
NEW ORLEANS REPUBLICAN, SUNDAY, JULY 28, 1872.

t f f  l 'c iAnOURNAL OF THE UNITED STATES

■ m C U l  JOURNAL OF NEW ORLEANS

O IK  OWN.

If I bait known in the morning
T,Heo: . T j r : ^ , w ^r/troUb,. » y 

That I «• <! when J«ra went nwny,
I had been more car.ful, darling,

Bor riven roil needle** p*,l‘ 
not vex our own with look and loom 

We might "ever t.ke back again.

POT though in the quiet erasing 
Ton may give '“e the h)»»ot peace,

Yet it might be that never foi me 
The pain of the heart aiiould ceaae '

Bow many go forth at morning 
W h o  never come home at night 1 

At.d heart!! Iu.ee bioken lor harsh word* apoken, 
That aorrow can never aet right.

We have careful thought* for the etranger,
And auiilea for the aomet line gue»t;

But oft for our own i he bitter tone.
Though we hive our own the beat.

Ah! 11pa nith the eurve impatient,
Ah ! brow with the thaile ef acorn,

'Twere a cruel fate were the uiglrt too iate 
To unuo the work of morn.

THROUGH riUE.

(From Cbaiubera’ Journal. J
During a residence ol severs) Tear* in 

Kew^York. I wus iu t i e  habit nf passing 
some mouths every summer a t one or other 
o f the various watering places iu the vicin
ity  of th a t city.

In  1848 I spent a few week* at Babvlim, 
u  village on the south side of Lung Island, 
in  order to enjoy the blue tlshiDg, for which 
that part ol the coast is famous.

In the small country places in the Lmted 
States thf re will be found some lazy, ne'er- 
do-weel, some “shiftless loafer,” to use an 
American idiom, who neither obtains nor 
seeks for regular employment, but is con 
ten t to pick up a precarious subsistence by 
fishing and shooting, after the manner of 
our old frii nd S ip Van Winkle, leaving his 
wife and family—if he have any—to get a 
living as they best may.

The individual in Babylon who enjoyed a 
monopoly of the advantages fo be derived 
from being the only loafer in tlie village 
was a half-breed, known as ‘Indian  John." 
lie  was a bachelor, and so expert with both 
rod and gun that, having no one to provide 
for but himself, he might have done very 
well but for his incorrigible laziness ami 
his love of “fire water.” So long as he had 
a  dime in his pocket, or, failing that, could 
get credit a t the village store for a pint of 
rum or whisky (the time of which I speak 
was before the Maine law had been intro
duced into the State of New York), no 
muuey could tempt him to exertion of any 
kind. Yet, when absolutely driven to it l*v 
necessity, he would work, and work hard, 
to®, for a brief period, enduring, without a 
murmur, far more toil and fatigue than a 
white man would have borne under the cir- 
eumstaner. But, like all his race, he was, 
as I have said, incapable ol habitual labor.

‘ •‘•John,” he would say, as soon as he had a 
piece of silver in his*possession, earned or 
given to him—“John no work to-day; John 
got dollar; John gentleman.”

On two or three occasions, when I had 
la i n unable to secure the services of one 
o f the regular boatmen, I engaged John to 
acconi]>any me on bit fishing expeditions. 
B ut it was rather reluctantly th a t 1 did so, 
for I felt a species of antipathy to the man, 
which found some justification in the singu
larly repulsive expression of his counte
nance. When one looked a t him, indeed, 
one was reminded of what Quin said of 
Macklin, “ that if Nature wrote a legible 
hand, he must he a scoundrel.”

He was a surly, sullen fellow, too, rarely 
speaking except in monosyllables, o t evinc
ing the slightest interest iu what was going 
on around him. I was, therefore, the more 
surprised at a little incident which occurred 
on one occasion when 1 found myself alone 
in the boat with him.

We, bad been fishing for some time with 
indifferent success, when, thinking tha t we 
might do better by putting further out to 
seu, I took out my watch for the purpose of 
ascertaining how long it would be before 
the tide turned. As 1 did so, 1 observed the 
eyes ot the half-breed fixed admiringly 
upon it. I t was indeed a very pretty trinket, 
the face being engraved with much taste, 
while on the Lin k there was a butterfly iu 
blue enamel, inernsted with small diamonds. 
I t  was, in fact, a lady’s watch, and belonged 
to my sister, who had lent it to me the. day 
I left New York, to replace my own, of 
which 1 had broken the spring that same 
morning—a misadventure there had not 
been time to repair before my departure.

Even the proverbial stoicism of his race, 
apparently, had not power to steel the hull- 
breed against the fascinations of the objet t 
ol his admiration. After abriel struggle to 
maintain his dignity he gave way. and 
asked to be allowed to look at the watch. 
1. of course, complied with his request, and 
placed it iu his band thut he might examine 
it a t hie leisure. He kept it. for some min
utes, and it was finally with manifest re
luctance th a t he returned it. 1 observed 
him  closely, and could see by t he expression 
ol his eyes tha t he had become possessed by 
one of those almost uncontrollable desires 
1o which savages, like children, are occa
sionally subject—it being, obviously, a posi
tive pain t i him to part with the watch. 
However, he had no alternative but to do 
so; and there the m atter ended for the time.

On the morning I had arranged to return 
to New Voik the neat was almost intolera- 
ble, and had net im portant business re
quired my presence in the city the following 
clay, I should most certainly have deferred 
my journey until the weather was some
what more endurable. However, I decided 
to compromise the matter, and (instead of 
taking the II A. M. train for Brooklyn, as l 
had originally intended, I resolved to return 
to town by the one which left Ceqjreville 
(the nearest station) at 8 P. M., by which 
hour the sea-breeze would have somewhat 
cooled the atmosphere.

The railway ruus as near as possible 
through the centre of Long Islaud from 
Brooklyn to Montauk Point. Thus travel
ers from any of the villages on the Atlantic 
are, or rather were—for the facilities of 
communication have been greatly improved 
since the time of which I speak—conveyed 
to  the depots, as stations are termed in the 
United States, by means of omnibuses 
owned by the proprietors of the various 
hotels.

I happened to be the only passenger from 
the hotel that evening for the train. I t 
was not thought worth while, therefore, to 
make use ot the omuibus; but Snedieor, the 
landlord, promised that a light wagon. 
Angliee chaise, should bo in readiness to 
convey me to the depot.

At the last moment, however, an unex
pected difficulty presented itself. Who was 
to drive me 1 Most of the inhabitants of 
(he village had gone over to Fire Island, it 
being a gala day in those parts, and among 
them the men belonging to the hotel.

“ You couldn't drive yourself. Mr. Wil
son, nohow, I suppose ?” said Snedieor to 
me interrogatively. “ You could leave the 
wagon,” he added, “a t Van Riper’e; his 
store is ju s t alongside the depot, and ono of 
the boys would bring it buck in the uiorn- 
iag."

“ Well," I replied, “I am afraid not. I 
have only traveled the road once, and there 
are so many tuinings tha t I think it not 
unlikely I might lose myself in these inter
minable pine forests of yours."

