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BT COOUCUH.

ft I were told that I m ast die to-morrow,
That the oex.sun 

tgrkMh atokfl should bear me past all fear and sor
row. -

For any ope— 
ail the fiaht fought, all the short journey tlirsugh 
“  * What should I dot

I do not think that I should shrink or falter,
But just go on,

Owing my work, nor change nor seek to alter 
a light tliat ts gone:

But nee and more, and lore and smile, and pray 
For one more day.

had, lying down at night for a last sleeping,
Bay in that ear

Which hearkens ever, "Lord, within Thy keeping 
How should 1 fear 1

had when to morrow brings Ti ee nearer still,
Do Thou Thy will.”

f aught not sleep for awe; but peaceful, tender,
My soul -votild lie 

All the night long; and when the morning splendor 
Flushed o’er the sky,

I think that I could smile—could calmly say,
" It hi Hie day."

Bat if a wondrous hand from the blue yonder 
Held out a scroll

O s which my life was writ, and I with wonder 
Beheld unroll

To a  long century's end its mystic clew,
What should Ido l

W hat oould I do. O blessed Guide and Master! 
Other than this:

Btill to go on as now, not slower, faster,
Nor fear to miss

The road, although so very lo k it be,
While led by Thee ?

Stop alter step, feeling Thee close beside me, 
Although unseen,

Through thorns, through flowers, -whether the 
tempest hide Thee

Or heavens serene„
Assured Thy faithfulness can not betray,

Tliy love decay.

£ may not know, my God: no hand revealoth 
Thy counsels wise; 

iti) a deepening si 
No voice replies 

Yoal) my questioning thought the time to tell,
And it Is well.

Let me keep on, abiding and nnfearing 
Thy will always,

Through a long century’s opening rruition,
Or a shot t day’s.

Taou eanst not come too soon, and l can wait 
If Thou come late.

[Independent.

T H E  LAST MIMTHKHS OF TILLY' 
MORE.

I t was almost nine o’clock on a gray, 
stormy morning toward the end of June, 
1767, and the great house at Tullymore, the 
iwconil best house in the county Donegal, 
seemed as though it were never going to 
wake up for the day, for the blinds were 
down, and a hush rested on the place.

Mot so the humble dwellings near it. The 
clusters of mud cabins, grandly denomin
ated “towns,’’ which were dotted here aud 
there over the mountain' sides, had been 
•cenes of activity since a very early hour.

Very unsummer-like was the cold, dark 
morning, and the dress in which Miss Alice 
O’Hara at last appeared might have been 
called unseasonable. But the wearer look
ed charming enough, as she glided down 
the steep,' narrow staircase, to be above 
criticism.

She wore her visiting costume, a gown of 
sky-blue silk, made with the long waist so 
much in vogue at that period ; it was out 
low in the neck, and u handkerchief of 
white net covered her snowy shoulders. 
Her hair was powdered, and drawn up 
from her loreliead over a high cushion, 
whereon was pinned a coiffure of black 
lace, something between a cap and a man
tilla, making her look like the ladies in the 
piotures of Sir Thomas More's family.

Her necklace, an heirloom, was formed 
by a triple row of magnificent pearls.

So much for Miss Alice's attire. In person 
she was a little slender lady, with a fair, 
gentle lace, and pensive expression, but 
very stately withal. There was much 
thoughtfulness in her deep blue eyes, as 
well as in her rosy, but somewhat thin lips.

She opened the drawingroom door on 
coming down stairs, and went over to her 
own especial corner of the room, where the 
deep window commanded a view of Lough 
Barra, laid at the feet of giant mountains, 
with all the green islands on its breast.

Her new epinuiug wheel from London 
was in that corner, and so w as her library— 
her copies of Shakespeare and Spenser, and 
Rasselas, her Lives of the Poets and her 
Johnson s Dictionary, besides innumerable 
heavy-looking tomes of theology, which 
List were much her favorite study,”and had 

* probably sumething to do with making her 
eo thoughtful.

