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T H E  ANSW ER.

FROM T H E  GERM AN O F G E 1B R I-

Parling child, jou ask me wtiy,
While I Ring. 1 (till must sigh—

What can grieve roe so l .
Fair spring was mine, but it woxtd rot stay:
Bright youth was mine, and I dreamed it away;
True love came to me one golden day—

Smiting 1 let it go.
The morning hour was sweet and cot I:
] had no thirat when my cup brimmed lull 

Careless I put it by.
Laden boughs were over my head—
Clusters gulden, purple ami red;
Summer's glor.es all round me spread ;
, Yet nothing held my eye.

But when the sun sauk to his rest.
Crimson glories curtained the west 

What bitter thitst was mine!
I seek in vain through hours of night
What eaiue to me with the morning light;
Long, long weeping lias blinded my sight—

1 mourn my lost sunshine.

Mv heart is withered and cold and dead;
Snows of winter are on my head ;

I travel mv weary way.
Fair and sweet were my springtime Bowers;
Kich and full were my summer horns;
Laden with gold my autumn bowers—

1 have nothing left to-day !
[Harper's Magazine for April.

ONE W INTER NIG H T.
[From Tinsley’s Magazine.]

FIRST NARRATIVE.
The wind blew coldly from the north, 

and cut like frozen knives. Out in the dark
ening street my horse and gig stood wait
ing. and the December twilignt gathered.

•■Why, bless me, Annie. I might he goiDg 
to Japan,” I exclaimed, buttoning my 
great coat hastily, not caring to show how 
unwilling 1 was to lose the warm touch of 
my young wife’s loving hands. “Be quick, 
dear, and hand me over the cases of watches 
from the hall table there.”

“I wish you weren’t going alone with 
these thing's in your pocket, George,” she 
Baid, looking upon the compact Geneva box 
in her hand up to my face. “It’s worth 
more than sixty pouuds, and I’m sure it 
isn’t safe for you to carry it.”

“Who’s to know I carry it!” I laughed 
M I {tacked it into the long inner pocket of 
my overcoat. “Besides, it will be worth 
less when 1 bring it back, so the danger will 
be less. Cheer up.”

“Oh, George! its nearly dark already,” 
broke in Annie, pitiouslv, as she shudder- 
in gly turned in from the open doorway. 
“People oughtn’t to hold clubs on Christmas 
Eve. I’m sure after attending to business 
»11 the week you ought to be left to rest and 
eiyoy yourself on Saturday evening. And 
I’m doubly sure that alter attending to it 
all the vear. you ought to be left to etijoy 
your Christmas Eve.”

"I shall enjoy it, dear,” I said, as cheer
fully as if the words were not an egregious 
falsehood. “I shall enjoy my drive, ana my 
bot supper at the Miners’ Arms, and one or 
two other things If it had been an engage
ment for tbis one night only I might nave 
begged off; but you see, dear, it is the be
ginning of a year’s engagement, which I 
should not like to lose. Indeed, it may go 
on for years, and we are not rich enough
?ret to care to refuse a good prospect. Eh, 
ove?”

“1 don’t know anything about it, except 
its disadvantages,” fretted Annie.

“I will explain once more, dear,” I 
answered, knowing 6he would like the few 
minutes delay, “though I believe it is the 
hundred and fiftieth time I’ve done so. 
Twelve of the men at the Bog-mines have 
formed a club, which is to meet on the 
night of every fourth Saturday, at a little 
public bouse called the Miners' Arms. 
Here I am to join them with a good choice 
of silver watches on approval. They each 
pay in to me ten shillings, then draw lots, 
and the winner has a watch of the value of 
the six pounds. There will be one winner 
every night, and one watch sold, so at the 
end of the year each member will have a 
watch. They all go on paying through the 
year, but those who draw the lots of course 
get one less in number every month. Any 
one can have a watch of higher value than 
the six pounds by paying extra, so I take 
some with me that are more expensive. I 
hope you see the advantages, and will 
make the best of it, even on a bitter De
cember night.”

“George—but George,” whined Annie as 
dismal after my satisfactory explanation as 
she had been before, “think of my having 
to spend Christmas Eve here all alone.” 

“Only a few hours, after all. I shall he 
home at midnight to let you in the Christ
mas, never fear.”

“I don't believe yon will, George. They 
■will keep you, or it will snow, or something; 
and it is a long fifteen miles’ drive each 
way. You can’t be sure to be at home.”

“I can, and will. dear. Why, bow down
hearted you are; I don't think I ever saw 
you so before.”

“I shall be so dreary and lonely and sad 
all night, George.”

“No, you won’t, love, because I shall be 
home at twelve to let in the Christmas. 
There, that’s a promise, and you know 
whether I've ever broken a promise to you. 
Now let me go. The shop is to be shut early 
that the men may enjoy their Christmas 
beef and puddings and songs. But I hope 
they will have dispersed before I come 
home at midnight.”

“ Quite sure you'll be home, tht-D ? ” 
pleaded Annie, still detaining uie.

“Quite sure, my anxious little darling. 
What troubles you this evening 1 Are you 
afraid of that funereal-looking quadruped 
outside running away with me, or of a dead 
and gone Duval running away with my 
property !'’

“And you promise to come and let ip the 
Christmas for us, George ?”

“I promise, yes. Now good-bye, in reality.”
I took my seat in the gig and drove off 

rapidly to make up for lost time, kissing 
my hand to Annie as she stood in the 
lighted doorway watching me off. Down 
the gaily lighted High street, through the 
busy, slatternly suburbs, then into the wide, 
chill country. It was an uglv drive 
from the town to the Bog mines, even 
on the. brightest day of summer; but no 
words can describe its bleak and bitter 
cheerlessness or itB utter solitariness, on 
this December evening. Now and then, 
certainly, a cottage did skirt the road, and 
when five of the fifteen miles were traveled 
1 passed through a small and scattered vil
lage. Beyond this the turnpike road led 
me straight on through the fiat and boggy 
country. Quite the moat isolated dwelling l 
eaw was a little cottage across a field, about 
six miles from town, which I knew to be 
the home, of a lame old Roman Catholic 
priest, who lived there with a bedridden 
brother. A good old man, always ready to 
help the sick and sorrowful. I had never 
seen him, but I knew him well by report; 
and had more than once had my attention 
called to the little houae—neat and well 
managed—where the two old brothers lived 
alone. After I had passed that there 
seemed to he no human habitation for 
miles; and as far as I could see it—which 
certainly was not far—the prospect was 
gloomy enough; a wide flat expanse of 
country intersected by dim hedge-rows, and 
broken by the spectral outlines of the bare 
■winter trees. I drove on as fast as I could, 
■while the evening darkened into night; and 
the wind drove past mo threatening snow. I 
began now for the first time to wish that 
the inauguration of the club had not been 
arranged for to-night; and to wish more 
earnestly still—what I had often and 
often wished before—that I had for com
pany one of the dogs that used to be 
the * friends and companions of my boy
hood; ever ready at my beck and call; 
eager and glad to follow me anywhere; re
paying my fondness for them by their faith
fulness and devotion to myself. Above all.
I wished for the intelligent old mastiff 
which had left the farm and had lived with 
me in town until two years ago. who would 
have been with me now, but that Annie did 
not like him, and so when I married I gave 
him away. I never told her what a struggle 
it had been to me to part with him; because, 
after all, what was his loss to me in com
parison with the companion I had gained f 
Afterward—when I felt at times how pleas
ant it would be to me. to have one of my 
favorites about my house—I would broach 
the subject to my wife; but. seeing it was 
distasteful to her. I never urged it. Now— 
as often at such times—I could not help re
calling longingly my old dog’s attachment 
to me; Lis pleasant companionship; his 
protecting watchfulness; his strong and

