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L OF NEW ORLEANS
: g TELL ME HOW,

T .
B R N, FTURPDARD,

lﬂ: dearie |
‘:m,‘:m-l..h vow s
m:'?ivlmlmut you,

uteons muiner Yoao, !
=1 know ; Le stoops 1o sustcl & ki,
e gott.
Ko wind's love for we, #ir;
1 eat not be your 1ose.

1 love wn the bee does
. The mﬂ' weadow alever.”
“f Rpow ; lie drainn it of it sweela,
And then s day is over.
No bee's love for me, sir:
1 will not be your clover,

“ 1 Jove you aa « lady does .
Her Freath of orange flower,

» | kpow ; she only wears it ouce,
Te her bridal hour.

o s Jovo for me, sir

I'in ot you: orsuge Sower.”

“ ® as & man does
Im":-nhﬂvtutﬂl.‘

“ ' thing. she,
5 1 know | & pre lay i

To weat upos
fll—if thore's pothlog beiter—
ul like man's love the beat,

"o it “bve dniln"
B really, now 1),
Bore ia 11 Niss | promived--

it
Fon told me how.”

BASHFUL BOOTS.

“Tell me, Bashfal Boots,” 1 said, “how
“dar ixw‘Vhitbyf"
. thir, my name ithn't Bathful
Booth,” sunswered the child; “it'h Mary
2

! was just sigbteen, and, after bavi
taken my degree in the time-honored Uni-
wersity of Pennsylvania, was making a pe-
“2! tour through the eastern counties
of native State, For severnl hours I

: traversing o wild, wooded region
the inhagl::ntt'a called “the romt,;ﬁnd
which strete or mearly thirty o,
« frow the northesst to the southwest, back
mnoulidgo between ztlthy and
. It was a primitive, picturesque
N:%.h small farms seattered throngh
while the Lills on either side
“ elothed “with the
Arees: There ‘'were o many little
“valleys,
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and 80 toany cross-roads,
h'nlupnt,o fear I had lost wy

Pae
Suddenly there rose before we, over the
of s hill, the chimney and roof of
time-worn, stone farm-house. The fonces
y woss-grown,. thg woods
ey s 1her whka aie'nt agtunt
", 1 w wae t
,&lh scent of water flowers that bloomed
- the little brook near by. A scientific
would have turned from the
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|| scent, ns the pame shows.

the

chanting, I happened to glance np st
o w'.l"vl.u.‘:nenum and
saw there n woman's fuce, so w , 80 Bx-
slted thut for the time she looked like one

of“lth.":.w."my friend, Charley

pu his arm into mine, when
. 1 saw

even your reach, S
the season, my desr fellow, and has had
Jots of earls sod counts disputing her
swiles. Stop, here shid comes and

Borgia in with her, to whom many say she

is mngtd

Wo had b,vh ‘hl:l time nncll:e? nllle dnhle
outaide. As the she looked up,
a8 if some inatinet . told her she was the
suliject of our conversation. For one mo-
ment our oyes met. A thrill went throngh
weo. Never before had 1 known what love
wae, but from that moment I Wus hope-
leud‘{ lost.

“Who is she!" I stammered, when she
and her escort bad passed out of hearing.
“Miss Vonberg, » grest heiress,”
“Geérman 1"

“No, * American, though of German de-
The gossip of
tho last weok. that she has finally made her
oboioe, must be troe; for that was Prince
Borgia, us I sald before; and only some in-
fluential person, one of the Pope's guard,
#4 he is, for example, conld have got & per-
mit to that gallery. The stutely old dame
with them, wo, was his mother; the other
was Miss Vonberg's chaperon, for she is an
orpban. You'd bave kpown all this if you
had been bere through the winter, as | have
been. Why, the young English swells used
to crowd to the fable d'Aote at Miss Von-

of ber at dinner. At last she bad to move
to private apartments in the Palazza Gol-
dons, to avoid being stared out of eouate-
nance.”

Why was it that, notwithstanding this
friendly warning, I went back to my hotel
to think of Miss Vonberg ! Wumm

berg's hotel in the Corsojust to cateh a sight

“in all 1 ask,
Ao uubnvel;;

we they were going
st the Barberini palace this eve-
ning. I am not naked there, but I will go
to the Golden, about the time they will re-

turn, and catoh, unseen, a look at her as
she descends from
The Pulazza

ten and one o'clock that night. Once or
twice I funcied that another cloakea figure
Wi en; on the same srrand; as once or
twice before, when witihing for a light in
Miss Vonberg's window, I had also funcied
I was not alone. At last the ramble of ap-
proaching wheels was heard, and I had fust
time to concenl m behind one of the
hoge colurna that ked the , when
the conch came rattling up. In mnother wo-
ment Mrs. Townsend, followed by Miss Von-
berg, bad dcmndeti:_ the great entrance
swung wide open, and the elderly lady dis
appearcd under the glowing archway. But
her pani d for a t and
looked up and down the
ting sowe one. Had tbe Prince prom-
to follow them bome ! Or had he been
munted from attending the concert; and
she hope that, even at this late hour, he
would pay her o visit! As she stood there,
her rounded white shoulders gleamed like
Parian marble in the doorway; never bad
she looked more gly beautifal,

A jealous pang shot through me, [t was
only for a moment, however, thut she
waited. After » basty glance up and down
the street, and an instant of eager listening,
she turned and entered the portal, the ear
ringe, meantime, driving rapidly away. As
abe went in, I stepped noheluo*{ forward,
wy eyes b to foilow her till she disap-

taken in fancying that, in passing
looked at we with evident interest! All
that duy her was before me. At
night 1 dreamed ber; dreamed sbe had
mude me bappy, snd woke to find out my
delusion, aud to wish I could have slept on
forever, with dreams so blissful.

But sleep would vot come again, Be-
sides 1 bad an engugement with an old di-
plomatic friend t accompaoy him, his
wife and bis wife's wether on a drive out
on the Campagns. There had some
remorkable excavations made lately at the
Scava, which he wished we to see 1
dressed, breakfasted and joined my friend.

We had finisbed our investigatious, and
were about to reenter our barouche, when
1 heard shbricks and the rush of wheels,
and, glancing up the road, saw & carrd
spprosching at full gallop. In wvain (be
coschman tugged at the fri stoeds.
On, on they tore, the barouche bounding
from side to side behind thew. threatening

, she sto,
he:nbermnth. fl was then I ad-

We soon managed to quite well ac-
quainted. Whitby, alie told wme, was “ just
over the mountain, not more than an hour's
walk.” She lived with her maternal uncle,
who owned the farm-houso, which had been
her grandfatber’s and ber great-grand-

before. “ Papa was minister,” she

“We lived in the city till be and
amamma died.”