“Waal, now,” rejoined the old man, “I 
don’t know but what I'll liev tu go myself; 
bu t its mighty orkard, too.I tell you, for I ’ve 
a big suppertu  fix tu-night for the crowd 
th a t’s coming.”

We were standing on the piazza of the 
hotel, and while Snedieor was speaking the 
half breed, rifle in hand, but with an empty 
game bag. eauie down the road with the 
slow, slouching gait peculiar to him.

As soon as tlio landlord saw the mau his 
face brightened up.

“ Oh, here's John,” lie said; " I  thought 
ho had gone over tu the island. He doesn’t 
seem to have had much luck; he’ll he glad 
to drive you over tu Centreville, I guess, 
Mr. Wilson. John," he called out. “ I want 
you to rake this gentleman to the depot, 
right away. Can you go 1"

“ Me go!" said* the half-breed. "How 
much give t”

“ A siver quarter " (twenty-five cents), 
was the reply.

“And glass rum !” added John.
“Yes. and a glass of rum.” rejoined the

landlord.
“Rum now t" said the other interroga

tively.
“No ! When yon return,” replied Snedi- 

cor, adding to me. sotto voce: “ If 1 give it 
to him now, very probably he would not

stir an inch afterward, b u t lie right down 
on tha ground and go to sleep.”

The hall-breed nodded sullenly, to inti
mate that he accepted the proffered condi
tions; and as*soon as my luggage had been 
deposited in the wagon we drove oil, John 
placing h i i  rifle beside him on the front 
seat.

That John had been drinking already was 
tolerably obvious; not th a t his speech was 
thick or his carriage unsteady. Intoxica
tion rarely manifests itself in this form in 
the Indian. But there was a ludicrous as
sumption of dignity about the fellow—char
acteristic of his race when drunk—which 
a t once revealed to me his condition.

I have here to observe that the motives 
which induce the white man and the Indian 
to-drick are totally opposite id character. 
The former drinks from good fellowship, or 
because be likes the liquor; with him, as a 
rule, intoxication is the accidental result of 
over-indulgence. The Indian, on the con
trary , drinks simply to get drunk : it is but 
a means to an end. Hence the story of the 
Comanche brave, who, after imbibing as 
uianv glasses of well-watered whisky as his 
stomach would hold, went to the seller, anu 
in an aggrieved tone said: “Me full up,
and drunk no come y e t !”

The road, after running along the shore 
for about three-quarters of a mile, branched 
off. nearly at a right aDgle, into the woods; 
a t the expiration of half an hour we came 
to a spot where it divides into two forks. 
The half-breed, somewhat to my surprise, 
for I had an impression that Ceutreville lay 
iu the opposite direction, took the road to 
the right. Still I said nothing, knowing 
that he must necessarily be better acquaint
ed with the way than I was.

Before long, however, I became, convinced 
that we were going wrong. The road or, 
rather, lane we had entered upon seemed 
hut little traveled, the grass growing in 
many places in the wheel ruts, which, it was 
scarcely credible to suppose, could he the 
eaec with a road traversed so frequently ae 
the one between Babylon and Centreville. 
The forest, too, seemed to become denser 
and denser. Even at midday the sunlight 
penetraics bu t feebly through the masses of 
foliage which crown the heads of the tall 
pine trees in these woods, and now, as the 
evening began to draw on, the darkness 
was verv perceptible.

I was'half dispoeed to believe that John 
was reallv more intoxicated than he ap 
peared to be, and thut, notwithstanding the 
proverbial sagacity of hisTace in such m at
ters, he had taken the wrong road uncon
sciously. I therefore decided to speak to 
him without further delay. I said that it 
was evident we were going in the wrong 
direction, and I desired him to turn back at 
once. The fellow evinced not the slightest 
disposition to comply w ith my request, but 
continued to drive doggedly od, only reply
ing in a sulky to n e : “ John on right path.
Know him w ell; stranger don’t.

The situation was becoming awkward. 
That anv individual having Indian blood 
in Lis veins, could, under any circumstan
ces, lose bis way, was not easy of belief to 
one who had read Cooper's “ Leather Stock
ing” talcs, and who, at that time, was a de
vout believer in the fidelity of his descrip
tions of the red man. Yet, th a t the hall- 
breed hud taken the wrong road, I was 
pretty  well certain. Was it not more likely, 
then, tha t he had done so intentionally; and 
if so, with what motive ? In an instant there 
flashed across my memory the incident in 
the boat already referred to. I remem 
bered, too, th a t when I bad looked at my 
watch tha t evening, as 1 was getting into 
tise wagon, there had come suddenly into 
the half-breed’s eyes the same tierce, 
covetous light. I had noticed on the pre 
vious occasion. Were his intentions evil, 
what opportunity could he more favorable 
for their execution than the one' yrliich now 
presented itself here, in the heart of the 
forest, miles from any human habitation, 
the weapon, too, ready to bis liam l! Ah ! 
there was the question—and my heart beat 
quicker as it suggested itself. Was the 
rifle charged or not 1 If not, I would take 
very good care to prevent his loading it.

But if it w ere! Well, even then, being 
on my guard, my chances were not alto
gether desperate. I t was true I was un
armed, my gun, the barrel unscrewed from 
the stock, being in a mahogany box under 
the front seat. But 1 was, I flatter myself, 
a far stronger man than the half-breed, 
and, bar fire-arms, 1 had but little appre
hension as to the result of the struggle be
tween us, if I once closed with him. His 
position, too, on the front scat, with his 
bpek toward me, gave me this advantage, 
that, to attack me, he must turn liimHelf 
completely round ; and his doing so would, 
I believe, afford me time to place myself 
on the defensive. .1 resolved, therefore, 
the very instant I saw his hand directed 
toward the rifle, or that he was guilty of 
any overt aet whatever, to grapple with 
him, and, if possible, make myself master 
of the weapon.

In moments of peril or extremity, men 
think with extraordinary rapidity, and 
these reflections, and many others, passed 
through my mind in a few seconds.

The half-breed still kept driving rapidly 
through tlie woods, and, as night was 
drawtug on, I resolved to wait no longer, 
but to precipitate the issue a t once. 1 
therefore peremptorily ordered him to stop, 
determined to have recourse to force, if 
necessary to compel his compliance.

The fellow paid not the slightest attention 
to me, but applied'the lash furiously to the 
horse’s back. We dashed along the road 
for a couple of hundred yards more, and 
came suddenly to a large opeu space, at 
which the lane apparently ended. The spot 
was one evidently used for charcoal burn
ing, for several acres of timber had been cut 
down, and scattered here and there were 
piles of wood, arranged in the usual circular 
form, reaily lor tiring. The road, in fact, 
was a private one, aud only used a t certain 
periods of tho year by the owners of this 
portion of the forest to convey the charcoal 

'an d  firewood to market.
As we drove into the clearing the half- 

breed reined id the horse sharply, and be
fore I could guess his intentions, leaped 
with extraordinary agility, rifle in hand, 
out of the wagon.

As I was preparing to iollow him he 
raised his gun aud fired a t mv head. He 
was just a second too late ; had I still been 
sitting erect at the back of the wagon, the 
ball must inevitably have passed through 
my brain, but 1 had leaned slightly for
ward in the act, of jum ping out, and this 
saved me. As it was, he aimed ju s t a hair's 
too high, and the bullet only grazed my 
scalp, tearing up tlie skin and inflicting a 
wound which bled pro!usel.v, but was other
wise rather painful than dangerous.