She was more than thoughtful. She was 
sad that June morning, and looked as 
though her tiny hands were spinning the 
web of fate. Yet there was nothing in her 
external circumstances to make (ter sad—a 
beauty and an heiress, and engaged to be 
married to Mr. Young, of Dimruth, one of 
the best matches in the county and, best of 
ail, the man of her choice.

She had not been many minutes alone be
fore her lover, entered. He went up to her 
briskly, exclaiming:

“Good morning, Alioe. You rise up early 
to spin, and your hands hold the distaff like 

-old Solomon's virtuous woman. I wish 1 
had you at Dimrath, to clothe my household 
with soarlet.”

He spoke nervously, as if not quite sure 
of his welcome. Alice spoke gravely, and 
suffered him to kiss her cneek.

“Why were you so severe Yo me last 
night, Alice 1” proceeded he: “no kiss, no 
kind word ! It was hard upon a poor fellow 
who loves yon so well.”

Ho was close to her chair, with his hand 
on her shoulder, and bis bright dark eyes 
fixed imploringly upon her face. He could 
hardly fail to please, with his gay smile, 
good features and tlorid complexion, soft
ened and set off by his powdered hair, his 
short, but la-nutituUy formed tigure dis
played to such advauiage in the green and 

old nnifonn which he wore as colonel of
the yeomuury. •

“Why were you so cruel to me, Alice >” 
oontiuued he, coaxingly.

“ You know the reason, Robert,” replied 
she, smiling in spite of herself, as she met 
his laughing eyes.

“Well, I coufcbs I was a little merry when 
I came up stairs; but I might have been 
much worse. 1 refused to taste Mickey's 
whisky, or your father’s old port, all on 
purpose to please you. Your mother told 
you that it was very hard on me to frown 
as you did.”

“You only do as others do, Robert. Oh ' 
how 1 hate revels such as papa had here last 
night; and they are not considered any dis
credit to a gentleman's house in. this eigh
teenth century. Did you hear of our drive 
home from a great dinner at the Patton's 
the other night ? We hold orgies every 
moonlight night, you know; but on this par
ticular occasion the Saunderses, Hills and 
we left Together; and masters and servants 
being m tlie usual state of hilarity took to 
trying raoxs, aud it was only of God's spe
cial mercy we reached home alive. It i« a 
ein and shame to set our dependents the 
example we do.”

“ 1 swear you’re a little Puritan, Alice," 
Laughed Mr. Young. “ A short life but’a 
merry one, say 1, both for. Jack aud his 
master.”

“ It leads to every kind of mischief,” 
said she ; “ to this, for example ;” and she 
opened the window that looked into the 
garden, where her father, a tall, fine-looking 
old man, was talking to Pat Ryan, the gar-

how to inak’ the bushes in we’er garden 
grow fruit like thon.”

Alice nodded to old Ryan, and turned 
from the window.

“We are kind to the people, dear Robert; 
whispered she; “but we do not set them i_ 
good example, or try to teach them what is 
right. Papa and mamma laugh at me, and 
so do you. I fear I am in advance of my 
a*«V con<duded she with a sigh.

When will yon come to set us a good ex 
ample at Dimrath, fair Alice? You shall 
make what reforms there you please. But, 
Alice,'” and he looked at her more attentive 
ly, “you have pardoned me for my tnisde 
meaner of last night, but you are still grave, 
What is the matter with you ?”

“Suoh a foolish thing, Robert—a pre 
sentiment of coming evil, which I can not 
not shake off. I have had it for weeks, 
but to-dav it is ten fold stronger than ever. 
There is surely some dreadtul misfortune 
hanging over us. I.wish I could have 
mamma and you in sight all day.”

“Oh, you silly Alice! Which of us does it 
threaten? ”

“My fears point most to you. Stay with 
me, dear.”

I should not need twice askin'; if it 
were not for the cursed drill et Tarna. 
That reminds me that I must be off at 
once.”

