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FROM THE GERNAN OF GEIBBL.

Darling ehild, you ask me why,
While I sing, 1'still must sigh—
What can grieve me so
Fair spring was mine, but it wonld rot stay
Bright youth was mine, snd I dreamed it away;
True love came to me one golden day—
Smiling I let it go.

The morning hour was sweet and col:
1 had 1o thirst when my eap brimmed full—
Careless [ put it by,
Laden boughs were ovér my head—
Clusters golden, purple and red;
Summer's glor.es ail round ne spread ;
. Yot nothing held y eve.

But when the sun sank to Lis rest,

Crimson glories cortained the west—
Whist bitter thirst was wine!

1 seek fu vain through hours ef night

What carare to me with the morning light ;

Long. long weepiug has blinded wmy sight—
Tmouary wy lost suushine.

My heart ls withered and coid and dead ;
Buows of winter are on wy bead ;

T travel my Weary way.
Fair and sweet were my springtime flowers;
Rich snd full were my summer hours;
Laden with gold my autumn bowers—

1 bave nothiug lert to-day !

{Harper's Magazine for April,

ONE WINTER N1IGHT.

[From Tiusley's Magazine.]
FIRET NARRATIVE.

Tke wind blew coldly from the north,
and cut like frozen knives. Out inthe dark-
ening street my horse and flﬁ stood wait-
ing, and the December twilight gathered.

“Why, bless me, Annie, I might be going
to Japan,” 1 exclaimed, buttoning my

t coat hastily, not caring to show how
unwilling I was to lose the warm touch of
my youug wife's loviog hands. “Be guick,
dear, and hand me over the cases of watches
from the hall table there.”

“] wish you weren't going alope with
these things in your pucket, George,” she
eaid, looking upon the compact Geneva box
in her hand up to my fuce. “It's worth
more than sixty pounds, and I'm sure it
ien's eafe for you to carry it.”

“Who's to know I carry it!” Ilaughed
a8 1 packed it into the long inner pocket of
my overcoat. ‘“Besides, it will be worth
less when 1 briug it back, so the danger will
be less.  Cheer up.”

“0l, George! its nearly dark alru(‘?-."
broke in Auuie, pitiously, as she shudder-
ingly turned in from the open doorway.
“Puople ougltn't to hold clubs on Christmas
Eve. 1'msure after attending to business
all the week you ong::c to be left to rest and
enjoy yourself on Saturday evening. And
I'm doubly sure that after attending to it
all the year, you onght to be left to enjoy
your Christmas Eve.” .

“] shall enjoy it, dear,” I said, as cheer-
fully as if the words were not an egregious
falsehood. *1 shall en)o¥ my drive, and my
bot supper at the Miners' Arms, cne or
two other things It it had been an en, -
ment for this one night only I mi;htﬁvee
begged off; but you see, dear, it 1s the be-
gioning of a yvear's engugement, which I
should not like to lose. Indeed, it may go
on for yearv, and we are not rich enough

t to cure to refuse a good prospect. Eh,
ovel”

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

“I will explain once more, dear,” I
answered, knowing she wonld like the few
minutes delay, “though I believe it is the
bundred 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
ni%ti; of every fourth Saturday, ata little
ﬁ" 0 house called the Miners' Arma.

ere 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 bas & warch of the valne of
the six pounds. There will be one winner
every night, and one watch sold, =0 at the
end of the year each member will have a
wateh, They all go on paying throngh 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 | take
some with me that are wore expensive. I
bope you see the advantages, apd will
make the best of it, even on & bitter De-
cember night.”

“George—but George,"” whined Annie as
dismal nfter my satisfactory expla nation as
she had been before, “think of my having
to spend Christmas Eve bere all alone.”

“Only » few hours, after all. I shull he
home at midoight 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 itis & long fifteen miles' drive eac
way. Youoean't be sure fo be at home.”

“I can, und will, dear. Why, bow down-
bearted you are; I don't think I ever saw
yoa #o before.”

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

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

“‘Suile sure yeu'll be home,
pleaded Annie, still dn-tuiuinf me,

“Quite gure, my anxious little darling.
Whaut troubles yon this evening ! Are you
afraid of thut funereal-looking quadruped
oatside running away with we, or of a dead
and gone Duval running away with my
property 7

“And you prowise to come and let in the
Clristumas for us, George "

“Ipromise, yes. Now good-bye, in reality.”

Itook wy seat in the gig and drove off
rapidly to make up fur lost time, kissing
wy hand t0 Aonie 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 ugly drive
from the town to the Bog mines, even
on the brightest day of sumwer: but no
words can describe ita bleak and bitter
cheerlessness or its utter rolitariness, on
this Decewber evening. Now and then,
certainly, a cottage did skirt the road, and
when tive 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 flut and Zy
country. Quite the moat isolated dwelling T
saw was a little cottage acrossa field, about
six miles from town, which I knew to be
the homeof a lame old Roman Catholic

riest, who lived there with a bedridden

rother. A old man, slways ready to
belp the sick and sorrowful. 1 had never
seen him, but I knew him well by report;
and had wore than once had my sttention
called to the little house—neat and well
managed—where the two old brothers lived
alone. After 1 had pussed that there
seewed to be no human habitation for
miles; and as fur as I could see it—which
certainly was not far—the prospect was
gloomy enongh; a wide flat expanse of
country intersected by dim hedge-rows, and
broken by the spectral outlines of the bare
winter tréés.  1drove on as fast as I could,
while the evening darkened into night; and
the wind drove past me threatening snow, I
began now for the first time to wish that
the innuguration of the club had not been
arranged for to-night; and to wish more
earpestly still—what I had often and
often wished before—that I bhad for com-
pacy one of the dogs that used to be
the friends and compavions of wmy boy-
bood; ever ready at my beck and call:
eager and glad to follow me anywhere; re-
ying my fondness for them by their tuith-
mux and devotion to myself, Above all,
1 wished for the intelligent old mustiff
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
Limaway. I nevertold her what a struggle
it bad 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 !
Afterward—when I felt at times bow pleas.
ant it would be tome to have one of wy
fuvorites about wy house—I would broach
the subject to my wife; but, seeing it was
distastetul to her, I never urged it. Now—
&8 often at such times—I could not help re-
::llian longingly my old dog's nx-ucbmci-lm
me; P ionship is
protecting watchfuluess; his strong and

thent”

stendfast #ffection, which T had v'c'i}
simpiy by bavivg rescued him from
trap when he was s puppy, and nurred and
cured his broken h‘i es, 1 would give
much to have him with me now. Yet, how
could I fret for this when I could gn&ehni
think and of the little one who woul
roon have ite place atour loving, cheerful
hearth ! And then, of course, I fell again to
pieturing the dear young face that had
watched we from the ogten doorway, pale