Believing uivself, for the moment, to be 
more seriously hurt than I really’ was, aud 
rendered additionally savage by this very 
circumstance, I precipitated myself upon 
the half breed without a moment's pause. 
He made a blow at me with the clubbed 
rifle, but I evaded it and closed with him. 
He proved to be much stronger than 1 had 
anticipated, judging from his height and 
build, but st'l! no match for me, for at that 
period 1 was a man of more than average 
strength, and the Indian rarely possesses 
the muscle of the w bite man. in fact, con
scious of his inferiority in this respect, he 
invariably avoids, if possible, engaging iu 
a hand-to-hand encounter with him."

The struggle for the possession of the 
rifle lasted less than a minute, anil having, 
by one supreme effort, wrested it from my 
antagonist, uttering a short, sharp exclama
tion of regret a t finding himself bullied, he 
turned and fled to the forest.

For a moment I was sorely tempted to 
follow him, for my blood was thoroughly 
up; but the inoreatijng darkness warned 
me th a t this was impracticable. Indeed, 
familiar us the half-breed doubtless was 
with every intricacy of the forest, to have 
pursued him would, under any circura- 
stences, most probably have beeu futile.

I now looked around me to see what had 
become of the wagon, for the horse, left to 
his own guidance, had trotted off' as soon 
as I had quitted the vehicle, I found he had 
stopped, of his own accord, about a couple 
of hundred yards off', and was quietly crop
ping the grass by the wayside.

I got into the wagon, resolved to retvirn 
to Babylon a t once, and give information 
of what had occurred, in order tha t early 
the following morning the woods might 
be scoured (and I knew they would be 
thoroughly) for the half-breed. Indeed, 
eveu had 1 not felt i* my duty on public 
as well as private grounds to do this, to 
have continued my journey th a t night 
would have been impossible, for, long be
fore I could reach Centerville, the last train 
would have left for Brooklyn.

The atmosphere was oppressively close; 
not a breath of air was stirring; and heavy 
masses of black cloud were slowly rising in 
tho west. Hitherto I|had been too preoccu

pied to notice these indications of an im 
pending storm, but now tha t I observed 
them I felt th a t the warnings they convey
ed were not to be disregarded. I hoped, 
nevertheless, to be able to get back to the 
village, or, a t all events, so far as the open 
road along the sea-shore, before the storm 
burst; for I knew tha t I should be subjected 
to considerable inconvenience, if not posi
tive danger, if overtaken by it while in the 
lorest. I therefore, notwithstanding the 
darkness, tore along the road a t a rapid 
pace The horse, indeed, seemed to sympa
thize with my uneasiness, and scaieely 
needed urging to pet forth his utmost speed.

I had barely ridden a mile, however, 
when the low mutteriogs of the approach
ing storm became distinctly audible. The 
wind began to sigh mournfully through the 
trees, until, at the expiration of a few 
minutes, it suddenly rose—as it frequently 
dees in these latitudes—to a perfect hurri
cane; the tall pines bent before the blast 
like grain in harvest time; branches aud 
even Tiiflbs, torn from their parent trunks, 
strewed the road, while every now and 
again was heard the crash of some falling 
tree, which, weakened with age, was un
able longer to stand the fury of the gale.

Flash a lter flash of the most vivid light
ning I have almcst ever beheld succeeded 
each otuer in rapid succession, the heavy 
peals of thunder reveberating OTtr my 
head; the rain, too, a t intervals came down 
in heavy showers. I t  was, in fact, as the 
fool says in “ King Lear,” “a naughty.night 
to swim in.”

At iast a terrific flash of lightning fol
lowed by the sharp report the electric fluid 
always makes when it strikes, warned me 
that a new danger was impending; that a 
tree had been struck, and that, iu all pro
bability, the woods would shortly be on fire. 
Nor was I mistaken. In less time than 1 
could have believed it possible for the 
flames to become visible, a lurid glare to 
the right, apparently about a mile distant, 
proved that the forest in that directii n had 
become a prey to the devouring element.

No rain had fallen for the previous six 
weeks, and, notwithstanding it was now 
coming down rather heavily, the fire spread 
among the dry, resinous pine trees with 
fearful rapidity, threatening to completely 
cut off my retreat. Could I, indeed, but 
once get to the folk of tbb roads, I knew I 
should be comparatively safe; for as soon as 
I entered the lane leading to Babylon the 
wind would face me and drive the flames in 
an opposite direction. The doubt ‘was 
whether I should be able to get so far with
out being intercepted by the fire. Still it 
was mv only chance, and I drove furiously 
on, half-blinded by the dense volumes ol 
smoke which rolled across my path, while 
myriads of sparks shot up every now and 
again, from the burning forest.

At last I reached the fork of the roads, 
but not a minute too soon ; for the flames, 
with an eager, hungry roar, were rushing 
furiously forward, a t a right angle with the 
road, a distance of less than two hundred 
yards. •

I turned the com er and dashed into the 
Babylon road. The danger was p a s t: aud 

.it was with a comparatively light heart I 
drove the remainder of the distance.

The fire proved one ot the most destruc
tive ever known in those woods; and, not
withstanding the fact that the rain came 
down heavily for many hours, swept several 
hundred acres completely clear of timber, 
leaving nothing but the charred and black
ened stum ps of the trees remaining.

The search for the half-breed was unsuc
cessful; and it was thought tha t he had 
quitted that part of the island. But, some 
days after the fire had subsided, a party  of 
villagers, whom curiosity had led to visit 
the scene of the late conflagration, came 
across a small heap of charred bones, among 
which were several metal buttons and the 
remains of a powder-flask, which were at 
once recognized as having belonged to “ In
dian John.” There could, therefore, be but 
little doubt that, being on foot, the half 
breed had been unable to outstrip the 
flamep, aud had perished miserably in the 
burning forest.

S ale  o f  the  F i r s t  B a le  o f  N ew  C otton  in 
•  S t. L ou is.

We copy this from the St. Louis Demo
crat :

There is a good deal more life aDd back
bone. among our cotton men, it seems, than 
we credited them with, and they are not 
afraid to do a little fancy bidding wht n the 
occasion seems to demand it. Yesterday 
the new Texas bale of cotton received by 
Messrs. Alford, Veal & Co. was put up at 
auction, according to previous notice. Hon. 
Nathan Cole, by request, acted as auc
tioneer. The bidding was started at fifry 
cents per pound, and ran along up lively— 
Sbryock & Rowland, Marmaduke & Brown, 
J . C. Carson & Co., and many others parti
cipating. Marmaduke & Brown stuck to 
the bidding until $1 per pound was reached, 
this figure being their last bid. Andy 
Mitchell, of J. B. Carson & Co., and presi
dent of the Cotton Association, bid 11 05. 
After hammering on this bid for some little 
time, and getting no further response. Mr. 
Cole knocked the bale down at that figure. 
Mr. Mitchell immediately determined to 
make the bid gold, which is equal to about 
$1 15 in currency.