I was about to walk on, when she asked

e alyly if 1 wonldn't like a drink of mlk.

Blie was guing to the spring-house, she
1 assented most gladly, and she
; gaily before me, flitting along like o
dree, happy bird.

Have you ever, my dear resder, seen »
real old-fazhioned Pennsylvania -pria‘(-
il e . Nateral A pomarelly

uilt over & nat g, generally
shaded by » 'eaplni willow or some an-
cient forest treo, snd Hloored with brick and
stone?! My lttle hostess, kueeling down,
i some milk up from & pas that floated
in over-running stream which made the
cirenit of the -house inside. Never,
befure or sinoe, bave I bad a draught so de-

8.
Afterward I sat down on the low, turfy
bukim and chatted with my listle
“Do you know,” said she, artlessly, “I
like better than town! You hear
the ot daybreak; you can bunt for
wild flowers. Oh! such viclets, and bloe
bells, sod quaker ladies we bave here,”
“And buttercaps, too, I hn{;ﬁ."
o you know

:

it

“Yes, yes, butteroups.
how ultell if you like butter 1" she maked,
"Dnn'{.l' You bold the buttercop to
Your cbin.”

8he classped her hands, and laughing

“How do you know that 1

“Oh, 1 know more than yon think,™ I
answered coolly, but feeling o young man’s
r{de, neverthelene, in bher admiration.
m(?u; you tell we, for instance, what is

is 1"

T bad boen, ss my babit was, pokiog with
my stick into“the turf, snd now I had
a beavy, rusty-looking bit of stone

thot rolled at my feet.

*No," she said, “with some contempe; “I
don't care for dirty rocks; 1 care for flow-
o aud trees.”

“But this dirty bit ot roek,” I answered,
“is hematitio ore,” quite willing to shos off
my geological knowledge, and forgett'ng
that she would be wholly ignorant of the
matter. “If there’s & vein of it on vour

, mmele's farm it will make his fortupe, 1
shouldn't wonder if there was" | added.
“This ore i always found in just suen lo-
calities, where the tljlpd) kes,” snd I waved
my stick in the direction of the ragged,
knife-edged hills that roee in front, “hreak
through the sandstones. Why, it's aa good
»s » gold mine, my dear.” ¢

“Agold mine!” Her eyes were ligger

than ever now.

‘Yes, as as & gold mine. If the
farm was e, I'd sink shafts at ovoe. Iy
your uncle at home ™ *

“No. He has gone to Whithy."

“Waell, then, mind you teil him when
he comes howe to-uight. It will do no
barm, at any rate.” As I spoke I rose

gl‘:c-! looked down and put ber finger to
her m?‘;uh again. At last with a shy blush

she said:

“Wonld you mind writing it down ! the
big word, I mean.”

“Oh! the name of the ore. Certainly
pot,” I said, laughing. 1 tore uleaf from
mwy memorandum book as 1 spoke, and
wrote the word us she requested.

“Do you often come this way I” she asked,
banbfully, as I offered my band and said
good-

1 was never here before, little one, and
don't know that I shall ever come agnin.”

Her face fell.

“But 1 should like to come
next summer,” I added.

“Ehe brightenod up agnin.

“Oh, do come,” ed. “Do you know
1 like you—ever so much !

When I resched the turn of the wood, at
the top of the Lill above, I stopped to look

. My little soqusintance stood just
where 1 lind Jeft her, gazing wistfully after
mo. 1took off my hat, she curtesied, and

I will try

' wcene in t. But a poet or T | the lives of the two ladies who seemed to be
would bave oharmed by it. tan- | 1) only °m§::u of tho carris; g:, and
¢ ﬁ Juxuriant growth oarried the from ‘one of ‘W came the shrie)
- buck for a century to the landscapes | 7 oy but the work of aa instant for
hat ing d UEH | me to rush forward, seize the nigh
twist the bit until I threw hm t his
Cm-l.:‘;’z .l‘;»a field tlp:twoud im and the {ﬂuw. and m&u’ :be’ -m;h: lnrcbl:
house, vancing my direction, was t sDa) o sent CORO!
~wlittle girl. Sho wore an old sun-b man e from bia ssat. In another
and loose sack; and carried an earthenware | instant my friend bad come to my md,
pitcher in herhand : yet in wpite of these | the u-uui;d been cut, and all danger was
u& B ivel rrg e lhu;dm over.
- t, intelligent in ber eyes an | f ste to the door, hat in hand, to as
“mie of refinement in ber face. Ob- | ol ST 1) alight. The one newrest
serving a stranger, ped sbyly, with | o an elderly woman, whose shrieks bad

rens the air, falrly tum B0 Y Srms.
It took both my friend and mysels, she was
50 helpless, to carry ber to the bank by the
rondside, where we put hér down. en,
leaving wy companion and the ladies of the
¥ to attend to her, I hurried back to the
be. But before 1 could reach it the
other occupant, springing out, had
met me ball way. Apparently, she was as
eool and cumpoued‘ a8 if in her bt:i\zu-mm
at home. As I began to apol for m
delsy she threw back ber veil and smil
revealing the face of Miss Voubery.
1 felt ns if I walked on air,
“ Huw can we thank you sufficiently I”
she said, in the softest, most umdc‘i of
voices. * 1 had given ourselves up for lost,
when you rushed forward so bravely.”
Never shall 1 forget the emphasis on these
last words, or her looks as sbe spoke them.
1t waa nothing,” yet my heart beat high
and proud. **Nothiug more than any other
would bave dope.”
« Pardon me,” she answered, “I do not
think s0. It was an even chance that the
horse would trample you to death, and only
beroes take such risks as that,” Her great
Juno-like eyes blazed ss she uttered these
wo!
She had in ber enthosiasm. Bat
now, as if m‘l]e she had been too frank,
she colored violently and moved quickly
forward, saying, “ Exouse me, but sunt, I
perceive, is g me.
“How shall we ever get back to Rome I”
eried the poor old lady, who bad recovered
from ber faint. 1 never, never can trust
myself bebind those horses again.”
“If you will nceept them, the seats of
r_v !Eiend and myself are at your service,”
said.
“But you will have to walk back to
Romwe.”
“That is a trifle,” I replied.
“The distance must be four or five miles,
But for my aunt I could not think of ae-
cepting.”  She hesitated. “I suppose there
is no other alternative. How can we ever
repsy you!" She gave me her hand in part-
ing, smiling bewil::luntly.
%’hu long milea back to the Latearn gate
seetned but & fow steps, I wus so intoxicated
with Lappioess, P
Intoxicated with happiness, and with
drepms that 1 soon foand to be, alas ! hope-
less ones; for, culling the next day at the
Pulazza Goldona, the first person I saw in
the ssloon was Prince Borgis, to whom
Miss Vonberg introduced me. He had
henrd of the event of the day before, and
he scowled at we asif Tbad interfered with
him, Miss Vonberg bersell was ill st ease.
She watched the Prince soxiously—so
anxionsly that in & little while I rosn to go.
I think I pever was so angry. Miss Von-
berg was evidently eng to the Prince,
and, moreover, was afraid of him. She was
as different in his pmenl :e g;oe the bright,
trank, enthusiastio girl of the Campagna as
it was possible to bg “Another mn’!rl:o w
rank,” I suid, wrathfully. “What fools our
Amertcan girls make of themselves™ You
nee, | had gone there expecting a warm wel-
cowe, dreaming impossible dreaws, and thia
was "l_T revenge. »
Now cuwe days and weeks of intolerable
misery. Angry as I was I could not gelt‘rid