steadfast affection. which I bad won 
sitnpiy by having rescued him from a 
trap when he was a puppy, and nursed and 
oured his broken leg. Yes, I would give 
much to have him with me now. Yet, how 
could I fret for this when I could gratefully 
think and dreaui of the little one who would 
soon have its place at our loviDg, cheerful 
hearth ! And then, of course, I fell again to 
picturing the dear young face that had 
watched me from the open doorway, pale 
and wistful in the gaslight. What a merry 
night we ought to have been making of it— 
Annie and I—dropping now and then into 
our favorite occupation of adding story 
after story to that Spanish castle founded 
on our retirement from business with a 
princely competence. It was rather early, 
perhaps, to make arrangements for the 
event, but it was just as well to be in good 
time. And when you are looking on into 
the future—vague to the best of eves— 
isn't it just as easy to see things rose-colored 
as blue. ! In these pleasant dreams I drove 
on until the mines were round, and I drew 
up my horse before the low public house 
where I was to meet the club. All the mem
bers had assembled in a long, well-lighted 
room, with a sanded floor and an immense 
fire roaring in the chimney. While I stood 
before it. restoring life to 'my petrified feet 
and fingers, I looked round at the dozen 
men who had their places at the table, and 
I voted them a set of kindly, noisy fellows. 
But as the evening wore on I modified my 
opinion. One or two were sullen and moody, 
thwarting every amendment, and driuking 
a great deal in a kind of gruff and greedy 
silence. One or two were boisterous and 
contradictory, dropping ready oaths com 
tinually from their lips, and bringing down 
their fists heavily upon the deal table to en
force their rough and noisy words. And 
others were quiet, orderly men, with very 
lew words to say, and a very deliberate 
way of saying them. But, among them all, 
I n'otieed one more particularly; far above 
his companions in cordiality and kindness, 
quite the most pleasant, tiie most genial, 
and the most intelligent man there. He 
behaved to me, too, with a certain quiet 
respect which most of the others dis
pensed with, and which is rare, in
deed, among the Bog-mines. How could 
I help being glad when this man 
drew the lucky lot, and won as beautiful an 
English lever as one need wish to see ! But, 
with a hearty cordiality, the man offered to 
have the lots* drawn again ; he could wait, 
he said, and some of his mates had set their 
hearts on it. I negatived this proposal at 
once, objecting strongly to it on principle, 
and the watch, went slowly the round of 
the table for admiration, while its owner 
took this opportunity of going out into the 
yard to tell the ostler—who was a friend of 
his—that he had won it. I did not wonder 
at this at the time, but afterward I under
stood it. I put up the eleven remaining 
watches, and packed and tied the box. 
After enjoying the hot supper—at which I 
was a heartily welcomed guest—and the 
steaming punch which followed it, I drew 
on my overcoat again, and buttoned it 
snugly and safely across my chest, with the 
box in its long inner pocket. Just then the 
ostler came in to me’with a puzzled face. 
“My horse was lame,” he told me ; “dead 
lame and would not stir.”

“Lame! What on eartli—!”
But my exclamation of incredulity and 

astonishment were only met by the stolid 
assurance that the horse was lame, and it 
would be as much as his life was worth tor 
me to take him out to-night. I simply 
could not and would not believe it. and 
hastened To the stable: most, if not all. of 
the company following me. Well, there 
the horse lay. “dead lame,” as the ostler 
had said. There was no chance of his tak
ing me home that night, at any rate. I had 
not lived through all my boyhood at a 
farm without understanding a little about 
horses, and I felt certain that there had 
been foul play here. 1 could have sworn 
that a pick bad been run into the flesh un
der the knee, and I knew that the animal 
was useless indeed now. I could not prove 
the deed, of course, but I felt almost as 
confident of it then as I did four hours 
afterward, when I could feel certain who 
had done it.

“You'll have to stay here till morning, 
sir,” the landlord said. “We’ll make you 
as comfortable as possible.”

“Impossible,” 1 answered, thinking a hun
dred thoughts at once.

“But isn't it a case of necessity, sir ? 
There's no otbe.r conveyance in the place.”

“No horse !" I-exclaimed, knowing I could 
not for a moment entertain the proposal cf 
staying.

“None at all, except my own pony, sir. I 
couldn't possibly let you have him, because 
he’s got to carry me twenty miles, as soon 
as it's daylight, to spend Christmas day 
with my old father.”

“Have none of you a horse here 1” I 
asked, appealing, in desperation, to the 
miners. "I will pay you anything you like 
to ask me for the use of one to-night.”

No; no one had a horse at my disposal, or 
at their own either; and they could but 
join in mine host’s persuasions to me to 
sleep at the Miners’ Arms. “Bven if the 
horse is incapable in the morning, sir,” they 
said, “and you’ve still to walk, it’ll be bet
ter in the daylight than now, in the dark. 
There’ll lie plenty of snow directly, and it's 
likely to be a frightful night.”

Not for one moment, though, did I hesi
tate when I thought of Annie; of the anx
ious night she would spend waiting for and 
vainly expecting me; of the dreary dawning 
of theChristnias morning for her if 1 did 
not keep mv promise. True, I could not be 
home at midnight to let in the Christmas 
for her as I had promised, but the delay 
was not my own fault, and af least I migfi't 
let it in for her at dawn,1 and prevent it 
breaking sadly and drearily for my my 
wife. I never yet had shrunk troin a fifteen 
miles’ walk, even in the dark; so I said 
good night to the miners with a laugh, 
which was intended to prevent their laugh
ing at what they evidently thought a Quix
otic intention, and started briskly, while 
they ealied a “good night, sir,” cheerily after 
me. ’

On and on I went, thinking busily as one 
naturally does on a long, solitary walk. 
But presently the snow began to fall; arid, 
though it was but light at first, the quiet, 
pleasant thoughts were soon dispersed, and 
so 1 sang aloud for company, shouting lus
tily to keep myself warm as well as cheer
ful. And, when I was tired of that, I whis
tled old, familiar airs, and improvised ec
centric variations. Anything to shorten the 
long, long stretch of whitening highway; 
anything to deaden the cutting, piercing 
blast ot the night wind.

I should think I had gone a couple of 
miles, when I heard footsteps on the road 
behind me. My first impulse was to turn 
and wait lor the society of any traveler 
who might be journeying on my way, hut 
roy second was to quicken my steps with a 
nameless fear. This impulse I followed 
resolutely, yet Idindly, but as I hastened 
on the steps beLiDd me hastened too.