and wistful in the. i%e; What & merry
night we ought £o have been making of it—
Aunie and ng mow and t into

our faverite occupation of adding st
after etory to that Spanish castle foundﬁ
on our retirement from business with a
princely competence. It was rather carly,
perhaps, to make arrangewents for t
event, but it was just as well to be in good
time. And when youn are leoking oninto
the future—vague to the best of eyes—
isn't it just as easy to see thinge rose-colored
as blue ! In theee pleasantdreams 1 drove
on until the mines were round, and 1 drew
wy horse before the low public house
where I wus to meet the elub, All the mem-
bers bud assembled in a long, well-lizhted
room, with a sanded floor and an immense
fire roaring in the chimney. While I stood
before it, restoring life to my petrified feet
und fingers, I looked round at the dozen
men who had their };lu:u at the table, und
I voted them a set of kindly, noisy fellows.
But as the evening wore on I modified my
opinion. Ouve or two were sullen and moody,
thwarting every amendment, and drivking
at deal ina kind of graff and greedy
8il enc-.‘ _ Ome or two were hoiuenl;ul and
contradicgory, ( ing ready oaths con.
tinually from mmf , and bringing down
their fists beavily upon the deal table tg en-
force their rough and noisy words, And
others were quiet, orderly men, with very
few words to say, and & very deliberate
way of suying them. But, among them all,
1 noticed one more particnlarly; far above
his companions in cordiality and kindness,
quite the most plessant, most genisl,
and the wost intelligent man there. He
behaved to me, too, with a eertain quiet
respect which most of the others dis-

pensed with, and which is rare, in-
deed, among the Bog-mines. How could
I bhelp being when this man

drew the locky 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,
be said, and some of his mates had set their
bearts on it. I negatived this proposal at
onee, objecting strongly to it on principle,
and the watch went slowly the round of
the tahle for admiration, while ita owner
took this orporumlty of going out into the
yard to tell the ostler—who was a friend of
bis—that he had won it. I did not wonder
at this at the time, but afterward I under-'
stood it. 1 sut “i the eleven remaining
watches, and packed and tied the box.
After enjoying the bot su t which I
was a beartily w guest—and the
steaming punch which followed it, I drew
on my overcoat again, snd buttoned it
snugly and safely acrosa my ¢hest, with the
box in its long inner pocket. Just then the
ostler came in to me with a fnuled face.
“My horsg was lame,” he told me ; “dead
lame snd wonld not stir.”

“Lame! What on —1"

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 hjs life was worth for
me to take biwm out tomight. [ simply
could not and would not ieve it, and
hastened to the stable; most, if not «ll, of
the company following me. Well, there
the horse lay, “dead lume,” a8 the ostler
bad eaid. There was no chance of his tak-
ing me home that night, at any rate. I bad
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. [ coula not prove
the deed, of course, but I felt almost us
confident of it then as 1 did four hours
afterward, when 1 could feel certain who
had done it.

“You'll have to stay Lere till morning,
gir,” the landlord esid. “We'll make you
as comfortalie as possible.”

“lm ible,” 1 answered, thinkinga hun-
dred thonghts at once.

“But isn't it a case of necessity, sir!
There’s no other conveyance in the place.”

“No borse !” Lexelaimed, knowing I could
not for a womeut entertsin the proposal of
staying.

“None at all, except m{;wn pony, sir. 1
couldn’t possibly let yon have him, because
he's got to carry me twenty miles, us soun
a8 it's daylight, to spend Christmas day
with my old father.”

“Huave none of you a horse here!” I
arked, appealing. in desperation, to the
wminers, “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 e to
sleep at the Miners’ Arms. *“Bven if the
horse 1= 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 be plenty of snow directly, and it's
likely to be a frightful night.”

Not for one moment, ugh, did I bLesi-
tate when I thogght of Annie; of the anx-
ious night she would spend waiting tor and
vainly expecting me; of the dreary dawning
of theLhristmas morning for her if 1 did
not keep wy promise. True, I could not be
howie at midnight to let in the Christmas
for her as 1 had promised, but the delay
was not my own fault, and af least I might
let it in for her at dawn, and prevent it
breaking eadly and drearily for my my
wife. I never yet had shrunk trom = fifteen
miles” walk, even in the dark: so I said
good night to the winers with a laugh,
which was intended to prevent their laugh-
ing at what they evidently thonght a Quix-
otie intention, and started briskly, while
they called & goud night, sir,” cheenily after
me. v

On and on I went, thinking busily as one
naturally does on a long, solitary walk.
But presently the snow began to fall; and,
though it was but light at first, the quiet,
pleasant thoughts were soon dispersed, and
so0 1 sang aloud for company, shouting lus-
tily to keep mwyrelf warm us well as cherr-
l'uE And, when I was tired of that, I whis-
tled old, familiar airs, and improvised ec-
centric variations. Anything to shorten the
long, long streteh of whitening highway:
anything to deaden the cutting, piercing
blast of the night wind.

I should think I bad goune a couple of

miles, when 1 heard footsteps on the road
bebind me. My first impulse was to turn
and wait for the society of any traveler
who might be journeying on my way, but
my sccond was to quicken my steps with a
nameless fear. This fmpulse I followed
resolutely, yet blindly, but as I hastened
on the steps bebind me hastened too.
. No house or humsn being was there with-
in sight or earshot. 1 had valuable prop-
erty ubont me, and not even # stick . my
band. I saw what a random fool I had
been in starting at all from the Miners’
Arms to-night. T saw it all, with a fiash of
pain_ wnd despair, us the steps behind
steadily gained upon me. 1 hurried on,
trying to believe T ouly did so becanse of
my promise to Annie; {vut I knew it was
really quickened my breath and my foot-
step, though fear was not a nsual sensa-
tien with nfe.  The tread behind we quick-
ened as mine guickened, and presentls two
wen overtook we, one joining me on either
side. Tleir faces were covered with black
erape, and each carried a stout stick in his
Lhand. When the first accosted me with
slow impertinence, I recognized the voice
of that wember of the club who had most
of all exerted himself to entertain me at
the Miners' Arms, and who bad offered to
give up his lot when he became the lucky
winner of the wateh. My ear is qguick to
recognize voices, rarely deceiving me, and
the voice of this man was peculiar. Before
his ingolent speech was ended, the second
man broke in, and I felt I could detect the
voice of the ostler who had told we ot the
lameness of my horse.

“Come, shut up!” he said. “What's the
use of talking to him? He's only got to
band over the watches: we want noibing
more of him. "

“That's 11, said the first man readily.
“You see what we want,” he added, ad-
dressing me threateningly; “so be uick
about it.”

