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T H E SIG NING  OF T H E  BOND.• --
BY GKOKGK A L FR E D  TOWySEND.

At Rockett*’ pier the bugle* blow,
The chattering horsemen ride,

And squadrons wheel with nuked steel 
By James’ peaceful tide,

And up the s t e e p B  of Richmond tower 
The column tiies a t will,

As if a traitor > ode to die 
lip Towor'ir Tyburn hill.

A poor old n an. grey-haired aud bent.
Amongst t Ue troopers rides;

He seeB the captured capital
O’ei looking hoods and tides,_

Lower, tli- standards biew 
is command.

That waved in sight of W ashington,
Aud dyed the Rio Orande.

Now silently the people peer.
Who used to thee-lus name,

As it were a time of fear,
And his were all ihe blame;

They soou forget both fame aud power 
Who but disaster win.

And he who ruled, an empire's ch.ef.
Must make his jail an inn.

They bring him to the traitor's court— 
Tuisold aud brokeu m au;

And e’en the judge looks down in grudge, 
hike any partisan.

The lawyers wait to tell his crimes,
The jurv hate, forewarned.

By heaven ! it is a fearful thing 
To see a strong man Bcorned.

Then one stepped out from all the throng 
And said, "This must not be.

My pen which wrote his cause unjust 
Shall write his liberty.

On yonder hill the grass is green 
With pleasant spring’s increase, 

go green be all the telus of war,
And all our duty, peace.

"Te dare not test bim lest lie scape; .
Ye shall not keep him p en t;

Bach foe stands now a citizen,
A flock for every ten t;

Let kindly law again prevail,
And victory do no crime,

For hand in hand we twain must w . k 
Down all the paths of time!"

They marveled much who loved him not, 
This quaint old man to see,

Whose name the planter’ children knew, 
An ancient enemy

And though some mocked his loving zeal 
With many a coarse retort,

He made the rebel chieftain feel 
The North had still a heart.

M R . A N D  M R S . M E Y E R .
BY NORA PERRY.

They are playing Le Besir ! •’Turn, turn, 
tain, tum-ti-tum!” waving an imaginary 
baton with a white glove in the air to per
fect time with hummed words and the 
hand in the hall. “’Turn, turn, turn!” and 
the owner of the white- glove put out his 
hand to the lady beside him.

"Can y o u  resist those strains ?” She let 
him draw her arm within his own, and 
went in.

“ Turn, tnm, turn !” and down the elastic 
floor they joined the waltzers. And the 
soft late floated out its mazy clouds, and 
the soft hair fluttered its pennon of curls, 
and the soft hand lay like a littie bird in 
the larger hand.

“Turn, turn, turn ! one more turn !” and 
away to the flute, violin, bassoon, unwind
ing those Beethoven links of sound with 
twinkling feet and airy motion.

“One more turn !” and the countless skirts 
of tulle and tarlatan and lace settled into 
stillness, drifting away like a mountain mist 
over the arm of the lauteuil and the chalked 
dance space on the floor.

“Pretty creature, isn't she t"
“Leeds thinks so;” and the two.gentlemen 

moved oft' through the rooms.
Another gentleman—a quiet, well-bred, 

commonplace-looking person—hearing this 
colloquy, glanced up from his tete-a-tete 
with a sort of Flore M’lvor girl, and re
garded the “pretty creature” and her com
panion with some earnestness. The com
panion, Mr. Leeds, is fanning her with a 
glittering trifle of pearl and Bandal-wood; 
but it is a July night, there is only a land- 
breeze, and the room feels stifling after the 
waltz. *

“ Will you go out on the veranda again 1” 
he proposes; she accepts the proposal, rising 
and smoothing out the foam-white drapery. 
Just then the commonplace gentleman 
turns as she passes, and says:

“I wouldn’t, Kate, you'li take cold now.” 
“There's very little air, Mr. Meyer,” Mr. 

Leeds interposes.
“But she is so heated, Mr. Leeds.”
“Well, perhaps I had better not,” the 

lady amiably acquiesces; “we will walk in 
the hall—that will do.” And they leave the 
saloon, nodding pleasairtly to Mr. Meyer, 
and turn into the long entrance hall, where 
the band plays and the light comes softer 
through rose shade. And Mr. Meyer goes 
back to his talk with the Mlvor; but all 
the time he is 'talking he is thinking: “1 
wonder if she likes Leeds?” Likes means 
a  good deal in Mr. Meyer’s calm phrase
ology.

“He is a handsome fellow, and a gentle 
man;” and thinking thus he looked up, and 
saw the “ handsome fellow” stopping to 
fasten his companion’s bracelet.

You are thinking Mr. Meyer is a rival— 
or brother, perhaps? Mr. Meyer is the love
ly waltzer’s husband. That is Mrs. Robert
son Meyer who stands under the pale rose- 
lights of the hall chandelier while Mr. 
Leeds fastens her bracelets. And in con
sequence of just such little amicable scenes 
as the above Mr. and Mrs. Meyer are called 
a model couple—a pair of turtle-doves.

Four years ago, in June, Robertson 
Meyer led Anna Catherine Gates to the 
altar. It was the briefest wooing that ever 
sped. Three months before marriage they 
had never seen each other. The whole 
thing was ordained by family powers—like 
the wooiDg a n d  w e d d in g  of their royal 
transatlantic .cousins. Aud this was the 
way:

One day Anna Catherine found herself an 
orphan with not money enough to buy her
self another pair of gloves—she who had 
bought “Alexandre’s” by the dozen and by 
the box all her lifetime. Befpre she re
alized the inconvenience fully, however, the 
junior partner of Gates, Geer &. Co., 
Robertson Meyer, was sent out from the 
Last India house to see hey—which meant, 
by the cool reasoning of Joshua Greer, to 
marry her. “No father, no mother, or 
brother, and the daughter of our unfortu
nate p artn er’-^ John Gates risked his whole 
fortune in a private speculation, and then 
died penniless—“we must do something for 
her; the best thing to do is to marry her. I 
can’t marry her, for I ’m already married- 
but you can, Robertson.”

Living amidst the heathen nearly all his 
life, this advice did not strike young Meyer 
as odd or irregular. So he packed his port
manteau and started for the United States 
to see to Anna Catherine Gates—that is, to 
marry her. I t  was only a part of the firm’s 
business. Arrived in New York, he made 
himself presentable, and then presented 
himself to Anna Catherine. The household 
was not yet broken up, though dreadfully 
uncomfortable, from the new rule of a for
tieth cousin’s wife who was to purchase the 
estate. And so be met Anna Catherine in 
the prettiest little boudoir iu the world, 
ami she the prettiest thing in it—a little 
lair piece of loveliness, clad in deep mourn
ing for her father. He had not expected to 
see such a fairy, and began to pity her as he 
would have done a stray kitten. And Anna 
Catherine? The dark blown, sensible young 
man who talked so sympatbizingly of her 
dead lather, and gave her Mr. Geer’s con
dolences, wakened all her respect and con
fidence.

