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^ABBATIl MORN.

BY ADA H. FO fTBR.

WIjco uBljerpr! ia o d  pter*of ligLt in Or.on: the day 
i* twrn,

A ooffer eunJight crown* the bill* in the  deep hush 
of flabbarh morn;

The faithful plow .forget* to  work, the loud- 
voiced loom a t length is still,

And on the river’* mossy brink in silence stand* 
the weary mill.

The shouting winds are sober now. the brook send* 
forth a softer chime,

And on the heavy stui'1# of life more slowly roll the 
wheels of Time;

I pon the air serene fall lower humm.ngs ol
the bee, , ,

And in a  i.^i-Uushed madrigal float the  tird-war- 
bler from the tree.

And mingled with these paatoral sounds comes the 
deep voice of sweet church bell.

As drifts ft* echoes up the hill and through the w id  
romantic dell;

The well worn church paths now are trod by l ;ght 
and rev'reut feet of all,

And pensive grr up* are pouring forth from the low 
cot and ivied hall.

•
To where the chapel in the grove uplift* it* slender 

*pire of white,
L ke snowy finger pointing up to  shining court# of 

stArry light.
The aged twist or’* holy word# lo w  soothe, subdue 

s tlie spirit strife.
And yearning souls swift plume tlieir wlog# and 

soar beyond the cfeuds of life.

A beacon light to guard my barque across life's 
troubled, drowning sea,

A spring brook in the desert lone, so is the holy day 
to me.

Oh, God, when off this drooping brow is laid life’s 
weary weight of t f y n ,

I pray my sp irit may find rest in Thy eternal Sab- 
b.*ih morn.

b a j^ i

T H E  S T R A N G E  P E R F U M E .

Lounging carelessly in an arm chair, his 
eyes lined on it lady beside him, with an 
open letter in her baud, was a tall, l'air- 
baired young man.

“W hat have you there, mother?” he said, 
throwing his arm around her in a cares
sing way. “That smile makes you posi
tively young, I declare.”

Losing his father in India, when a child, 
a small legacy from bis godmothe* had, 
with the most severe economy, given George 
Roberts a liberal education, while his mother 
hud her small pension alone to depend upon. 
Long years had passed, her father was dead, 
and her only brother, who inherited the es
tate, had ever refused any overture toward 
a reconciliation Not even in her wildest 
day dreaui bad Mrs. Roberts hoped to be
hold her childhood’s home again. No won
der, then, that her cheek Hushed and her 
eye brightened over the le tter in her hand, 
for it contained an invitation for herself and 
mm to spend the Christmas week at Locks- 
ley Grange. Though expressed in cold and 
formal terms, it was courteous, and the 
buried years of the past was not alluded to. 
The young tuan took the letter, which she 
gave him without comment, and, glancing 
through it to the signature—“Paul Edward 
Hollowea”—looked up a t his mother.

“Your uncle, my son," she said.
A flush of indignant feeling passed over 

the pleasant face. Was this cold and 
haughty uncle, who had so long ignored 
tlieir existence, to summon them to his 
presence by a wave of his hand ? By hard 
study and perseverance George bad won a 
place a t tlie bar, but lie was content to 
labor, trusting to time. But it was with an 
inward struggle, as he looked a t the eager 
exjiectation on his mother's face, and 
1 bought of her lonely life, that he controlled 
his resentment.

“ Y'ou would like to go, dear mother ?” he 
said pleasantly.

•Yes, m.v boy: it seems as if I could die 
pier, if I saw the old place once more.” 
Then we shall go,” he said. “ I will make 

my arrangements for a holiday, and we 
shall leave town on Wednesday,” and with 
a kiss be left her.

Tlie master of Loeksley Grange, a tall, 
ereot old man, of most imposing presence, 
with snowy hair and whiskers, and bril
liant, piercing deep-set black eyes, shaded 
by shaggy eyebrows—like fierce fires over
hung by jagged snow crags—greeted hisi 
sister and her son with stately courtesy, al
though no light of love beamed from bis 
eve to the gentle woman who had been bis 
childhood's playfellow. One sharp glance 
he shot a t his nephew as he made some com 
nient on the journey, and then bade a ser 
vant usher them to their apartments. When 
the dinner-bell sounded George conducted 
his mother looking so fair aud gentle in her 
soft grey silk, still with the delicate flush on 
her cheek—into the stately drawing-room, 
where they were, duly presented to the rec
tor of Loeksley and his curate. Still they 
waited, and in a few minntes a young girl 
entered the room', of such nnusual beauty 
that George Roberts stopped short in the 
middle of a sentence addressed to the curate, 
and never completed it. She might have 
been about seventeen, with a slight form, 
graceful as a deer, hair of a pale gold 
which deepened into shadows of a tawny 
sheen under the mellow wax lights, anil 
suit brown eyes, shaded by curling golden 
lashes. A datk |i!k dress, without orna
ment, displayed and heightened the deli
cately tinted skin and perfeot figure.

She approached the group timidly, and 
•George, glancing a t his uncle, saw. to bis 
uistonishment. a scowl sweep over his face 
ias bis eyes rested on the fair vision.

“Miss Kedar,” he said, carelessly, pre
senting the young girl to his sister, with a 
wave of liis jeweled hand, “a penniless 
orphan whom 1 keep out of charity, as her 
mother was an old friend of mine. ' She has 
liinde a love match,” he added with a sneer. 
"You can take her in to dinner,” he spill to 
his nephew, with another wave of tlie white 
hand, as he turned to his sister with formal 
politeness.

George felt his indignation stir, as he saw 
the deep flush rise on the young girl's Ihcc, 
aud then fade to a marble paleness. But 
Mile did not, raise her eyes to nee the sym 
patliy expressed in his. The dinner passed 
pleasantly. The rector was a fluent and 
graceful conversationalist, and the host ex
cited young Roberts to bring forth his 
knowledge of men and things in his manlv, 
earnest way, by the display of his own 
versatile powers to draw him out. The 
young man had almost forgotten the silent 
beauty a t his side, until a glance from her 
soft, brown eyes, lighted with appreciative 
feeling, met liis, and revived the sympathy 
and wonder he had felt a t his uncle s cruel 
nonehalauee in alluding to her dependent 
position. When the ladies retired, and the 
political question of the day came up, the 
young lawyer so startled the older men 
with liis brilliant eloquence, with his fresh 
and racy opinions, so powerfully nut, that 
they felt themRel es in the presence of a 
master spirit, which would soar far upward 
when its wings were fledged.

Long did George Roberts sit by his flick
ering fire before he retired to rest, wonder
ing what might be the tie between his uncle 
and that lovely girl—what the cause of the 
singular hatred evinced toward her in so 
many trifling things, liis uncle's morning 
greeting was cordial and kindly, seeming 
to have lost that disagreeable air"gf patron
age which had so grated on his manhood 
the day before. After breakfast he accom
panied him on a ride over the estate to 
view its improvements, and as they went 
the old man skillfully drew out the particu
lars of his nephew ’s life, his views and feel
ings, his plans and hopes. In the afternoon 
George accompanied bis uncle into a little 
office adjoiuing the library, and saw the 
tenants come in with their yearly rents, 
where the bags of silver and gold were de
posited in an iron chest. In this were se
cured the most valuuble papers and tbe 
family jewels. The little room was strongly 
protected with bars aud bolts, as it con
tained other articles of value.