No house or human being was there with
in sight or earshot. I had valuable prop
erty about me, and not even a 6tick in my 
band. I saw wbat a random fool I had 
been in starting at all iroin the Miners’ 
Arms to-night. I saw it all, with a flash of 
pain and despair, as the steps behind 
steadily gained upon me. I hurried on, 
?r5’ng 1°. believe I only did so because of 
my promise to Annie; but- I knew it was 
really quickened my breath and my foot
steps, though fear was not a usual sensa
tion with me. I he tread behind me quick
ened as mine quickened, and presentlv two 
men overtook me. one joining me on either 
side. Their faces were covered with black 
crape, and each carried a stout stick in his 
hand. When the first accosted me with 
slow impertinence, I recognized the voice 
of that member of the club who had most 
of all exerted himself to entertain me at 
the Miners' Arms, and who had offered to 
give up his lot when he became the lucky 
winner of the wateli. My ear is quick to 
recognize voices, rarely deceiving me, ami 
the voice of this man was peculiar. Before 
his insolent speech was ended, the second 
man broke in, and I felt I could detect the 
voice of the ostler who had told me ui the 
lameness of my horse.

“Come, shut'up!” ho said. “What's the 
use of talking to him? He's only got to 
hand over the watches: we want nothing 
more ot him.”
_ “That's it," said the first man readily.
, °u, 8c#e what we want,” he added, ad
dressing me threateningly; “so be ouick 
about it."

I saw one thing plainly enough. It would 
be ot no use for me to feign ignorance of 
what they meant, so I simply asked them 
what they were going to do with the 
watches. A stupid question enough; but I 
caught at any delay, as I walked on unpro
tected, between the two strong, rougnly-

clad miners, with their masked face and 
their stout sticks.

“It’s no use for you to quibble over 
what we say,’’ the first man put in quickly; 
“it only wastes time, and we don’t care to 
spend much in this climate. You’ve noth
ing to do but pass us over those watches 
you brought from the public, and your own 
watch and chain; we happen to know 
they’re worth having. Come, da it at once, 
or it'll be the worse for you.”

“I wonder whether you understand that 
the descriptions and numbers are all ta
ken 1” 1 said, as easily as I could, just still 
for the purpose of gaining time; “and 1 won
der whether you understand that the police 
will be at once oh the track of the thieves ! 
You'll wish the watches anywhere hut on 
your persons, I'm thinking.”

1 believe I said it as coolly as any odc 
could under the circumstances, but I could 
see that the men were little impressed by 
the import of my words.

“We’ll settle all that between ourselves,” 
the ostler said, with a grating chuckle: “and 
as you don't seem inclined to hand that 
there box over peaceably, we'll just.help 
ourselves. Go ahead, mare.”

“Come, look here, you fellows," I began, 
with a sudden attempt at cool defiance, “I 
know yon both well enough, and can swear 
to yon before any judge in England. Don't 
you think it would be your wisest plan to 
go oft before you've seven years’ transpor 
tation to look forward to ?”

“Leave those little personal affairs for us 
to settle,” sneered the miner; “we ll look 
after ourselves when we leave you to-night. 
Come, look sharp, that we ain’t, tempted to 
make your swearing to us rather harder 
than you could wish. Don’t you see that 
we’re two of us, each with twice your 
strength, and there’s no help within a cou
ple of miles ?”

“Now then, mate, stop this ridiculous 
dawdling,” put in the other man, sullenly. 
“I won’t wait a minute longer dawdling 
here in the cold. As he won't hand the 
things oni without any fuss, we'll do it all 
for him, and do it' Bliarp. Tie up hie 
mouth with the handkerchtr, and pass me 
the cord.”

My mouth was gagged in an instant, as it 
seemed to me; and while I fought fran
tically at the ruffians, they seized my wrists, 
and bound them round' and round with 
thin cord, piercing the flesh until the blood 
came.

“I’ve got ’em safe enough, and I'll • tie 
'em so," muttered one fellow, with a jeer
ing laugh, while the other had his great 
ugly hands tight on the breast of my coat. 
“Hold hard one moment.”

Just as the man $poke and tied the first 
link in the cord, there came toward us 
slowly from the hedge on our right, a great 
black'mastiff, his shaggy head raised.'and 
his sharp gray eyes shining in the dim, 
weird gloom of the snowy night. He hesi
tated a moment before he reached us; then, 
with the shrill bark with which a mastiff 
generally prepares himself for an attack, he 
rushed upon the fellow who was holding 
me, seized him by the throat, awl throwing 
him down upon his back, stood with his 
forepaws on his neck and chest. Shall I 
ever forget the man's abject, craven tear as 
the dog's fierce eves met him so closely; as 
the dog's white tangs gleamed between his 
drawn lips, and his angry, panting breafh 
rose and fell upon the man’s own ghastly 
cheek ?

“Cali yonr bloodhound off,” cried the 
other man, drawing back from me in terror.- 

Of course I saw it wa6 beBt that they 
should think, as they naturally would, that 
the dog was mine; so I answered, with a 
light, satirical laugh, “You don't know 
much of mastiffs if you think that such £ 
one as that would let his Piaster be way
laid. With a tvord, I can have you sprawl
ing there beside your rascal!v companion.” 

I spoke it confidently enougli, feeling that 
both my life and property were safe: but I 
could not help hoping he would not force 
me to prove my words.

“Call him oft,” he cried again, sLivering 
as he looked at the dog, who—evidently 
and unmistakablv ready to spring to the 
assault in a moment, as only a mastiff cam— 
watched every movement of one mah. 
while he held the other, his gieat shaggy- 
haired chest heaving quickly.

“You'd be safer, you and your cursed ac
complice. if you were ten miles away now," 
I sai>i, almost jauntily.

“Now. then, sir, take him off." the man 
answered, suddenly affecting a jocund inno
cence. “We were only Lightening you, to 
test your pluck. I w'onder you didn't un
derstand that from the first. Take your 
dog on, please, and let us get back: we've 
been long enough over a joke."

Seeiug that the man's fear was most 
thorough and unfeigned. I looked the dog 
steadily and kindly in the face, and whis
tled. I knew that it was such a whistle as 
my own d"gs used to understand and an
swer to in the old days: hut I was not with
out a sickening fear that the animal, know
ing me a stranger, would ignore my call, 
and so perhaps make his rescue of no effect. 
Slowly he shook his great black head and 
shaggy breast, raised his fore feet deliber
ately one at a Time, and turned to join me. 
The man on whom he had been standing 
still lay prostrate in the snow, too much 
terrified to attempt to rise while the animal 
was near.

“Good dog ! Noble fellow !’•’ I whispered, 
in the low, caressing tone which 1 knew 
that dogs were keen to understand and 
quick to appreciate. lie looked up into my 
face with as mneh of an answer in his eyes 
as I had ever 6een in my old favorite's, 
and then walked on beside me, so close be
side me that 1 could feel bis soft hair touch 
my hand. .Silently and watchfully he walked, 
his step utterly noiseless on the fast deep
ening snow.