And when, on the third interview, tie 
modestly placed his hand anil fortune at her 
disposal she accepted him with a feeling of 
escape from some dreadful nightmare—the 
nightmare of loneliness and poverty. So he 
took her father’s place a tlh e  head of the 
New York house, and with a patent of 
ease—for he was a gentleman born and 
bred—adapted himself to New York life. 
Meyer was a gentleman, I have said. I 
mean that in all its length and breadth and 
depth. He was a gentleman in generosity, 
in temper, in modesty. Mrs. Meyer was'a 
lady just the same. And so the world they 
knew said they were a model couple—a pair 
of turtle-doves.

That night, after the waltz, and after the 
guests were all gone, and the pretty mis
tress of the house was picking up her lan 
and flowers preparatory to going to hor 
room, her husband turned from the memo
randum book over which he had been ab
sorbed for the last few moments—turned 
and caUed, “Mrs. Meyer!”

Her foot was on the stair.
“Did you want me, Robert?”
The sweet face with its  waiting look, the

sweet voice with its kindly tone did he 
see and recognize it all ? He only said: 

“Yes I wanted you a moment, Ivate.
So she came back, gathering her dress up 

to hold the flowers, and dropped down upon 
the fauteuil opposite him.

“I only wish to tell you, Kate, that I am 
going to take the early boat for New York. 
Ray brought Bie letters to-night which re
quire my presence there, and may have to 
take the steamer to Europe.”

He watched her closely as he said this— 
closely but kindly. She received the news 
with some surprise; wanted to know if there 
was any business^ trouble; was glad there 
was not; asked if somebody else couldn’t 
go as well, and altogether was gently sorry 
and interested for him.

“I am troubled for the care that will 
come upon you, Kate—the breaking up 
here in Newport aud going back to New 
York again; but Ray will transact all busi
ness for you.”

“O ! don’t think of that, Robert. I shall 
do nicely. Yes, Ray will attend to all my 
wants as well as you, Y<au know when you 
were in New Orleans last winter how 
prompt he was. It hardly seemed as though 
you were away.”

He bent over his memorandum book with 
a contracted brow, running his linger down 
the page in great apparent earnestness, 
while she pulled out the falling flowers from 
her falling hair, and shook out the soft 
light tresses till she was enveloped in a yel
low mist.

Her husband looked up and thought of 
what he had overheard : “Pretty creature, 
isn’t she?” and “Leeds thinks so.”

Perhaps that was why he said :
“Are those the flowers Mr. Leeds sent, 

Kate ?”
She roused to animation.
“1*66; aren't they beautiful ? and so ra re ! 

See. here is a spray of Cape jassamine, and 
these Spanish lilies aud English ferns. But 
I forgot, you don't take an interest in flower 
varieties.”

Leeds has quite a passion for these 
things, hasn’t he ?”

“O, yes; and a fine taste. He promisee 
to help me rearrange the conservatory this 
winter, and it will be such a thing for me.” 
A little weary sigh came from behind the 
memorandum book. Then Mrs. Meyer 
started, saying, kindly, “But how stupid I 
am, Robert ! Tell me if you want any
thing attended to that I can do before you 
go?”

“ No, dear. I shall lie here on the 
lounge, it is so late now, and Wilson has 
packed my things, and given orders for 
coffee at five. No, there is nothing to be 
done, and you are tired and had better go 
up to your room. I'll write from New York. 
So good night and good-by.”

He put out his hand, and she came and 
ilaced her little warm palm in it, and bent 
ler head down to receive his kiss, all her 

lovely cloud ot air falling round him. Slip
ping his other arm around her, he held her 
gently a moment longer, but did not speak. 
She looked at him more earnestly as he re
leased her and said:

“You are fretted about leaving affairs a t 
home, Robert. I assure you I can manage 
very well; but I don’t believe you’ll have to 
go—I hope not; but take good care of your
self if you do, and don’t fret about us here, 
and give my love to old Mr. Geer.” She 
had got half way up the stairs, when she 
ran back. “Robert, I was afraid you’4 be 
cold lying here if you slept.” And she 
spread an afghan lightly over him, and 
with another good night, tripped away, un 
consciously humming a bar of Le Besir.

Among the callers that lounged in Mrs 
Meyer’s drawing-room the day following 
the party, Harrison Leeds shone, as usual 
the most brilliantly. He discussed art, re 
ligion and politics; talked of the “rare 
specimens he would add to the newlv-ar 
ranged conservatory; and wenfthrough all 
the botanical lists with the facility of t 
student. Then speaking of music, he ac 
eompanied Mrs. Mover in a little French 
chanson with admirable taste and skill; and 
they talked of Patti, Brignoli and others, 
and Meyer, who was enchanting in recita 
tions, was prevailed upon to retite portions 
of Tennyson’s “ Maud,” and every one 
thought she was a fit repreesntative of the 

"Queen rose of tlie rosebud garden of girls.’
And, going away, the two gentlemen who 
commented upon her attractions and Mr. 
Leeds’ admiration the night before, again 
renewed the topic.

“How queerly people are married ! Meyer, 
now, is a good gentlemanly fellow, but" no 
more taste. Completely absorbed in his 
ledger and the East India trade ! I don’t 
believe he knows the Mater Dolorosa from 

.the Cenci. ADd what an accomplished lit
tle thing that wife of his is. How she sings 
how she reads, and how she talks .' Bah 
Leeds ought to have had her, don’t you 
see ?’’

“Tut! you cun't arrange the world to 
your fastidious liking, Drake. Mr. and 
Mrs. Meyer seem to me the happiest couple 
alive.”

“Yes, negatively happy—the calm of a 
dead sea. Did you perceive how coolly she 
took the possibility of his going out to 
India ? ”

“ Bosh—negatively happy! Let her 
thank God for negative happiness, as you 
call it, and the calm of dead seas.”

“ Well, if that is to be the way, what 
sense in cultivating the higher needs ! I do 
not say I want Mrs. Meyer to awaken note 
to a conception of her capabilities in loving; 
but I do say that I deplore the circum
stances, or blind destiny, that consigned 
this woman to such a partial existence^ 

"Drake, you know what Dunn says— 
queer, quaint Matt D unn!”

“ What ? ”
“ ‘Be good and you’ll be happy.’ A school- 

boyish sounding phrase enough, but with 
quizzical gravity he’ll end his letters to 
that dandy prig, Holland, with the simple 
little sentence; and, last night, when Deane 
and Aylesworth were lamenting the state 
of finances, he quietly took leave of them 
with that adjuration. Deane looked for a 
minute as ii somebody had said, ‘Let us 
pray.’ So I’ll end this teasing topic for 
you in the same manner. Let Mrs. Meyer 
be good and she’ll be happy/’

They both laughed and turned down the 
avenue toward the Bellevue.