We were not a ware tha t the Cotton Asso
ciation had offered $500 for the first bale of 
cotton which should corns to haud of the 
new crop; but if this is true, the present 
bale will yield not far short of $1000 to its 
lucky owner. However, it is glory enough 
to have shown to the cotton States, by the 
above sale, tha t St. Louis cotton men mean 
“ business" from now on, aud are preparing 
to go for a cotton trade with much more 
vigor than heretofore. Carson & Co. have 
done a liberal and timely thing in paying 
so handsome a price for the first new bale 
ot cotton, and they will acquire a fame 
through Texas and the South which will 
coin fliem a gold eagle for every gold dollar 
it will cost them

At a meeting in’Shreveport on the eight
eenth instant, for the purpose of organizing 
a Greeley and Brown Club, Mr. Burnside 
moved th a t Mr. Boaruian address the meet
ing, giving his opinion of the convention to 
assemble in New Orleaus in August. The 
motion was seconded and carried.

Mr. Boarman arosh and said he was not 
prepared to give his views on that conven
tion at this time, but be had this much to 
say, tha t tha t convention would meet under 
the influence of the great tide of public 
sentiment which was now sweeping over 
the land. He said that he favored the com
ing convention. A great many persons 
might think he felt sore over the fact that 
he was stricken from the ticket as nomi
nated by the Democratic convention. This 
was not the ease. Personally, he had no 
objection to the action of the Democratic 
Executive Committee, but be did think that 
it was acting in bad faith toward the cit
izens of Caddo parish, because he was the 
only candidate on the Slate ticket from that 
parish. He said, in conclusion th a t he 
looked to the A ugust convention as our only 
hope of treeing the State from the odious 
bands th a t are now crushing th a t life out 
of her, and that he sincerely trusted the 
August convention would appoint such 
men as the mass of the people could unite 
upon.

At last we have the details of a method 
of keeping our houses cool. A correspondent 
of the y a t  ion says that he intends to pass 
small air-pipes several times through a 
large box packed full of moss. W ater will 
drip down through this. A current of air 
will be forced, by clock power, through the 
pipes and up through the moss. This last 
will insure a speedy evaporation of the 
water. This w ill cool the pipes. They will 
cool the inclosed air. This will be cond'ucted 
to all the rooms of the house. I t  will be 
admitted near the ceiling, and will be 
turned on or off, like hot air from a fur
nace. The inventor expects to keep the 
tem perature a t from 60J to 70° through the 
warmest months. By lengbtening or short
ening the pendulum of the machiuery the 
supply of cold air can lie diminished or in
creased a t will.

C lo sin g  A d d r ess  to  th e  G ra d u a tin g  C la ss  o f
S t .  M a r y ’s  S c h o o l, J u ly  2 3 ,  1 8 7 2 .

BY MISS LOUISE THEISMAN.

In view of circumstances peculiar to the 
dosing of the present tenn, I trust the au 
dience will now bear with me, while I may 
personally address those who are most 
deeply interested in the work of our edu
cation.

And fiist, to you, reverend fathers, 
whose labors have so abundantly blessed 
this band of happy youih, whose watchful 
supervision and constant concern for our 
welfare have ever attested the purity and 
disinterestedness of your motives,—to you, 
in behalf of my clas-mates, would I render 
expressions of sincere and heartfelt g rati
tude. Well do we know the trialg and dis 
couragements which have attended you, 
and we should do you injustice not to con
fess our inability to reward your zeal. 
Heaven and an "approving conscience do 
alone bear to you a worthy recompense. 
Time may hurry us on, until the veil of the 
past shall interpose obscurity between mem
ory and the scenes o f youth ; hut God for
bid that we ever forget the w ise instructions 
you imparted to our youthful hearts. May 
the blessing of Heaven ever rest upon you, 
aDd accompany all your labors and unilei- 
takings. Accept, we pray, these expres
sions of regard as the sincere and grateful 
tribute of many overflowing hearts.

And also to you (Professor Kronenbrver), 
whose task has beeu to cheer and en!iven 
by the tuneful art. as well as toaseist in the 
various duties of the term, do we proffer 
our heartfelt testimonials of sincere regard. 
May your skilful hand continue to produce 
sweet melody, aud your voice lend the soul
stirring enchantment of hymn and soug, 
until you shall be calltd to join thut augcl 
choir, whose fingers “ sweep the goldtn 
wires" of celestial harps in the glory of 
paradise.

Aud, beloved classmates, what can I say 
to you ? Our past intercourse speaks vol- 
.uines to my heart. Time may waft its 
changes by, yet never shall I forget this 
affectionate group and their happy union. 
As sisters would I speak to you. Well do 
we know your responsibilities. The zeal 
and energy with which you have embraced 
your duties until now bear testimony of this 
fa c t; therefore I only express the fervent 
wish that you may continue to walk faith
fully in the honorable path-of virtue, th a t 
you may derive benefit trom the instructions 
you received and follow the course of 
science you have chosen. This practice will 
prove in!our future career that we may en
joy the education of a good school and also 
extend its favorable influence on those that 
surround us. Then go on, persevering in 
hope and a crown of glory aw aits you above.

And now the hour of separation has come, 
what thoughts crowd in succession through 
our minds ? We think of the term tha t has 
passed away; of the u ijo jm m ts  it has 
brought us; of the social festivals it yielded; 
and all seems delightful to dwell upon. 
But, alas ! the pang of separation dissolves 
the enchanting spell, and we look foitb into 
the bosom of the dark, uncertain future !

For the last time have we assembled. 
Never shall we all again unite upon earth, 
an unbroken band, to enjoy the bliss of a 
unison like th a t which is now being dis
solved. We go forth to our scattered homes, 
many of us never again to visit this lovely 
spot, while s in e , perhaps, may slumber in 
the silence of the grave before the return of 
another vacation like this. But tflough we 
may no more meet together on earth, may 
we'be permitted again to meet in heaven, 
and there enjoy together union, and peace, 
aud love forever.

My duty is now done, friends and class
mates. May God bless you all. F arew ell!

This is from the Natehitcffshes Times 
The changes made in the State ticket by 

the substitution of Colonel L>. Dennett for 
Auditor and Mr. A. G. Lafargue for Secre
tary of State, in place of Captain Jumel and 
Mr. Boarman. seems to have the tendency 
to weaken it, especially in the country par
ishes. This tinkering with the work of the 
convention w as considered a fine piece of 
stategy by the New Orleans Democrat,..' , 
and was done simply with the view of suc
cess in the city. We predict, however, that 
for every vote gained in New Orleans, two 
will be lost elsewhere.

L aura D. F a ir.
We reproduce the following from the 

South St. Louis, a weekly paper conducted 
by Mrs. Laura S. Webb, formerly of this 
city.