“How do you go?”
“I drive black Jenny in the gig. She’s a 

ladv who appreciates Tullymore hospitality 
highly; and it's likely enough she'll caper 
going off, for she's never quit^sober leav
ing you, Alice. She'll be in the plight I was 
in last night; your father treats us both too 
well. Eh?"

Alice laughed, as she was expected to do, 
at his vpry innocent little joke, although she 
had beard it about twenty times before. 
Black Jenny always left Tullymore in won
derful heart, and had once thrown her rider 
in sight of lipr lady-love’s window. “Put 
me out ot your head, but take care of your
self,” continued Robert, when he had done 
ehuckling. “You frightened me a minute 
ago; you looked so scared.”

“I was thinking of my dream. I dreamed 
there was a coffin brought in and iaid upon 
the hall table, and my sister Anu and I 
were standing one at its head and the other 
at its foot. The coffin was open, and we 
eould see the corpse within; but the face 
was always changing. First it was yours, 
then mamma's, then yours again; and I 
awoke weeping for you both. I felt all the 
time that the calamity was in some unex
plained way connected with the drunken 
revels of tile night. It was a sad dream, 
and made me long to keep you near me.
If you could but cross the ferry with us 
to visit the Murrays; we are going immedi
ately; mamma is dressing now. Ah ! here 
she is, in the famous green brocade.”

“The finest woman but one in the north 
of Ireland,” cried her son-in-law elect, gal 
lantly kissing Mrs. O’Hara's hand.

The old lady did small credit to his taste 
as far as beauty went, but she had all the 
briskness and vigor that her daughter 
seemed to want, and evidently enjoyed her 
existence thoroughly.

“Alice thinks something dreadful is going 
to happen to one of us to-day, madam.” said 
Mr. Young. “I have given her my word to 
keep a tight rein on Jenny, and she need 
not have any fears on your account, I 
fancy; you look as if you might outlive us 
all."

“I’ll dance at your wedding I promise 
you, Bob. I never felt less like death in 
my life. You mast not ^eed Alice, for she’s 
a perfect nest of fancies. But we should 
be off, and I can not get Mr. O’Hara to 
dress. There he is, raging and storming 
about the house. The servants exceeded 
last night, it seems, and be can not find a 
man to harness the horse, or drive us to the

“()ur example,” murmured Alice, so low 
that Mr. Young alone heard her.

A curious scene was taking place down 
stairs, and the master’s stentorian voic«. 
pitched in a high, wrathful key, was borne 
up through the drawing room windows.

“What! not one-of these confounded 
rascals fit to do a hand’s turn this morning? 
You, Biddy, cook, can you tell me where 
Ilney M'Bride's hiding ?”

“Och, yer honor, sure the poor boy was 
overtook”after the party. It was just the 
wee drop he got did it. Sorry an' sad wad 
he be to affront you.”

“Don't you dare to make excuse for him!” 
cried the master in a paroxysm of indigna
tion. “A nice, creditable sweetheart you've 
picked up, Biddy Boyle ! but he shall pack 
out of Tullymore this very day, as sure as 
my name's Andrew O’Hara. Ah! there 
you are;” and the old gentleman made a 
sudden rush into the stable after a retreat
ing tigure, and dragged forth Huey, who 
was inakiDg a feeble attempt to go about 
his work as usual, and look as if nothing 
were wrong with him.

“Yon’re drunk, sir!” said his master 
shaking him violently.

“Drunk, yer honor ? Is it me?" asked 
Huey, in a tone of iunoceut aud virtuous 
surprise. “I'm not^drunk, sir. Sorry I'd 
be to anger you and offend you that way. 
It's a poor tiling you’d even eich a thing 
to a decent boy lra’ the county Derry.’’

“Hold your tongue, sir, and eo harness 
the gray, if you can. If I had any one 
else to drive me to the ferry, you should 
leave my service this instant."

“Dear” papa,” called Alice from the win
dow.- “don't go to-day; please don't go to
day.”