But this opinion ol Mr. Drake’s was only 
one of his “ notions,” as hia friend would 
have said. The general idea was that Mr. 
aud Mrs. Meyer were the happiest couple 
alive. I f  Mrs. Meyer took her husband’s 
project of a trip to India very coolly, she 
took it very sensibly, too ; for in a few days 
Mr. Meyer's uncle and aunt, nice elderly 
people, were domiciled a t the Newport villa 
to play propriety in the absenee of the mas
ter ; so whenever the “ dear five hundred ” 
called one by one or two by two, they in
variably encountered a very respectable 
dragon in the shape ot a charming old lady, 
with one of those rose-in-the snow com
plexions, and a mien of stately ease, guard
ing the princess. And when a recherche 
little dinner or breakfast brought Mr. 
Leeds and Drake and the rest of the agree
able men into the elegant young princess’ 
presence, iu place of the prince they were 
welcomed by a stalwart old gentleman 
somewhere in the sixties, whom Mrs. Mey
ers called “ Uncle Warde.” And the 
world, seeing all this discretion on the part 
of such a pretty priucess. clapped its hands 
applaudingly. And so the summer went.

I t  will be thus seen that Mr. Meyer found 
it necessary to go out to India; but, con
trary to her expectations, Mrs. Meyer failed 
to receive tlie letter lroin New York which 
he promised to write.

“ I am sure he wrote,” Ray, the confiden
tial clerk, told her: “for he asked me to 
hurry Wilson oft with a pile of letters be 
iore the mail closed, as he wanted Mrs.
Meyer to receive hers od Sunday_so it
must have miscarried.”
- ‘Very likely,” Mrs. 'Meyer thought and 
answered. Hie next time brought better 
luck. He had arrived safely at Bombay.
A brief business letter—that was all; ami 
ih answering, Mrs. Meyer, always mindful 
Of annoying others by errors and mistakes, 
said nothing of the missing letter that she 
had failed to receive. “Perhaps it will 
come vet,” she told Mr. Ray.

And so, as 1 said, the summer went; and 
in the tail of the year the Princess and her 
two dear dragons, and all Ler brilliant train 
ot admirers, were back in New York. And 
then the much talked-of conservatory revo
lution was begun, and day after dav Harri
son Leeds would gallop down from his hotel 

\  P "  specimen,” or instructions 
about a bulb, someiimes bringing Rose-
mere, the great horticulturist, with him,
and sometimes Matt Dunn, who knew ail 
about exotics. And one day, when this last 
mentioned individual was there, Drake 
dropped in, and brought a piece of news 
which startled them Somebody had mar
ried somebody, and the whole May Fair

circle was up in arms because it was the 
most unheard-of, absurd, ill-advised thing— 
a foolish love-match, and not a cent to keep 
the flame agoing. And Drake went on in 
his romantic way, calling it “splendid,” 
and “an example every man and woman 
ought to follow.”

“ Why don't you follow, then ?” Dunn 
asked him.

“Me ?” twisting a maize-colored glove 
round the whitest finger sending out a 
diamond sparkle. “ I'm not a marrying 
man.”

“You are a theorist, Drake; th a t’s what 
you are.”

Drake grew vehement; declared himself 
willing to act upon his theories if the occa
sion required.

“Only give you a chance, eh ?” Dunn re- 
summeo; “the chance of an affaire de tour. 
I'd  like to see you do it, Drake; I wish you 
could have the chance. Imagine him ! Im
agine Egorton Drake living on a bachelor’s 
income with his Clorinda, my friend.” And 
Matt Dunn picked up the maize-colored 
glove, and gently stroked its mellow soft
ness.

Drake was getting annoyed, and Mr. 
Leeds, who had been an interested listener, 
now said:

“I don’t see why it is so difficult a thing 
for a man to decide between a few personal 
luxuries, more or less, and his affections. 
Surely, we are not so effiminate as all that, 
Mr. l)unn.”

Mr. Dunn gayly applauded, “Good! 
good! Mr. Leeds joins your ranks, Drake. 
Give him a chance, too, and he’d run away 
from all the world for love of his Clor
inda.”

“I would—I would, indeed—and count the 
world well lost I”

W hat was it that threw that sudden spell 
of silence over the group ! Was it the sud
den passion that rang through the young 
man’s tones, or the vivid flush that rose to 
his cheek, or the swift glance that fell upon 
the fair hostess, or all three together ? A 
door had opened, as it were, into some un
guessed tragedy. And over its threshold 
they saw

"A speck ot fire that lit the place.”
Mrs. Meyer alone seemed unstiired from 

her repose She sat there with the little 
hands locked loosely together in her lap, 
her eyes down, and a certain hush about 
her that was like a guard from evil.

Mr. Dunn, recovering himself first, tossed 
the maizejcolored glove back to its owner 
with a quaint jest that broke the momentary 
pause, and sent the conversation on again'. 
And they stayed long enough to change the 
tone into another channel. But as they 
were saying their adieus, Mr. Dunn coming 
last, lingered a moment over the pretty, 
fair hand; and then in his curious, grave, 
sweet manner, gave his favorite charge, 
mixed with a little merry speech that 
clothed it gracefully—“Be good and you’ll 
be happy.”

For a moment soft, wistful eyes looked 
into his with a shy expression of doubt 
that was half pain, but something she met 
there brought only the sweetness to the 
surlace, and her gentle voice replied, “I 
will try, Mr.-Dunn.” AndjMr. Dunn—queer, 
(plaint Matt Dunn, who was always half 
laughing, half serious—dropped all his 
banter, and remarked, as if thinking 
aloud, when they walked down the street:

“ That woman is a sain t! ”
Leeds’ eyes flashed and his lips tiembled, 

while Dunn went on—“ AnI the mau that 
could hurt her with a word or thought de
serves a halter.”

After this ripple upon the smooth social 
stream, the winter passed with no further 
evidence of emotion.

In the meantime letters from India were 
seldom and brief, and spring came with no 
mention of a return. It was almost a year 
since Mr. Meyer went away. Iu the mean 
time, too, Mr. Leeds had not only rear
ranged for the conservatory, aud estab 
lished an aquarium for his friend, Mrs. 
Meyer, but he had established for himself 
a reputation at once enviable and honorable 
in the scientific world of letters. Added to 
his horticultural taste and knowledge, there 
was a deeper passion underneath. While 
he w as making himself agreeable and use
ful over English ferns and Cape jasmines, 
he was also in the interim making for him
self an immortal name by certain geological 
resea|rches, and an eloquent treatise there
on. TheD came the crowning triumph, 
when he delivered his eloquent lecture up 
on the subject before the Scientific Associa
tion. • . .