entirely. 1 was #o absorbed thay |
observe another closked figure which
the portal And' 1..1:':': pnn'gllg-hl"‘fhrg
) w ¥ tly fo
after me. All 1 noticed was that Miss
s l;}yhlnuo_f_. as if detectin
teps behind her. To escape recogn

tion, I darted o one side, thr,:’-hg the
cloak over wy face, A dagger, that would
have penetrated my bLeart if is had gone
where it was intended, struck me ou the
boulder-blade and glanced off; bat it was

did not
had

driven with such force. that coming unex-
pectedly as it did, it prostrated me prone
on my face.

A g shriek cut the still night air,
there was & rash of woman's g::meau. and

was koeeling beside me, on-
deavoring to lilt me up.

“He is murdered !” she cried; and never
shall I forget the agony of that voice. “The
Prince has dove it.” en ina whisper, as
ber nrms clasped me fraotieally, “Oh! my
love—"

Could I belicve m

ears! Was it we she

called by that en g epithet! Fora
moment 1 rem, passive in the dear
arms that ircled me, till, hearing the

footsteps of the porter und Mre. Townsend,
1 was compelled to 1ise.

“I am not hurt, darling,” I said; “T was
only stunned for & moment—"

" God ! she cried, with a long,
eager look. Then she started back, the
color deluging her face, her hands went up
to bide it, snd she burst into tears.

My arms were around ber immediately.
in spite of the spectators. “You knew me,"
;m; “you mbvo—oh! mercifal
{1 ! what i
She looked up at me timialy.

“Yes, I kuew you,” sbe ied softly. “1
bave seen you watching my window some
nights. 1 lunusd to warn you agsinst the
Prince, but I never bad a ce. I knew

our life was in danger—" and she broke
own sgain.

The next morning found me an early vie
itor st the Pulazza Goldoma, for, as the
reader mndy -ng;pone, Idid not leave Rome
by the widnight train. Ny mistress met
we, all smiles and blushes.

“In love with Prince in,” she cried
indignantly, when I con wmy jealouky.
“] am too thoronghly an American ever to
bave married any foreigner, least of all
Prince Borgia. For weeks I have done
everything sbort of rudeness to get rid of
bim. His wother, before he came to Rome,
war very kind to me, and 1 conld not, for
her sake, treat him ss 1 otherwise should.
Ever since that day on the or
rather the day after, when I saw his man-
ner toward you, 1 have dreaded some such
attempt us this, for I know his jealous, vin-
dictive nature.”

“It was just that anxiety I misinterpret-
ed,” I cried. “It made me sure that you
loved bim. I"thonght it was for him you

Were anxious.
8he laughed lightly. “You oufht to have
& better opinion of yourself declare I
she added suddenly, starting from wy side,
“1 do believe it was I that proposed, after
all. Fie on you! ‘Faint heart never won
fair lndy," sir.” -
But 1 drew ber sgain to me, and kissed

her, and she nestled on my bosom, blushing
and happy, and forgiving me, At last she

glanced vp, shyly.
“But I have a confession to make,” she
said. “You won't be angry I
“Certainly not. How could 17
“Promise.”
“I promise.”
“Jt is something you onght to know be

fore 1 become your wife, Perhaps—per
haps haps—it may make you change
your mind.”

She uid her face on my bosom agein.
“Nothing can wake me change wy mind.”
“Not if 1 tell you,” and she spoke ia a
voice so low I eould hardly hear her, ““that
I wos—in love—before I

I started. Her besitation, her whole
manner #ent & sudden chill through me.
Was it but the ashes of a heart, then, that
I bad won !

““You prowised,” she said hurriedly, “not
to'be angry. And it may make & difference
if 1 tell"‘yon it was » long time ago.”

“AL ™ I cried. forcing s smile, but no
words can deseribe my torture.
“But—but—=" ghe resumed, “I kept on
loving him. Naoy! don’t stari—forgive me
It was a sort of youthful dream, you see.
He was wy ideal of everything grest and
noble—my Bayard, my Sidoey, my Sir
Lancelot.”

1 winced more and more.
rack to this? .

“But, darliog” (sbe had never gtopped,

but went on, burriedly), “it is you"f':\.

What was the

of Mias Vunberg's imuge. Her bl g
eager face, as she thanked me on the Caw-
pagua, was rising up before me constantly;
and at every rocurrence of that seductive
vision 1 was more wadly in love than eyer.
More than this, whenever I bappenod to
find her alone she was graciousness itself,
patural, frank, sympathetic and charmin
beyond words. But if the Prince hup[u:neﬁ
to come in, she froze toward me at once.
Was she o flirt] Everything contradicted
this idea. No, she was pledged to the
Pripee, and was afrsid of awakening his
Jealousy, Yet Iloved herin spite of ull.
The rveader will say it was insanity, Per
Laps it was. Perhaps all love at fires sight
is. ain and again had I laughed atsuch
s p n; had ealled it boylsh: and said it
wiis imposasible tor & man of sense; yet hore
I was, at eight aud twenty, as much aalave
to love at t sight, as the veriest lad of
seventeon. Night and day I thought only
of Miss Vonberg. I baunted every place I
lho“ﬁ‘hl I wight meet her—the Pincian hill,
the .
the opers, the Corso. Her sweot, low voice,
her enchanting swile, bor divine face and
figure were always in yision before me.

. n I plun into the forest
‘.'i‘hm':li lﬁt Whithy, I had occssion for
my pavcil-caze, a thin, golden one, with my
name epgraved ou it. 1 could not find it
snywhere. “Where have 1leftit?” Ihad
quite forgotten that 1 bad used it in the
ghoose, und might bave dropped it

At last eams a crisis. The Prince's orig-
inully cold bouteur despened into almost
surly insolence. Onee or twice Miss Voon-
berg, I thonght, feared um explosion. I
ehall never forget the imploring lovk ehe
gave me at u ball, when the Prinee, finding
we at her side, quite forgot he was » gen-
tleman. That lvok was the Jast drop in my
cup of bitterness.