I saw one thing plainly enough. It wonld
be of no use for me to feign ignorance of
what they weant, so 1 simply asked them
what they were going to do with the
watches. A stupid question enough; but I
caught at acy dell{. as I walked on unpro-
tected, between the two strong, roughly-

their stout sticks,

“It's ne use for you to quibble over
what we say,” the first, man put in quickly;
“It gnly wastes time, and we don't care to
#pend much in this climate. You've moth-
ing to do but pass us over those warches
you brought from the publie, snd your own
watch and chain; ve hLappen to know
they're worth having. Come, da it at once,
or it'll be the worse for you.”

“I wonder whetber yon understand that
the deseriptions and numbers are all ta-
ken 1" I said, as easily a8 1 could, just still
for the purpose of gaioing time; “and I won-
der whether you understand that the police
will be at onée om the track of the thieves!
You'll wish the watches anywhere but on
your persons, I'm thinking.”

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

“We'll settle sll that between ourselves,”
the ostler said, with a grating chuckle: “and
us you dou’t seem inclined to haud that
there box over peaceally, we'll just.help
ourselves, Go ahead, mare.”

“Cowe, look Lere, you fellows,” I began,
with & sudden attempt at cool defiance, I
know yon huth well enough, uud ¢an gwear
to yot before aoy J’udge m Englacd. Don't
you think it would be your wisest plan to
go off before vou've seven years' transpor-
tation to look forward to!”

“Leave those little persooal affairs for us
to eettle,” sneered the miner; “we'll look
after oureelves 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 wisb. Dan’t you seéc that
we're two of us, each’ with twice your
strength, and there's co help within a cou-
ple of wiles " S

“Now then, mare, stop this ridicalous
dawdling,” pu# in the other wan, sullenly.
“Iwon't wait & minure longer dawdling
here in the cold. As he won't hand the
things ont without any fuss, we'll do it all
for him, and do it sharp. Tie up his
wounth with tke bandkercher, and pass e
the cord.”

My wouth was gagged in an instant, as it
seewed to me; and while I fonght fran-
tically at the rutfians, they seized my wrista.
wnd bound them round and round with
thin cord, piercing the flesh unti! the blood
came, ’ .

“I've got’em safe emough, and I'll.tie
‘em 80,” muttered one fellow, with a jeer-
in% langh, winle the other had his great
ugly hands tight on the breast of wy coat.
**Hold bard one moment."

Just as the man gpoke and tied the ftirst
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 ebarp gray eyes shining in the dim,
weird gloom of the snowy night. He Lesi-
tated a moment before he reached ue; then,
with the shrill bark with which a wastitf
generally prepares bimself for an attack, he
rusbed uj the fellow who was holding
we, seized him by the throat, and throwing
him down upon his back. stood with his
forepawe on liis neck and chest. Shall 1
ever forget the man's alject, cruven fear as
the dog’s flerce eyes met him so closely: as
the dog's white tangs gleamed between his
drawn lips, snd his angry, panting breafh
rose and fell upon the man's own ghustly
cheek !

“Call yonr bloodbound off,” eried the
other man, drawing back from we in terror.

Of course I saw it was best that they
‘should think, as they naturally would, that
the dog was mine; =0 | apswered. with a
light, sativical lsugh, “You don't know
wauch of mastifin if you think that such a
one a8 thut would let his master be way-
laid. With a trord, I can have you sprawl-
ing there beside vour rascally companion.”

fapoke it confidently enougls, feeling that
were safe; but I

both my life and propert
e would not force

could not help hoping
we to prove my words.

“Call Lim oft,” he cried again, shivering
a8 he looked at the dog, who—evidenly
snd unwistakably ready to spring to the
assanlt in & mwowent, as only a wastiff cane—
watcbed every movement of ooe wab,
while e bLeld the other, his great shaggy-
haired chest beaving quickly.

“Yon'd be safer, you and your cursed ac-
complice, if you were ten milesaway vow,”
I said, almost jauntily.

“New. then, sir, take Lim off.” the wan
answered, suddenly affecting a joeund inuo-
cence. “We were only frightening vou, 1o
test your pluck. I wonder you dudn’t un-
derstand that tfrom the first. Take your
dog on, please, and ler ne get buck; we've
been long enough over & joke.”

Seeing that the wan's fear was most
thorongn and unfeigned, I looked the dog
steadily and kipdly in the face, and whis
tled. Iknew that it was such a whistle as
my own dogs used to understand avd an-
swer to in the old daye: but I was not with-
out & sickening fear that the animal, know-
ing me a strunger, would ignore my call,
and o perbaps make Lis rescue of no effect.
Slowly be sbook Lis great black Lead and
shaggy breast, raised his fore feet deliber-
ately one at a fime, and turned to juin we.
The wan on whom he bad been standing
still lay prostrate in the spow, too 1uch
terrified to attempt to rise while the animal
Was Bear.

“Good dog! Noble fellow '™ I whispered,
in the low, caressing tone which | knew
that dogs were keen to understand and
quick to appreciate.  Ile looked ap into my
fuce with as wmuch of an anewer in Lis eyes
as | bad ever seen in my old fuvorite
and then walked on beside me, so
side me that 1 could feel his soft hair
my hand. Silently and watchfully be walked,
his step utterly noiseless on the fust deep-
€ning snow.

Fast decpening, indeed! Every moment
it fell thicker and thicker. Each moment it
lay deeper and deeper under my tired 1
for I was tired alrexdy as I vever remein-
bered to have been betore after only o three
miles’ walk. Ouly three miles even yet
twelve to come. " I thresw away the mateh
bad lighted 1o enable me to read the figiures
on the wilestone, and started again on wy
toilsome way, duzzicd almost by the white
expanse of deepening snow, and wishing
with all my Leart that I had been an
habitual smoker and bad o pipe with nwe
now. Belore 1 had gone anviber wile 1he
aspect of the weather had completely
changed. A fierce gale set in from the sontlh-
east, driving cloads of snow before ir: and
through this I fonght on. until it scerwed 1o
mwe I wust Lave been battling so a whole
pight. Yet, probubly, it was wot more
than an hour, and I had no progress
worth speaking of. thougl little strenzth
seewed left to me. 1 could not look up
now, as I pressed on against a wind that
literuily seemed 1o sorenm as it passed me,
and drifted the snow in heaps against the
gates and hedges. Did T ever remember
sach a sudden, blinding snow storm as this
in my life betore ! Never. 1 plunged wy
hands deep into wy pockets to warm thew.
but even 1o their thick drivipg gloves, they
were benumbed and heipless. My strength
and spirit were feiling. Nine or ten miles
to walk even yet before howe was reacbed,
and it geemed as if Teould not ke any way
fighting on in the teeth of the furious wind.
I felt that long before those nine or ten
wiles were traveled the road wonld be iw-
pussable and my strength  exhansted.

aster and thicker the snow fell now, aund
weaker grew wy efforts as I struggled on
through it, the strong wind drifting it o
that at tiwes I stumbled up to my knees :
and the gale rese aud the snow tell faster
every minute, Anotber Lour's paintvl er
fort.