Such a success ! So modest, too, and so 
wise, and the most perfect gentleman— 
kind, courteous and cultivated ! This was 
the way society went on, and Mr. Leeds 
was made a liou forthwith. Straight from 
his crowing triumpu that evening he came 
to the usual ending of all glories—a feas'. 
Tiiis was a choice collection of choice spir 
its, however, over the daintiest viands. 
And Mrs. Meyer was there. A year had 
only made her more beautiful—a clearer 
moonlight beauty. Locking at her you 
would never think of gold ornaments and 
diamonds in her adornings, and you never 
saw them ; but pearls aud opals, and the 
pure lustre of ebrysoprase and aqua mari
nas. So on this night she wore white laces 
with her sea colored silks, and dewy pearls 
here and there like flecks of foam.

A new Undine,” Mr. Dunn observed,as 
she stood complimenting the hero of 'be 
evening gracefully and majestically. The 
hero was eager and watchful and restless 
when he came in, as if he expected some
body or something; but after Mrs. Meyer 
put out her little baud to him, and said her 
two or three words of congratulation and 
approval, he seemed to grow quiet and iu- 
different of praise, as if her cool presence 
had proved a sedative. And from science 
and philosophy with his host, he glided off 
to music anil waltzes with the young 
daughters.

“Was there ever such a complete man?” 
they said to Mrs. Meyer; and Mrs. Meyer 
thought it douotful ifth ere  ever was; and 
when that very evening he told her of his 
young sister, with such tender affection, and 
begged Mrs. Meyer to call upon her during 
her stay iD the city, he spoke of her so 
warmly aud eagerly that Mrs. Meyer, out 
of her admiration lor his brotherly devo
tion remarked;

“It must be a pleasant thing to be your 
sister, Mr. Leeds;” and then she sighed aud 
spoke of her own lupel.v orphanage, while 
the face of her listener reflected more than 
her own pain and sadness.

“ Yes. a pleasant thing to be his sister,” 
she mused, long after, in the silence of her 
room. This discovery of his brotherly de
votion was more eloquent to her than all 
his new glory. Afterward, in her contem- 
jlation of the tender relation which existed 
jet ween this brother and sister, her sense 
of lonely orphanage grew, while the East 
India letters were rarer and briefer than 
ever.

One night, a fearful night of wind and 
shower, she walked her splendid drawing
room, full of this dreary sense of desolation. 
Up-stairs, Uncle Warde and his wife were 
absorbed in the reminiscences of other days, 
and from the servants’ hall came the sound 
of their mingled voices in story and laugh
ter. Bat all alone, in her lonely rooms be
low, the lonely mistress of the house held 
sad communion with only herself.

In the tumult of the wind ami rain she 
did not hear the opening and shutting of 
the hall door, nor see the figure that entered 
the room, until—

“Mrs. Meyer,” in a gentle, earnest voice.
She had lifted her head, with a scared face, 
aud there were tears upon it and pale pain 
and lonesome sorrow. Mr. Leeds saw it all, 
and, seating himself near her, strove, by 
some kindly talk, to restore her serenity.
In a few moments she was apologizing for 
her state. “ The lonely night, the lonely 
house”—but he understood everything; and 
by and by, falling into a little conversation, 
site mentioned Mr. Meyer.

He stays another year, then,” Mr. Leeds 
observed.

“Another year?”
“Mr. Ray wa» saying so.”
A faiut color stole into her pale cheek. 

Another year, aud his wife uninformed! 
Then a look: came into her eyes that no one 
ever saw thero before—a hitter, brooding 
look of desolate pride. To him who sat 
there before her it was more touching than 
her tears a moment before. He essayed 
again to comfort, but his heart was in a 
wild tumult, ami wild thoughts were in his 
mind. Aud at this crisis, turning, she said, 
as it thinking aloud:

“ I wish you were 
rison.”

The dreary tone, the dreary face, and the 
utterance of his baptismal name, was like 
a breath of flame to him.

Rising, he came beside her, and in a mo
ment was pouring out the repressed emo
tions of the last year—was forgetting 
everything but*this one passion—and with

brother, Har-

wild eagerness was urging her to forget 
everything as well. He had taken her hand 
in his vehemence, mistaking her stillness 
for acquiescence, and with tremulous, tear
ful tenderness worthy a better cause, was 
saying that his whole life should be devoted 
to her, when an awful hush seemed to 
gather about the room, the hand he had 
held withdrew itself, the slight figure, as it 
were, wafted away from him, and a voice 
sadder than sorrow made answer:

“O, what have I done that you should 
humiliate me with words like these ? God 
forgive you, Harrison Leeds! My cup is now 
fu ll!”

W hat passionate prayers for her forgive
ness, what immediate agony of contrition 
that followed, it is needless* to detail, and 
even then, though stung to the soul, she 
stayed to drop a word of pardon from her 
gentle heart ere she left him.

Doubly alone now. with that corroding 
memory of his avowal of passion to bear 
her company, she kept a solemn vigil 
through the night. A certain feeling of 
shuddering recoil from herself overcame 
her—a feeling as if she were some way 
touched with some visible wrong. Every 
innocent attention and gallant word rose 
up, exaggerated into sins by her morbid 
imagination. Days were spent ia this fear
ful self-examination, till nature at last gave 
way, and a long and dangerous illness en
sued.

Acting upon the advice of the physician, 
Mr. Ray, now for some time the junior, 
partner of the firm, wrote at once to Mr. 
Meyer.

It was early in the summer when this 
illness first began ; it was late in September 
when she roused to outward life again. 
During the long days of grief and pain, she 
was sometimes conscious of a tenderer 
touch than others upon her fevered brow 
and burning hands, and the fancy would 
seize her that her father was with her; 
then visions of her mother, lost in child
hood, would come, a t a gentle soothing 
tone.

One day the dull aching dream dissolved. 
Who was it that sat by her bedside, his 
dark hair streaked with gray ? Who was 
it ? He lifted his head. A lace burned and 
browned liy Indian suns, and with a weight 
as of years upon the brow and hollowed 
cheeks; but she knew it. As he met her 
glance of recognition, an expression of 
almost painful anxiety passed into the dark 
face; but she was in that quiescent state of 
childlike repose which follows severe pros
tration, and in a faint, low voice she only 
said :

“ You were so long away, R obert!”
For a moment a soft light came into his 

eyes, and he just touched her little thin 
hand gently.

As she gradually returned to life he 
gradually m ired  from her presence, though 
always ready, if needed—always minister
ing to her in some invisible manner.