The next day a grand dinner and ball 
was to lie given, to wbicb all the gentry of 
the county were bidden, and tbe lower liall 
was also to be enlivened with a dance for 
the tenants and servants. Considerable 
■was the excitement, therefore, on this sud
den opening of its doors, and many a young 
belle prepared t» enter its gay, time-honor- 
ed walls, witli a euriosity awakened by the 
tales of a mother or aunt. Virginia Kedar, 
simply dressed in a delicate robe of white 
muslin, with a wreath of scarlet berries on 
her silken hair, was the beauty of the 
whole assemblage, and many were the 
whispers us to her birth and parentage. 
George Roberts had become more and more 
fuseiuated with her, and this evening com- 
pleted his enthralment. For the first time 
in  hie life he was in love. Y’et he could not

bat notice bow his ancle scowled a t him
when be danced with her, and his mind 
was filled with a  dozen perplexities con
cerning her.

He lay wide awake until he heard the 
great clock si rike three, liis heart too full 
of the blissful dreams which come but once 
in a lifetime to wish for slumbir. Happy 
visions flitted before hia eyes, in which lie 
and Miss Kedar played a prominent part. 
Suddenly he heard a faint grating noise in 
the silence of the night, although he could 
not tell from what direction it came, and, 
listening attentively as it  continued, he 
softly opened hie door. I t Rounded louder, 
and he perceived tha t it came from tlie 
library. The chest and its valuable con
tents flashed before his mind, and, without 
pausitjg an instant, he Mole down the stairs. 
The noise had ceased by the time he reached 
the foot of the staircase, but he hastened 
into tbe library as silently as possible. Tbe 
door into the office was ajar, and a faint 
light perceptible. As George looked 
through the crack, he saw a dark tigure. 
bending over the chest examining papers.

A slight exclamation escajied the robber 
as he took up a packet of letters, tied with 
abroad blue ribbon, and thrust it into his 
breast. Then he arose from his kneeling 
posture, put a ba^ of gold in each pocket, 

•aud as tbe light from the dark lantern in 
his bund flashed for a moment in his face, 
George saw a deep, red scar on bis cheek, 
where the black mask had slipped one side. 
The young man sprang toward the robber, 
calculating on the suddenness of the attack 
to be able to knock him down, but tripping 
on tbe unseen footstep he fell headlong into 
the room, while the robber vaulted through 
the tqien window as lightly as a cat. When 
George picked himself up there was no sign 
of tbe thief, and while he hesitated a mo
ment whether to give chase or not, his 
uncle, aroused with the noise of his fall, en
tered the room.

He shivered when George described the 
robber, and still more when the young man 
picked up a glove on the floor—a small grey 
glove—delicately yet singularly perfumed 
Grasping it in bis hand the old man groaned 
bitterly, and paced the floor irresolutely for 
a time, while bis nephew watched him in 
amazement. Presently he turned to the 
window aDd refastened it, shaking liis head 
as be examined the bolts and saw them all 
unbroken. The thiefliad evidently had as
sistance from the inside of tbe mansion.

Don't say anything about it, George,” he 
said, in anxious tones. I know the man; 
no common thief,” and another groan es
caped his lips. “ Now go to bed.- I ’ll tell 
you more to-morrow.”

W ith his mind full of this new mystery 
the young man fell a#eep. When he had 
breakfasted, a message came from his uncle 
in the library, and George hastened to 
obey. A feverish flush burnt on the old 
man's cheek, and his manner was hurried 
and impatient, very unlike bis usual 
haughty serenity. Motioning bis nephew 
to a seat, he plunged into the subject on 
bis mind without further reflection.

“Those papers last night, George, from 
the iron chest, were of incalculable value to 
me,” the old man said, vehemently. "Re
store them to me, and you command any
thing I own. Renounce your profession for 
a time, devote your life to the search, if 
need be, and Loeksley Grange shall beyour 
reward. I will make my will this very 
day,’’ and he rose from his chair, regarding 
the young man with eager gaze. George 
hesitated, overwhelmed with the idea. Am
bition was strong within him, but life was 
before him, and the reward great.

“ But Miss Kedar ?” he murmured.
“ You love that girl !” said the old man, 

with a sneer. “Ob, fate, fa te !”
“Yes, Uncle Paul, I do love her,'.’ said 

George, boldly. “Add her hand to your 
oiler, and I will give myself up to do your 
w ill.”

A great struggle seemed raging within 
the old man's breast, and he paced the floor 
rapidly.

“ Young man, you are honorable,” he 
said, with a piercing glance at his nephew. 
"Promise me, on your honor, tha t you will 
not seek to marry Virginia Kedar until you 
fiod’those papers and restore them to me, 
if I am alive, or, if  not, burn them un
read.”

" I promise,” the young man answered, 
solemnly.

"Listen, then,” his uncle said, with an 
air of relief, "the robber was a woman. 
All your legal skill and sharpness will be 
needed to trace her, but the perfume of 
this glove is the strongest clue. I will give 
you a written description to aid you, aud 
you must start a t once.”

When George Roberts left Loeksley it 
was as his node's acknowledged heir, and, 
what was of infinitely more moment to mm, 
the accepted lover of Virginia Kedar. 
With the little gray glove treasured care
fully, be proceeded to London, secured an 
accomplished detective, and pursued his 
search. His mother was to remain a t the 
Grange.

First, they endeavored to find a name for 
the singular scent, but no performer in Lon
don or Paris could explain it. Both cities 
were searched, and every possible or impos
sible clue was taken up, as tlie days length
ened into weeks and the weeks into months. 
When summer emptied the cities they 
sought tlie watering places—Baden-Baden, 
Hamburg, and so on, but all seemed in vain.

One evening, as George sat in his bed
room, in one of the strange little German 
tow us, pondering over a letter from his 
mother, which described his uncle's failing 
health and growing irritability, and almost 
cuising bis own folly in thus giving up 
everything to gratify an old man's insane 
whim, he was loused from his despondent 
gloom by the entrance of a i’resh little 
maiden with his clean lineu. As she sorted 
out her snowy burden on the bed a subtle, 
strange odor saluted his senses.

“Good heavens ! tbe perfume—the glove!” 
Striving to conceal his excitement, he ap
proached the girl, as to examine her work, 
and perceived a small purcel lying on one 
side from w hich the odor came. He did 
not speak Genuan—how to obtain any clue 
from i t !' With a sudden movement he 
managed to overturn a table covered with 
books and bapers, and while the girl, with 
great good nature, assisted in replacing 
them, lie had dextroiisly rolled the parcel 
under the draperies of tlie bed. She went 
away without missing it, and George in
stantly summoned his ally to consult over 
this unlooked-for good fortune. When she 
came back, iu a few hours, in search of it, 
tbe detective soon ascertained tha t the 
laees belonged to a sick l&dy named Mad 
ame Bernastine.