“My dear, what a shocking coward you 
are!” said her mother: “I wonder you are 
not ashamed to go on so before Robert. If 
you ate afraid, I suppose you may stay at 
home."

“No*uo ! If there be any danger in our 
path to-day, mother, you shall not go into 
it without me."

it.
Alice's remonstrances were overruled;

and the ' ’ j j ..............
more a

“Hold your tongue, you rascal!” shouted 
Mr. O’Hara, incensed afresh at the culprit’s 
audacity. “If you dare to speak again, I'll 
pitch you into the lough.”

“Mrs. O’Hara entreated her husband to 
take no notice, as be might see that Huey 
was not himself, and she was really afraid 
of an accident. The least movement might 
upset the boat; so she began to talk to Ned, 
in hopes of diverting Mr. O’Hara’s atten
tion.

“I dare say you have heard that Miss 
Alice is about to leave us, Ned, and this is 
probaWly the last time you will row her 
over the lough; she is going to be married 
to Mr. Young, of Dimrath.”

“God bless her, wherever she goes! It 
wad be a nice gentleman, indeed, that wad 
be deserving o’ we’er ain Mies Alice. What 
kind is Mr. Young, ma’am?'

“Well, Ned, he is greatly liked in hiaown 
country, 1 believe, and—”

“Hoot, hoot, man!” interrupted Huey, 
with a provoking laugh, “never mind the 
mistress. I'll tell ye what sort he is. He's 
a little bit o’ a man, an unsignitted wee cra- 
thure, that’s just what he is.”

“Take that, you impudent rascal!” cried

OUR MEW YORK. LETTER.

The Long Branch R a e e s - “ One n f  Us” 
Coming— M atch Y ach t R a c e —Aurora 

- Borenlts—Capture o f  W hale—“ One 
W ife ,”  n Mew Play—C harlotte Thomp
son C om plim ented -T heatricals—The 
“ L ittle  Church Around the Corner. 

[Special Correspondence of the Republican ] 
N ew  York, August 5, 1872. 

The races at Monmouth Park, Long 
Branch, Saturday, attracted thither a large 
number of prominent citizens, turfites, etc, 
The hurdle race was won by Milesian, 
beating the favorite, Lochiel, by a head 
only. The mile dash was won by Preak- 
ness, and Mate captured the Ocean Hotel 
stakes. The racing was excellent, and the 
meeting may be fully considered a success 

Mr. Peter Cooley, of the R epublican  
sailed for New Orleans -yesterday, on the 
EmilyB. Souder, Captain Burdick, of the 
Merchants' line. Mr. Cooley has been 
spending some months at the North, in

whipwHstrikeh“mdedThe blow feUshort of | 6earch of recreation and pleasure, and has 
m -  m M  seen about all that was wortj^ seeing. He

was accompanied to the steamship by a 
number of personal friends to see him off,

Huey, and struck the horse instead
The animal began to kick and plunge, 

and almost before they had time to per
ceive their danger the lioat was overturned 
and the whole party was struggling in the 
water.

It was a horrible moment. One wild 
shriek of terror, and all was still. The old 
ferryman had fallen under the boat; his 
son, a young lad unable to swim, was 
clinging to the oars; Huey was inakiug hia 
way to the shore, from which they were 
about 300 yards distant, and Mr. O’Hara 
was waiting (a dread waiting) until his 
wife and daughter should rise.

He was a good swimmer. Could he save 
them both !

They rose to the surface at the same mo
ment. Mrs. O’Hara's green dress floated 
near him; he was almost touching it. He 
had already caught her in one arm, when 
he saw his daughter’s white face turning 
toward 1pm, her hands stretched out to

and wish him God speed, and we have no 
doubt that his return by sea, on the com 
fortable Souder, in charge of bef  able and 
entertaining officers, will prove one *of the 
most pleasurable portions of his tour.

A match race took place Saturday be
tween the yachts Meteor and Bella, for a 
purse of $1000, and Vas won by the Meteor 
in fine style.