One morniDg, when she was so far conva
lescent as to be able to walk about in her 
room, to amuse herself, or to while the 
hours away, she took up the embroidery 
her maid fiad left upon the chair. But a. 
color was wanting, and remembering a cer
tain workbox containing such materials, 
she pulled it out from its corner and lifted 
the lid. A crowd of recollections beset 
her. As it often happens, this box had not 
been opened for more than a year. She 
well remembered where she had used it 
last—ou a summer's day at Newport, and 
Mr. Leeds sat near, reading to her from 
Shelley. For an instant her hand paused, 
and an expression of pain clouded her face; 
then with a look of disdain for her weak
ness. she went diligently searching for the 
needtd color

But what was this? One of her husband’s 
letters! And how.c-ame it here? Thinking 
thus, she took it up. What! the seal unbro
ken! Suddenly a forgotten circumstance 
rushes to her mind. It is the missing letter 
of a year ago; and she breaks the seal. A 
litt.e surprise is in her mind as her eyes ran 
over the page, for it is longer than those 
she usually receives from him. Mr. Meyer's 
letters are ordinarily brief and of the most 
matter of fact description. But this one 
proved of different order, and no poem of 
Shelley's, no remembrance of past days, 
ever called such an expression to her face 
as it wore now while she read the following: 

“Mr DeSr W if e —I have decided that a 
trip to India is advisable, and on Wednes
day shall sail in the Persia for Liverpool— 
from thence onward. In parting, there 
was something I wished to say to you. but 
the opportunity did not seem favorable, 
aud I deferred it to writing, which is the 
better way, perhaps. It is only that if I 
delay my return you will understand that 
I do it for your well-being. For a long 
time I have eeen that my presence cannot 
make you happy, Kate—it never has. You. 
of course, art* in no manner answerable for 
th is ; it is only a natural result. Circum
stances of busiuess and education have 
made me in some measure what I am : and 
I find too late that I am not a fit companion 
foryou. 1 cannot utterly repair this evil 
now. but I can remedy n  partially by leav
ing you your freedom as tar as possible.

“This is no hasty resolve. I have long 
considered it; though recently, perhaps, I 
have awakened more fully to its necessity.

“Again, do not think I reproach you in 
any manner for this state of things." 1 do 
not believe that, even to itself, your gentle 
heart ever acknowledged its want, but it 
is there. Kate, and I can not satisfy it. And 
one more word. You are young," and too 
delicately pure ever Jo suspect the suspicion 
of evil. For your own sake, then, let me 
sav that the world is always reedy to mis
take the purest; therefore let me caution 
you to he guarded in your friendly associa
tions. If at any time you need me, send 
for me, and I will return. In the meantime, 
God’s peace be with you.

“ROBERTSON MEYER.'
She covered her face with her hands. It 

was too true—too trne ! She had been in 
dilierent to him ! And looking into her 
own heart, she knew the want he thought 
so unacknowledged stood oftener confessed 
to her own soul. She knew, too, how it had 
grown and grown, and how sudden com
parisons had sometimes sprung up. Now the 
comparison was reversed. Who was it she 
had thought the more finished gentleman, a 
completer man, than her husband ! Who 
but the loan whose passion had led him to 
violate all rules of chivalry and honor in his 
mad professions and madder hope ? And 
the other—the one whose right by every 
law of the land and church was by her side 
had lor love of her condemned himself to 
a life of sacrifice and exile. I t needed but 
this to complete the revolutior which had 
been going on in her mind since she had 
first become conscious of that gentle pres
ence in her sick-room—a presence that had 
drawn her through all the mists of fever 
into its loving atmosphere. With her ap
preciation of greatness, how eloquently did 
this renunciation, given with tlie humility 
and simplicity of a rarely generous nature, 
speak to her heart! Filled with these emo
tions, just as she was, in her dressing-gown 
and slippers, she stole out of the room and 
down the stairs to the library, where a few 
minutes since she had heard "footsteps.

To her light knock his voice—her hus
band's voice—answered, “ Come in;” but 
what, was his surprise, nay, almost conster
nation, as he sa w his visitor. He sprang to 
her assistance, for the.lovely face was white 
with agitation and unusual exertion; but 
his letter was in her hand, and in a few 
broken sentences she told him its story.

His eye lighted with a look of relief. Her 
long silence then was explained. This was 
almost joy; but greater jov was vet to come.
She had put out her hand.

“You will not leave me again, Robert?”
He hesitated, not comprehending yet her 

meaning fully, laying it all to gentle pity.
“Not if you need me,” he answered, at 

length.
“Dear Robert,” she cried, “I shall need 

you all my life. I—I—” But the rose upon 
her cheek, the solt shy gladness in her ap
pealing eyes, were more eloquent than 
words. He knew she loved him. O Hessed 
knowledge, that was worth long years ot 
loneliness and sorrow, he knew she loved 
him. Ay, told her to your heart, O noble 
and generous soul! She is your3, thence
forward through time and eternity.

“What, Leeds’ great gun ?’’
“Anybody’s great gun. Prolessor E. is 

one of the somebodies.”
“W hat’s become of Leeds ? He ought to 

be here tc-night.”
. Leeds is off to Paris on some scien

tific mission. Don’t you read the papers ?” 
“Not very carefully, I must confess. But 

yon know I have been away out of the 
reach of the papers. So Leeds is as popu
lar as ever. How he did admire Mrs. 
Meyer! Seems to me. he ought to have had 
her instead of Meyer. Meyer’s a good fel
low, but you never hear anything from him. 
A commonplace sort of person, while Sirs. 
Meyer is really uncommon. The liuest con 
versationist I know.”

“Yes, of course Leeds ought to have had 
her, I always said so. Leeds is just the 
mah for her—congenial tastes and all that 
sort of thing,” Drake Returned triumph 
antly.

“There you go, Drake, with your congen
ial tastes, etes., and you are half wrong, as 
usual. Sometimes, when both parties are 
similarly endowed, there is too much of 
‘all that sort of th ing;’ and if  they don’t 
bore each other they are sure to quarrel. 
That’s the way. What a woman like Sirs. 
Sleyer needs is appreciation, and she’s got 
it. You don’t know anything about Meyer. 
Sleyer is sc M an ! and that’s what not half 
of us can say.” And Slatt Dunn, alter re
lieving hia mind in this energetic manner, 
went in and joined the dancers, while 
Drake went on with his theories, uncon
vinced. So the world goes.

But still the band plays Le Besir, and a 
sweet voice says to a gentleman:

“Why don't "you dance, Robert ?” 
“Because I am waiting for Sirs. Meyer, 

Kate. Will she favor me ?” and he put out 
his hand. And down the elastic floor they 
joined the waltzers, and the soft lace float 
ed out its mazy clouds, and the solt hair 
fluttered its pennon of curls, and the soft 
hand lay like a little bird in the larger hand. 
Almost the picture of two years ago; but 
the meaning changes with one of the waltz 
ers—not one of the world’s changes, but 
the heart’s. •

And still the band plays Le Besir.