Sentimental newspaper correspondents 
are wasting a great deal ot sympathy upon 
the condemned murderess G arrabrant, and 
speak of her as a youthful and charming 
personage, with a p re ttr  face, whom it 
were a pitv to hang. XVe are reminded 
tha t Mrs. Elizabeth Cady Stanton was 
guilty of similar nonsense, when, after a 
short interview with Mrs. Laura D. Fair 
in the San Francisco jail, she expressed the 
belief thatrit was impossible tha t any jury 
could find a verdict of guilty against a 
woman posessed of such mild blue eyes 
and charming features without incurring, 
the guilt of perjury. In the name of the 
homely, law-abiding portion of the fair 
sex, we protest against the attem pt to ad 
just the standard of guilt by the contour of 
the face and the color of-the eye.—St. Louis 
Times,

The above paragraph caTries us back six
teen years ago. I t  carries us back to those 
happy davs when we were a school girl in 
the Academy of the Visitation, Mobile, 
Alabama. It was there tha t we met and 
studied, quarreled and “made up" again, 
as school girls general'y do, w ith Laura D. 
Fair. We knew her then, as a convent 
girl, by the name of Laura Hunt, although 
it has since been made public tha t she was 
even then divorced from her first liusbaDd. 
Grayson.

flow strange does it appear, as we look 
back over the lapse of years, th a t one 
whose life seemed so perfectly pure, should 
now be—a murderess ! How strange that 
evil influences should have thus drawn her 
down, step by step, until to-day she is the 
inmate of a dungeon ! Why is fhis * Why 
is it that the curse of Cain is branded on 
the fair brow of Laura D. Fair ! W hy is it 
tha t the good influences th a t emanated 
from her convent life could not save her 
from this shipwreck of her immortal soul ? 
Because “ tho world, the flesh and the 
devil ” have triumphed over a heart that 
was naturally  good, but alas, how fra il! 
Because her hopes were not anchored be- 
vond the stars, where the pure of heart see 
God.

She looked lower than the stars; she an
chored her hopes on man and lost. Even 
then, lost and degraded as she was, with 
her soul steeped in the blackness of crime; 
even then she could have been saved if she 
had but looked upw ard to her God, and, 
with her arms around the cross, purified 
her soul with tears and prayer. Did she do 
this ! No. The evil influence tha t had en
gulfed her thus far but drew her still far
ther down, until blood stained those beauti
ful hands that, in school-girl days, we saw 
sweep the piano, the  guitar and the harp.

The “mild blue eyes and charming fea
tures” are no excuse of her guilt. And 
neither do we, womanlike, say that she 
should be condemned for having been so 
fatally charming. We can but pray that 
the blood of Christ will wash the blood ol 
Crittenden from her soul, and the Laura of 
convent memory will yet be plucked as a 
a brand from the burning.

How vividly do we remember the last 
time th a t we ever saw Laura. I t was at 
the close of the session in 1856, and the day 
tha t she left school. We have never met 
since, perhaps shall never meet again, yet 
we shall never, never forget the queenly 
form of that now terribly unfortunate wo
man, as she then passed forever from her 
hallowed convent home. How superbly 
did she look, all robed as she was in pure 
white, even to her very gloves and hat 
Would to God, tha t such had been her life.

F ar away from here, in a San Francisco 
dungeon, is incarcerated the woman tha t 
we then saw go out into the sinful world. 
Oh 1 where then was her guardian ange l! 
Why did he not linger around her pathway 
and shield her from the demon of evil ! 
Why did he desert her l I t must have been 
because she ceased to pray, for prayer is the 
sole safeguard of the soul. Then, while faith 
and prayer are left, all is not lost. Let this 
be the consolation of Laura D. Fair in her 
dungeon home.

The Coushatta Citizen says:
We regret to hear th a t the cotton cater

pillar has made its appearance upon nearly 
every plantation in this vicinity. They are 
not yet numerous, but are already webbing 
up, and will appear ere long in increased 
numbers. I t may be safely calculated that 
the cotton fields will be laid bare by the 
first of September: but such has been* and 
is the good prospect for a crop, such the in
creased acreage planted and such will be 
the m aturity of the fields before the ravages 
of the worm shall have reached their worst, 
th a t we anticipate still something near an 
average ordinary crop.

When Queen Victoria heard Madame 
Arabella Goddard, she went to the lady 
and said: “Charming. Madame Goddard, 
charming 1 I am delighted 1”

B o w  th e  C olo red  M en W ill V o te -T h e
V ie w s  o f  B o s to n ’s  C o lo red  L a w y e r .

The Boston Post reports as follows an in
teresting interview with Robert Morris, a 
distinguished colored member ol the Mas
sachusetts bar:

Reporter—Do I understand it tha t yon 
are what they call a  Greeley man !

Mr. MQrris—Decidedly, sir; decidedly. 
I made up my mind long since that Iloraee 
Gieelev was the man of all others who 
would look out for the best interests of the 
colored people, and am firmly impressed 
with that idea.. I have concluded to cast 
my vote for him in. November.

Reporter—Then you* are not disposed to 
regard Mr. Greeley’s nomination merely as 
a ' Dig joke," as some people do !

Mr. Morris—Not at all, sir. On the con
trary , I regard it a^ the best nomination 
that could have been made. Mr Greeley 
has shown by his whole life that he iA a 
capable, upright and honest man, and tha t’s 
the kind of man we need a t the head of 
the government, lie  has always stood by 
the black man, and when 1 think how he 
has arisen from the humble condition of bis 
boyhood up to his present proud eminence 
by his own exertions I can not believe he is 
going to be swayed from the path which a 
conscientious regard for the interests of 
the black man points out.

Reporter—Then you have concluded to 
forsake the Radical ship 1

Mr. Morris— If by th a t you mean voting 
the Liberal ticket, I may say that I have. 
Iu  fact, sir, the Republican party has
cheated us about long enough. Ever sin<^ 
the negro came upon the political stage the 
Republicans have never ceased to natter 
him and make great promises. But there 
they have stopped. Whenever an opportu
nity came for lulfilling their promises they 
have pushed the negro aside. I hold them 
responsible for all this, and I shall not for
give them.

Reporter—Do you think you speak the 
sentiments of the colored people generally!

Mr. Morris—Well, I can’t say positively as 
to that. In fact. I should prefer to have it 
understood that 1 speak for uivself rather 
than for anybody else. The colored people 
every w liereare anxiously waiting for Sena
tor SiunneY to speak out, and then we sha 1 
know how they will stand in the coming 
contest. I may say th a t my action will be 
influenced by whatever Mr. Sumner says 
also.

Reporter—I see that the Grant party  is 
dispoeed of late to put men like Mr. Sumner 
on the back seat. .

Mr. Morris—Yes, it’s strictly in conform
ity with whatever else they have done. I 
consider the treatm ent which Mr. Sumner 
has received a t the hands of the Republi
cans a direct insult to the colored men, 
whom he has always defended. I hold 
that party resptnsible for the defeat of all 
the measures whieh have been brought 
forward for the amelioration ol the con
dition of the colored men, and I hope they 
will soon learn a lesson showing them the 
folly of such proceedings.

Reporter—Then you think a great deal 
depends on the action of Mr. Sumner ?

Mr. Morris—Oh, yes. We all look upon 
Charles Sumner as our tried and trusted 
leader. He has unflinchingly stood up for 
us all through our struggles for our rights, 
and we feel confident tha t he will continue 
to defend our cause and tell us who are our 
friends and who are our enemies.