The clue was rapidly followed up. P ratt 
formed an acquaintance with the invalid's 
maid, who was English, it seemed: found 
from her sufficient proof of her mistress’ 
identity with the woman they sought, and, 
in a few weeks' time, during which Mme.

TH E WAY H ARK ED OUT FOK H C.

■ T  lO C.'SE BlLLUfOS SPA UU R O.

.From the Washington Chronicle.]
Oh, the waters are dark and tarhid.

And tierce danger swells the tide:
But I'll launch my boat on its surface 

For I see so  way beside.

There are calmer tides for another.
There are b ander w indsat sea:

But oh, why should t shrink or falter,
From the way marked out for me.

For I see in the  purple waters.
In the murky, heaving tide.

Some good th a t I ne’er hail gathered 
From an j pathway beside.

Some treasures go down in the struggle,
Some joys th a t we can not save;

For. oh. where is the life unwounded.
This 6ide of the peaceful grave?

We are blind at the best, and thankless,
.Aud mercy misuuderatood:

Our hlessiuga we deem our evlla,
Our evils we deem our good.

But His bond has marked out my goings.
And I know, though wan and tired 

That mv cross lie it hard and heavy 
Is the one th a t 1 required.

So I'll take the tide at H:e bidding.
And tru s t In hie guidance free:

For. with all of Its brooding dangers,
'Tia the wav marked out for me.

“ THE G IR L OF THE PERIOD AND 
H ER  B R O T H E R /’

An Essay D elivered at tlie R ecent Com 
nieneement Exercises o f  the Ohio Fe 
m ale College

I i r  M O LLIE  C. TRAIM OH, OK ST E C  R EN V ILLE, 
O H IO .

Thackeray says, "Love with a man is an 
hour, With' woman it is night and day 
Damon has taxes, sermons, parades and 
tailors’ bills to think of: Delia has only to 
think about Damon. Damon is the oak 
and Delia the ivy or honeysuckle whose 
arms twine about Damon.”

He then asks, “ Is not this so ? Is it  not 
woman’s nature to creep about man's feet 
while he stands, like a sturdy Briton, with 
his hands in his pockets, aud tbe fond 
pretty parasite d ines around him 1”

Girls of the period, it is you who are to 
answer this. Fling it back in the teeth of 
the world with bitter, scorning words; an 
swer as your hearts dictate ; tell them you 
are no clingiDg, twining vine; hurl the 
defiance forth that you are as selfish, as 
heartless as your dainty, dandified brother.

Yes. they ' have their tailor bills, races 
and champagne suppers to think o f ; and 
once in a while, perhaps, in some drinking 
dub , or over a snug game of cards, your 
name is spoken of in tones of love and res
pect. But you ? You must retire with his 
name on your pure lips, and awake from 
sweet slumbers with a prayer of thankful
ness for his love trembling in your hearts. 
Y'ou must asleep dream, and awaking think, 
only of tha t dissipated fop, tha t lie-whis
kered. perfumed pigmy, said to have a soul 
and dignified by tne name of man.

This cloud has been lifted, and with tbe 
broad sunlight of intelligence and enlighten
ment streaming in golden beams across 
time’s pathway, “ our g irls” have thrown 
oft the shackles, and will no longer bow to 
man as their alpha and omega.

A new divinity woos them with lioneyed 
words, and lures them with her sweet 
voice; her garments shimmer with a daz
zling lustre, and on her brow glitter tbe 
gems of Golconda. They follow her with 
an u tter forgetfulness of self, and •' pa's 
purse ” flashes beforp us in all the brilliancy 
of French costumes, dazzling our eyes, en 
trancing our senses, and making our hearts 
willing captives.

As one of these bewitching beings floats 
past, a budget of vanity, conceit and silli
ness, we turn away with that old cry : “ To 
what are the girls coming ?”

We ask, have they souls? Is life to them 
only a farce ? Do they realize a day is eom 
ing in which these earthy bodies will crum
ble—when of them will be required the 
hours wasted in vain pursuits ?

Will no one save them—no warning voice 
or friendly hand lead them from the fountain 
qf which'to drink is death eternal ?

Thus you moralize: but do you think the 
girl of the nineteenth century cares ! Not 
she. -Mention such thoughts as these 
slight lifting of the eyebrows, a shrug of the 
shoulders is the only response. Y’ou are 
dubbed “old fogy,” and shunned thence 
forth. W hat business is i t  of yours if she 
continually debates wherewithal shall she 
be elothed !

The idea of her settling down to the end
less routine of house drudgery, or teachin 
the catechism to dirty-faced urchins!

Can you guide Arcturus and his sons? 
Can you loose tbe belt of Orion, or com 
mana those myriads of glittering worlds to 
do your bidding?

Human reason stands aghast! As well 
attem pt that as to change ope jot or bend 
to your will this stubborn, imperious girl.

“ For if she will she will, depend upon it,” 
so you may keep all tha t nonsense about 
soul and Heaven to yourself.

Talk about such trilling topics when she 
is deep in the mysterious process of chang
ing her dark tresses.to  a golden hue, or 
contemplating whether two ruffles or a 
ruche would be the most stylish on her new 
walking suit.

By the time a]l these important questions 
are satisfactorily settled, her mind is agit
ated by tbe soul-engrossing business of 
getting a hat. Jones aud Brown, two of her 
admirers, have expressed their opinions. 
Jones prefers the turban; Brown the gypsy. 
Which? is now the momentous question. 
Jones is wealthy, and she must please him; 
but Brown has such a lovely moustache, 
and quotes poetry in a divine way. 

he corni

BernastiDO failed rapidly, gained access to 
her private desk, and secured the package 
of letters, still tied with the blue ribbon. 
Next day tbe maid found herself heiress to 
all her mistress’ effects, for the adventuress 
lay dead, and there was no one to claim her 
goods.

George flew back to Loeksley Grange, to 
find bis uncle dyiDg. The old man roused 
from his apathy when he saw the letters, 
bade his nephew burn them before his eyes, 
and with bis last remaining strength drew 
a sealed paper from under his pillow, placed 
it in his nephew's hand and fell asleep never 
to waken.

George opened the paper. “That woman 
was -mv wile—an artful fiend. Virginia 
Kedar Hollowes is my lawful daughter. I 
hated her mother, and I hate her.”

Accompanying tliis was a marriage and 
birth certificate. That was all.

A W isconsin Dem ocratic Conurcs-man for 
G reeley .

[From the Milwaukee New*, j
Hon. Alexander Mitchell, member of Con

gress from this district, writes very freely 
to Lis friends his impressions as to a Demo
cratic indorsement of Greeley. In a letter 
received by a gentleman of this city he 
says: “We must make the best of it. As 
between Grant and Greeley, tbe Democrats 
say the latter. The rank and file of the 
Democratic party seem determined to go for 
Greeley, and the leaders will have to submit 
to wbat they can not control. In New York 
State the feeling is general among Demo
crats for Greeley. Even Governor Seymour 
sees and acquiesces in the propriety of 
adopting him as the only course left. I t 
looks now as if tbe people were to take the 
matter in their own bauds, and that the 
views of so-called political leaders would be 
held of small account.”