The glaring white lay all around me, un-
broken by a single track, and my sizht was
growing dim aud confused: stiil f!’uughz
on azamst the killing blast of the gale.
Now and then it blew me completely down:

3 o

but I always could regain my footing, and
always the dog waited for me,

“Little use, I feaf, old fellow,” 1 =ud,
thaukful to kear the sound of wy own
voice, and resting wy band ou s soft,
warm bead: “it is only to give it ailto a
little farther ¢u. Good, helprul feliow.’

On and on, and still no house in
Wide expunse. My pace had slackened to
a crawl, and all hope of reaching home was
gradually dying within me. I knew well
what fate awuited me uniess I could reach
a haman habitation soon. 1 kmew that the
fatal tem tation to sleep was creeping over
we, and I feared 1 had not nn-n;.'t‘x to bal-
tie with it and save wy life. Only a little
turther, and my perislied limbs would Lave
Gong all that they eouid do.

Starved, bennmbed and sleepy, [ strog
ﬁl_ed on in the teeth of the storw, my eyes

iinded, my %teps clogged, and always
growing upon me that irresistilje longing
to sleep, against which I fought with every
power of mind and body. Sometimes I fan-
cied I heard wheels overtaking me, and I

aii i

served to show me it was‘only the
effect of the wind, aud that no wheels could
gue been heard, even if they could have
eled on the deep snow. buands were
now dead to all feeling: I conid not distin-
guish what I touched when Ilaid my fingers
on the dog beside me. My sight, too, was
surely going. I eaw the faithful mestiff
01‘? as a dim blot upon the dazzling
white. I begsn to fancyfthat 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-
knowiogly; and then a great babyish Jong-
§nF cawe over me to cry—to cry, with the
icicles thick upon my eyes! .

And now all my etrength was exhansted,
and without knowing at all how fur I still
was from home, I koew that the end of wy
walk was come. Under some sheltering
baok, perbaps, where the snow was deep
snd soft, I would rest. 1 was, worn out,
and must sleep; the desire was irresistible
and overwhelming,

Somebody was waiting at home for me—
I knew that, vaguely and dreawily—at
howe—a loug way off. “I'll z_o(;‘-ruunly—
when I've rested.” Good dog! Good, faith-
ful fellow ! You want rest, too.” Beside a
roldblide gate, half-buried in snow, I fell. 1
felt all the pain and anxiety gving from me,
as I lay helpless and auotionless in the
snow ; and I yielded at once to the fatal
wmptation to sleep, which Ihad resisted as
long as 1 had power to do so. The dog,
which had until that woment kept close
beside me, ran at the gate and leaped it,
while 1 watched him sleepily, sorry he
should leave we, yet powerless to en-
tice him back. There was a low, dis-
tant singing in my ears, growing mwore
and more confused. My eyes were
closed and the enow-flakes covering
them, when, with an eager bark, the dog put
Lis head through the bars of the wide gate
{scattering, as he did so, the snow that lay
decp on them), and pulled at wy coat, shak-
ing it hastily and impatientiy. I was only
dreawily conscivus of bis motive, and it was
more to avoid the worrying than to ebey
biw that I rose with one Just effort, elimbed
the gate and tottered on beside wy guide.
And now 1 seemed to erswl through as well
a8 over the snow, that bad drifted here
deeper than out in the highway ; und for
the last thue I battled ficrcely and deter
winedly with the lethargy which held mé.
Waus wy faithiul dumb goide lesding me to
buman help ! 1 {»myed uloud as I stumbled
on that it wight be so—prayed while I could
teel that the power was still mine, knowing
it would soon desert wme ; bat I fney there
was little sound from wy stiff lips.

I8, help near, good dog, strong, faithtul
fellow ! No:all whire and desolate.  White
fields—with just faint signs—of where—the
hedge-rows run. What & wide—solitary—

luce—to die! Good dog! Brave frisnd!

wding we to—belp—and—rescue. How
it ull*ﬂ'ime and trembles — the—great—
wide—white—" * **+ * *

SECOND) NARRATIVE.

» My poor brother is sleeping iike aninfant.
There iingers not in this sleep even a shad-
ow of sufering on the dear, worn face. I
kneel beside bim, keeping my Christinas
vigil. Midnight bus paseed four hoars: but
1 cann not weary of wy prayers to-night,
teeliug so grateiul for wy Ibrothers ease,
feeling s0 deeply in my own calm beart the
weuce and promise of the Christmas morn-
ing. Lean bear po longer the eryivg ol ghe
night wind us 1t drives the snow before it
agnipst my windows. The fury ot the
storm has worn itself out.  Throughall wmy
eighty years I can not remember snch a
sudden and terrific gale before. I wonder
how long this compgrative calm will fast!
It 18 broken already by a strunge sound
without, & sound I can wot anderstand. It
is the quick, eager bark of a dog! No: it e
# buwan ery for heip! No: what is 12! 1
opened the window snd distinguished only
u faint rubbing or scraping at the cottuge
door. Something. surely, is wanted;: sowme
Lelp, perhaps, whicl Our Lady, in Ler in-
finite pity, wil allow we to give in ber
namwe.

I close our bedroow door softly, and pass
down the narrow stairs as quickiy as 1 can
in wy lameness and my teeble old age.
Without waiting tor a light, I open the
vuter door, and there, in the light which
the snow gives, I see a wan iving slone and
head upon the threshoid.  Dead, I think in
wy tirst glapee: bot when I raiee him with
cure and tendervess—a sob of puin rushing
up from wy Leart at the sight of him—
and take Lim iuto the fireless, cheetless
kitchen, he upens bis eyes and gazes rocnd
Lhe in vacant bewildernent.