Reporter—I suppose you are hoping that 
he will pronounce for the Liberal candi
dates ?

Mr. Morris—Yes, sir. But of course I am 
net able to forestall his opinion. After 
what he has said ot the present adm inistra
tion, I do not see how he can tell us to vote 
for the Republican nominees, and then 
you know Mr. Greeley has stood tip by Mr. 
Sumner’s side for over twenty years, fight
ing for the black man, aud this fact, to
gether with the high regard I have for Mr. 
Greeley’s personal character, has decided 
me in my choice of candidates.

Reporter—You make the cause of the 
colored race the first plank in your p la t
form, then ?

Mr. Morris—Indeed I do, sir. In fact, 
it's the rights of the black man first, with 
me, and the country afterward. 1 want to 
see a party pronounce unequivocally for 
the black "man. The Cincinnati platform 
was not so emphatic in this respect as I 
could wish, but I entertain great hopes of 
the party which adopted it, nevertheless. 
There are some great anil good men at the 
head of it, and I believe they are going to 
do something more than make promises 
without intending to fulfill them.

Reporter—That is sound doctrine. Don’t 
.you think, top, Mr. Morris, that the time 
has come when we ought to forget past dif
ferences and join hands for good govern
m ent!

Mr. Morris—You’ve hit it there, sir. The 
Republican party has spent ail its time amV 
energy iu taking measures for what they 
call the protection of the black men of 
the South. But what has it all amounted 
to ? The only result of their labors has 
been a lot of carpet-baggers, who have 
gone far to destroy every vestige of good 
government in the South. If they had 
just let the negroes alone, and let them 
have the right to protect themselves, there 
would never have been such an organiza
tion as the Ku-Klux heard of.

Reporter—In your opinion, then, the Re
publican party is a failure, so far as meas
ures to bring about good government are 
concerned !

Mr. Morris—A complete failure. I am 
convinced that the party 's mission is ended, 
and that since emancipation it has accom
plished nothing .worth recording. In my 
opinion—though, as I have said, I don’t 
pretend to know much about politics—there 
is going to be a new party in the field soon, 
if there isn’t already. I t  is going to he 
neither Republican nor Democrat, but a 
national party  having for its foundation 
good government aud the equality of all 
men.

Reporter—By the way, Mr. Morris, if I 
am not detaining you too long, I should 
like to hear your opinion of General Grant. 
Mr. Sumner, you know, has expressed his 
opinion rather freely on the personal char
acter of the man, and I Should like to in
quire whether you indorse his sentiments.

Mr. Morris—Ha! ha! ha! Well, sir, I 
guess we hadn't better ta lk  about that. 
When I ’ve got a poor opinion of a man I 
make a practice of keeping it to myself. I 
sleep better for it. And then, you know, if 
a man isn’t ju s t w hat he ought to be, he 
knows it  without being told of it, and so 
does everybody else. «

A curious case was up before a London 
m agistrate lately, involving the right of two 
men to eat a dinner at a public dining saloon 
which had been ordered for one of them 
dlone. I t appears that Mr. Perkins accepted 
an invitation to dine a t the St. James Hall 
restaurant, Regent street, with Mr. Brabv, 
a justice of the peace for Surrey, his Son 
and two daughters. Among the orders were 
two cutlets for Mr. Perkins, one of whieh 
was eaten by Mr. Braliy, Jr. For this cut
let which Mr. Braby eat an additional 
charge of Is. 6d. was made, on the. ground 
tha t it was one of tlie regulations of the 
restaurant th a t no customer was to give 
away any portion of a dish ordered by him 
to any friend th a t might be dining with 
him. If this were done two portions were to 
be paid for. Mr. Braby. Sr., paid the bill for 
the party, but deeiineil to pay the Is. 6d. for 
the cutlet in dispute. Thereupon one of 
the waiters seized upon Mr. Perkins’ hat 
and refused t j  give it up until the 
extortionate charge was paid. In 
retaking his hat a scuffle between Mr. Per
kins and the waiters ensued, which resulted 
in the former’s arrest for assault. There 
was also a counter charge of assault by the 
waiter on Mr. Perkins. The magistrate or
dered the summons against Mr. Perkins to 
be dismissed, and ordered tlie waiter to pay 
sixty shillings fine and forty shillings costs. 
He also administered a severe rebuke to 
the system adopted by the restaurant in 
question of taking the property of guests, 
tlis opinion upon the subject will Interest 
both restaurant keepers and their custom
ers. “ 1 will first tell the keepers of tav 
erns and restaurants, through you, the 
waiters," he said, " tha t they have no lien 
ou the personal property of the guests. It 
was wrong to take the hat as stated, and 
the owner in attem pting to regain posses
sion was justified in committing any neces
sary aet of violence to attain  hie object.”

A New York clergyman, having forgotten 
his notes the other Sunday, apologized to 
his congregation by saying th a t he would 
have to depend upon the Lord th a t morn
ing for what he might say, but in the after
noon he would come better prepared.

BLAN TO N DUNC AN’S  B O L T E R S .

Ten little bolters getting into line,
One of them bolted, and then there were nine.

Sine little belters, organised by hate.
Fought among themselves, aid then tbeie were 

eight.

Eight little bolters claimed to be eleven,
One couldn'tjee it, and thtre were seven.

Seven little bolters playing silly tricks.
Ore got disgusted, and then there were six.

Six little bolters getting in a hive,
One got stuig, and then there were five.

Fire little bolters plaved a game of “draw,”
One gut busted and then theie were four.

Four little bolters getting np a tree,
One tumbled over, and then were three.

Three little bolterstitting in the dew,
One got the colic, aud then there were two.

T wo little bolters talk ng very freely.- 
One got mac aud the other went for Greeley.

One little bo' tei sitting all alone,
Swallowed up his own sell, aud then there was 

none. [Ne * vork Sun.

A G lance  n t the F ie ld .
[From the Golden^Age.J

The political situaiion of to-day is not 
the Fame as we may expect to find it in 
November. The state of parties a t the be
ginning of a canvass is soiuetimts widely 
diffi re nr from that at the end. The Liberal 
mov< mi nt is young, but it is already a 
giant. The new party is a phenomenon. It 
grows like a g a tln riig  avalanche. I t 
widens like a prairie lire. It swells like a 
mountain torrent. It its future progress 
shall continue at its past rate, the opposi
tion will he swept from the field like dust 
or leaves or chaff before an autumnal gust. 
Even to-day it is a victory. What, then, 
will it be five months hence? Had the 
presidential election begun this morning, 
and were it now proceeding as we write, 
and should we be asked at this noon day to 
chronicle the situation, it would be the fol
lowing careful table of mingled certainties 
and probabilities:

States. Greeley. Grant. Doubtful.
Maine...................... 7
New Hamjjsliiie ... . .. .  5
Mues&cbusctte...... ij
Rhode Island......... 4
Vermont................ 5
Connecticut........... ___  6
New York.... v . .. . ...... 35
New Jersey............ . .. .  9
Pennsylvania......... 29
Delaware................
Maryland............... ...... 8
Virginia................. . .. .  11
West Virginia........ . .. .  5
North Carolina...... . . . .  10
South Caiolina...... 7
Georgia.................. . . . .  ii
Alabama..........*-.... ......  ip
Florida......... ........ .... 4
Louisiana.............. 8
M ississippi............. 8
Texas.................. .
Arkansas............... . . . .  6
Missouri.................
Kansas................... 5
Tennessee.............. . .. .  12
Kentucky.............. . .. .  12
Nebraska...............