Since ladies have taken to wearing news- 
pajiers for bustles, publishers complain that 
their fair subscribers are more in “arrears” 
than ever.

Finally, she compromises by wearing the 
turban when Jones is by, aud vice versa.
Then the Dolly Varden, tha t surpasses all; 
i t  gives one quite a distinguished look 
Thereupon is necessitated an unheard-of 
amount of shopping.

W hat martyrdom you poor clerks under
go words cannot te l l ; one piece of goods 
after another is brought down, oyer which 
you expend your vocabulary of adjectives— 
positive, comparative and superlative. You 
are rewarded w ith : “Yes; it  is very pretty, 
but I will not take it to-day.”

Ribbons are next called for. Box upon 
box is shown, none of which, she final!jp#e- 
cides, suit her complexion.

Gloves, laces, shawls and parasols follow 
in quick succession. At this point she 
quietly inform* you she did not wirii to pur
chase: she was only looking around a little; 
and while you are mentally anathematizing 
the whole sex she sails serenely out, uncon
scious oi having exacted any more than her 
due.

Then what a dainty, delicate being she 
is; so aflectionate, so considerate for the 
comfort of others. With what a touching 
puthos will she entertain some nice young 
uijin with songs of “Who will care for 
mother now ! ” the tears welling up from 
the innocent heart, aud the pretty lips 
quiveriDg, till he can no longer resist the 
temptation ol gathering the gentle trembler 
to his heart, abd vowing with all his honest 
love to protect and cherish, while visions 
of “ love in a cottage” bewilder his imagina
tion.

Would the picture be darkened by the 
knowledge tha t "mother” is down iu the 
close, hot kitchen, cooking over the stove ?
But the voice of the chariuer now shatters 
all air castles:

“ Why, really, I am so sorry. I never 
thought of sue'h a thing. Besides, I am en
gaged to another; but I ’ll love you as a 
brother."

“Brother indeed! For this you have ex
pended more than your salary for bon-bons, destroy 
■ — 1------- 1 opera boxes. For this.” garded

very nice country: nothing compared to 
Merrie old England. The people are too
plebian: no caste. The women, three words,
‘ Vetti, vidi, rich’ ”

True, we can not, boast of the blue blood, 
of old castles, of illstrious pedigree, but we 
do rejoice in a country where industry and 
intelligence earn their owp reward: of a 
government founded on "right:” of brave, 
warm American hearts.

Yes, ours is a glorious country, shamed 
only by jts frivolous sons and daughters. 
For fhe boy of the period is not ond whit 
behind his sister in the vices and follies of 
the age.

A conceited coxcomb, fit onlv to lounge 
away his mornings in ladies’ boudoirs, in 
the evenings fill opera boxes, and ogling 
every girl within ten feet of him out of 
countenance. Without* brains enough to 
master Blaekstone, or the science of medi
cine, or theology, we find him usurping 
woman's position behind the counter, meas
uring tapes and ribbons, or selling buttons 
and hair pins.

Enterprising, ambitious you th ! He is 
quite as fastidious in regard to his personal 
appearance as his sister. His boots must 
be polished to the highest deg:-ee, of bright
ness ; his coat a perfect fit ;■ his bair parted 
in the middle, with just a dainty little wave, 
adding new beauty to liis no lle  brow: a 
silk plug on one ear, a jaunty cane in h!s 
band, a live cent cigar in his mouth, bis
moustache waxed aud stroked until he re 
minds one of “puss in boots," he swaggers 
forth to let the world behold his highness.

Does he stop here before foppishness has 
degenerated into wickedness f

N o! Night after night he reels home 
from some scene of debauchery, reeking 
with foul fumes of liquor, degraded to a 
level with the brutes, rushing headlong to 
an ignoble death, a dishonored grave.

Expostulation is in vain: he was not 
drunk; no indeed, only a little elevated—a 
rush of blood to tbe bead.

Has he fallen so low ? Can he meet his 
Maker with this siu resting on his soul ? 
Can he fprget tha t mother kneeliDg at bis 
bedside aDd praying, oh ! so fervently, that 
her boy might not be among the fallen ?

Hear his rep ly : Religion is only gotten 
up for the amusement of old women ; ho is
going to sow bis wild oats in spite of all 
that nonsense. His mother—well, yes! the 
old lady was rather fond uf him, but who 
could help that, and be glanced with self- 
complacency on his trim figure. Conceit is 
one of his characteristics ; to be considered 
tha t contemptible thing, a male flirt, is the 
height of his ambition. To vow eternal fi
delity to every maiden he may converse 
with for five minntes is liis privilege.

“ Girls, you know, can only talk non
sense. A little smattering of French, a 
great deal of poetry, is all tha t is necessary, 
and weally you can entertain the deab crea- 
taws for hours.”

To hear him descant one would think him 
a blase man of the world, or “ grand sei
gneur,” who bad only to throw down the 
handkerchief and thousands would run to 
pick it up.

Nature's nobleman, combining in his 
character all the poetry of chivalry and 
true manhood, has passed away with old 
things, and in bis place we find an empty- 
headed fop, who cares only for his own 
comfort: the best seat in the cars, the 
warmest place by the fire, the easiest la
bor, are all monopolized by him.

In traveling he more clearly manifests his 
selfish proclivities; one seat for his cap and 
overcoat, another for his Apoilo-like form, 
anil he is snugly prepared for a journey.

If  an old man, bending beneath' the 
weight of years, enters, his lordship finds 
the scenery outside the car window very 
interesting. He paid for a seat, he is going 
to keep it. Yes, but he did not pay for two 
seats.

These are the class who settle down into 
narrow-minded men, grumbling if asked to 
share their seat in their omnibus, frowning 
and making a great fuse over the least in
convenience.

This is the boy of the nineteenth century 
whom we daily meet, disgusting us with 
his insipidity and want of common sense, 
until we are almost ready to believe him a 
choice specimen in proof Of the Darwinian 
theory. He will with the utmost sang froid, 
sneer a t the frivolty of woman, at ber inor- 
dinote love of display, her ignorance of the 
practical duties of life.

Let him who is without sin cast the first 
stone;" let him first give up his social game 
of cards, his wines, cigars and fast horses. 
Then he may rail to liis heart’s content at 
the failings of the “girl of the period.” 

Whose fault is it tha t the girls of our land 
lead only a butterfly existence?

Has it not always been instilled, with 
their earliest ideas, tha t the chief aim in 
life should be to please, to win admiration. 
And what man is there who will not pass a 
Minerva in shabby clothes to lavish his a t
tention on a fashionably dressed belle who 
is capable only of pretty nothings? Not 
one! They say to h e r: “ You are only a 
woman, too frail to cope with the stern re
alities of life : beautify yourself. Think 
not of the morrow. * Behold the lilies of 
the vallev : they toil not, neither do they 
spin.’ ” Think you not her brother will fol
low her example ? Give her eomethiDg 
nobler to live for than the mere tawdries of 
fashion, to be considered the most graceful 
dancer, the most heartless flirt of her set, 
and you will find a marked improvement in 
his character. Does not our highest inter
ests warn us to this course l Will they not 
be the men and women of the next genera
tion—our future lawyers, orators, states
men and judges ?