“Stop!” he says, in a broken, eager wiis-
per. Where's the dog!™

I had looked aroand searchingly while
the door was open, wondering whether the
wian Iying there in the suow kad been
sloue, and 5o 1 kgew there had been no doy
with bim. [ece that his wind is wander-
ing., =0l only tell bim, sovtkingly, that the
doy is all right. )

“Let him in,” he says, woving back to
the door with a piteous swile. = your
dog! He bas been very good to me,”

I turn aside the question. I ean not tell
Lim we bave no dog, nor that there is no
other house near bere, for 1t would betray
the alienation of bis wiud. I open the door
Just to satisty him, snd be, still sopported
by my arm, looks with me out inro the
sijence. We can see distinctly all over the
white field that surrounds wy cottuge, but
no dog is there,
Just us my visitor loses al! power and con-
seiousness.  Old us I am I can carry him up
the stairs,
with a delicate, hundsowe fac
a certain courage abeat it, but is paie with
a ghustiy pallor. I bave seen wany men
rescued after being Jost in the snow, but it

seems to we that I have never seen one so |

near death as this,

His clothes are frozén: Lis tiugers are stiff
and shrunken
all, and his s ure tearfully bloodshor. 1
carty uim to our roow, and undeess bime
then I tuke wy brother—wide awake now,
and troubled that be can not he 1p me—oent
of bed, and lay the poor unconscions geutle-
wan in bis warnn place.
chance of wy bheing able to save bis lite, put
that chance wust be tried to the nttermwost.
I take my brother down in a blanket to the
old coucls on the kitchen bhearth: then I pile
dry sticks in the grate, and soon have o
cheertul, erackling tire to help we aud to
cowfort him. Then I go up stairs again to
wy invalid, and taking ong Land or foot at
w tiwe ont of bed, I chafe it with the snow [
Lave brought in a bow!l. As goon as the fire
is ready and I have preparved i, I dose hin,
still unconscious, with a cup of hot mint tea.

He bas been m bed almost an hour when
he awakes to conscionsness, and starts up
with a wondering, agonized look into wy
face,

“Where am 1! Le stammers.
been to let in the Christias "

I feel that the words are still the delirions
w_;mtlnrin'__'n of & » man, so I only svothe
bim a= best I may, and tempt him w an-
other cup of the strong hot tea. He rises,
with sudden, feverish strength, and gropes
for his elothes,

“I must go at once,” he says, sveaking al-
wost elearly. “Thank you, bat I must go
on now home. The anxiety will kil wy
wife. flas the day dawned i )

“Not yet. It witl not be daylight for three
hours yet: but the sterm has ceased

“Thank God ! Tshall be in time.”

No need 1o tell of my useless persuasions,
entreaties, commands, repeated again and
again. They are of no avail. Every plea I
urge is turned aside, every argusent is dis-
regarded, every persuasion falls unbeeded
on his ear, As long as I can I keep
Lim, and it is almost by foree; but my weak
old will is conquered by his steadfastness of
purpose. and I am obliged to let bim rise
and dress. ke would put on his own soaked
and frozen clothes—which I huve hung be-
foré the fire. and the steawm frow which fills
the kitchen—haut in this matter it is I who
conguer. Cladin my best clothes, 1 let him
goat last, God pardon me if I have not
done what T can do to keep bim. [ bave
tried and failed: and I begin to think thas

“Have 1

there may be =ome urgent reason for
his going which I do not undesstand.

1 follow him to sec him on his wav. The
snow still makes it light about us, and he
will not take a lantern.  As I make wy way
acrose the field, with immense difticulty, 1
pray ceaselessly that he way not be hasten-
g to his death; aud once wore I appez! 1o
biwn before we separate; miserable when 1
listen to his broken words of thanks, and
wishing with all my heart that I wusnot
too old and lame to take him to his jour-
pey's end, to a home where | know there
must be a young wife dearly loved. A mo-
ment after he bas leit me standing at the
gate ke besitutes. I see a pl , slow
smile cqme into his face, which is only half
turned from me; then he stoope and moves

clad “miners, WW and | would stop in'sudden hope! but s moment |

his,weak bands, softly and slowly, with an
odd movement which 1 can not understand,
almost a8 if—the idea, thongh unnatural,
will come into my head as [ watch him—
slmost as if he were é-nuin? a hﬁu dog.
The fancy is born, perhaps, of his deliriow,
and it vanishes while my weak, dim eyes
follow him into the white gloom of the
night. The furious, erying wind is rean.nﬁ
now, but the whole country ia covered wit
the dangerous dritted smow. 1 ? back
into the house, too amxions to think of
oing to bed myself, too much troubled to
gcu:mcuvaulwll my beads. * * 7
THIRD NARRATIVE.

I had never in my life spent snch a loncly
evening before. 1 think I never felt so wir-
sccountably sdepressed; yet I knew it would
not last long. becanse George had prowised
to be bhome with me at mudoight, and he
had never broken his promise to me ouce
gince we had known each othec first. This
expectation took me on through the long
hours which he and I ouglit to have been
spending cheerfully and werrily together.
I'went down stairs to bid our men goo:!
night, and wish them *“‘a werry Christmas,
as they dispersed after their gay evening;
then I burried back gladly to the sitting-
room. stirred the fire, rearrunged
the coffee cups, and put’ George's
slippers exactly in the rightplace for hiw.
for wmidnight was striking from tweuty
clocks at once—as every clock does on our
premises—and he would be home directly
now. Isent the servants to bed. No one
should let in the Christas until George
brought ir, though we had alwaye done it
before while the clocks were striking and
the church bells ringing. The bells were
ringing now, of course; yet I could not hear
thew for the terrible wind tbat shrieked
about the house and scattered wildly and
weirdly the snow that was falling eo fast.
It was no use my listening for his step—I
koew he would Jeave his borse and gig at
the livery stables and walk up the strect—
yet 1 did listen with every power I pos-
sérsed, us I sat watching there alone—did
listen tor & footfall which must be sound-
less on the rapidly deepening snow.

Could George break bis prowise to me !
COne o'clock ! I can not bear one v'clock. 1
thivk it is the loneliest hour of the might.
It terrifies me to hear the solitary stroke
from the clocks below, even when George
is with we in the night. Now it #truck we
like a throb of pain, Could George break
Irie promise to mel! That was still my
doubt and cry, because it was better.to
think that than that any accident could
have huppened to detain bim. I opened
the shutters once, but the street was =0
white and solitary, and the wind roshed by
with such a skriek of dfstress, that I dure
not do it sgain. 1 erept close to the fire,
which barned balf way up the chimoey, ver
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 Jdeaden the tramp of a thousand wmen.
Now and then I fancied I heard wheels pass,
but it could only bave been the u'fing and
ronring of the terribie night wind outside
the shutttred windows. Ah! whata weary,
weary thing it is to listen for a step one can
not hear!

Three o'elock!