22
Michigan................ ii
Indiana................... ......  15
Illinois................... i i
Iowa........................ ii
Minnesota.............. 5
Wisconsin.............. IP
Nevada................... . .. .  3
California — . . 6
Oregon................... 3

Total................ 67 105
The above table gives Greeley 194 votes, 

and Grant sixty-seven, leaving doubtful 
104. Adding these doubtful votes tu G rant’s, 
his total vote would he but 172, against 
Greeley’s 194. These figures (and we be
lieve they are wise and do not err) would 
elect Greeley if the election were held with
in the- present month.

The question then arises, which of the 
two candidates has the more to gain by 
time? To this there is but-one answer, and 
tha t is, Grant loses daily—Greeley gains 
dailv. Of this there can be no reasonable 
doubt. A few months before G rant was 
nominated, it was thought tha t nothing 
that could stop his re-election by an upre- 
cedented majority. During the first few 
weeks which .followed the Cincinnati con
vention Greeley’s candidacy was smiled at 
as a just. The scales has since turned the 
other way—Greeley adding to himself solid 
weight, leaving Grant to kick the beam. 
For instance, i-, our estimate as given above, 
we have assigned Maine to Grant, and yet 
we have great faith in finally winning the 
Pine Tree State for the old woodchopper of 
Chappaqtia. We have called Pennsylvania 
doubtful, yet that State will probably be 
the keystone in Mr. Greeley’s arch of tri
umph. We have ranked Louisiana likewise 
as doubtful, yet here also the doubt is a 
probability in favor of the joint powers of 
Cincinnati and Baltimore. In like manner 
Nebraska is more doubtful ou our pro
gramme than in fact. If, on the other hand,' 
we have bet n  sanguine in assigning North 
Carolina to Greeley, we can afford to give 
tha t tar-barrel State to Grant, and-still find 
enough pitch ami turpentine in the rest of 
the Union to light the bonfires over Gree
ley’s success.

We take particular pride in parading 
these flattering figures, because the Golden 
Aye  was regarded (a couple of years ago) 
as on the verge of insanity for nominating 
Horace Greeley to the Presidency of the 
United States! But now we find that the 
m ajority of our fellow-countrymen, includ
ing the entire Democratic party, have be
come as crazy concerning Mr. Greeley as 
we. were ourselves in our wildest moments 
of prophetic fanaticism !

L it not our non-political friends be impa
tient with us. We have not taken to poli
tics as a trade, (Heaven forbid!) but there 
is so much th a t is jileasing and delightful 
to our mind in tho present upheaval »f the 
old order of things—involving the total 
shipwreck of the maneuvering politicians— 
introducing philanthropy and moral senti
ment into politics—and establishing a reign 
of liberty and amity in the land—that we 
w ant to indulge ourselves to our full bent 
in the luxury of a few months’ campaign
ing, both with pen and tongue, for a candi
date whom we love and admire, for a plat
form which gathers and harvests ail the 
great franchises gained by the war, and for 
a movement which unites'all the white men 
of the country in one unanimous pledge to 
maintain the equal rights of the negro.

How can any old Abolitionist or present 
Reformer be. found in the opposing ranks? 
We hope tha t our lang syne and old-fash
ioned co-workers will join us in the present 
revolution. Accustomed only to small gains, 
many of these old soldiers seem frightened 
at large. They always used to hail gladly 
the accession of a Democrats, but they now 
are stunned and bewildered by the coming 
of the whole Democratic party over to the 
Cincinnati platform. And yet that platform 
is more truly Democratic than any previous 
utterance ever made or accepted by the 
Democratic party, whether in Jefferson’s 
day or since. The voice of Baltimore is for 
liberty, equality and fraternity. It, should 
he the watchword of multitudes. We have 
more faith in those great popular move
ments which convert many, than in the 
lesser influences which operate only on a 
few. “ A nation shall be born in a day.”

The Mexicans have taken up with un
wonted energy the subject of raising coffee 
for {he United States, and a party  o f  Costa 
Ricans, with a former President of th a t 
country a t their head, have purchased a 
t r a d  of land near San Rafael, California, 
and design to cultivate the berry. Coming 
from Central America, where coffee is raised 
with success, these Costa Ricans ought to 
know the requ isite  of a country for the 
business. ThcyHiave chosen the middle re
gion of the State, though the general idea is 
tha t there are places in Southern California 
where the experiment might be tried with 
better hopes ot success. Even if successful, 
however, years must elapse before the coffee 
culture in the United States can have any 
effect on importations.

I t  is hardly safe, in a business point of 
view, to  pension an old man off' for life for 
the purpose of getting ri«l of him; there is 
no knowing how long he may live ju s t for 
the sake of getting that pension. An old 
man died lately in Duchess county who 
took two or three young partners into busi
ness w hen he was eighty years old. The 
young men got him out of the concern by 
agreeing to pay him $1000 a year so long as 
he lived. He continued to live twenty-five 
years, and drew his annuity all the w bile, 
though the men who ousted him died long 
ago. _________ ___________

A man in Indiana attem pted to dislodge 
a nest of skunks under his barn a few days 
ago. He has since been obliged to decline 
all invitations to jubilees, funerals and 
other festivities. *

-AN OLD BUT TRUE STORY.

D an. O’Connell and M n . M oriarty.
It was a t an Irish court of justice th a t 

Mr. O’Connell could be seen to greatest ad
vantage. Every quality of the advocate 
and the lawver he displayed. He showed 
research and perfect mastery of his profes
sion, and he exhibited his own great and  
m ate qualities. Who th a t ever beheld him 
on the Munster Circuit, when he was in the 
height of his fame, but must have adm ired 
his prodigious versatility of fe*rmiilable 
powers. His pathos was often adm irable; 
his humor flowed without effort ol art. 
W hat jokes he uttered—wbat sarcasm s! 
Ilow well he worked his case through, never 
throwing away a chance, never relaxing his 
untiring energies ,

One of the drollest scenes of vituperation 
tha t O’Connell ever figured in took place in 
the early part of his life. Not long after he 
was called to the bar, hie character aud pe
culiar talents received rapid recognition 
from all who were even casually acquainted 
with him. His talent for vituperative lan
guage was perceived, anil by some he was, 
even in tho-e days, considered matchless as 
a scold. Tbere was, however, a t tha t tim e 
in D’ublin a certain woman, Biddy 5Ioriartyr 
who had a huckster’s stall on one of the 
quays nearly opposite the Four Courts,. 
She Was a virago of the first order, very 
able with her fist ami still more formidable 
with ber tongue. From one end of Dublin 
to the other she was notorious for her pow
ers of abuse, and even in the .provinces, 
Mrs. M oriarty’s language had passed into 
currency. The dictionary of Dublin slang 
was considerably enlarged by her, and her 
voluble impudence had become almost pro
verbial. Some of O’Connell’s friends, howev
er, thought that he could beat her in the use 
of her own weapons. Of this, however, ho 
had some doubts himself, when he had 
listened once or twice to some minor speci
mens of her billingsgate. It was mooted 
once whether the young KelTy barrister 
could encounter her, and some of the com
pany, in O'Connell's presence, rather too 
freely ridiculed the idea of his being able to 
meet tlie famous Madame Moriarty. 
O’Connell never liked the idea of being put 
down, and he professed his readiness to en
counter her, and even backed himself for 
the match. Bets were offered and taken. 
I t was decided that the match should come 
off a t onee.