But our girls and boys are not past re
demption. Beneath the mask of self and 
frivolity are true hearts beating with gener
ous impulses. Mark the graves covering 
our bleak Northern hills, scattered over 
sunny Southern valleys, our girls nursing 
the wounded, kneeling bv the bedside of 
tbe dyiDg, praying for tlie soul battling 
with the death angel. Can you now sneer 
a t them ?

Remember your own youth, when life 
seemed only a beautiful dream, tinted with 
the golden rays ol hope. Remember this 
ere you censure too harshly.

Our youth—what sweet memories those

BUTLER AT NEW ORLEANS.

The Tr»e H istory R evealed  in a Court b f  
Justice— Seizure o f  the Steam er Nassau 
—Important Testimony o f  One o f  H is 
Staff Officers.
. [From the Sew York World of June 12 ]

The suit of Henry A. Tilden against Ben
jamin F. Butler to recover about $33,000 
damages for the seiztlre of the steamer Nas
sau by Butler in New Orleans in 1862, came 
to tn a l yesterday in the United State* Cir
cuit Court, before Judge Shipman. Butler 
came into court alter the trial had begun 
and took a se tt  beside his counsel. Ex- 
Judge John K. Porter and E. A. Doolittle 
were present as counsel for the plaintiff, 
and John E. Devlin assisted the District 
Attorney on behalf of General Butler. The 
plaintiff claims tha t Butler really seized 
the vessel for the use of his brother, while 
the defense is that the seizure was made 
for the government by authority of the 
President. Butler claims, also, tha t the 
action is barred by the statute of limita
tions. Tlie suit was first commenced in the 
State Supreme Court in August, 1866, and 
was afterwards transfei red to the Federal 
court. The ju ry  having been called and 
Sworn.

words cal! up, lingering on the ear with a 
loving cadence, reaching far down into the 
heart, stirring with a high and holy love, ..
which ebbs and flows until it surges to our ! had had the owner 
very lips in a fervent “ God bless our girls | General Butler's office 
and boys.” *

Mr. Christ is a gentleman living in West 
Ontario, near Pittsburg, who isn’t on terms 
of intimate acquaintance with the corpse of 
his own son. A young man died in the vi
cinity of the town, anil after death some one 
suggested he was Hiram Christ, son of a 
well known townsman. Christ, senior, came 
with his wife and daughters, and each at 
first declared him their own. Doubts arose, 
however, and during the delay the body 
began to decompose and was buried, fol
lowed to the grave only by the sorrow- 
stricken sisters, the parents declining to 
larticipate in the ceremony. The real 
Jirain not appearing, the now affrighted 

parents thought of exhuming the body 
again and having the remains placed in the 
family vault; and ju s t as the grief was at 
its height the young Hiram appeared in 
propria persona, and so the corpse lost bis 
chances of getting into the companionship 
of aristocratic dead men.

jewelry and opera
Mortification and auger predominate, 

which are in no wise lessened by the con
viction tha t she will tell it to her dear Ame 
lia, Amelia to Angelina, Angelina to Kate, 
and so on until her bevy of girl friends are 
discussing and commenting on this bit of 
choice gossip. Ah! Longfellow was right 
when he said “Take care ! Beware ! She is 
fooling thee.”

The American girl has a passion amount
ing almost to adoration for titled foreigners. 
The plain “Mr." of her native country is 
too common place to suit her perverted 
taste. I t h as none of that indescribable 
charm that clusters around the titles of the 
Old World’s aristocracy. She takes no 
warning from the fact that often the pseudo 
“Count” or "Lord" turns out to be an am
bitious ch mney-sweep or escaped eonvjct. 
She is rendered exquisitely happy if his 
arm encircles her in the waltz or galop; is 
enraptured with his Grecian profile and 
blonde moustache; in short, elevates him 
from his rightful position as a weak, fallible 
man to that of a aeitv.

The thanks for all this—“America is a

\ \  e are told that sundry pour women of 
Boston have formed a mending and repair
ing society, and will sew on buttons, darn 
stockings, and do other kindly service for 
unprovided bachelors at half tbe usual 
rates, and be very particular not to steal or 
destroy their garments. This may be re- 

as a blessed association for the 
bachelors, but it lias its drawbacks. Itm av  
be an encouragement of celibacy, which is 
against public policy: and then on the 
other hand :t may be an organization whose 
real intent is to capture the bachelors for 
its individual members. We distrust these 
demure Dorcases.

A good, finished scandal, fully armed and 
equipped, such as circulates in the world, is 
rarely the production of a single individual 
or even of a coterie. I t  sees tbe light in 
one, is rocked and nurtured in another, is 
petted, developed and attains its growth in 
a third, and receives its finishing touches 
only alter passing through a multitude of 
hands. I t  is a child that can count a host 
of lathers all ready to disown it.

District Attorney Davis suggested tbe 
inquiry to the court whether the parties 
had the right to peremptory challenge 
under the State statute which gave tha t 
right.

The court doubted whether, in the ab
sence of any rule of the court, under the 
act of Congress of 1840 adopting the State 
law, peieiuptory challenges would be ad 
missible. The point was involved in some 
obseurity.

The District Attorney said tha t in view 
of the doubt and obsenrity surrounding the 
question, he had dratted an act and sent it 
to Washington early in the session, to allow 
peremptory challenges in civil cases. He 
had been informed that it had passed tlie 
House, but had no knowledge whether it 
had become a law.

Judge Shipman sail, in that case, it was 
important the parties should agree to allow 
challenges, else the trial miight come to 
naught.

Ex Judge Porter thought the District At
torney would be likely to know if the bill 
had passed.

Judge Sliipmau said it would require an 
omniscient mind to know wbat bills had 
been passed during tbe last hours of the 
session.

Mr. Devlin said they had no objection to 
any of tbe jury , but in order to have an ob- 
jectioiptipon the record, they would chal
lenge peremptorily Mr. Comstock. The 
court overruled tlie challenge. Mr. Com
stock subsequently, on hearing the title of 
the case, said that he was an army officer 
during tbe war, and had served part of the 
time under General Butler a t New Orleans. 
He would, therefore, ask to be excused, 
though lie knew nothing of this transaction. 
He was excused by consent of both sides. 
The District Attorney was afraid that the 
excusing of the juror would lose to them 
the question raised by the challenge.

The Court—Then you had better chal
lenge some other juror.

The District Attorney—I think we will 
le t the matter remain as it is.