An aurora borealis of unusual magni
tude and splendor was visible last evening. 
The vividness of the lights was remarkably 
brilliant, and the streets were full of peo
ple watching the wonders of the sky, 

Captain S. B. Oulton, of the ship Jo-
him. His beautiful Alice, the pride and ^P 1" 116 Oulton, lately arrived here, cap- 
joy of his declining years, the hope of tured a whale, that must havo been a little 
another ancient lino. Must she perisb? But I “under the weather,” as we sailors say; but 
his dear wife, the faithful sharer of all his , • ... ' . . , _ J.’
joys and cares? Could he save both? No, no! as Ll8 acoount 18 1uite Greeting, I give it 
be well knew it would be impossible. Only *n h*8 own language: 
an instant to choose between them; but in We were in latitude 52° north, longitude 
that fleetidg instant the unfortunate old 14° west, on the fifteenth of June, bearing 
man suffered anguish such as thousands west from Cape Clear, when we saw a 
live and die without experiencing. whale lying on the surface perfectly quiet

The awful choice was made. He drew and evidently sick. Birds were playing 
the slender figure of his daughter toward around it, and some had commenced picking 
him, and swam with her to the shore unit. There were two small holes in the

Alice was safe upon the bank, and her | body picked by the birds. I launched the

, . ... — ------  were wel
known both to Alice and Mr. Young.

Illicit distillation was brisklv carried on 
upon Mr. O’Hara’s estate, and on the lands 
of many another magistrate besides. The 
magistrates loved good whisky as well as 
the rest of the world, and a present of .the 
beet poteen sometimes found its way into 
their cellars “ unknownst ” to them, or was 
discovered in some nook “ convenient ” to 
the big house, just as if it had fallen from 
the sky.

The consequence was that when a partv 
of soldiers out still-hunting made a seizure, 
and brought the owners of the spoil before 
the magistrate, he, mindtul of his own par
ticipation, was apt to let thorn off easily.

“Look here, Miss Alice!" cried Ry&n, 
xerceiving his young mistress at the win- 

‘Look, if ye plaee, at the thundering 
gooseberry his honor's after finding. 
«? Gallagher’s tue boy that knows

be party left tlie ball-door at Tully- 
l short time afterwards, under Huey's 

guidance, on their ill-fated expedition. Mr. 
Y'ouug drove off in his gig at the same mo
ment; Mrs. O’Hara, in high spirits, calling 
after him to renew her promise of dancing 
at bis wedding.

The old gentleman was keeping sfern 
watch over Huey, who was becoming talka
tive and defiant; and Alice, whose pale face 
was turned away from her lover, was gazing 
at the heavy clouds hanging over Tullymore 
and fancying them like a funeral pall.

Mr. Youug turned to look after the car: 
but black Jenny soou required all liis atten
tion, and he forgot the slight misgivings 
with whioh ho had taken leave of his 
friends.

Mrs. O'Hara and Alice were seated on the 
6ide ot the car faoiBg Lough Barra. Per
haps there is not a more wildlv beautiful 
drive in all Ireland thon that winding, hillv 
rOad, with heather covered mountains rising 
in bold ranges on the one hand and the 
clear lake on the other.

Mr. O’Hara’s fields sloped down to the 
water's edge, where the herons stood fish
ing; his sheep and cattle were grazing on 
the Islands: ho was able to look on the 
whole scene with the pleasant interest 
arising from possession.

“I wonder whether t^e country about 
Dimrath is as fiuo as this, Alice,” said Mrs. 
O’Hara.

“I wish you bad seen it, mother," replied 
her daughter wistfully. “I am sorry you 
have never seen it yet. Why did yo”u not 
come with papa and mo when we went 
there ?”

“All in good time, my dear. You'll treat 
me when I go to visit you, won't you ?"

