., ,, 
statement for the authenticity ot which 
your correspondent vouches. That state
ment, in substance, is as follow-: l i  the
people w ho seek to bring about a reform in 
the government, who fsumr amnesty for 
political offenses, a restorWou of the Union 
in all its integrity, the supremacy or 
e:vi! over the military power, the honest 
lorceiueut ot the laws, hostility to central 
izntion. and integrity iu the administration 
ol public a flairs, de-ire him to represen; 
them as a < uididate lor the Presidency, hi 
w ’.d accep! tlie honor, because these princi 
[lies a.-coril entirely with his convictions.

I*"'. Labor Reform headquarters, just 
established here, is very busy sending out 
pamphlets, circulars and letters to all parts 
i*t the country. Outside this little bureau 
Lowe 
Davi

ill SCI
onlv 
gul's 
as his
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t  -Man "teal* S30, nod. Beiua Discover* 
Ilona* Him.self fur "liame.

'Kinai tin- Chicago Tribune. Mur 
At bait-past eleven u’clocK yesterdayfi*' 

toon some boys, while placing near E 
| corner of Franklin street aud Bidden avenf 

q wi re Inn rifled at finding the dead body ch 
I man hanging by the neck in au uiuivcnu* 

c : shed. Strangulation had been eficctedb 
“ J means of an old pair of suspender# ; theft* 
e j was quite black, and the remains presents 
.’>* ! a very revolting aspect. The boy- until** 

i Uue police at the Western avenue - rati*: 
j and Officers fjnirk aud Jacobs were detail* 
j To cut. the body down. This was efit-ett* 
j and the corpse was conveyed to the ststiff 
| where the coroner held an inijiie.-t !r 
i evening. The remains wire identified*
I those ot Adolph link, who bearded torsor 
I time with Gotleib Bogar, at No.-'ll N'<* 

avenue. < hi last Monday Bogar missed i 
from liis drawer, and accused deceased 

j having stolen it. Berk made no attempt* 
Kansas) paper of a Lre I '’U'u.v tbe charge, but banded over
nu.m ...i,i-----  , -*,‘e the money and a watch which he had P

chased for $11 from one of the hoardes 
Iiien the unfortunate fellow di-apparb 
and was seen no more until found dead,* 
riuated. Iu Lis pocket was found a biouc
Knife, with which lie had attempted to sen
.in artery in the left wrist. Failing n 
Le resorted to hanging. The -uiciue bud* 
w.ie and t wo children, who reside iu 
ti-r. New Y'ork, from which town he nadf 
cently come to Uhicag**. lie was ;> gP 
looking, quiet man, evidently uot La:deer- 
in crime. Remorse or shame at l;*1'-’' 
been exposed as a thief led him rashly P 
fake Lis own life, Bogar feels badly 
the affair, as he would ratln-r have mstJ-- 
uuiney than caused the man to con.""** 
a t sq desperate. The jury rendered 
u; .-t :n accordance with the t* stime-

Which Side Will Do Justice '
Kiom the Bay St. Louis Gazette.!

Iii a Wyandotte
date we see an article addressed 
numerous Germans living ju that .'■'ate 
asking the*m it in retuin tor Their stf idf is* 
adherence heretofore To the Democratic 

I doctrines the Democratic jiartv has n 
any appreciation and gratitude,' o r ‘no*!

] * Le article proceeds to state that it has
not: that the naturalized citizen of Gtrm.tn

nt is treated very condescendingly j 
about election time bv the ore at mo- 

the Democratic paitv, but as somi ! 
vote is obtained he is treated wi'h 

supreme contempt, classed even below 'he 
negro, and always referred' to as -that 
tdW  ,h The paper confesses

j | “at, ‘ peruociatic iMi tv is begiaaiu.' to
I be strongly tinctured with Know-Nothin^ 

|s“1’ ?n.(i (‘a!ls the Germ an-A me rican 
population to take counsel together tu* 
ascertain which of the two great noli-ica1
parties in the country seems mnsf w ;1’h- - 
and ready to treat them with b. c oning
politene 
of ti

ll
'•ness, and do them the simple justice 
■ating them as men and fellow-citizens.

vet-

0*5

r, nothing is now heard of Judge 
candidacy. His stock has gone awav 

down, and it seems clear that he will Lace 
scarcely more show at the Cine-inn 
veutiun than would Grant.

rou-

" u had the space we would c ,. , 
boo- article in crtcnso lor the attentive 

l” 1 not only of our German but more 
pun a ularly of imr American citizen-. There 
18 arising in the State of Mis-j

A lonely pioneer writes as follows f,.„m 
La Coma, Wyoming: "I sincerely wish that 
many hundreds of old maids and widows 
who can not get husbands at home wouhi 
come out here, where they could epeediiv 
get a choice of good, honest, haid-work nb 
men. who could make them eomfiu-taide 
and independent. There are, 1 rea lly  think 
five men here for one woman. In fa;.t ' y(.rv 
many of them have been compelled f’o live 
with native Indian women, who to inv 
eyes are perfect frights, and worse iu their 
conduct than appearance, although that s 
bad enough.”

« en as iu numerous * 
b*.cling among tlie G 
lation that their sti 
tofoie to Democratic 
appreciated, and tLe 
ing to he uiutte:ed, 
Bezouian I"

an'tiler Mat 
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sissipp.. as

"Under which

O'pu- 
Lese- 
been 

oniTuenc-
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CXpl<*> 
to  Lis th;

Si-roggs sent an order 
wedding cards, addins 
tlie uauie oi her who was to iuake i.;m 
nappy, aud the layered spot and t ; •* 
tumite day of the blessed m-mth, the let-
*t,tai'u<"  • i To r,1V(' assurance of imiued.i- ate hqiiidatiiin. Fancy the feeling of Lim- 
self and of her who was to be. on receiving
With »ri8iat«.the ittest practicable moment with th,. Jett c . 0  L) m tu co..m._ f
every ono of them.

A young man was compelled to ap'.y 
the Albany police court against In8 
mother, the other day. He had a yeuW?) 
brother at home sick unto death, and 
conduct of tin mother, who was on a 
wa? so outrageous that father and *"i> *}«' 
asked that she might he locked up- 
young man could not restrain Lis 
while on the stand. The husband tb n 
the stand, when she fell down aud c-‘'P!7 
his knees besought li m tor the love of b‘v 
lor the sake of her infant liahe. aud i*r 
the ties that hound them together, j 
si ml lu-r to jail. The husband, tbo’4 
u-*cp!y a fleeted, was inexorable. suyiiqZiq' 
his boy \s last hours should he ^
jieace.

l.f'SfO

T he Iberville Nok.'/i savs .- 
M 0 have ni> reason as ve 

statement as fo the large amount o; 
cane lost in this parish. Verv few [daaW 
saved more than one-half their seed- ^  
the majority have not planted that niuc»_
In many instances hut one-third of fl ,̂ 
soed oaue was apparently good, and now*- 
hoar that cant* already planted is rott.nS*® 
the ground.
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