Mr. Doolittle then opened to the jury  on 
the part of the plaintiff. He said tha t on 
the twenty-second of September, 1862, the 
steamer Nassau was taken by force by Gen
eral Butler, from George Hunnewell, a t 
New Orleans. Mr. lluunewell had since 
assigned his interest in the vessel and light 
of action to Mr. Henry A. Tilden, the 
present plaintiff. Mr. Hunnewell bad taken 
the vessel to New Orleans, and was about 
to convert her into a tow. The moment he 
attempted to do tha t he stirred up a hor
net's nest. At that time the vessel was 
worth $62,000. Shortlv after, General But
ler took possession of New Orleans, in May, 
1862, with United States forces. His 
brother, Andrew Jackson Butler, appeared 
there, and was possessed of influence second 
to none but the Major General himself. 
Though insolvent when he went there, he 
very soon amassed a large fortune. 
Through the quartermaster he took 
charge of all tow-boats in and
about New Orleans, and they were an im
portant part of the measures used for mak
ing money there because tbe river was 
crooked and all the vessels required to be 
towed for many days to get up to the city. 
Mr. Hunnewell thought lie might make 
money by towing, and for that reason had 
changed the Nassau into a towboat. His 
movements were immediately known to 
Andrew Jackson Butler, and ' a person iu 
his employ came to him and said he wanted 
to buy a five-eighths share. Mi-. Hunne- 
well, understanding who this man was act
ing for, and a power behind him, was will
ing to sell a one-half share for $22,500. The 
man offered him tha t amount for a five- 
eighths share. Mr. Hunnewell refusing, he 
was sn a very short time tapped on the 
shoulder by General Butler’s provost mar
shal, with the remark, “ I want you.” No 
man dared refuse in th a t plaee. Hunne
well was taken before General Butler, who 
said, “Do you own the steamer Nassau ? 
W hat do you ask for ber I I 
want to buy her.” “ She is not for 
sale,” was the reply. “ i f  you don't 
sell tha t vessel for me,” was Butler's 
rejoinder, “ I will seize her for the govern
ment.” Hunnewell replied, “General But
ler, it the government of the United States 
wants tha t vessel, I will charter h r to the 
government for any reaeunablo price—$50 
a day or less.” He said, “ I won’t charter 
her, because tbe mission for which she is 
wanted is dangerous, and the government 
will have to pay if she is lost.” Mr. Huu- 
newell said, “ If  she is lost I will take tbe 
consequences. I don't want you to take 
the vessel, as I had bought her for a spe
cific purpose, but if the government wants 
her, take ber now for the voyage, and I will 
take the risk of her loss.” General Butler 
said, “ I am going to take her from you and 
give you my own price. I will give you 
$28,0<)0.” Mr. Hunnewell referred to the 
fact that, Mr. Eddy the day previous had 
offered $22,500 for five-eighth*. “ You lie '" 
said Butler. “No such thing: I know all 
about the transaction.” And he did know 
all about it. His brother, Andrew Jackson 
Butler, having failed to get five eighths, 

controlling share of the vessel, 
marched to 

for the pur
pose of having it seized. He had pre
viously told his brother, “That is ju s t the 
vessel I want to send up the rivers to get 
out my cotton and sugar. D—n lg*r! if we 
can 't get her otherwise we must seize her." 
The whole subsequent transaction showed 
that it was a plan concocted be’tween the* 
two brothers to get the vessel. Then Butler 
says to his provost-marshal, “Take that 
man to the Customhouse and see that he 
transfers that vessel.” There the Custom
house official said. “Why did you sell this 
vessel to General Butler ?” “ You see why,” 
said Hunneweli: “ I am in the custody of 
this officer, and I call you to witness tha t I 
do it against my will—that, I transfer this 
vessel under protest. Hunnewell didn't 
scare quite as well as some men in New Or
leans did. He said, “General Butler, this 
is a rash measure, and you will hear from it 
hereafter.” General Butler paid $ !1,360 in 
uncurreut bills of the Citizens' Bank of New 
Orleans, which made the net amount $26,028.

Hunnewell still had the courage to com
plain of the harsh measure, and they could 
not shut bis month. After he had received 
tbe money the provost marshal again tapped 
him on the shoulder, saying, “General But
ler wants you.” General Butler said, “Do 
you want your vessel back ? I don’t want 
her; she draws too much water.” “ Yes,” 
said Hunnewell, “if you will give me a few 
minutes to get the money.” “No, sir, not 
five minutes,” said Butler. If he were seiz
ing the vessel for the government why 
should he give that answer ? The fact was 
he meant in th a t way to spike Hunnewell’s

by Butler in his contraband ventures, on 
the eleventh of November following, was 
chartered to the government in Griffin’s 
name, not for $50 a day—the price for which 
Hunnewell offered her—bat for $300 a day. 
She was finally lost, and the government 
paid $45,000 for her, Griffin and Butler get
ting in all for her, including the charter, 
$ 111,000.

William H. Wiegal. the first witness 
called, testified: I reside a t Albany: I was 
on General Butler's staff a t New Orleans in 
1862-3 as first lieutenant and aid-de camp: I 
was with him in his office, and resided with 
him at the Twiggs mansion; I knew Andrew 
Jackson Butler; I recollect hearing a con
versation between Andrew Jackson Butler 
and General B. F. Butler in the office of the 
General a t the Customhouse, which was his 
headquarters; there were present General 
Butler, his brother, Andrew Jackson But
ler, Captain Haggerty and myself; General 
B utler’s brother came into the office, drew 
his chair alongside the table where the Gen
eral was sitting and commenced aeonversa 
tion with him in referenoe to the steamer 
Nassau; he stated tha t she was just such 
a vessel as he (Andrew Jackson 
Bntler) needed to bring his cot
ton and sugar down, and that he in us: 
have her; there was some more talk between 
them; Captain Haggarty got up and left the 
office; I was busy with some papers; be said 
that he would like to have the vessel, and 
must have her, and if  there was no other 
way to get her, she must be seized; a t which 
I got up and left the office; they remained 
in conversation a quarter or half an hour 
af erwards.

Question—Why did you leave? Answer— 
The instructions ol the Major General were 
that if his brother came iu tor consultation, 
the aides-de-camp must leave; that was the 
reason I left; I would, have left before had I 
not been busy with some papers.

The district attorney desired to defer the 
cross-examination of the witnesses in order 
to get some papers that he desired in such 
examination.

The testimony of Charles W. Cammack, 
now paying teller of the Bank of Louisiana, 
and in 1862 paying teller of the Citizens' 
Bank of Louisiana, was dow read. He 
gave evidence as to General Butler's ac
counts with the bank, and of liis having 
given a check payable to George Hunneweli 
at the bunk for $31,360.

Alfred Da Costa's evidence, also taken 
by commission, was next read. He was 
in the employ of S. P. Griffin in 1862, at 
New Orleans, and states the transactions 
between Andrew Jackson Btstler and Grif
fin of a business character in connection 
w ith the steamer Nassau. He recognized 
Griffin as the owner of the steamer, but 
did not know whether the la tter acquired 
ownership from General B. F. Butler, as 
he was owner before witness entered his 
employment.