*8Bhe is grateful to me for that day on the
Campagns,” I sald to wysell, “and bas not
the heart to refuse me an occasional danee;
bt sho throws berself on my mercy; she
mo b{ her louks not to incense the

Why do T stay here to complicate
matters? 1 self much
Tonger if the
there will be an affrsy and a scandal, for

her name will be dragged into public gos-

rrgose gardens, the YVille Pamphilia,

now that ! Only I must telhyou
all, 1 worshipped my youthful fane
till the day ov the Campagua. And now 1
bave something to return to him—not ex-
actly a love token, but what I have kept s
a memento—." )
“And you wish me to write to him and
send this—this memento!” I interrupted
curtly, and quite withdrawing from her. 1
oame very near saying. “never.”
“If you please,” she answered demurely,
rising and courtesying. As she spoke ehe
drew from her ket a small faded bit
of paper, that had apparently been torn
from a memorandum book, and a thin,
worn, gold pencil case. .
For an iustant I was dumb with amaze-
ment. 1 looked at the pencil-case, and then
at the merry face, whioh was now rippling
all over with fun. Like a flash everything
came back to me; the wild, wooded hills;
the stone furm hounse; the lush grusses; the
water-cresses; I saw the shy, bashful child,
with ber wilk-pitcher. I recognized the
Tace, too, at last, in the one before me.
“‘How could I fuil to recognize it before !
I mid to miyself, half angrily, All my
Jealousy was goue in an instant. For it
was I who had been hor ideal through all
these vears; it was I who had been her
Bayard, her Siduey, hor Sir Lancelot.
lfuu-d like one transfixed, stammering :
ot LA el -

“Bashiul Boots,” with another courtesy,
aod 8o roguish s look, “or Bathful Booth
as I belleve T said in those daye.” d

Then she told me how it alf came about.
She bad {‘"'“ ny memorandum to her un-
cle, who began hmmediately to look for ore,
and was bappily rewarded by Ginding o
vein, He was soon a rich man,

“We all nhm&i; the S"]"m‘" anid
my mistress. My cousin and I wers went
10 mlmuﬂu achool at Bethlehem, and

unele’s two sons went to We
48 our bene-

thought and uponofm

" sho said, nestling close to me, “and

terrible culamity befel us, My uncle's
and be was ord to New
he winter. The family all

;;n.t; e!x:ept myself, for I remained at Beoth-

stadies. There was an jon,” she
shuddered all over, “syou may have beard of
ft—and they were -ﬂ lost, father, mother,
sons and davghter.”

“It was ip that way,” she resumed, after
a while, “that I came by the name of Von-
. It was wy uncle’s (he was my moth.
or's , and I was to taks it, with the
v I mnarried; for my uncle
strange to say, sa if by & presentment, bad
made a will for this véry contingency.”
“This is why I pever recognized you,"
said L. “The name threw me off the track
wmﬂ:ﬂdy."
“That won't do, sir,” she said, “for I
recognized you at once. I knew you the
first day, when I saw you st St. Peter’s,
BI;I;‘ » woman is alwsye the most faith-
ul.

Prines Borgia left Rome that morning for
un indefinite period, as was given out. His
sudden flight confirmed oor belief that he
bad hired & bravo to assassinate me.
Some one Is looking over my shoulder as
I write.
“Jt is & shame to tell all that nonsense
aliout your wife,” she says. “People will
say I made love to you.” i
But I answered with s kiss, which brings
blushes to her cheek, for, though she bas
been married for six years, she s still my
“Bashful Boots.”

A Visit to Laura Fair.

A San Francisco correspondent of the St.
Louis Democrat writes:

By uliar good luck, and the help of
some friends, three of us obtained aop inter-
view yvesterday with Mra Laura Fair, of
the famous Fair-Crittenden murder case.
Mrs, Fair, it will be remembered, waa tried
and convicted; an appeal was made to the
Supreme Court, and & new trial was given
her. This will coumence early next month.
For the present she is an inmate, as she has
been since her first incarcerstion. of the
county fail. \

To reach it you toil up, through evil look-
ing streetz, one of the steepest hills in the
city. The jail is & nurrow, cramped strue-
tare, not uuinviting externally, but ill ven-
tilsted and poorly srrunged within, sug-
gesting that, like the boy of the fable, who

wear u longer coat, San Francisco most
soon decrease the ber of her eriminals
or build them more commodious quarters.
After rambling through the corridors, past
cells where halt & dozen persons we hud-
dled together, snd where strange Chinese
names adorned the portals, we gave our
cards to the sherifl, a xood-nlmregl: gentles
manly fellow, who spent without a murmer
the better part of half ld:{rinonrmicr.
The ak disuppoared ugh = pisin
doorway, and after a few moments absence
returned, with an invitation for us to enter.

A young girlish-looking woman advanced
to give us kindly greeting. It took a seo
ond thought to be convinced shat this was
Mrs. Fair—a fuir-baired, tall but slight per-
sop, with an abundance of nnglets caught
buck snd allowed to escape through the
knot of o loosely tied ribbon, large expres-
sive eyes, pretty, oven eeth, and a mouth
that itted the paradox of being at
the same time the bomiliest and the most
beautifal feature  of  au . altogether
attractive face, Her expression I8 con-
stantly, varying, owing to the changing
oslor of her eyes, and the play of smiles
awut ber large but regulurly formed
m ath. She bas, perhiaps, been o handsome
w o mag—certaintly a fascinsting one—but
cosfinement is telling on her. She was
drzssed, us most San Francisco ladies me
at this time of the year, in a white pique
dress, with an over skirt and plait trin-
wings. A neat-fitting red flannel sack en-
cased her shoulders, and a simple pin con-
fived the plain collar at the throat.

The room, which s psinfully swall, is
furnished with & cottage set, to which a
work basket and a Jow rocking-chair
mdded something to the appearance of wo.
wanly comfort. We apologized for intrud-
ing, and half explained our errand. She
toyed & moment with our cards, and seemed
to be weighing our names.

“You are newspaper men "

“Two of us, madam, and the third an al-
derman,” ~

“Ah, well, 1have nothing to fear from
aldermen—they are harmless—and I think
you gentlemen of the press are my rriends,”
and so she dropped into an easy converss-
tion, entertaining us withont any apparent
Suwbarr t and with abundant humor,
and far better than the most aceomplished
society lndy would entertain three strange

entlemen who had forced themselves upon

or.