The parti* adjourned to the huckster's 
stall, and "there was the owner herself, 
superintending the sale of her small wares. 
A few loungers and ragged idlers were 
hanging round her stall, tor Biddy was a 
“character,” and, in her way, was one oi 
the sights of Dublin.

O'Connell was very confident of success, 
lie  had laid an ingenious plan for overcom
ing her, anil with all the anxiety of an ar
dent eiyieriiuentalist, waited to put it into 
practice. He resolved to open tlie attack. 
At this time O’Connell’s own party  and the 
loungers about the place formed an au 
dience quite sufficient to arouse Mrs. Mo
riarty , on public provocation, to a due ex 
hibition of her powers. O'Connell com
menced the attack:

“ W hat’s the price of this walking-stick, 
Mrs. What's-your-name ?”

“Moriarty, sir, is my name, and a good 
ono it is; and w hat have you got to say 
agen it ? aud oue-aad-sixpence’s t t e  price o f  
the stick. Troth it’s cheap as dirt—so it is.” 

“One-and-sixpence for a walking-stick, 
whew ! why, you are no better than impos
ter, to ask eighteen pence ior what cost yorn 
two pence.”

“ Two pence, your grandm other.” replied; 
Biddy ; “ do you mane to say tha t it’s collat
ing the people I am ? Impostor, indeed 1” 

“ Aye, im postor; anil i t ’s th a t I call you 
to your teeth,” replied O’Connell,

“ Come, cut your stick, you cantankerous 
jackanapes.”

“ Keep a civil tongue, in your head, you 
old diagonal,” replied O’Connell, calmly.

“ Stop your jaw, you pug-nosed badger;, 
or by this and tha t,” cried Mrs. Moriarty, 
showing her fists, “ I ’ll make you go quicker 
nor you come.”

“ L)on’t be in a passion, my old radius— 
anger will only wrinkle your beauty.”

“ By the hokey, if you say another word 
of impudence, I'll tan your dirty hide, you 
bastely common scrub ; and sorry I ’d be to 
soil my fists upon your carcass.”

“ Whew ! boys, what a passion old Biddy
is in ! I protest, as I’m a gentleman----- ”

“Jintlem an ! jintlemau ! the likes of you 
a jintlem an ! W isha by gar; that bangs 
Banagber. Why, you potato-faced pippin 
sneezer, when did a .Madagascar monkey 
like you pick enough of common Christian 
decency to hide your Kerry brogue t ”

“ Easy now: easy, now,” cried O'Connell, 
with im perturbable good humor, “don’t 
choke yourself with fine language, you old 
whisky-drinking parallelogram.”

“ W bat’s^that you call me, you m urderin’ 
villain ? ” roared Mrs. Moriarity, stung into 
fury.

“ I call you,” answered O'Connell, “ a  
parallelogram, and tv Dublin judge and 
ju ry  would say that its no libel to call you 
so."

“ Oh, tare an onus! Oh, holy Biddy £ 
tha t an honest woman like me should be 
called a panybellygrum  to her lace. I'm  
none of your parry bellygrums, you rascally 
gallows-bird; you cowardly, sneaking,, 
plate-lickin' bliggard ! ”

“Oh, not you, indeed !" retorted O'Con
nell ; “ why, I suppose you’ll deny tha t you 
keen an hypotbemi-e in your house ?”

“ Its a lie for you, you dirty  ro b b er; I 
never hail such a tiling in my house, y*a 
swindling thief.”

“ Why. sure all the neighbors know very 
well that you keep, not only an liypothe- 
nuse, but th a t you go out to walk with him 
every Sunday, you heartless old heptagon.” 

“ Ob, hear that, ye saints of glory! Oh, 
there’s had language from a fellow th a t 
wants to pass for a jintleman. May the
devil fly away with you, you miclier from 
Munster, and make celery sauce of your 
rotten limbs, you mealy-mouthed tub of 
garbage.”

“Ali, you can’t deny the charge, you mis
erable submultiple of a duplicate ratio.”

“ Go rinse your mouth in the Liffey, you 
nasty tincle-pitcher; after all the bad words 
you speak it ought to be filthier than your 
face, you dirty chicken of Beelzebub.”

“ Rinse your own mouth, you wicked- 
minded old polygon To the devil I pitch 
you, you blustering intersection of a stink
ing superficies!”

“ You saucy tinkei’s apprentice, if  yon
don’t cease your jaw  I ’ll---- ” But here she
gasped for breath, unable to hawk up any 
more words, lor the last volley of O’Con
nell had nearly knocked the wind out of 
her.

“While I have tongue I'll abuse you, yon
her,most inimitable periphery. Look" a t 

boys ! there she stands, a. convicted perpen
dicular iu petticoats! There’s contamina
tion in her circumference, and she trembles 
with guilt down to the extremities of her 
corrollaries. Ah! you’re found out, you 
rectiliuear antecedent, equiangular old hag 
'Tis with you the old one will tty away, you 
porter swiping similitude of the bisection of 
a vortex !”

Overwhelmed with this torrent of lan
guage, Mrs. Moriarty was silenced. Catch- 
ing^ up a saucepan, she was aiming a t 
O'Connor’s head, when he very prudently 
made a timely retreat.

“You have won the wager, O'Connell— 
here's your bet,” cried the gentleman who 
proposed the contest.

O Connell knew well tho use of sound in 
the vituperation, and hal ing to deal with 
an ignorant scold, determined to overcome 
her in volubility by using all the high 
sounding words which occur iu Euclid. 
With these, and a few significant epithets, 
and a scoffing, impudent demeanor, he had, 
for once, imposed silence on Biddy M oriarty

B lack m a ilin g  the  C le rk s .
This is a special to the Cincinnati .En

quirer:
W ashington, Ju ly  23.—Parties have al

ready begun making political assessment# 
on the clerks in the different departments of 
the governments, although the practice is 
forbidden by the, new civil service rules. 
Ih e  list was circulated iu the Postoffice De
partm ent to-day. A man, a watchman it* 
the Interior Department, cried out loudly, 
when the li«t was presented to him for his 
signature, th a t he would kick a man out of 
the#ffice who would give $10 for such pur
poses when it was strictly probi'o.Usd. 
Some of the clerks propose to write to  
George W. Curtis, editor of Harpers 
Weekly, who is the head of the civil service 
advisory board, complaining of the extor
tion attem pted to be practiced upon them 
by those having the lists in charge.

The Terre Haute Journal says tha t i t ’eg» 
not support Greeley. From the looks of 
the sheet we should judge th a t it couldn’t  
even support it# editor.—Detroit