Bat when I try to recall the hoursas they
passed, my very heart-beats cease. The
anguish of that night I koow will live
through sll my life—the long, vain, helpless
watching, 1 kpew that nothing I could
have been suffering then with George would
bave been so bard for me to bear as this
was, I wished I had kept one of the servants
up, but I shrank from ealling her. 1 had
sent them to bed in the full expectation of
my husband coming directly after they bad
leit we: and now I could not summon them
—partly because I dreaded to see or hear
hear their fear, partly because I dreaded
letting them see mine. The storm had
lulled before the dawn drew near, and then
I sat aud waited in the silence, thinking
that more unbearable than the roaring of
the savage wind had been. Iceould call the
servants ap now, and go wmyself to find
Grorge, for the down had come at last. |
kuew that [ looked worn and white us if 1
Lad been ill for mouths, and that they were
niizlgened by my looks when they saw we.
Ifthey had told me I was dyiug [ shou!d not
bave folt surprised, bot I must die there
where he was. 1 pever thought of his
broken prowise now. I knew that something
terrible hud happened to him, and I conld
not breathe longer in the doabr apd sas-
ponse. Surely I could not start wow. 1
iried to open the shatters, but my fingers
irewbled so helplessly that I burt thew n
the bolt, though I conld not draw it. Just
as I gave u&- the attempt aud went out upon
the stuirs, [ heard aslow ring at the Lall
dour bell. Not George's ring: yet never for

I close the door. Lastily, |

He is bu' a «licht young fellow, |
which has |

with no sensation in thew at |

There is but slight |

a moment did I donbt that 1 could see him
| first when 1 opened the door. My fingers
| did not tremble now. [ conld draw back
the heavy bolts, and unfasten the ehain.
The fuces in the street would be bright and
fresh—tull of happiness to begin the Christ-
mas Day—what would George think of
wine when he met it ! The door was wide
open; the chill gray light erept into the
hall, awd in wn instant I forgot wy own
pale tuce. One look ut my husband bad
chased everything else from my head.
Deathly, zhastfully white, he stood prop-
ped againgt the doorway. vazing at we va-
cantly and wistfully. His clothes, which
lovked all diderent frow what I had ever
| #een thew look before, hung abous hiw,
| wrn and rrozen und blood-stuined; bis Lead
| and one foor were bare; his bands, groping
ferbly toward me, were gray and wrinkled.
| 1 put Wy arms aronnd him in sudden terror,
; 1think I felt that be was gowog frow me,
|
|
!
!

And what did it siguily whose eyes coud
see it !

* George, George, my love,” I whispered,
as I slmost carried hiw in—for my strength
seewed to grow tenfold when' 1saw bis |
wenkness— Home at last.” I cogld not
uiter one word of questioning, far less of |
doubt : could only try 1o cheer biw, and
bring back some look which I shonld recog-
nize icto the wandering eyes, * Howe at
laxt, dear George. avd I've a beautiful fire,
and hot coftee, und chops ; but I think brap-
dy will be best now—hecause you are so—
so cold—and—and—"

Ent my weak attempt hroke down Lere
in frightened sobs and kisses,

“A happy Christinas, darling.”

The tone was s0 unlike my husband’s
brizht and cheerful tone that I dared nei
ther answer nor look up. [ was literalis
carrving Lim now up the qighu-d atairs—I,
who that morning would have said that to
carry him one step would kill me !

“Dou’t forget the dog, Annie,” whispered
George, slowly. rising in bed tospeak to e
the more earnestly. “Be good to him, and
feed him, and warm him.”

“Yes, dear,” 1 said, smiling assuringiy
| into s din exes. I had given him the Lot
| brandy  and  water, and was waiting
anxivusly now for the physician. And the
chiming of the Christmas bells weut on,
and on, and o, \

“Ile bas saved my life three times, Annie;
from robbers—f{rom sturvation—and from—
death in sleep.  Be good to Lim, dear.”

“Indeed, indeed, 1 will.” The wandering
eyes were a little guieter now.

“Howe now—in time to bring in—the
Chrstwas morning.  Yes, just in time. A
bhappy Christmas, darling, Just in time.
He saved me, to be in time. A happy—did
I say it—Anuie 1"

With & great sob—a
shiver as if struck with
lifeless on the pillow,

The crocuses are blooming in our wine
dt_vwn now. and George is able to go ont
with we to breathe the fresh apring 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, and the long
illness that followed. Ah! what a time that
was. Night und day I watched him tight-
ing with Lis pain until they shut the door
axainst me, and 1 could only sufier with
im—10 how keenly'—in my thonghts.
When they let me go to him' st last, the
agony had worn itsell ont, and in the utter
exhunsiion which followed there was & kind
of rest. T laid our little baby boy beside
hiw, and saw the gentle, bappy smile upon
bis Jips, the grateful giadness in his CYeR:
then I let the little one be carried away, and
Itook my own place beside my husband—
the place which I could never bear to leave.
My loug fear aud watching are over now: [
can reeall that night even with gratitude:
but George never speaks of it but with &
wondering awe which halt bewilders me,

b whish made me
eath—he fell back

stund.
—eeeee
An English woman, wanting to show her
appreciation of her minister's earnest and
forcible action, remarked: “ He knocks

about ptett_;' tidy in the pulpit for an old
gentleman.

and zo aljusted a8 to make t

?i':)i'}fl"'”y of the country as light as pos-

address to
and say no!

Wi S WG Ly B

[Prom the Golden Age.) .

Schu :g(}olfuxm hl.h:.h: “Cail;tbe mmg"
ency vl u n part, our na
be Juﬁl or wisely mm’ndored " of
course hyia answer is, “No." Granting,
then, that his snswer is right, we ask in re-
turn: What is the sole prospective hin-
drance to this ascendancy! And we
answer : It is the thredtened renomination
of President Grant. This, and this alone,
imperils a coutinued Republican ascend-
ney.

: }f;s Mr. Sumner any quarrel with the Re-

vublican party! No. Has Mr. Greeley !
No. Has Judge Trumbull?! No. Hasany
liveral Republican? No. These gentle-
men are not opposed to the Republicau
party, but only to the remomination of i
man repugnsnt to a large portion of its
wembers. They would mot divide, but
umite their party; they '\vonld not distract,
but harmonize it. Haviug been its earli-
est and most paesiopate lovers, they now
look - with griet on the danger which hangs
over its fortunes at Phitadelphis. They
kuow (and others ought to know) that the
President’s renomination, if accomplisbed,
will split the party asunder. This fact is
as plain as lightning in a storm.

1s it too late to protest against such an
act of folly, fraught as it will be with
wountains of mischief to the party whose
ascendency Mr. Colfax desires to maintain !
We fear so. Nevertheless, let the warning
be given, even though it pass unheeded.