Dam D em olition—W om en T ak in g  the L aw  
In to  T h eir  Own H an d s.

[From the Long Island Weekly Review.] 
During the winter and spring much ill 

feeling has arisen at Long Swamp, Suffolk 
county, on account of a certain dam hav
ing been built by a farmer of that locality. 
The land thereabouts is very flat, and, at 
best, the drainage of the district is very im
perfect.. Those who have done most to ier- 
ment the bad feeling contend that the 
building of the dam has greatly injnred 
their property on account of the" backing 
up of the water, which before found an un
obstructed outlet. I t is also stated that 
the locality, in consequence of the forma
tion of the unnatural pond, is more un
healthy. But whether these were the true 
reasons or not, the women of the neighbor
hood determined to take the matter into 
their own hands, and one day last week ar
rangements were, made to do a big thing. 
Just as the gray tinge on the eastern hills 
bespoke the dawn of morn ladies might 
have been seCn coming from nearly every 
farmhouse within a radius of two miles. 
Those near the locality of the obnoxious 
dam, hurriedly proceeded thitherward, 
while those at a distance started in wagons 
and all kinds of vehicles for what was to be 
the seat of war. Most of the women, from 
their general appearance, were maidens. 
Every one wore a thick veil closely cover
ing their features, dresses either short or 
tucked up, and stout boots with thick soles. 
On arriving at the dam, shovels, hoes, picks, 
crowbars, and the utensils 9o often used by 
the stronger arm of man. were eagerly 
grasped by from 100 to 130 irate women, 
and the work of demolition actively com
menced. As the water commenced to pour 
through the dam. the work of the feminine 
mobites was rendered more easy, and by 
sunrise 300 acres of water had disappeared. 
W hat course will he pursued by the owners 
remains to be seen. The rioters claim that 
the unliealtliiness of the locality since the 
building of the dam was sufficient warrant 
tor their summary proceedings.

OUR OW N.

If J  had known in the morning,
How wearily ail the day

Tlie words unkind would trouble ray mind 
That I said when you went away,

I had been mote careful, darling,
Nor given you needless pain;

But we vex our own with look and tone 
We might never take back again.

For though in the quiet evening 
You rasy g t 'e  me the kiss of peace,

Yet it might be that never for me 
The para of the heart should cease !

How many go forth a t morning 
Who never come home at n igh t!

And hearts have broken for harsti words spoken 
That sorrow can ne'er set right.

We have careful thought for the stranger,
And smiles for the sometime guest;

But oft for our own the bitter tone.
Though we love our own the best.

Ah ! the lips with the curve im patient!
Ah ! brow with the shade of scorn!

’Twere a cruel fate were the night too late 
To undo the work of morn !

OUR TE X A S CORRESPONDENCE.

The band in p la y iD g  that very waltz—Le 
Desir—and the rose lights stream the same 
pink radiance through the hall, and the 
great rooms within are all abloom like a 
flower garden with the brightest blossonis 
of womanhood.

Under a window awning two or three 
talkers stand looking in upon the brilliant 
scene.

“Who’s that with Mrs. Meyer?” one 
asks. Drake, who knows everybody, an
swers :

“That ? O, tha t’s Professor E. Thought 
you knew him ?”

Sensation  in P lan ts.
M. Figuier believes that a plant has the 

sensation of pleasure and of pain. Cold, 
for instance, he says, affects it painfully. 
We see it contract, or so to speak, shiver 
under a sudden or violent depression of 
temperature. An abnormal elevation of 
temperature- evidentlv causes it to suffer, 
lor in many vegetables, when the heat is 
excessive, the leaves droop on the s'alk, 
fold themselves together and wither. When 
the cool of the evening comes the leaves 
straighten, and the plant resumes a serene 
aud undisturbed appearance. Drought 
causes evident' suffering to plants, tor when 
they are watered after a long drought they 
show signs of satisfaction.

The sensitive plant, touched by the finger, 
or only visited by a current of unwelcomo 
air, told its petals and contracts itself. 
The botanist Desfontaiues saw one which 
he was conveying in a carriage fold its 
leaves while the vehicle was in motion and 
expand them when it stopped—a proof that 
it was the motion that disturbed it.

Sensation in plants is of the same kind as 
in animals, since electricity kills and 
crushes them as it does animals. Plants 
may also be put to sleep by washing them 
in opium dissolved in water, and hydrocyar 
nic acid destroys their vitality as quickly as 
it does that of animals.

C hicam nuga.
[From Governor Palmer * Great Speech.]

It there are men here who were in my 
division at Chicatuauga, and were on the 
left on that terrible morning, they will re
member that fearful .fight that hasted for 
three hours on that end of the line, when 
the divisions of Baird and Johnson and my 
own were resisting for three hours one of 
the fiercest attacks that I ever witnessed in 
any battle during the war. If you visited 
that battle-field afterward, you will remem
ber that all the trees were torn and marked 
with bullets. If you observed that bloody 
field, you saw that there were hundreds of 
men lying dead upon it, while more than a 
thousand others were wounded. Who led 
that charge on the rebel side that day ; 
who was it who, when they were hurled 
back, rallied them and threw them upon us! 
(“ Longstreet.”) Yes, Longstreet; and yet 
more than two years ago he was appointed 
by General Grant to one of the most valu
able offices in his gift, surveyor at New Or
leans. If General Grant can give a valu
able office to Longstreet, who hurled upon 
us those masses, and who, when they were 
driven back, reformed them and hurled 
them upon us again, cannot you forgive 
Horace Greeley for signing Jeff' Davis’ bail 
bond. [Applause.]

It is not safe to trifle with the affections 
of the factory girls of Providence. They 
are expensive commodities, and if damaged 
have to be paid for at ruinous rates. An 
imprudent hut wealthy bachelor of sixty- 
nine was wont to rise at six o’clock in the 
morning to walk to the mill with Julia Val- 
lott. J ulia became sick, and he gave her a 
pair of stout shoes, and lent her his book 
of mortgages to read. Afterward he took 
her to ride, and in an unguarded moment 
the ardor of the venerable swain led him to 
make proposals of matrimony. They were 
accepted, and when the ancient lover, in 
his cooler moments, desired to retreat, aud 
offered a dollar to settle with Julia, he 
found himself caught in the gauzy meshes 
ot Julia’s web. A suit for breach of promise 
followed, and $14,000 was allowed by the 
intelligent jury as the value ot her venera
ble bachelor.