Large C ougar K illed .
The Canton (Texas) News reports this:
One day last week, while Mr. G. L. Ma

lone, who lives about five miles north of 
Edom, in this county, was hoeiDg cotton, a 
very large cougar came into the field, and 
was making its way to attack him. Some 
ladies, who were passing a t the time, gave 
the alarm, and Mr. Malone discovered the 
animal only about eighty paces from him. 
On being seen, it crouched close to tbe 
ground, in which position it  remained until 
Mr. Malone went home—only a short dis
tance—and got a gun. The first shot was 
unsuccessful, as the animal never moved, 
but the second took effect, aud the cougar 
bounded several feet perpendicularly. Af
te r the last fire a negro boy, armed with an 
axo and assisted,by a large dog, engaged 
the animal, and, alter a tierce conflict of 
about two minutes, succeeded in killing it. 
Tbe conduct of the colored man and the 
dog is described by those who saw the com
bat as having been heroic. The cougar was 
of the largest size, but very poor; this, 
doubtless, accounts for its attack  on Mr. 
Malone.

An Admission.

This is a special to the St. Louis Repub
lican: j

N ew  Yo rk , June 12.—The Post to-night 
admits that, tlie various Democratic State 
conventions this week point to a ratifica
tion of the Cincinnati ticket at Baltimore. 
I t sa.vs if by supporting Mr. Greeley they 
can gain a few thousand votes in each 
State, they can elect officers in such States 
as Pennsylvania, Indiana, Texas, Alabama 
aud Arkansas. The Democrats of Penn
sylvania have already begun the canvass in 
a inanser to show tlieir purpose; they have 
nominated a good strong ticket for State 
offices, which, with the disaffected Repub
licans, they probably expect to elect. In 
Indiana they nominated Mr. Thomas Hen
dricks, one of their ablest and most con
sistent statesmen for Governor, and with 
him expect to gain th a t State. This rule 
may be successfully followed in many other 
States, ami the Democrats may perhaps by 
this means elect a majority to the next 
Congress.

Specimen K uatan Cane.
This is from the New Iberia Sugar-Bowl: 
While in New Orleans recently, we saw 

at the office of an importing fruit conipany 
on St. Peter street, near the square, a stalk 
of sugar cane which had been brought from 
the island ol Iiuatan, and it would astonish 
the oldest Louisiana sugar planter. It hail 
cut thirteen feet six inches for the mill, had 
forty joints, and was of monstrous size. 
Unfortunately, we could not learn the 
weight. Notwithstanding tbe size attained 
by canes in Central and South America, we 
learn that the yield of sugar is proportion
ately much less than in Louisiana.

TMe R ailroad Im b r.«tio .

The Houston Union of the ten th  says :
The Jive o’clock train on Friday evening 

did not arrive in Houston until Saturday 
morning a t ball-past six.

One hundred and fifty passengers a t 
Hempstead refused to proceed further upon 
the train, alleging tha t the engineers and 
employes were incapable, and the risk to 
life too serious.

We also learn th a t there one hundred 
passengers a t llearne, who have passed the 
same resolutions.

At Hemp-tend, the passengers there de
tained passed resolutions, approving of tLe 
course of the employes.

At Corsicana, the eitizens have agreed to 
defray the board bills'of all railroad men 
who have left the road on account ot the 
contract issued by the railroad company. 
Both sides are firm and decline to yield. In 
the meantime freight trains have ceased to 
run, passenger travel is uncertain, and the 
public is suffering greatly from the present 
misunderstanding. We understand that the 
company has telegraphed for engineers. 
While it is alleged tha t none will come, 
owing to the existence of an' organization 
extending not only throughout the United 
States and Canadas, but throughout Eu
rope. we sincerely tru s t tha t some arrange
ment m a t be made, whereby the passenger 
and freight transportation may speedily be 
placed upon tlie safe and sure basis th a t it 
was previous to this misunderstanding.

Greeley, though a  Unitarian, believes ia 
the doctrine of election.

A Burlington, Iowa, girl got show-struck 
while a circus was visiting there, and wen: 
off with it.

A writer says : “ I t  is not the drinking, 
but getting sober, tha t is so terrible in a 
drunkard's life.”

Mrs. Lenowens lias bad copies of B ryant’s 
translation of Homer prepared and especial
ly bound for tbe King of Siam

Be thou what thou singly art, and per
sonate only thyself. Swim smoothly in 
the stream ol thy nature and live but one 
man.

The Mariposa man who lost his ear in a 
fight, and afterward bad it replaced wrong 
end up, is obliged to stand on his head to 
bear straight.

Reading makes a  full man; talking a 
ready man. Tne happy medium is reached 
when a man reads enough to give value to 
w hat he has to say.

A maiden lady being asked why she had
ever married, replied tha t she had never 

seen the man for whom she was willing tO'

The Ilomer Iliad  says of the crop pros
pects:

Crop prospects are more favorabie on the 
Ouachita this season than usual, and be
tween Homer and Trenton crops were look
ing well bef.ire the recent unaccountable 
rains. As it is the uplands are as a general 
thing much washed and damaged. All the 
bridges between here and Trenton were 
washed away, and we do not think the one 
across the Sehuda has yet been restored. 
We oauie through on Sunday last, and hail 
to go round though Downsville, and then 
got into one branch that floated the buggy.

get up three meals a day for forty years.
A writer on physiognomy sagely says:

A human face without a nose does not 
amount to much.” I t  is also true tha t a 
human nose without a face doesn’t  amount 
to much either.

A young lady in Philadelphia, of rare 
jersonal beauty, but no fortune, having fol
lowed the trade of a milliner all her life, is 
about to marry an English gentleman of 
great wealth.

Bishdp McQuaid has issued to his flock, 
from the cathedral a t Rochester, a decree 
tha t twelve hacks be henceforth the maxi
mum numbqr for a funeral. This is striking 
the ax a t the root of a grave annoyance.

Tourists have expressed surprise th a t 
Egyptian women are old a t twenty, and 
very old a t thirty . In the United States of 
America women are so far advanced a t fif
teen tha t very Irequenlly the priest has to 
be called in.

The total number of messages forwarded 
from postal telegraph stations in the United 
Kingdom during the week ending May 18, 
1872, was 279,553, and during the corres
ponding week of 1871, 216,626, showing an 
increase of 62,933.

The waters of Lake Michigan, as tested 
by the United States gauge, are steadily 
rising. They have reached the l^vel of the 
lake m May of 1861. Reports from Lake 
Superior indicate an increasing depth of 
water everywhere.

When the clouds broke away after the 
recent rain storm, the tops of Mounts 
Washington, Jefferson, Adams and other 
peaks in th a t vicinity were white as in 
mid-winter. The snow line appeared about 
1000 feet below tbe highest summit.

During the first week in May, 1872, six 
railroad conductors were killed, and $19,200 
were paid to their families by the Railroad 
Conductors’ Insurance Company, This was 
the most fatal week ever known to the pro
fession.