¢ have no criticism to make on the
character or motives ot the gentlewen who
who will convene at Philudelphia. To
say that the convention will largely
composed of federal office-holders and ther
representatives, will be true, but ought not
to be opprobrious. Our feeling towurd
President Grant und his partisans, is not at
ull hoetile or bitter. We are of those who
respect him highly. But, looking at the
forces in the field of politics, apy man
would be blind not to see that the Presi-
dent has censed to represent the whole
party, but only a part of it. The feeling
against bLis renomination ig, in some guar-
ters, like the settled repugnance which was
once exbibited toward Audrew Johnson
If the Philadelphia convention shall per-
sist in nominating him it will defy the
openly-expressed wishes of a large portion
of the origmal voters who first called him
to his high office, and will eventually divide
the very party which it ought to unire.

Adm’t then that President Grant's lien
tenant is right in saying that “Republican
ascendency is vital to the nation,” how
solemn b the responsibility which he
and his partisans assuige in surrendering
that party for ‘reuunal ells.

There is no disguising the fact that the
President, by insisting on his renomination,
is muking lLimself the chief and only dis-
orgapizer ot the party. It is he—‘Lance-
lot, und not another’—who breaks it
lines, who plans its destruction, who drives
the wedge that splits it unity. If this

waou stood out of the way, t would
be mpo division awmong the blicans.
Let him announce to-morrow that he

will not accept u remomination at Phil-
adelphia, and the counter convention at
Cincirnati would adjourn before it wet,
and David and Jonathan would embruce
aad kiss in the city of Brotherly Love. Re-
tire this wischicf-waker, and there will no
longer be two Republican parties—but one.
The only cause for & division in the ranks,
the ouly rewson for flving two flags, is the
attempts of one faction to renowinate a
man who has lost the allegiance of the
other. Quench the pretensions of this can-
didate from the convention, aud the two di-
vitdled sections of the Republican party will
reciasp euch other's hunds us in Auld Lang
Syoe,

It the Vice President is right in his argu-
meut, that the welfure of the nation re-
quires the ascendency of the Republican
party. then let bim visit his chief aund say,
“My bonored friend, you yourself ure the
only obstacle in the way of the unity, and,
therefore, the success of this party, and you
will promote its fortunes by withdrawing
your pame frow its nominating convention.”

The Propeller Enterprise [pnugnrated,
[From the St. Louis Democrat.]

We were intormed yesterday on “Change
thut Captain Merry, of Dubuque, has de-
termined to push the enterprise of building
a bulk gramm propelier right aleng. He
has secured subsenptions to the amount of
F35,000 ur $40,000 alresdy, and means to
raise enough to build four boats as quick!
us possible. They are to be built of wood,
at the Carondelet Marine Ways, four tor
#200,000, hadt cash down, balance in three,
six und vive monthe, equal puywents, after
the boats are finished. They are to be of
2000 tons burden, and will draw, when
tully loaded, ten feet of water, but wii
take 75,000 busbels of grain in bulk oo
seven teet of water. Captain Merry is
confident that these propellers can be
operated for $150 per day, sand can wake
the trip to New Orleans in four days,
und  the trip  back in  six  with-
out  trouble,  He believes they will
answer the purpese of 8t. Louis com-
merce in every particular better than either
stesmboats or burges. They will be sofii-
ciently sea-worthy to muke the trip to Mo-
bile or Galveston from this eity tfirect. ir
needed, carrying tlour, grain, meats, gen-
ernl merchandise, liquors, ete., and bring-
ing back cotive. cotton, hides, ete. Ig fact,
Captain Merry believes the inauguration of
the propeller enterprise on the river will
mark a bran new era in steamboating, and
Lave as beneticial and radical au effect upon
our commwerce a5 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
wlad to see progress i river navigation, we
would much rather Captain Merry had de-
cided to build iron instead of wooden pro-
pellers, but we sappose i the first wooden
ones do well, those which follow will be
built of iron. It Captain Merry continues
to push his enterprise steadily, we shall
cheerfully record his progress from tiwe to
thne, as occasion may offer.

We copy the following from the New
York Nution :

April having set in, with one political con-
vention only thirty s distant und anoth-
er only sixty, we are now fairly entered
upon our quadrennial political strife, which
is to last till next November, and which
bids tuir to be as intense, as bitter, and, we
tear, as violent and unscrupulous us any
that the country hus ever known. The Lib-
eral Republicans of the Euast bave | ezun
their response to the Western invitation,
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 Hurch-
ingon, Mr. Sigismund Kaofmann 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 Greeley-
Fenton side. With the names of these are
sowe less known but excellent names of
men who, without baving the personal
grievances of any of the leaders in politics,
are determived that an anti-reform candi-
date shall not be elected next autumn if
anything they can do can prevent it
A clear ides of their views as to the
Cincinnati platform, and as to the re-
reforms upon which they are intent, may
be got from their letter 1o the Missonri
committee. They are deeply convineed,
they say, that the party organization to
which they belong is now under the con-
trol of persons who will use 1t for personal
purposes, and who are determined that
there shall be no discussion of the prinei-
ples of liberal Republicanism. They want
the disfranchised Southern whites at onee
uvhm}lyd to amnesty. They believe that
the civil service shouid be 80 reformed “as
to relieve political action from the infln.
€nce of political patronage”—or, 1o put it

in the concrete, they believe in My, Clinch
who, for thirty yesrs, hus done all the work
of the collector of this

not believe iuf Thomas N
ous avatars of Thomas Murphy, w p
after another, for  these !hirr:!v '\'u-:?:.h::?;
r!utnz ubou‘! l:uj publlic money in the inter-
est now of this und now of th; idat

for this or that office. Tho.ot sandidate,
since the war was over we have

much encroachment on the ancient
can right of Jocal self-control—thy
meetings are Letter for towns than resolu-
in; tions in Congress, “tha
and which I shall never be able to under- | “federal taxution

rurr. and they do
urphy and previ-

They think that
bad too
Ameri-
t town

Finally, they think that
should” be for revenue,
e barden on

Dickens gve this modest advice in an
8: *“Do all the good you can,
g about it.” :

stop snoring. Just then there came seve

sleep, remarking:
efter all; I thought you were snoring.”