If distance lends enchantment to the 
view, it must surely be admitted that it as 
often lends to indifference. The horrible 
events which tor six months and more have 
been passing in Persia, have not, we will 
venture to say, caused many inhabitants 
of New York very poignant sympathy. Yet 
history records no more terrible epoch in a 
nation’s history. A telegram from an offi
cer of engineers, dated from Teheran early 
in tlie month, says that he arrived safely, 
as he traveled with a considerable force, 
but—for the famine has completely disor
ganized the country—the road was very un
safe for small parties. He proceeds to say 
that the crops are magnificent and the 
water abundant. But the final stage of 
famine is more terrible to witness than the 
first. The road is strewn with half eaten 
corpses, a n d  can n ib a lism  is (common.

A m ule a t  \  ersaille s, M issouri, is  fo n d  o f  
m u tto n , an d  h as  been ea tin g  u p  a  flock o f 
sheep.

Dallas, Texas, May 8,1872, 
There are some points of vital interest 

touching this portion of Texas which can 
not be too strongly dwelt upon or too 
largely distributed. Dallas is certainly one 
ot the prettiest towns in the South, aud of
fers finer prospects to the capitalist, me
chanic. speculator, or common laborer than 
any other point. She is nestled in the bo
som of one of the prettiest countries in the 
South. Her wide-stretching prairies, with 
their luxuriant pasturage, fairly bespangled 
with the richest and rarest of flowers, wav 
iug their proudly beautiful heads to the glo
rious flood of sunlight showered upon them 
from skies ot Italian hue, present a sea of 
beauty beyond the poet’s fairest conception, 
and all bursting from a soil rich beyond de
scription and tempting to the most skillful 
agriculturist. Dallas, as the .centre of this 
rich and beautiful country, and in conse
quence of her railroad importance, is des
tined to become one of the queen cities of 
the South.

The great importance of the Dallas an d 
Wichita railroad, which has for its starting 
point the towq of Dallas, is one of the most 
important roads now under contemplation. 
Our young and growing city is situated in 
the centre of the largest rich body of land 
in the great State of Texas—a State large 
enongh, territorially, to make an empire 
and abounding in every natural production 
that fond nature could pour from her rich 
storehouse of treasures.

The soil is black and waxy, not liable to 
wash, is of immense depth, and produces 
all the cereals equally as well as Illinois or 
Missouri, and, being of a much milder cli 
mate, produces cotton and all the great 
Southern productions in perfection and 
abundance. I t  is unsurpassed by any por
tion of the South for fruit growing and 
horticulture. From the native grape, 
wild throughout the woods, is distilled 
a wine which Hebe might proudly serve 
to the gods, or which might make 
old Bacchus laugh aloud with a new and 
untasted delight. As a business point, her 
advantageous position as a great railway 
junction will be at once appreciated by the 
wise. The Houston and Central railroad 
and the Texas Pacific will cross each other 
here, thereby placing Dallas in direct con
nection with all the railway systems of the 
United States. The Dallas and Wichita 
railroad, starting from here, will run 
through this rich country, westerly, con
necting, in the western part of Montague or 
Clay counties, with the Galveston railroad, 
and then northward and west until it forms 
a connection with the Denver and El Paso 
railway. Thus it must pass directly through 
the finest agricultural and stock-raising re
gion in the world. As the company intends 
to construct a narrow guage railway, it can 
be rapidly constructed, aud at a much less 
cost than the wide guage road. The coun
try through which the road will pass is rich 
in mineral wealth. In this portion of the 
State the bosom of our great generous 
mother earth is teeming with coal, iron, 
copper and silver ore of the purest kinds, 
and in richest abundance. Imagine the 
growth and prosperity of our now small 
city^ when loads of coal, iron, copper and 
silver are brought daily into her market by 
the steam engine, thereby enabling the 
great trunk lines of railway to place machine 
shops here, and tempting our enterprising 
Yankee friends to build up manufactories 
of every kind.

The proud city of the West, St. Louis, as 
well as the smaller cities—Leavenworth. 
Lawrence, Denver, and others—are all 
pushing their lines of railway to this El Do
rado to share in her trade, and to enrich 
themselves in the products, agricultural 
and mineral, of her prolific soil. Why is 
the commercial emporium of the South, 
New Orleans, behind in the race ? Why do 
not her capitalists construct an air line rail
way from Lake Charles, the Sabine, or 
some other suitable point, to this place, and 
not allow the more distant cities of the 
West to outstrip her in the race of progress, 
improvement and enterprise l An air-line 
railway from this place to New Orleans 
would pour into her markets a flood of com
merce, and through her thoroughfares a 
stream of travel that would astonish the 
most sanguine of her many enterprising and 
far sighted citizens.

.The completion of the Dallas and Wichita 
railroad is all that Dallas requires to make 
her the largest and most important city be
tween St. Louis and the gulf shores.

New Orleans must see that whenever 
this vast and rich country is brought in 
immediate railway connection with the 
cities of the West, if she allow herself cut 
off, she must cease, in a measure, to grow 
and rest content with Southern ease aud 
creole indolence, while her live sister cities 
of the West fill their coffers with untold 
wealth and grow into gigantic proportions. 
“Be up and doing,” ve knowing ones of the 
business world of New Orleans, “ be not 
like dumb driven cattle, be a hero in the 
strife.” The projector of this Wichita rail
road enterprise—Judge Cullen—I am told 
is a thorough worker, and has spent much 
time in procuring, from the Legislature of 
Texas a liberal charter. I t  is to be hoped 
that those so deeply interested in the con- 
stiuction will cause no delay in a measure 
fraught with so much interest to the whole 
country, and especially to this particular 
city.

LABOR IN TEXAS.

Texas is peculiarly the white man’s coun
try ; the negro population in this portion ot 
the State is, compatively, very small and 
common labor is at a premium. Au influx- 
of honest, laboring white men and women 
would be a great blessing, and add much 
to the improvement of this country. I 
know not how to put this great need of the 
people here in strong enough language. I 
wish it might he published in every uaper 
of the over-stocked North, and even the 
poor countries of Europe. There is, per
haps, no country which offers such strong 
inducements to the working population, or 
which so sorely needs a system of reasonably 
cheap labor. The scarcity of labor ren
ders the few negroes here perfectly inde
pendent. They are nearly all property 
holders to a small extent, and will not “hire 
out” for any reasonable price. Gentlemen

till their own soil, black their own hoots, 
cut their own wood, etc., while ladies mflk 
their own cows, wash their own clothing, 
preside ovei their own kitchen, nurse their 
own babies, etc.

Labor is the most valuable comodity here 
and the most precious boon that could be 
bestowed upon the country. Would that 
this fact might reach the starving popula
tion of the North, and of the countries of 
Europe, where work is scarcely an exchange 
for daily bread.

There is scarcely a family in Dallas which 
does not do its own housework ; and I have 
known accomplished ladies called to the 
parlor from the wash-tub.