The Hartford Courant says: “Among the 
objects of art in the exhibition of the H art
ford Art Association, there will be a lion 
and a tiger by the famous animal sculptor 
of Paris, M. Barye, cast in American ster 
ling metal at Naubuc. Few of our citizens 
are aware that so near this city there is 
being manufactured one of the most valua
ble and wonderful of metals—a metal 
harder than cast steel—that is not affected 
by air or earth, and that can be cast with 
perfect ease into any form. Preparations 
are being made to use it lor works of sculp
ture.”

A good illustration is given of woman's 
courage, pluck, independence and deter
mination by a Mrs. Dwight Root, whose 
husband was the owner and driver of a 
stage on the route from Pavilion to Warsaw 
in Genesee and Wyoming counties. Lately 
he sickened and died, and the disconsolate 
widow, not being able to find a purchaser 
of Lis postal contract, has herself mounted 
the box, and now daily drives the stage, to 
tbe admiration of tb'e public and the satis
faction of the passengers. This is the kind 
of women's rights tha t tends to practical 
results.

A coke famine is reported in the north of 
Eng'.and. Tbe price has advanced, within 
a short time, 250 per eent. The makers, it 
is asserted, get $6 a ton profit. Only a 
small share of tbe increased profits goes to 
the workmen, whose wages have advanced 
only twenty per lent.

guns by saying that he gave him the oppor
tunity,'anil that Hnncewell didn't take it 
back. Just a t that moment Admiral Farra- 
gut entered the room with his staff, and in 
the confusion Hunnewell slinped out. 
Knowing w hat his chances were' with But
ler, he didn’t stop until he got a cheek for 
the amount to tender to Butler.

As soon as Farragut liad gone, the pro
vost marshal entered and tapped him f ir 
the shoulder. “ W hat's vonr answer? ’ said 
Butler. Hunnewell presented his certified 
check, and said he would have the vessel 
back again. “ Y'ou shall have it," said But
ler; "the provost marshal has been here, 
and he says he must have it.” That was 
the verv trap 'that caught Butler. Hi's man
ner to Hunnewell showed what his motive 
and object were. The vessel was not used 
for the government. I t went into the ser
vice of Andrew Jackson Butler: but for a 
<!over it was nominally in the name of S. B. 
Griffin. The vessel, after having been used

A traveler writes as follows to the London 
News: “Tbe petrifaction ot corpses is not a 
new art in Italy. At the commencement of 
the present century it was practiced by a 
medicinal man at Florence, and in one of 
the hospitals of the town the bosom of a 
woman was shown which was petrified by 
him. I t  has all the appearance of ivory, 
and is in a perfect state of preservation. 
In the same hospital there is a table, appa
rently of pietra dura. The different stones, 
however, of which it is formed, are petrified 
slices of human flesh.”

A Clevelander named Hogengobler has 
petitioned the Legislature to have it cut 
down to plain Ilogen. lie  complains that, 
notwithstanding bis efforts to lead tin hon
est life, he can not secure the respect of his 
neighbors with such a name.

A general on the [mint of death, opening 
his eyes and seeing a consultation of three 
physicians, who were standing close to his 
bedside, faintly exclaimed, “Gentlemen, if 
you tire by platoons it is all over with m e!’’ 
and instantly expired.

A Bangor man, while earnestly urging 
temperance in a discussion, a few days 
since, emphasized his argument by a forci
ble gesture with his umbrella, when out 
flew a black bottle, which, breaking in 
pieces on the pavement, gave out the sweet 
odor of the best old Bourbon.

The administration newspapers having 
refused to print Mr. Sumner’s speech in 
full, it was published in pamphlet form by 
the newsdealers. Forty thousand were 
printed as a venture, bpt they were entirely 
inadequate to the demand, and a t last ac
counts tbe work of priutiu'g was going on 
steadily.

An old woman, on being examined before 
a magistrate as to her place of legal settle
ment, was asked wbat reason she hiol for 
supposing her husband had a legal settle
ment in tha t town!. The old lady said, “ He 
was born and married there, and they 
buried him there, and if tha t isn't settling 
him there, I don't know what is.”

A child, four months old. a t Rensselaer, 
Indiana, was reeeutly taken with spasms 
and vomiting, in the course cf whi'-h it 
threw  up 110 pins of various sizes. They 
were much corroded, and gave evidence of 
having lain in the stomach for a loDg time. 
How the pins got into the child is a mystery 
no less than how they got out of him.'

A California editor thus eases himself: 
“ Dolly Vardenism, viewed from a philo 
sophical standpoint, is the realization n 
material form of all tha t is most loud,

f;laring, odd, gaudy, glittering and Om
an dish. I t is the expression of a long con

cealed yearning after barbaric display; a 
spasmodic exhibition of a hitherto unsus
pected instinct of saveagery and anti-civ
ilization.”

Josh Billings says: "W hen we cum*"to 
think that thare aint on the face ov the 
earth even one bat too much, and th a t thare 
haint been, since the daze ov Adam, a single 
surplus muskeeter’s egg, laid by acksiilent, 
we kan form sum kind ov an idee how little 
we know, and wbat a poor job we should 
make ov it runnin the mashinery of krea- 
shun. Man iz a phool enny how, and the 
best ov the joke is, he don’t seem tew know 
it. Bats have a destiny tew fill, and I will 
bet a dollar they fill it better than we do 
ours.”

From a San Francisco daily: “ A iady cor
respondent asks us if a Dolly Varden can 
be box-plaited, whipped and gathered in a 
yoke, or is it best to have insertion and 
flounces with puffing. We think that neither 
way is good. Two rows of bobinette. hem
stitched, and inserted with double gathered 
rutiles of brocade tape, with a gusset and 
liem-stitch or two at each end, and this 
olulled and made en revers in the back with 
bias cuttings, double puffed, ot blue or
gandie, running tranversely across tbe 
whole, lined with point applique ticking 
and fluted, would be far more stylish."

Stephen ChapmaD, aged eighty years, 
died in Bennington, Wyoming county, last 
week. W hat was remarkable about tb..s 
person was not his longevity, which was 
not very great, but the fact that during his 
whole life be was m v -r  once sick enough 

ra th e r  Cleveland, whose death iu Boston 1 to require a doctor. Fortunate man! He
k.—., ---------- ->■*» *. f ro —  -c - phyMtkeil himself, no doubt, a little as an

am ateur, for every human being does that; 
but then he never had to swallow the long 
Latin prescriptions; he never, probabiy, 
was bled, anil it is even possible th a t he 
never was blistered; not for him did the 
pharmceutical apprentice wield the pestle 
or flourish the spatula! And above all, he 
never was required, thrice happy m an’ to 
make up his mind between the allopath ' 3

has been announced, was a father of the 
poor in that citv. The Boston Society for 
the Moral and Religious Instruction of the 
Boor was founded in his house in 1816. He 
was afterwards made missionary to the 
poor and licensed to preach. Father Cleave- 
la ' i Mand was one hundred years of age, more 
than half of which he spent in doing good, 
a part of the time upon big own resources.
In his long life he wa* in turn a m e r c h a n t ,______ ,_______  ______________ ,_____
a customs officer, a clerk, a stock broker, a ■ and the homeopathic systems, but went to 
missionary and a preacher. j his tomb in happy ignorance of both.