A New Manufuctery at Werk,
The factory of the Louisiana
_Turpentine Manufacturing Company,
of Mesers. A. K. Lee and W. G, Hodgey .
the managers, is locatad in the &"‘ﬁ
brick building corner of Front ang
streets. It has been said that piney oogy
land, though inclined to barrenness, wy,
good for sweet potatoes, which could by
plied tomany uses; that by clearing ang
ing the forest the best lumber in the ol
could be obtained, and many i "'N
fertile expedients have been propegeq 5
turn these barren acres to account,
the use of turpentine orchards wil
these barren lands as profitable as 5
plantation, useful as a kitchen g"d,lu
ornamental as a flower bed. Bnlud,x ™
cost of farm laborers with turpentine
erers, the big amount is on the profiz 5jg,
the column. In the first place, the
never fails. Nor rain nor storms, y,
buge mor Dbeetles, rust mor rot e
the crop of dip acd scrape, ™
falls as the rain falls, and: is pleag,
ful as dew. A fortune can be made ogyy
the pine forests anywhere within a b
miles of the city, and, if intended for Iy,
ber, the trees are even better thatif g,
tapped at all. It is ouly one more wigy
to the list of invitations to energy and e
severance which our rich Southern ¢o
affords to labor without capital, the
stock in trade of & gum-gatherer cops
ot a pair of bands, an axe and a barre], ¢
Iatter selling in the city at the rate of §3 3
to #4 50 when filled with dip, virgin dip o
scrape. No harvest birds or other des
ing agency interferes with the gum-gushe.
er’s profits, as in other cases, where ope g
tempts to bring out of the earth somerh;

good to eat. In short, turpentine calti
tion is a gold mive, and now Ties yawny,
ready for hands and beads. Wil the vigy
of ussisting at the deve of this gy
of the chief resources of our country g, |
enterpnse of the Louisiana Manufuetur

Cowpany has been inaugurated, avd ﬂ
ready a success. - Distillution of turpentiy,

has going ou in the good old way 4
years. y

As it prevails in the Rip Van Wi
stave, whi . pitch and turpentine ey

stitute the le occupation, the disily
tion was-such a dangerous process it
quired all outdoors to perform it. Them;
chinery was a still placed on top of  bais
oven, i the boiler of which the crudewms |
was put. An immense heat of light wu
ﬁmgeing applied. the refuse aund wouly
mixtures were carbonized, sod bad 1o b
treated to a constant dose of cold watery

revent them from exploding like & madery
Er.msene lamp, such as the historieal eow
kicked over at Chicago. This awkwan
process goes on a1l over the State, and th
traveler on the Seaboard railway, as b
lovks out of the window of the i
truig, can see them on all sides commony
adobe kitchen chimneys, located at anouer
plosive distance frowm the farmbouse @
shanty, and very often in fall bl
raising as much smoke as fitting oo th
tire of a cart wheel by the old method
Charcoal mounds, rosiu pits and tar builes
are likewise comwon in. the rame county
of piney woods. The work of making my
be sunplified, but the liguid must ps
through the sme process.

It needs no argument to set before
people the immense advantage of ruuuig
piney woods in the interest of a turpentis
association, boxing the trees to extract tis
ernde gum and the dip, and sending bames
of it into the city, where it may be solds
prices varying from £3 50 to $4 50 per b
rel, sccording to the quality. The modu
of going for turpentine gum is wuchth
sate us that employed for maple sugar, e
cept that the distillation or the Imiling!s-n
cess in the latter is far more complicat

The manufactory of Messrs. Hodges &
Lee is operated on a system combining §
the results of experience and seience. T
crude turpentive or “serape” is fires plas
into a deep vat abont the size of a cisten
attached to an ordinary two-story bouse
called in the factory a ‘“cltarging tud’

Here it is charged with bot stess
which melts it down into a visd
substance of the consistency of me

lusses, the scrape being, when dry, in 1
thape of gum. A sercen of wire nettingie
genivosly arranged fits within this tab asd
speedily divests the erude stuff of the fin
nupurities.  From this vat it falls 1'.-.rm£
# copper pipe into the still ,)lm'u-l imm
ately below where the viseid mass is deve
oped into vapor, and in an incandesces
state, so to speak, this vapor, eharged wit
turpentine,  water aud pyroligenous @
woody ucid nscends through a thre
inelh copper pipe through the chargin
tud s0 as to retain the heat, and theno
goes into a reservoir about as large asi
whisky barrel, called hy the euphouion
name of a dephlegmegutor. In this te
woody acid is  separated from  th
vapor and then the watery particles an
aleo  eliminated, when the drops o
turpentine  commenced  their  descent
through a worm ajeut sixty feet in lepgth
and when they re#®h the end one tinds the
Imuid double distilled, of the proof reg
tered in_ the Dablin pharmacopeiz. The
rosin in the viscid masa drops frow the firg
still into a receptacle below, exlled the rosis
box, and is, when ervatalized. clear as hard
ened syrup. The cistern which holds the
worm scrves the purpose of a condensen
The whole operation of distilling turpentise
from the gum simply combines severs) di
tinet appliances used in other distillatics
bt makes one process to produce what bat
been subjected to several trials on the old
system.

The gentlemen connected with this new
evterprise have moved in the right diree
tion, and they bring to their new pursuit
all the experience which has justitied itself
in former success, us well as those keen
business qualities which are so unfreqguent
Lere among similar enterprises.

AMUSEMENTS,

, Academy of Music.

This evening will elose the tirst week of
the “Black Crook" representation ot the
Academy of Music. There is so much of
the ballet, so many faseinations of pbyiscal
dovelpg»mem. such gorgeous scenery, such
magnificent wardrobes, that it continaes t0
attract the multitudes to see it, Desides
there is the ventriloguist, the aerial gym:
nasts and the educated dogs,  Graud trans
formation scene at 10:50 P, M,

) St. Charles Thentre.
This evening benefit of Mr. Mark Quialan,
wio will appear in the sensational ramaof
“Bertha, the Sewing Machine Girl.” To
night eloses the reguiar dramatic season:
To-morrow evening Mile. Janguschek, 1B
queen of tragedy, will commence a short
engagement at the St. Charles, opening
with “Mary Stuart.” Box sheet now opes.
Seats may be secured for any night ¢urieg
the week. °
3 Varleties Thentre. X
To-morrow evening, on the occasionof
the benetir_ of Mr. Lorraine Rogers,in conse:
xuunce of its greatsuceess and thy uux\'ﬂ’“l
emand for its repetition, “Julios Cuesar
Wwill be put on ngain for the last time thi
season, with Mr. Lawrence Barrett 38
('vmnu’:. Tuesday evening the “Streets o
New York.” Thursday evening benetit of
Mr. George Riyer, when “Jeasie Brown: of
the Siege of Lucknow,” will be presented,
together with the “Man with the Carpet
bag.” Charlotte Thompson i« underlin
to appesr soou us Feuny Tea Eyek,n Dk
vorce.” =
Opern House,
This evening the opera of *Le Doctesr
Crispin™ and the vaudeville of “L Howme
w'est Pas Parfait.”  To-morrow evenied
benetit of Mr. Dumestre, when will be pre
duced the opera of “Charles VL.
——
The young wife of an elderly residest
awaking from a konnd sleep, began to shake
ler slumbering lord smartly, to make bi

loud rolls of thunder, and desisting fro®

ed herselt quietly 0
is only thunderiog

her attempt she resi

A Jewess in Cleveland gave birth to i

children last week, xpi
The children anud soon after exp

all died immediately

birth.