Alice's answer was a caress, so much 
warmer thau usual that her mother looked 
at her with a puzzled smile. She was wont 
to be undemonstrative and cold; but a 
change had come over her, as though she 
cou'ff not show Mrs. O'Hara love enough: 

8*le kept her arm around her for the 
ffig dLpUe JOUrney with a curious protect-

T he first part of the wav was aafelv an. 
oomplished, thanks to Mr. O'Hara” for 
“ “V  hf t  dm  en. 80 furiously down the first 
hill that his master had snatched the reins 
from lum. °

He was rather a bindersnee than a help 
to the ferryman and his son in the business 
of unharnessing the gray, and getting him 
and the ear on board the ferrvboat; but it 
was done at last, and they were off.

“It s a good five mile” of a drive to Mr. 
Murray’s, your honor," observed Ned Daly, 
the ferryman, settling himself for a gossip 
with his passengers, as he took the oar. 
“Mr. James Murray's aye coming down to 
to the shore to see if I ha' Miss Alioe wi 
me. Sure, it’s no to see ould Ned he comes 
sae constant.”

“He needna. then, Ned,” interposed the 
graceless Huey, in a confidential tone.
• Miss Aho« weuldaa look at him at all. at 
all!”

father, faint and exhausted, was breasting 
the treacherous waves.

In vain, in vain, was the search ! No 
trace of the poor lady was to be discovered; 
she had sunk to rise no more. Mrs. O’Hara 
swam round and round the spot where he 
had Been her last: but at length the instinct 
of self preservation made him turn towards 
the shore.

Huey, the cause of all, had by this time 
called assistance. Alice was carried to the 
nearest cabin, and all the poor people could 
do was done for her. Her restoration to 
consciousness was terrible.

Mamma !’’ she cried: ‘i where,' where is 
mamma ?”

"My Alice,” replied the wretched old man, 
there was uo help but mine, and I could 

not save you both.”
“You should have saved her, papa. Oh, 

why did not you let me sink ? I wish I 
were dead ! Mamma, mamma, mamma!” 
ami she was almost choked by a frantic 
burst ot tears.

boat, with harpoons and lines, knives and 
everything needed to capture it. made fast 
to the whale, brought ship to under the lee 
and rigged her tackles, gangway and cen
tre, and commenced cutting. ‘ There was no 
struggle whatever. The whale being too 
far gone to struggle, we cut him up and 
took him on board. We took out at least 
4000 gallons of oil, and threw away, un
knowingly, at least three barrels of amber
gris, worth ounce for ounce with gold. We 
tried the oil out. and saved the bead and 
fins, V hich are nowon board. The whale 
was about seventy feet in length, the head 
measuring twelve ffiet.

A new play entitled “One Wife,” from 
the French of M. Dumas, and adapted by 
Mr. A. R. Cazuran, has been produced at 
the Olympic Theatre in this city, by Lor 
raine Rogers, of the Varieties Theatre, New 
Orleans, with Miss Charlotte Thompson as 
the star. The piece has met with the most

dearmepts between the lady and her hus
band, in which she strongly advises imme
diate attention that evening to business in 
the country. He is loath to go, but prom
ises. Presently Victor brings to Mrs. Van
dyke the note for her hnsband which was 
inclosed in Mrs. Hoffman’s shawl. She 
taxes the latter privately with her perfidy, 
and requests her to leave. She does so, 
and the rest of the guests descend to din
ner. The next scene is in the open air, at 
an evening hour. Victor has stayed Hoff
man's departure by acquainting him, for a 
pecuniary consideration, with his wife’s in 
tended fight with Vandyke. Hoffman, 
therefore, lies in wait, with a pistol, lor 
Vandyke’* advent. Mrs. Vaqdyke, who has 
learned from Victor of Hoffman’s blood
thirsty intentions, appears, in order to 
save her husband. She .moralizes on the 
justice of his impending punishment and 
on her_ desire for revenge, and is at 
first disposed to let retribution fall 
upon him. Y’oung Adams is seen at this 
moment prowling in the moonlight. His 
mission has also been learned bv her 
through the indefatigable Victor. "When 
her husband arrives she displays the note 
of Mrs. Hoffman and upbraids him. He 
acknowledges his love for her, and proceeds 
toward Mrs. Hoffman's house. She states 
that Hoffman lies in wait to shoot him. 
Cowardice is no part of Vandyke's nature, 
and the information renders him more de
termined. She then urges that Mrs. Hoff
man seeks only his money, that she has 
other lovers, and points to Adams as a 
proof of the fact. Vandyke is convinced, 
and throws a pocketbook at her feet con