East deepening, indeed! Every moment 
it fell thicker and thicker. Each moment it 
lay deeper and deeper under my tired feet— 
lor I was tired already as I never remem
bered to have been before after only a three 
miles’ walk. Only three miles even yet. and 
twelve to come. I threw away the match I 
had lighted to enable me to read the figures 
on the milestone, and started again on my 
toilsome way, dazzled almost by the white 
expanse of deepening snow, and wishing 
with all my heart that I had been an 
habitual smoker and had a pipe with me 
now. Before I had gone another mile the 
aspect of the weather had completely 
changed. A fierce gale set in from the south
east, driving clouds of snow before it: and 
through this I fought on. until it seemed to 
me I must have been battling so a whole 
night. Yet. probably, it was not more 
than an hour, and' I had no progtess 
worth speaking of. though little strength 
seemed left to me. I could not look up 
now. as I pressed on against a wind that 
literally seemed to scream as it passed me, 
and drifted the snow in heaps against the 
gates and hedges. Did I ever remember 
such a sudden, blinding snow storm as this 
in my life before ’ Never. I plunged my 
bands deep into my.pockets to warm them, 
but even in their thick driving gloves, they 
were benumbed and heipless. My strength 
and spirit were failing. Nine or'ten miies 
to walk even yet before home was reached, 
and it seemed as if I could not make any way 
fighting on in the teeth of the furious wind.
I felt that long before those nine or ten 
miles were traveled the road would be im
passable and my strength exhausted. 
Faster and thicker the snow fell now. and 
weaker grew my efforts as I struggled on 
through it, the strong wind drifting it so 
that at times I stumbled up to my knees : 
and the gale rose and the snow fell faster 
every minute. Another hour’s painful ef
fort.

The glaring white lay all around me, un
broken by a single track, and my sight was 
growing dim and confused: still I fought 
on against the killing blast ot the gale. 
Now and then it blew me completely down; 
but I always could regain rny footing, and 
always the dog waited for me.

“Little use, I fear, old fellow," I said, 
thankful to hear the sound of my own 
voice, and resting my hand on uis soft, 
warm head: “it is only to give it all im a 
little farther On. Good, helpful fellow.'

On and on, and still no house in all the 
wine expanse. My pace had slackened to 
a crawl, and all hope of reaching home was 
gradually dying within rue. I knew well 
what late awaited me unless I could n-ach 
a human habitation soon. 1 kife-w that the 
fatal temptation to sleep was creeping over 
me, and I feared 1 had not strength to bat- 
tie with it aDd save my life. Only a little 
lurcher. and mv perished limbs would have 
oouji ail that they could do.

Starved, benumbed and sleepv, I s»rii fu
gled on in the teeth of the storm, my eyes 
bunded, .my "Steps clogged, and always 
growing upon me that irresistible longing 
to sleep, against which I fought with every 
power of mind and body. Sometimes 1 fan
cied I heard wheels overtaking me, and I

would stop in sudden hope; but a moment 
served to show me it was'only the peculiar 
effect of the wind, and that no wheels could 
have been beard, even if they could have 
traveled on the deep snow. Sly hands were 
now dead to all feeling; I conhl not distin
guish what I touched when I laid my fingers 
on the dog beside me. My sight, too, was 
surely going. I saw the faithful mastiff 
only as a dim blot upon the dazzling 
white. I began to fancy! that though I 
could see no house in all the white ex
panse of glaring snow, there might be one 
even close to me. which I should pass un
knowingly; and then a great babyish long
ing came over me to cry—to cry, with the 
icicles thick upon my eyes!

And now all my strength was exhausted, 
and without knowing at. all how far I still 
was from home, I knew that the end of my 
walk was come. Under some sheltering 
bank, perhaps, where the snow was deep 
and soft, I would rest. I was . worn out, 
and must sleep ; the desire was irresistible 
and overwhelming.

Somebody was waiting at home for me— 
I knew that, vaguely and dreamily—at 
home—a long way oft. "I ll go presently— 
when I've rested. Good dog ! Good, faith
ful fellow ! You want rest, too.” Beside a 
roadside gate, half-buried in snow. I fell. 1 
felt all the pain and anxiety going from me, 
as I lay helpless and motionless in the 
snow ; and I yielded at once to the fatal 
temptation to 6leep. which I had resisted as 
long as 1 had power to do so. The dog, 
which had until that moment kept close 
beside me, ran at the gate and leaped it, 
while I watched him sleepily, sorry he 
should leave me. yet powerless to en
tice him back. There was a low, dis
tant singing in my ears, growing more 
and more confuted. My eyes were 
closed and the snow-flakes covering 
them, when, with an eager bark, the dog put 
his head through the bars of the wide gate 
(scattering, as he did so. the snow that lay 
deep on them), and pulled at my coat, shak
ing it hastily and impatiently. I was only 
dreamily conscious of his motive, and it was 
more to avoid the worrying than to obey 
him that I rose with one last effort, climbed 
the gate and tottered on beside my'guide. 
And now I seemed to crawl through as well 
as over the snow, that had drifted here 
deeper than out in the highway ; and for 
the last time I battled fiercely and deter
minedly with the lethargy which held md. 
Was my fajthful dumb guide leading me to 
human help < 1 prayed aloud as I stumbled 
on that it might be so—prayed while I could 
teel that the power was still mine, knowing 
it would soon desert me ; but I fancy there 
was little sound from my stiff lips.

"Is. help near, good dog, strong, faithful 
fellow! No: all white and desolate. White 
fields—with just faint signs—of where—the 
hedge-rows run. What a wide—solitary— 
place—to die! Good dog! Brave friend ! 
Leading me to—help—and—rescue. How 
it all^vvims and trembles — the—great— 
wide—white--- ” * * * »

SECOND NARRATIVE.
• My poor brother is sleeping iike an infant. 
There lingers not in this sleep even a shad
ow of Buttering on the dear, worn face. I 
kneel beside him. keeping my Christmas 
vigil. Midnight has passed four hours: hut 
1 can not weary of my prayers to-night, 
teeliug so grateful for my brother's ease, 
feeling so deeply in my own calm heart the 
peace and promise of the Christmas morn
ing. I-can hear no longer the crying ot the 
night wind as it drives the snow before it 
against my windows. The fury ot the 
storm has worn itself out. Through all my 
eighty years I can not remember such a 
sudden and terrific gale before. I wonder 
how long this comparative calm will last! 
It is broken already by a strange souud 
without, a sound 1 can not understand. It 
is the quick, eager bark of a dog ! No: it is 
a human cry lor help! No; w/uit is it ? I 
opened the window anil distinguished only 
a faint rubbing or scraping at the cottage 
door. Something, surely, is wanted: some 
help, perhaps, which Our Lady, in her in
finite pity, will allow me to give in her 
name.

I close our bedroom door softly, and pass 
down the narrow stairs as quickly as 1 can 
m my lameness aDd my feeble old age. 
Without waiting tor a light, I open the 
outer door, and there, in the light which 
the snow gives, I see a man lviug alone and 
head upon the threshold. Dead, I think in 
my first glance: bnt when I raise him with 
care and tenderness—a sob of pain rushing 
up from my heart at the sight of him— 
ami take him iuto the tireless, cheerless 
kitchen, he opens his eyes and gazes round 
him in vacant bewilderment.