At first badinage ruled, and she proved
o full mateh for her guests, parryiog and
thmﬁ:ﬁ in the liveliest manner, and with
the quickest repartee, She avoided all re-
f to the eir of the crime
with which she is charged, but conversed
freely upon her early life, much of which
was spent in Mississippi, where sho was
born, and in Alabama. She laughingly re-
marked that she was posted upon the ohject
of the St. Louis delgation in San Francisco,
and was strongly in bopes the thirty-fifth
parallel road would soon be bumlt—so
-tmnrly. in fuct, that she was half a mind
to tell her lawyer to buy her a quantity of its
stock. Nearly an hour was spent in eas
conversation, which was only terminate
when the sheriff suggested that we had
tarried long enough. She gave us messages
to friends in St. Louls, whom she hoped
soon to visit, and asked us to call again if
it wounld afford us any pleasure.

She is writing a play, it s reported, and
if this be troe, and sho gives balf the spice
to it she did to the conversation ia our in-
terview, it will bave no danger of dragging
or lucking in any way in interest. What-
ever else she may be, she isa clover wo-
wan, and hanging, to speak barshly, would
be about the worst use sho could possibly
be put to. Public sentiment bere s, how-
ever, sot against her and unless she oh
taina a change of venue to some more fa-
vorable county, it will require the bright-
est wits of the legal profession o procure
Ler release,

Better than Goid.

Good babits are better than gold. A
wise business man will give a poor maa
baving no bad habits credit rather than a
dissipated rich man., The following illus-
trates this fuot:

Horace B, Clafiin, a prominent member
of the Baldhended Clnb, is as quaint and
humorons as he is keen witted and rich.
They tell the following good story about
him:  On the fifteenth ofg February, about
five o'clock, Claflin was sitting alone in his
private office. when s young wan, pale and
careworn, timidly kovocked and entered.
#Mr. Claflin,” saidl he, “I am in peed of
belp. 1 bave been unable to meet certain
paymenta, because cortain parties have not
done an they tas"rved by me, and would like
to bave §10,000, T coms to you because
you were afgiend to my father, und might

o friend to'me.” “Come in,” said Clatlin,

“come in and héve a glass of wine.,” “No,"
said the young Mman, “I don't drink.”
“Have & cigar, theni” *“No, I never

smoke.” “Well,” said gthe joker, “I would
like to acoommodate vow, but I don’t think
Ican," “Very well,” saidthe young man,
us he was about to leave the room, *I
thought {mrhnp- you might. Good day,
sir.”  “Hold on," sald Mr. Claflin; “‘you
don't drink?” “No.” “Norsmoke!™ *“No.”
“Nor gamble, nor nothing of the kind!”
“No, sir; I am superintendent of the
Sunday school.” “Well,” said Cloflin, with
tears in his voice nnd kis eyes too, “you
sball bave it, and thres times the amount
if yon wish, Your father let we have
£2000 once, and ssked me the same gues-
tione. He trusted me, and I will trust you.
No thanks—I owe it to you for your father s
trust.”

——— e
The malicious New York Commercial is
responsible for this: “A charmning young
Indy at the Homeopathic fair lsst night was
trying to induce a married gentloman, se-
companied by his wife, to tuke n chunce in
« $600 dismond cross. ‘Do take u chauce,
dear ! nsked his wifein a plaintive volee,
‘Pshaw! you are cross enough for me,
Mirunda, said the capnibal busband, who
afterward took his wife home, but returned
alone to flirs with a preity young lady,”

_——————
Mazzini's large fortune will be Inherited
i of consid-

by his dnicoe, 8. young
erable !l .bmty’. and st present art-
eritie of m paper at Turin.

was admonished to steal shorter fish or

" [Por the Bubday Republican.]
ADIEU.

|Respoctfully inseribed to Miss Marie E. Gorlon,
iste of the Varioties Thestre.]
Adlen, sweet lady | Not & lnst good bye ;
For we thy mewory will long retaln ;
Kind sepbyrs waft with many & gentle sigh
Thy homeward step o'er valley, hill and plain.
Weo'll moet agaln !

»
Thou fiyest far from fever, hoat and droughs,
But summer skies do not forever reign ;
The Northern winter drives the swallows South,
Thou, (oo, we trust, will iy to us agaln
From winter's bane.

There are not many fMithful, kind sod true
An thou art, lady. in enrth’s pageant vain,
No 1ast good bye, but thus, & Diea !
Fur surely, Marie, there we'l meot again,
Peyond earth's pain |
FLORERCE M—

JEAN INGELOW.

Some Acceunt of Her by Laura Cartis
Bullard.
[From the Golden Age.)

Jean Ingelow lives in the weatern part of
London, that “great sprawling city,” as
Robert Browning aptly calls it, which
sprawls every year over a wider and wider
The home of the poetess is in one of

area.
the dingy rows of unpretending dwellings
which Hne the miles and miles of London

n.rc.-eu.mnd :lvb'wh di{ﬁer fmxs each othe:
only in their degrees of age and consequen
dln{lncu. Theur? is nothing cheerful about
the exterior of any London bouse. This ia
a wild way of ststing the faoct that of all
dismal-loo abodes fur the human race
those erected for and ocoupied by the Loo-
don citizen are the most dismal.

"Evel? Engliahtan's house is his castle,”
a8 we all know; for the troe Briton, whether
at home or abroad, takes especial delight in
reiterating this truth for the instraction of
the stranger and foreigner. “Every Lon-
doner's house is his privon,” is the free
trunslation of this statement, which the
stranger is inclined to make for himself, as
Lo sees for the first time the blank walls,
substantial, grim and grimy, behind which
the British bouseholder entrenches himself.
If, in the vain attempt to add a little cheer-
fulness to these sombre habitations, sowme
of the Londoners do fill' the baleonies out-
side their windows with flowers, the
bng.ht blossoms oniy bring the heavy
background into more vivid contrast
snd make the gray, dirty bricks behind
them look dirtier and grayer than before.

Miss Ingelow is too sensible s person to
be betrayed into any weakness o xt.hh Bort.

Revolution and
the South of

o e ol
cotton was
:i‘trem. ' ts ging to private citd

uummwunlmuduoourdm

tured snd abandoned s;:pmy not,
?hpieb,in fun,hndnospg.m 'ol}?l::l:

d more justitied theSeizure \
o Sens WS e
A k. S else. It was neither

nbu:éd.rrm;z‘y‘—for it was taken ﬁm’n‘
ts owners—nor was

ol o ,.orn o,, rding to any defini-
tion of that word to be found among any
pu:opla living under the Christian dispensa-

0.
It was o lawless seizure of private prop-
erty—a sequestration by fomol‘ the p! ul'e.:).r
property of certain persons—no
aoy Oﬁmm they bad committed, but because
it was cotton, easily converted into money,
found in quantities; and after all it
was only spolling the tinns—they were
mere re stand upon A mere ques-
tion of abstract justice! True, the same
rensoning would have justified the sack of
the city; but no matter for that.