The men are hewers of wood and draw
ers of water—while, indeed, many a grace
ful, pretty “ Rebecca at the w ell" may 
meet the traveler. In this country a gen 
man may kiss the cook with no more grave 
offense than an endearment to his wife or 
daughter—or a gallant knight may lose his 
heart with the dairy-maid or waiting-girl, 
without compromising, in the least, his 
much-valued social position—or a lady may, 
with impunity, have a serious affair “ du 
cceur ” wi*h her neighbor’s coachman. 
Jesting aside, I know of no one poiut that 
so much needs wide-spread circulation, as 
the great need of and ready support for 
honest, thrifty, industrious laboring men 
and women in this country.

Industry 7iere, like virtue the world over, 
“ brings its own reward.”

MRS. SALLIE C. JOHNSON.

A .M essage from  the D ead .

The Bangor Commercial prints the fol
lowing as a fact:

A former resident of this city some years 
ago moved to Cincinnati and went into 
business there. Some time since as he was 
on his'way to his place of business at his 
usual early hour in the morning, when goiDg 
past a side street, one which he never had 
occasion to use, he distinctly heard a voice 
which said, “Go down this street;” but, not 
being of a superstitious turn of mind, he 
continued on his way tor a few blocks, 
when the impression grew so strong tha t he 
retracted his steps and went down the 
street indicated by the voice. He had gone 
but a few rods, when the voice again said, 

Go ill there.” He looked, and found him
self opposite a small third-rate hotel. Going 
iDto the bar-room, which opened on the 
street, the first sight that met his astonish
ed eyes was the barkeeper holding up a 
coat of a peculiar cloth aud color for The 
examination of a small knot of idlers. He 
at once recognized the coat as belonging to 
a friend of hia whom he bail last eeen ia 
Maine during his visit home. Upon mak
ing inquiries, he found that his triend lay 
dead in the house, aud finding that there 
was an evident disposition to plunder the 
valuables aud clothing of his dead friend. * 
he took charge of the body aud saw it 
properly buried, aud thb property sent 
home to his mother. Had it not been for 
bis remarkable warning, the dead man, 
dying among strangers, might have gone.to 
the dissecting room of the medical collego, 
and his effects to heartless thieves. W’bat 
makes the story the more wonderful is that 
this geutlemau had no idea that his frh-nd 
was in the city.

H eavy  S n it for S lander.

The Louisville Courier-Journal of Thurs
day says:

Miss Elizabeth II. Patterson yesterday 
entered suit against Messrs. Burton i . 
Stockton, proprietors ot the United States 
Hotel, claiming damages in the sum of 
$30,000 for injury to her character and busi
ness under the following circumstances:

Miss Patterson came from Cincinnati 
some mouths ago, aud lo'ind a -lucrati.e 
and respectable situation at the New York 
store, as forewoman of the dressmaking 
department of that popular establishment. 
She boarded at the United States Hotel. 
After some time had passed the porter of 
the house, as she alleges in her petition, in
formed the proprietors that a certain cap
tain in this city was in the habit of visiting 
her room at unseasonable hours. Messts. 
Burton &. Stockton could not, of course, 
permit this in their house, and so informed 
ler. She indignantly denied tin! charge, 
but they had, or thought they had, reason 
to believe it true, and the result was she 
left the hotel and went to another. The af
fair came to the ears of the proprietors of 
the New York store, and they, too, felt com
pelled to dispense with her presence in 
their establishment.

Miss Patterson alleges that all this min 
of character and business was brought 
about by the proprietors of the hotel; that 
they have spoken of her as unchaste aud 
untie to govern girls, aud that the charges 
are utterly false, and she demands dam
ages for the defamation aud loss.

The case is exciting considerable com
ment, and will probably be the sensation of 
the courts when brought to trial.

W hat It YVas A bout.
[From the New York Sun.]

Well, now that puts uie in mind of two 
old fellows down in Kentucky that had been 
the best friends in the world for over thirty- 
years—never had a cross word, and would 
do anything for each other. The got into a 
top buggy and started flown to Lexington 
ou business. You see they lived about 
twelve miles out of Lexington. One was 
named Burr and the other Clark. About 
six miles from Lexington they passed, a  
tract of land belonging to a man named 
Baker. It had a brook running through a 
gully on it.

“Tom,” says Burr, coming to the gully, 
“ it Baker wanted to build a pond all he 
would have to do would be to threw a wall 
across the gully.”

“Yes,” says Clark, “but Tom don’t want 
a pond.”

“ Well,” replied Burr, raising himself up, 
“I didn’t say he wanted a pond, did 1 ? I 
said if he wanted a pond all he would have 
to do would be to throw a wall across that 
gullv.”

“ Well,” exclaimed Clark, firi:ig up in 
his turn, “ I didn't say that you did sav he 
wanted a pond, did I ! All that 1 said'was 
that Baker didn’t want any pond.”

“ Well,” shouted Burr, iu an angry tone, 
“ I didn't suy that you did say that I said 
he wanted a pond, did I I I said i f—if he 
wanted a pond, all ho would have to do 
would be to throw a wall across the gully.”

“ Well.” said Clark, now thoroughly en
raged, “ you are a blamed old fool, and I 
won’t ride with you any further. Stop the 
wagon! ”

So Burr stopped the wagon, said the 
blue grass man, “ and Clark walked all the 
way to Lexington, six miles, before he 
would ride with him. That was seven 
years ago, and the cussed old fool3 have 
never spoken to one another since.

The Blue and the Gray.
| From Governor Palm* r’a Great Speech. J 

\ \  ho of us is prepared to stop to discuss 
the question as to whether this is a contro
versy between the boys in blue and the 
boys in gray ? Suppose I were to tell you 
seriously, not as men talk from tlie stump, 
aud you concede to that a certain degree of 
license, but suppose 1 were to meet any 
gentleman here, and look him ia the taco 
and say this is a tight between “the boys iu 
blue and the boys in gray,” he would ask 
me, “Where are the boys iu blue and where 
are the boys iu gray f” You will find them 
engaged in all the vocations of life, divided 
and separated, thinking earnestly and in
quiring what they shall do for the country, 
not having forgotten, but having ceased to 
be soldiers, and being to-day citizens earnest 
in the discharge of their duties. I am will
ing that, during this canvass, any gentle
man who has tho time to fool awav over 
tin so dead issues shall do it. I am willing, 
if any of my political friends think they 
can get anybody’s vote by tho clamor, thev 
shall do it. So far as I am concerned, I 
mean to act with the men who agree with 
me in regard to tho duties I have to per
form now.

“Carlfrieii, the New York correspondent 
ot the Springfield Republican, writes to that 
paper that the Tribune begun in 1841 on a  
capital of $1000 borrowed money ; in 1830
it yielded a profit of $00,000, and of late 
years its protits have exceeded $100,000.