“Stop!" he says, in a broken, eager whis
per. "Where's the dog!”

I Lad looked around searchinglv while 
the door was open, wondering whether the 
man lying there in the snow had been 
alone, and so I knew ti.ere had been no dog 
with him. I see that his mind is wander
ing. so I only tell him. soothingly, that the 
dog is all right.

“Let him in." he says, moving back to 
the door with a piteous smile. “Is hs your 
dog! He has been very good to me.”

I turn aside the question. I ean not tell 
him we have no dog. nor that there is no 
other house near here, for it would betray 
the alienation of his mind. I open the door 
just to satisfy him, ami be, still supported 
by my arm, looks with me out iuto the 
silence. We can see distinctly all over the 
white field that surrounds my cottage, but 
no dog is there. I close the door • hastily, 
just as my visitor loses hi! power and con
sciousness. Old as I am I can carry him up 
the stairs. He is bu' a slight young fellow, 
with a delicate, handsome face, which has 
a certain courage about it, but is pale with 
a ghastly pallor. I have seen many men 
rescued after being lost in the snow, hut it 
seems to me tha: I have never seen one so 
near death as this.

His clothes are frozen; his fingers are still 
and shrunken, with no sensation in them at 
all, and his eyes are tearfully bloodshot. I 
carry him to our room, and undress him: 
then I take my brother—wide awake now, 
and troubled that lie can not help me—out 
of bed,-and lay the poor unconscious gentle
man iu his warm place. There is hut slight 
chance of my being able to save his life, out 
that chance must he tried to the uttermost.
I take my brother down in a blanket to the 
old couch on the kitchen hearth; then I [tile 
dry sticks in the glare, and soon have a 
cheerful, crackling tire to help me and to 
comfort him. Then I go up stairs again to 
my invalid, and taking out; hand or foot at 
a time out of bed. I chafe it with the snow I 
have brought in a howl. As soon as the fire 
is ready and I have prepared it. I dose him. 
still unconscious, with a cup ot hot mint tea.

He has been in bed almost an hour when 
he awakes to consciousness, and starts up 
with a wondering, agonized look iuto my 
face.

"Where am 1 ?" he stammers. “Have I 
been to let in the Christmas ?"’

I teel that the words are still the delirious 
wanderings of a sick man, so I only soothe 
him as best I may. and tempt him to an
other cup of the stroug hot tea. He rises, 
with sudden, feverish strength, and gropes 
for his clothes.

“I must go at once," he says, sneaking al
most, clearly. “Thank you. but I must go 
on now home. The anxiety will kill my 
wife. Has the day dawned !"

“Not yet. It will not be daylight for three 
hours jet: but the storm lias'ceased.”

“Thank God ! I shall be in time.”
No need to tell of my useless persuasions, 

entreaties, commands, repeated again and 
again. They are of no avail. Every plea I 
urge is turned aside, every argument is dis
regarded, every persuasion fa!is unheeded 
on his ear. As long as I can 1 keep 
him, and it is almost by force; but rny weak 
old will is conquered by his steadfastness of 
purpose, and I am obliged to let him rise 
and dress. lie would put on his own soaked 
and frozen clothes—which I have hung be
fore the fire, and the steam from which fills 
the kitchen—hut in this matter it is I who 
conquer. Clad in my best clothes, I let him 
go at last. God pardon me if I have not 
done what I can do to keep him. 1 have 
tried and failed: and I begin to think that 
there may be some urgent reason for 
his going which I do not understand.
I follow him to see. him on his way. The 
snow still makes it light about us, and he 
will not take a lantern. As i make my wav 
across the field, with immense difficulty, I 
pray ceaselessly that he may not be hasten
ing to his death; and once more I appeal to 
him belore we separate; miserable when I 
listen to his broken words of thanks, and 
wishing with all my heart that 1 was-not 
too old and lame to take him to liis jour
ney's end, to a home where I know there 
must be a young wife dearly loved. A mo
ment after he has left me standing at the 
gate he hesitates. I see a pleased, slow 
smile come into his face, which is only half 
turned from me; then he stoops and moves

his.weak bands, softly and slowly, with an 
odd movement which I can not understand, 
almost as if—the idea, though unnatural, 
will come into my head as f watch him 
almost as if he were caressing a large dog. 
The fancy is born, perhaps, of his delirium, 
and it vanishes while my weak, dim eyes 
follow him into the white gloom of the 
night. The furious, crying wind is resting 
now, but the whole country is covered with 
the dangerous drifted snow. 1 go back 
into the house, too anxious to think of 
going to bed myself, too much troubled to 
be at rest save as I tell my beads. * * *

THIRD NARRATIVE.
I bad never in my life spent such a lonely 

evening before. I think 1 never felt so un
accountably depressed; yet I knew it would 
not last long, because George had promised 
to be home with me at midnight, and he 
had never broken his pYomise to me ouce 
since we liad known each other first. This 
expectation, took me on through the long 
hours which he and I ought to have been 
spending cheerfully and merrily together. 
I went down stairs to bid our men good 
night, and wish them “a merry Christmas,” 
as thev dispersed after their gay evening; 
then 1 hurried back gladly to the sitting- 
room. stirred the fire, rearranged 
the coffee cups, and put1 George's 
slippers exactly in the right place for him. 
for midnight was striking from twenty 
clocks at once—as everv clock does on our 
premises—and he woufd be home directly 
now. I sent the servants to bed. No one 
should let in the- Christmas until George 
brought ir, though we had always done it 
before while the clocks were striking and 
the church bells ringing. The- bells were 
ringing now, of course; yet 1 could not hear 
them lor the terrible wind that shrieked 
about the house and scattered wildly and 
weirdly the snow that was falling so fast. 
It was no use my listening for his step—I 
knew he would leave his horse and gig at 
the livery stables and walk up the street— 
yet I did listen with every power I pos
sessed, as I sat watching there alone—did 
listen tor a footfall which must be sound
less on the rapidly deepening snow.

Could George break his promise to rue ? 
One o'clock ! I can not bear one o’clock. 1 
think it is the loneliest hour ot the night. 
It terrifies me to hear the solitary stroke 
from the clocks below, even when George 
is with me iu the night. Now it struck me 
like a throb of pain. Could George break 
bis promise to me ? That was still my 
doubt aud cry, because it was better .to 
think that than that any aecident could 
have happened to detain him. I opened 
the shutters once, but the street was so 
white and solitary, and the wind rnshed by 
with such a skri’ek of distress, that I dare 
not do it again. I crept close to the fire, 
which burned half way up the eliimney, yet 
I shivered as if I had 'been out in the wind 
and snow.

Two o'clock! And still I listened for a 
footstep, though the snow was deep enough 
now to deaden the tramp of a thousand men. 
Now aud then I fancied I heard wheels pass, 
but it could only have been the raging and 
roaring of the terrible night wind outside 
the shuttered windows. Ah ! what a weary, 
weary thing it is to listen for a step one can 
not liegr!