Well, this cotton wes sold. Earge pri-
vate fortunes were made by loyal treasury
wtmu who manipulated * the business.

hat remsined—some $26,000,000—found
its way into the lnn\l?. Con, kindly
said to the sufferers: If you cgoooe w go
into the Cm:in of Claims, and .:llmn that
we captured your property, and did not
take it by mere high-handed rob , and
can prove that you have always n n
luy‘r citizen, ete., why, you may bave what
we reoeived for your cotton, though that is
a small part.

Claimants, representing about half this
sum, brought suit within the time limited
by law, and if they all recovered judgment
the treasury would vnjustly retain balf of
the roeeez of this di ful eote

The Supreme Court of the United States
has solemnly decided that this cotton, or
ite p ds, never belonged to the United
States, but still belongs to the origival
owners; that these owners, who have taken
the amnesty oath or been pardoned, may

rosecute their suits, if commenoced in A
n the court of claims, and have jodgment
for the prooeeds, on proving ownership and
seizare. Many ments have been re-
covered and not yet collected. It is almost
incredible. that any one, in aither house,
or in any department of the government,
eould rl)e fool og knnbve euo_nglla.’ for the
sake of perpetunting the original injustice,
to make another attack upon the judicial
department of the government.

’r'hs amendment w:.n pushed through the

Thonfh & poetess. ale is pr
{‘udlc ous woman, with “no

er; 50 ahe leaves the exterior of her house
to its own native wgliness, and makes of
the interior as coxy
as we would desive to see. The little par-
lor is bright with warm-huoed furniture and
n cheerful conl fire; books aud peedle-work
lie side by side on the centre-table; pic-
tures, birds and flowers betray the taste of
the womanly woman who has wmade the
place such @ comfortable, cheerful and

3 >t | unl pz'nvndheuano Ao s s
\id unless 1 ury wo ro
romunce” about | 0 ebela of $70,000,000.
But it is asserted that the judgmenta in
comfortable a nest | the captured and abandoned prope

will sbsorb & amount of th:v public
funds, Without any commentary on sucha
prﬁpo-‘lltll:n. let lhe' t:bts»“eummod.f %

report of the Secretary of the
Trn’mry. May 11, 1868, ex. doe., No, 56,

Senate, 2d sess., 40th Con . 53, the
total amount of proceeds J ulupumuml
bandoned covered iuto the

tasteful spot, so fall of the at here of
home, that & return to & botel seems to
the chanoe guest, from sheer force of con-
trust, so dreer & necessity as to be almwost
unendurable.

Miss Ingelow berself is a buxom, fine-
looking woman, somewhere near ber for-
ties. © has au abundsnce of soft brown
bair, which she winds in s graceful fashion
of her own about her head; bright, dark
eyes, and_a lovely changing color, which
comes and goes in ber cheeks at the alight-
est provocation. She is shy, delicate and
reserved, and has » true English aversion to
being looked ut, and & still greater borri
of being written about.  Miss Ingelow is »
thorough conservative in jdeas as well as in
tastes, She is borrified by the commune
and all its works. * For the French republic
she has little sympathy, while for the Eng-
lish Liberal party she harbors sentiments ss
nearly spproaching detestation as it is in
her :eutla nature to feel toward any person
or thing. She thares the conviotions of the
loyal Briton, which are briefly : That
the English government, &8 it now exists,
is a8 near to perfection us any bumanly-de-
vised form of government can be. This, of
course, explains the national dread of any
change in the old landmarks.

Ten and Kinsen.

1 have already alluded to the fact that
there is one thing which you may be mor-
ally cerdain what an American woman will
do when she sits down to a table, in any
clime, at any hour, and under any cirenm-
stunces, and that is, if she be a free agent,
" ahe orders a cup of tea. But, before going
any further, I wish to qualify this sweeving
sasertion. Sbe is almost equally as likely
to kise'a baby on first sight. Now, kissing
n baby means, with most women, almost
devouring it bodily. Smnfely enongh,
such kissea as men give only to women,
women only give to babies. No lover and
no husband in the world can throw one of
them in so fine a frevzy as the sightof &
small, roly-poly mass of pink and white
fiesh, done up in embruidered Hanmel,
tucked painsook and pink ribbons. But
the charm gradually wears away after the
child is a yeur old; and Iasm notable to
certify whether its first freshness lasts over
that time in the man's case.

At the close of one of Mrs. Swisshelm's
orations, she asked if any male citizen was
resent who was opposed to woman suf-
rage; if so she would like to have him
stand vp and give his reasons. To the sur-

prise of every one present, the serious
minded chaplain of the Ohio penitentiary
arose. Some one hinted to Mrs, Swiss-

helm his ealling and position, when Mra.
Swisshelm inquired if he had any women in
the penitentiary. “Yeés,” replied the chap-
luin, “we have twelve, and they make more
trouble than the whole nine hundred men.”
_——————

Mr. Levy, s blind Englishman, asserts
thit he can not ouly tell when he is oppo-
site a solid body, but “can discriminate
whether it is tall or short, slender or
bulky.” Ifa fence he can tell whether it is
open like & board or a rail fence, or closed;
whether it is of stone or wood, or a close
Anotber blind man could tell when

hodge.
Mr.

thick clouds obscured the horizon.
Levy cnlls this “fagial perception,” as coy-
ering his face with & thick veil entirely ob-
scures ohjecta from this sensationnl dis-
cernment.
et e e

A very attractive dresa for the promenade
was made of steel colored Irish poplin.
Upon the underskirt were four narrow
flounces, cut in seallops and bound with the
samo. The polonaise was scallo and
looped high at tlie sides. Over this was a
cape which was open in the back, being cut
in scallops and baving & bow und ends of
?terkl colored ribbons near the neck at the
MCK.

Henry Ward Beecher said to his congre-
gation in & sermon on home life and hospi-
tality, Sunday: *“ I honor the woman wEo
comes 10 we when I call, in the dress suited
to her work. I don't like to sit buried in
plush in the parlor waiting three-quarters
of an houor for a tollet.  What ix good
enough for you is good enough for vour
fﬁl‘nllﬁ.” =

A lady, fond of reading Bulwer's works,
went Into a book store s short time sineco,
just as one of the’ clerks had killed a large
rat. 1 wish to see *‘What Will He Do With
It I"* said she to a boy behind the connter.
“Well,” said the boy, “if you'll step to the
window, you will probubly see him sling it
into the back lot,’ :

A discussion is going on between the
press of 8t. Louis and Chicago 0s to which
of the two cities is the greater “‘railroad
centre.” St. Louis claims as grain feeders
eleven roads, of sn aggrogate length of
2932 miles, which figures aro knocked out of
sight by a Chicago list of twenty-one roade,
with o total of 6391 miles.