Three o'clock!
But when I try to recall the hours as they 

pas.-ed, my very heart beats cease. The 
anguish of that night I know will live 
through all my life—the long, vain, helpless 
watching. I knew that nothing I could 
have been suffering then with George would 
have been so bard lor me to bear as this 
was. I wished I had kept one of the servants 
up. but I shrank from calling her. I had 
sent them to bed in the full expectation of 
my husband coming directly after they had 
leit me ; and now I could not summon them 
—partly because I dreaded to see or hear 
hear their fear, jmrtly because I dreaded 
letting them see mine. The storm had 
lulled l>elore the dawn drew near, and then 
I sat and waited in the silence, thinking 
that more unbearable than the roaring of 
the savage wind had been. 1 could call the 
servants up now, aud go myself to find 
George, for the dawn had come at last. I 
knew that I looked worn and white as if I 
had been ill for months, and that they were 
tiigltened by my looks when they saw me. 
If they had told me I was dying I should not 
have felt surprised, but I'must die there 
where he was. I never thought of his 
broken promise now. I knew that something 
terrible had happened to him, and I could 
not breathe longer iu the doubt and sus
pense. Surely I could not scare now. I 
iried to open the shutters, but my fingers 
trembled so helplessly that I hurt them in 
the bolt, though I could not draw it. Just 
as I gave up the attempt aud went out upon 
the stairs, I heard a slow ring at the hall 
door bell. Not George's ring: yet never for 
a moment did I doubt that I could see him 
first when I opened the door. M v fingers 
did not tremble now. I could draw back 
the heavy bolts, and uulasten the chain. 
The faces iu the street would be bright aud 
fresh—full of happiness to begin the Christ
mas Day—what would George think of 
mine when he met it ! The door was wide 
open; the chill gray light crept iuto the 
hall, and ia an instant I forgot my own 
pale face. One look at my husband had 
chased everything else from my head. 
Deathly, gbastfully white, he stood prop
ped against the doorway, gazing at me va
cantly and wistfully. 'His clothes, which 
looked all different from wliat I had ever 
seen them look before, hung about him. 
torn and frozen and blood-stained; his head 
and one foot were hare; his hands, groping 
feebly toward me. were gray and wrinkled.
I [>ut my arms around him in sudden terror.
I thiuk I felt that he was going from me. 
And what did it signify whose eyes cou[d 
see it !

“George. George, mv love," I whispered, 
as I almost carried him iu—for my strength 
seemed to grow tenfold when I saw his 
weakness—“ Home at last.” I could not 

. utter one word of questioning, far less of 
; doubt: could only try to cheer him, and 
| bring back some look which I should recog

nize iuto the wandering eyes. “ Home at 
■ last, dear George, and I've a beautiful fire,
! and hot coffee, and chops ; but I thiuk bran- 
! dy will he best now—because you are so— 
so cold—aud—anil--- ’’

Bnt my weak attempt broke down here 
iu frightened sobs and kisses.

“A happy Christmas, darling.”
The tone was so unlike my husband's 

bright and cheerful tone that I dared nei
ther answer nor look up. I was literally 
carrying him now up the lighted stairs— I. 
who that morning would have said that to 
carry him one step would kill me !

"Don’t forget the dog, Annie,” whispered 
George, slowly, rising in bed to speak to me 
the more earnestly. “Be good to him, and 
feed him. and warm him.”

“Yes. dear,” I said, smiling assuringiy 
into his dim eyes. I had given him the hot 
brandy aud water, aud was waiting 
anxiously now for the physician. And the 
chiming ol the Christmas bells went on, 
and on, and on.

"He has saved ni v life three times. Annie; 
from robbers—from starvation—anil from— 
death in sleep. Be good to him. dear.”

"Indeed, indeed. I will.” The wandering 
eyes were a little quieter now.

"Home now—in time to bring in—the 
Christmas morning. Yes. just iu lime. A 
happy Christmas, darling. Just in time. 
He saved me, to ha ia -time. A happy—did 
I say it—Annie ?”

With a great sob—a ub which made me 
shiver as if struck withTleath—he fell back 
lifeless on the pillow. » * *

The crocuses are blooming in our win
dows now. and George is able to go out 
with me to breathe the fresh spring air, and 
watch how the woods are slowly brighten
ing into green: but he has not yet lost the 
traces of that night’s suffering, aud the long 
illness that followed. Ah ! what a time that 
was. Night ami day I watched him fight
ing with his pain until they shut the door 
against me, and 1 could only suffer with 
h’.m — O how keenly!— in my thoughts.
\\ lieu they let me go to him at last, the 
agony had worn itself out, and in the utter 
exhaustion which followed there was a kind 
of rest. I laid our little baby hov beside 
him. and saw the gentle, happy smile upon 
his iips, the grateful gladness in his eyes: 
then I let the little one be carried away, and 
I took my own place beside my husband— 
the place which I could never hear to leave. 
My long fear aud watching are over now: I 
ean recall that night even with gratitude: 
but George never speaks of it but with a 
wondering awe which halt bewilders me, 
and which I shall never he able to under
stand.

W hy the K epehllcM  Party Is D ivided  
Against Itse lf.

(From the Golden Age.]
Schuvler Colfax asks: “Can the ascend

ency ot the Republican party in our nation 
he saffely or wisely surrendered!” _ 01 
course his answer ’is, “No.” Granting, 
then, that his answer is right, we ask in re
turn : What is the sole prospective hin
drance to this ascendancy? And we 
answer : It is the threatened renomination 
of President Grant. This, and this alone, 
imperils a continued Republican ascend

ant's Mr. Sumner any quarrel with the Re
publican party ? No. Has Mr. Greeley f 
No H a s  Judge Trumbull? No. Has any 
liberal Republican? No. These gentle
men are not opposed to the Republican 
party, but only to the renomination of a 
man repugnant to a large portion ol its 
members. They would not divide, but 
unite their party; they would not distract, 
but harmonize it. Having been its earli
est and most passionate lovers, they now 
look with grief on the danger which hangs 
over its fortunes at Philadelphia. They 
kuow (aud others ought to know) that the 
President’s renomiuation, if accomplished, 
will split the party asunder. This tact is 
as plain as lightning in a storm.

Is it too late to protest against such an 
act of folly, fraught as it will be with 
mountains of iuiscliief to the party whose 
ascendency Mr. Colfax desires to maintain ? 
We fear so. Nevertheless, let the warning 
he given, even though it pass unheeded.

We have no criticism to make on the 
character or motives ot the gentlemen who 
who will convene at Philadelphia. To 
say that the convention will be lurgdy 
composed of federal office-holders and their 
representatives, will he true, but ought not 
to be opprobrious. Our feeling toward 
President Grant aud his partisans, is not at 
all hostile or bitter. We are of those who 
respect him highly. But, looking at the 
forces in the field of politics, any man 
would be blind not to see that the Presi
dent has ceased to represent the whole 
party, but only a part of it. The feeling 
against bis renoniination is, in some (juar- 
ters, like the settled repugnance which was 
once exhibited toward Andrew Johnson 
If the Philadelphia convention shalj per
sist in nominating him it will defy the 
openly-expressed wishes of a large portion 
of the original voters who first called him 
to his high office, and will eventually divide 
the very party which it ought to unite.

Admit then that President Grant's lieu 
tenant is right iu saying that “Republican 
ascendency is vital to the nation.” how 
solemn becomes the responsibility which he 
and his partisans assume in surrendering 
that party for personal ells.

There is no disguising the fact that the 
President, by insisting on his renouiination. 
is making himself the chief and only dis- 
organizi r ot the party. It is he—“Lane e- 
lot, and not another”—who breaks its 
lines, who [dans its destruction, who drives 
the wedge that splits its unity. If this 
man stood out of the way, thup would 
he no division among tlie Rqpblicans. 
Let him announce to-morrow that he 
will not accept a renomination at Phil
adelphia, aud the counter convention at 
Cincinnati would adjourn before it met, 
and David and Jbnathun would embrace 
aaa kiss in the city of Brotherly Love. Re
tire this mischief-maker, and there will no 
longer be two Republican parties—hut one. 
The only cause for a division in the ranks, 
the only reason for flying two flags, is the 
attempts ot one faction to renominate a 
man who has lost the allegiance of the 
other. Quench the pretensions of tbis can
didate from the convention, aud the two di
vided sections of the Republican party will 
reciasp each other's hands as in Auld Lang 
Syae.

If the Vice President is right in his argu
ment. that the welfare of the nation re
quires the ascendency of the Republican 
party, then let him visit bis chief aud say, 
"Mv honored friend, you yourself are the 
only obstacle in the way of the unity, and. 
therefore, the success of this party, and you 
wiil promote its fortunes by withdrawing 
your name from its nominating convention.”

The P ro p e lle r Enterprise- In au g u ra ted .
[From the St. Louis Democrat.]

We wt-re intormed yesterday on 'Change 
that Captain Merry, of Dubuque, has de
termined to push the enterprise of building 
a Ituik gram propeller right along. He 
lias secured subscriptions to the amount of 
$35,000 or $10,000 already, and means to 
raise enough to build four boats as quickly 
as possible. They are to be built of wood, 
at the Carondelet Marine Ways, four ter 
$•-'00,000, halt cash down, balance in three, 
six aud nine months, equal payments, after 
the boats are finished. They are to be of 
3000 tons burden, and will draw, when 
fully loaded, ten feet of water, but wiil 
take 75.000 bushels of grain in hulk on 
seven feet of water. Captain Merry is 
confident that these propellers can be 
operated for $150 per day, and can make 
the trio to New Orleans iu four days, 
and the trip back in six with
out trouble. He believes they will 
answer the purpose of St. Loui's com
merce in every particular better thau either 
steamboats or liargts. They will be suffi
ciently sea-worthy to make the trip to Mo
bile or Galveston from this city direct, if 
needed, carrying flour, grain, meats, gen
eral merchandise, liquors, etc., aud bring
ing back coffee, cotton, hides, etc. In fact. 
Captain Merry believes the inauguration of 
the propeller enterprise on the river will 
mark a bran new era iu steamboatiug. and 
have as beneficial and radical an effect upon 
our commerce as was produced on the trade 
of Chicago by the advent of propellers on 
the great lakes and the displacement of the 
costly sidewheel steamers. While we are 
giad to see progress in river navigation, we 

j would much rather Captain Merry had de- 
i t ided to build iron instead cf wooden pro- 
! pellers. but we suppose if the first wooden 
I ones do well, those which follow will be 
j built of irou. If Captain Merry continues 
I to push his enterprise steadily, we shall 
! cheerfully record his progress from time to 
! time, as occasion mar offer.

from the New

An English woman, wanting to show her 
appreciation of her minister’s earnest and 
forcible action, remarked: “ He knocks 
about pretty tidy in the pulpit for an old 
gentleman.”

We copy the following 
! York Nation :

April having set in, with one political con
vention only thirty days distant and anoth
er only sixty, we are now fairly entered 
upon our quadrennial political strife, which 
ri to last till next November, and which 
bids tair to be as intense, as bitter, and. we 
fear, as violent and unscrupulous as anv 
that the country has ever known. The Lib
eral Republicans of the East have l ©gun 
their response to the Western invitaiim, 
and may be said to have begun well with a 
very sensible letter and a fairly good list of 
signers. The best known of them are Mr. 
Greeley, Judge Fithian. Mr. Waldo Hutch
inson, Mr. Sigismund Kaufmanu and Mr. 
Sinclair Tousey, who all have been active in 
our State politics, aud have of late, we think, 
been more or less active on the Greelev- 
Fenton side. With the names of these are 
some less known hut excellent names of 
men who, without having the personal 
grievances of any of the leaders in politics, 
are determined that an anti-reform candi
date shall not be elected next autumn if 
anything they can do can prevent it. 
A clear idea of their views as to the 
Cincinnati platform, and as to the re- 
reforms upon which they are intent, mav 
be got from their letter to the Missouri 
committee. They are deeply convinced, 
they say, that the party organization to 
which they belong is dow under the con
trol ot persons who will use it for personal 
purposes, and who are determined that 
there shall be no discussion of the princi- 
ples of liberal Republicanism. They want 
the disfranchised Southern whites at once 
admitted to amnesty. They believe that 
the civil service should be so reformed “as 
to relieve political action from the influ
ence of political patronage”—or. to put it 
in the concrete, they believe in Mr. Clinch, 
who, for thirty years, has done all the work 
of the collector of this port, and they do 
not believe in Thomas Murphv anil previ
ous avatars of Thomas Murn'hv, who one 
after another, for these thirty'years have 
flung about the public money'in' the inter
est now of this and now of that candidate 
for this or that office. Thev thiuk that 
since the war was over we have had too 
much encroachment on the ancient Ameri
can right ot local self-control—that town 
meetings are better for towns than resolu
tions m Congress. Finally, they think that 
federal taxation should be tor revenue,

fhe im W r 19ter t0  Ulake tbe burden on
sible " 1 7 °f the country as light as pos-

TUHPENT1NE.