Daniel Webster oneo said: 1 well re.
wember & marked difference between those
of my shoolmutes who had, and those who
bad not, access to ne wipapers. Other things
being equal, the first were always superior
to lgn Intter in debate, composition and
genernl intolligence.”

e ———

“Cast iron sioks” 1 the legend on the
sign of 8 Hartford plomber. K:Woll, who
the devil anid it didn't§” was the m
of an inebriated man of sin, who
over thres or four times, and chuckled when
he thought be saw the joke.

an P
Treasury will be found to be $25,257,931 &2,
Tothis ¢ in be sdded sales of the quarte rmas-
terof the ent of the Guif, New Or-
Jeans, A. B. Holubird, (see ex. doe. No. 97,
H. R., 39th Congress, 2d sesa., p. 39) which
smounts to $834.529 34, or a total receipt
from this source of $26,002,460 96, and this
balance remaius after the Secretary of the
Treagury has paid out of the fund on an ex-
arte showing $2,210,476 96, See ex. doc-
fl. R. No. 114, 39th Congress, 2d sess., p. 13,

By the Jaw of March 12, 1863 (vol. XIL,
Statutes at Large, soction three, page 80,
ete.,) suit could be brought by owner for
procecds “ut sny time within two years
after the suppression of the rebellion.”

This limitation expired August 20, 1863;
therefore, no suits could be brought there-
after, and none bave been. After the
statute of limitation commenced to run, an
abstract of all cases ding in the Court
of Claima shows as follows:

Suite pending were for— .
22 840 Lales cotton from New Orleans,
average value in SUTY... 52,770,808 M
23,016 balen

from lud:dnsyl Arkan-
wiz, Tennessee urthern

7 NSRRI b 5082 953 40

77,546 bales Savannah Upland Geor
BB o cnsnosangrece shasssssneye 45T 18
i1 Sea Inland 197,253 29

460,535 30

bales ton, South Caro-
lins, Sea Island ........... 53,028 84
30,173 bales Mobile, Alabamn. ...... 49377 48
49 bales North Carolina...... TLE52 78
82,571 bales, worth.,........... veer. 15,327,708 35

It will be seen that if every dollar sued
for was recovered under judgment, the case
would stand as follows:

Amount of proceeds of sales of captured
and sbandoned property in treasury, $26,-
02,460 96; total mmount of all suits pend-
ing when limitation commenced to runm,
$15727 788 35, le-vintﬁ in the treasury a bal-
ance of $10,364,672 61,

Ry reference to House of Representatives
document No, 97, hereinbefore alluded to,
it will be seen m:ge ten) that there were re-
ceceived and disposed of t&the United
States treasury agents 156,384 bales of
cotton; the number sued for being 92,571
bales, leaving yet unclaimed 63,8161 bales,

The first suits for cotton came to & judg-
ment at the December term, 1866, since
when, up to the fourth of April, 1872, laat
month, the whole amount pnhi out has
been $2,858 612 02, ns per first controller's
record in Tressury Department, being but
$648,135 06 more than was paid out by the
Secretary of the Treasury prior to March
30, 1868, when the fund was ordered to be
covered ioto the treasury, and which was
paid out without the authority of law.

When this country was governed by
statesmen the independence and dignity of
the jodwial department of the government
wore respected —private rights, establisbod
by soletn judgment, were secure ; but with
ignorance and fanaticism nothing is safe or
siscred,

The time was if the Sapreme Court hikd
decided that the government had in its pos-
session money that did not by law belong to
it, but did by law belong to another, no
Senator could have been found either to
q'uenliun the decision or to vote to withhold
the money. In other days they m‘*mﬂed
the independence of the judicial depart
ment, and ne Senator inquired whether it
wounld pay to be just or how much it would
oost 1o be honeats— Washington Patriot.

On Choosing Men,

Almost all rules are bad which tend to
limit the choice of men for employment of
any kind. Any rule, for insrance, about ex-
ceas of nge, is injudicions. The powers of
different men are so various, that it is not
too much to say, that men are often twenty
years youpger or older, than their age ue-
cording to years. I welook at the great
events, not only in ancient history, but at
those of the last few years, we shall seo that
the greatest of those events have been car-
ried to o ‘vrﬂ"lmrom issue by men who were
anything but yonng,

Now, why should we confine our view in
this matier to generals, and kings, and
statesmen! If the view ix good for any-
thing, it applies to all men; and & more
foolish thing is seldom done by any govern-
ment, by nmnor body of men, or by any
individual, than in fixing & limit of age as
yegards the employment of itaor bis agents,

Similar statoments might be made as re-
gards soveral of the disqualifications which
are nently set out in the sbape of rules
and by-laws, and which prevent men from
choosing those of tacir fellow-men who
-voul:ibu most capabld of conducting their

il

Pecuniary disqualifications is an instance
of what I mean. You think to gain a good
man to manage your atfairs becauso he hap-
pens 10 have a small share in four under-
taking. It is n great error.  You want him
to do something, well which you ure going
to tell hjm to do. If e has been wisely
chosen, and is an able man, his pecn-
niary interest in the matter will be mers
dupst in the balance, when compured with
the desire which belongs to il wuch
wen to do their work well. On the other
hand, by insisting vpon & pecuninry quali-
fieation, you may casily prevent yourself
from Mm‘f. able to ohooss the best man.
Rules of this kind generally punish most the

wen, even of great ability, whether in gov-
ernment or in other public bodies, have cir-
cumseri themselves by these rules and
this qualification is, that they are not suffi-
ciently penetrated by the idea of the value

- 20— e
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depends it. 16 is & thing w
hcﬁ‘mmbd- )

o
can

the o )
for himself and others.—

will f
T hows ts on Government, by Arthur

From T
Helps

The Curious Manwer in which n Young
Irish Woman Qbtained a B-lll".
From the Portland (Oregon) Buil
'l'binweunu-rleahﬂlh city, last eve-
'l.“in us » theme. Dnrh(tbelpﬁn?
urni
Izq there peared u the
:oudf lmhh'ed. l.tgooth-fmj, wusenlar

ff;}l(:lwﬁ;uh .k, rich lrish mnfl"::o'
wor,
!’n: to do -nythinm!le hud “an ould father

and mother in the ould country that he
wanted to help to America, and was will-
ing to work hard for good 5 &
was given s pick and shovel, told to
piteh in, which he did with & wiil.
though he was a little awkward at first, he
#00D MmAst the science of handling the
shovel, and came to be re ed ps one of
the best men of the work. He had a pleasant
voice, told s good story, and made many
friends among the other workmen, who re-
garded him with es) favor. Afier a
while Mr, Hablet, the coutractor, bad Lis
attention called 1o the new hand, aud find-
ing bim to be quick st lenrning, gave him
command of & gang of men, aud soon found
that his confid was not d. In
the same camp wos another foremen, who
wus as Jithe and active a young fellow s
can be found in any part of country.
Between the two & warm friendship sprang
np, and whea zot at work they were always

hﬁl er.

e summer passed awyy, snd the win-
ter months, with their rain, came, and
when work got slack and wen begon to
drop off and come into the city, Mike pro-
vosed to Jimmy to go to Portland, take a
room and live uotil spring. The proposi-
tion, however, was rejected by Jimwy, who
declared that he did net want to come to
the city, 8o the two remsined at Eogene
for several weoks, awaiting for the recom-
mencement of the work.

Somehow or other during the winter,
Mike made & discovery—and that was that
Jimmy, instead of being o man, was s
woman.  An explanstion was made, and
Mike's feelings soon underwent tchl!ﬁ:
and be found that Cupid had pierced hi
bemrt. He pro to Jimmy to come to
the city where she would receive her proper
hm" .n;i Lhﬁ'n thes lwould for;: a
co p for life, and in proper time
return to work on the a8 sub-con-
tractors. The proposition was agreed to,
and last night saw Mike and Jimmy made
md® sod wife. They bave purchased &
tent and gone down to Cowlitz river for
the &urpou of sssisting in the building of
the Northern Pacifle d from Homph-

rey's to Olympis. During the coming sam-
meyx.- Jim . :ill predda‘overﬂucﬁiu"

department unl Mike should ge: sick,
when she dooln:l’ she will go ont‘:hd boss+
men.

MURDER OF THE I’NNOCB.\'I‘&

Direct Appenl to King Amadeus—Move-
ment to ( its Tuft

New Yorg, May 7.—A Havana letter,
dated April 24, says: “Don Alvarez de Ia
Compa, the fathier of one of the young stu-
dents so brutally massacred by the volua-
teers last November, has written an address
to the King of Spain, which be sent to Mad-
rid by General Palanes, in which he de-
wan justico on all implicated in the
murder of his child, He has cansed several
thousand copies of the address to be printed
for giroultion both in Spain and Cuba. The
leaders of the bntcheries, dreading the re-
sult of the address, are determined, if at all
E:oible. to suppress it. They know that

wmeral Pulanea has taken, with the sd-
dress of the King, & number of doeuments
clearly proviog the facts by De Lalampa.
Among the documents is u lstter addressed
by em to the Gouvernor of Hav-
ann, Loper Reoberts, to De Lalampa,
after the arrest of the latter's son, snd
which is said v be convineing proof of the
venal purpose which instigated the Gov-
ernor to make the arrest. The leaders of
the volunteers determined to force Dela
Campa, either by entreaties or threats, to
telegraph General Palanea with instroc-
tions not to present the address. Palanea
bind only left for Spain by the last steamer,
and counter orders from Camps would
reach him on his arrival at Cadiz.
Threats of instant death failed to frighten
Dela Campa into signing the telegram sl-
ready written, and the latter sought the
protection of the government and hastened
to the acting Cuptain-General and the Gov-
ernor of Havana. The latter advised him
to leavé the island, because he assured him
he could not, for want of means. guarantee
his life or property. Upon this advice
Dela Campa acted, taking the steamer Ger-
mania for Euarope.

Soldiers’ and Sallors’ Convention.

Wasmivoron, May 7.—A soldiers’ and
sailors’ convention was held here last night
of delegates representing various posts of
the Grand Army of the Republic. Their
business was to take action inst oertain
legislation of Con affecting their in-
terests, particularly the recently passed
bounty land act, which requires ocenpaney
and cnltivation to secure . This,
they say, is & delusion to soldiers and sail-
ors, eagacinlly those suffering from or dis-
abled by wounds or other casualties, and
they also protest
sions, sayin ¢
from the time the disability existed. or the
period of filing proofs; and besides. fir
making pensions more equitable, they want
an addition of twenty per cent.

n&nim ll:e systom of pen-

Ships, like men, are often spoken of us
lucky and unlucky. Probably some slight
nccident at Jaunching, or wheni fitting out
for » first voyage, is noted by some old
al, who shakes his head owminously and
half whispers to sowe shipmate: +1'd think
twice before I'd sail once 1n that oraft. Just
such a thing haspcncd when the Biazes
was lannched, and a year after, when the
captain threw a black cat overboard, she
was taken all aback, and went down stern
foremost, and only one boy and the eat
were saved to tell the story.” Buat there
wre also lucky vessels, which make quick
voyages, dodge storms, and always pay &
handsowo profit. Among these we call at-
tention to the bark Hazard, of Salem. She
was built at East Boston by the Brothers
Sampson, in 1349, and has been uniformly
successful in all her voyages. During the
rebellion she was frequently within twenty
miles of the British pirates, and has

them in fogs, when others less lucky were
captured and burned. She is 380 tons reg-
ister, was recently rebailt ut an ex-
pense of #10,000, and 1 now as good as
new. Her last voyage from this port 1o
Pernambuco and back to New York, was as
remarkable as many others, She sailed
hence December 27, and arrived at New
York March 18, having made the entire
voyage in eighty-one days, inoluding the
time 1n port.at Pernambuce, and this, too,
(!l"'in,( a 'winter of tremendons gales.
Shortly after lenving Pernambuoo two of
her erew died of yellow fever, and all
hands, incloding” the captain, were sickly.
Yet, short-handed as she was, she managed
to dodge the flerce nor'westers which keps
others backy and reached New York in
safoty. Her commander, Captain Kar
stens, aays that when he reached the coast
'he reofod ber courses and topsails (she bas
not double topsails), sent her royal yards
down, and did not dare, even when the
weather was moderite, to make sail, lest
he should be unable to take it in, owing to
the sickiy condition of the men. Her pass-
age, therefore, was prolonged several days.
Ho experienced several hard gules on the
const, but his vessel held her own like a
pilot boat, and wmanaged to slip through a
tleet of others, which were lying to under
storm cunvas. She delivered ber eargo in
good order. But fow vessels, exeopting
whalers, are now sailing whioh were lnunoh-
ed the satme year as the Hazard, She s
owned by Henry Gardoer, Esq, of Sglem

who owns several otherluoky vessels — Fos

ton Transeript.
———
husband, who has been

A desperate

brought to the verge of insani
men who make them. The real reason why | * sanity by the

‘Dolly Vardens,” thus frantioally remarked

to his wife: “1v in o dreas
and cabbages and with sunfiowers
over it, and
mung for‘l. 3
enough to give a man

ook g NEArer s o
It's flash wall paper run

pumpking worked all
a lot ot -l;-kn:. :;mﬂnmg
und.  Why, it is
tremens to

Vo Took

of having the right man in the right place.
The advan to the world of hﬁn'viu men
rightly p! is almost inconceivable. All
.
e

exaotly like some Jupanese tea sign.”
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whose love making and wmar
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