A  New Manufactory at Work.
The factory of the Louisiana Rosin 

Turpentine Manufacturing Company,wk* 
of Messrs. A. K. Lee and W. G. Hodgn  ̂
the managers, is locatad in the three 
brick building corner of Front and Ej  ̂
streets. It has been said that piney Woo. 
land, though inclined to barrenness, 
good for sweet potatoes, which could be»« 
plied to many uses; that by clearing and 1̂ . 
ing the forest the best lumber in the worij 
could be obtained, and many ingenionj ̂  
fertile expedients have been proposed 
turn these barren acres to account, 
the use of turpentine orchards will 
these barren lands as profitable as a cottej 
plantation, useful as a kitchen garden, 
ornamental as a flower bed. Balancing [J. 
cost of farm laborers with turpentine 
erers, the big amount is on tlie profit side of 
the column. In the first place, the ero. 
never fails. Nor rain nor storms, 
hugs nor beetles, rust nor rot affof 
the crop of dip and scrape, 
fails as the rain falls, and- is 
ful as dew. A fortune can be made outof 
the pine forests anywhere within a hundred 
miles of the city, and, if intended for Inn,, 
her, the trees are even better that if no* 
tapped at all. It is only one more added 
to the list of invitations to energy and per. 
severance which our rich Southern country 
affords to labor without capital, the only 
stock in trade of a gum-gatherer consisting 
ot a pair of hands, an axe and a barrel, tie 
latter selling in the city at the rate of $3 j} 
to $4 50 when tilled with dip, virgin dip 

scrape. No harvest birds or other destroy

ing agency interferes with the gum-gathq. 
ers profits, as in other cases, where one«. 
tempts to bring out of the earth sometĥ  
good to eat. In short, turpentine cnltiv*. 
tion is a gold mine, and now lies yavnat 
ready for bands and beads. Wift the vie* 
of assisting at the development of this one 
of the chief resources of our count:r th« 
enterprise of the Louisiana Manufacturing 
Company has been inaugurated, and is al
ready a success. • Distillation of turpentine 
has Seen going on in the good old war fM 
years.

As it prevails in the Rip Van Winkle 
state, where ^ r ,  pitch aud turpentine con. 
stitnte the s^ble occupation, the distilla
tion was-such a dangerous process it re
quired all outdoors to perform it. Thema- 
chinery was a still placed on top of a bake 
oven, in the boiler of which the erudeitsf 
was put. An immense heat of light woed 
fires being applied, tbe refuse and woody 
mixtures were carbonized, and had to be 
treated to a constant dose of cold waterto 
prevent them from exploding like a modern 
kerosene lamp, such as the historical co» 
kicked over at Chicago. This awkward 
process goes on all over the State, and tic 
traveler on the Seaboard railway, as 1c 
looks out of the window of the passing 
trail}, can see them on all sides common u 
adobe kitchen chimneys, located at anon-cr- 
plosive distance from the farmhouse or 
shanty, and very often in full bUt 
raising as much smoke as fitting on tic 
tire of a cart wheel by the old method. 
Charcoal mounds, rosin pits and tar boiien 
are likewise common in . the same eountiT 
of piney woods. The work of making may 
he simplified, hut the liquid must pas; 
through tbe nine proei s".

It needs no argument to set before tie 
people the immense advantage of running 
piney woods in the interest ot a turpentine 
association, boxing the trees to extract tie 
crude gum and the dipt, anil sending barrels 
of it into the city, where it may he soldi; 
prices varying iroiu $3 50 to $4 50 per bar
rel. according to the quality. The moim 
of going for turpentine gum is much tie 
same as that employed lor maple sugar,ei- 
cept that the distillation or the boiling pro
cess in the latter is far more com plicated.

The manufactory ot Messrs. Hodges i 
Lee is operated on a system combining nl 
the results of experience anil science. Tie 
crude turpentine or “scrape" is first placed 
in*o a deep vat about the size of a c-bten. 
attached to an ordinary two-story house, 
called in the factory a “charging tub. 
Here it is charged with hoc steam, 
which melts it down into a viscid 
substance of the consistency of me 
lasses, the scrape being, when dry, in the 
shape of guru. A screen of wire netting is- 
geniously arranged fits within this tub and 
sjieedily'divests the crude stuff'of the first 
impurities. From tbis vat it falls thronel 
a copper pipe iuto the still placed immedi
ately below where the viscid mass is tievel 
oped into vapor, and in an incandescent 
state, so to speak, this vapor, charged -with 
turpentine, water anil pyroligenous ot 
woody acid ascends through a three 
inch copper pipe through the charging 
tuo so as to retain the heat, anil thenci 
goes into a reservoir about as large as » 
whisky barrel, c-ailed by the euphonious 
name of a dephlegmegator. In this the 
woody acid is separated from tbs 
vapor and then the watery particles art 
also eliminated, when the drops ot
turpentine commenced their descent
through a worm about sixty feet in length, 
and when they rearli the end one finds the 
liquid double distilled, of the proof regis
tered iu the Dublin pharmacopeia. The 
Bosiu in the viscid mass drops from the first 
still into a receptacle below, called tbe rosin 
box. and is, when crystalized. clear as hard
ened syrup. The cistern which holds the 
worm serves the purpose of a condenser. 
The whole operation of distilling turpentine 
from the gum simply combines several dis
tinct appliances used in other distillation, 
hut makes one process to produce what has 
been subjected to several trials on tlie old 
system.

The gentlemen connected with this nev 
enterprise have moved in the right direc
tion. and they bring to their new pursuit 
all the experience which has justified itseli 
in former success, as well as those keen 
business qualities which are so uutrequent 
here among similar enterprises.

AMUSEMENTS.

Academy o f  M usic.
This evening will close the first week of 

the ‘‘Black Crook" representation at the 
Academy of Music. There is so much of 
the ballet, so many fascinations of phviseal 
development, such gorgeous sceuerv, such 
magnificent wardrobes, that it continues to 
attract the multitudes to see it. Besides 
there is the ventriloquist, the aerial gvm- 
nasts and the educated dogs. Grand trans
formation scene at 10:50 P. M.

S t. Chnrlea T h ea tre .
This evening benefit of Mr. Mark Quinlan, 

who will appear in the sensational drama of 
•Bertha, the SewiDg Machine Girl.” T(h 

ni^ht closes tbe regular dramatic season. 
To morrow evening Mile. Janquscbek, the 
queen of tragedv. will commence a short 
engagement at the St. Charles, opening 
with “Mary Stuart." Box sheet now open. 
Seats may be secured for anv night during 
the week.

V arieties T h ea tre .
To-morrow evening, on the occasion of 

the benefit of Mr. Lorraine Rogers,in conse
quence ot its great success and the universal 
demand for its repetition, “Julius Casar 
wul be put on again for the last time this 
season, with Mr. Lawrence Barrett as 
Cassius. Tuesday evening the "Streets of 
New York.” Thursday evening benefit of 
*‘r- George Ryer, when “Jessie Brown; or. 
the Siege of Lucknow." will he presented, 
together with the “Man with the Carpe1: 
hag. ’ Charlotte Thompson is underlined 
to appear soon as Funny Ten Eyck, in “Di
vorce.”

Opera House.
This evening the opera of “Le Docteur 

Crispin" aud the vaudeville of “L'Homnt® 
u'est I’as Parfait.” To-morrow evenisg  
benefit of Mr. Dmuestre, when w ill he pro
duced the opera of “Charles VI.”

?ave tb*8 modest advice ia an 
address to W s: “Do all the good vouean. 
and say nothing about it.”

The young wife of an elderly res idee: I 
awaking from a sound sleep, began to shaif i 
her slumbering lord smartly, to make him I
stop snoring. Just then there came several | 
loud roils of thunder, and desisting fro® f 
her attempt she resigned herself quietly to 
sleep, remarking: “It is only thundering 
alter all; I thought you were snoring.”

A Jewess in Cleveland gave birth tori’ 
children last week, aud soon after expire 
I he children all died immediately 
birth. J