L ou isian ians s t  the W hite (Sulphur B all 
trad T ab leaux.

Miss Grundy writes from White Sulphur 
Springs, Greenbrier, West Virginia, under 
date of the twenty-ninth ultimo, that a re 
cent ball was a great success, as balls go 
the attendance being large, the toilettes 
handsome, beaux plentiful, and belles fas
cinating. This ball was a full-dress occa
sion, but not a fancy-dress ball. It had for 
managers, and on the several committees, 
the most prominent of the gentlemen now 
at the White Sulphur who are in the ball- 
attending line.

On the committee of reception was H 
YV. Conner and J. E, Glenny, of Louisiana 
Among the floor managers were G. M 
Bayly, Jr., A. Wallace, Adolph Ledoux 
and II. L. Storey, of Louisiana.

The ball concluded between one and two 
in the morning, and of course many engage
ments had to be broken, with no possibility 
of being cemented next evening, for “ suf
ficient unto the night are the danoes there 
o f” to White .Sulphur belles, who are 
generally engaged for dances, walks, etc., 
a week ahChd.

But to tho dresses, for apart from them 
the ball liad no special incidents ; oh! yes ; 
with one exception. We had a fainting 
dancer. She didn't faint, but she got into 
position for it. and you know Attitude is 
everything, and so danced around for some 
time, her body bent on one side at an angle

taining the two millions, with exception of j of forty-five degrees and her back resting
an expended three hundred thousand. He 
watches. Presently a light is reflected from 
Mrs. Hoffman's window, and youDg Adams 
advances to enter. Hoffman fires trom his 
hiding place and Adams reels. Seeing only 
Vandyke, Adams presumes him to be tho

on her hand. The dexterous manner in 
which her partner kept her from falling 
outright was as 'remarkable as her own 
graceful movements under the circumstan
ces. If that is the style the pulse-feeling posi- 
tton will soon be nowhere. Among the mar-v anayae, Adams presumes him tube the j t»n win soon De nownere. Among tue mar- 

assailant and, in turn, discharges his pistol I ried ladies one of the most strikingly elegant 
at him. Vandyke falls, his wife shrieks, toilets was worn by Mrs. Story, of New Or- 
evervbody appears and the curtain ab- | leans. Over a white silk skirt striped with 

;ly descends.
ever 
rupt'

It has, notwithstanding its objections, a 
side of morality. Any work ot, art which 
tends to elevato- the mind and spirit, like 
Miss Thompson’s presentation of Mrs. Van
dyke, is a moral in itself; and both Mrs. 
Hoffman and Mr. Vandyke are illustra- 
trations of evil, which repel. Sundry re
flections upon the world's want of charity 
toward the actions’ of women, in compari-

leans. Over a white silk skirt striped with 
satin was worn a white crepe de chine, 
edged with broad Valenciennes lace, insert
ing and edging a t least a quarter of a yard 
deep. Her jewels were superb. Mrs. Con
ner, also of New Orleans, wore over a rose- 
colored silk an exquisitely made .and 
trimmed Paris and Valenciennes lace over
skirt. Her hair was becomingly .dressed, 
and in it was worn an emerald ornament. 
Around her throat werp several strands of 
pearls, with a clasp and pendant ot emeralds 
and diamond*. Mrs. Murrill, of Mobile,

. , . . .. , „ , - _, wore over a blue satin train an exquisite
sion with its toleraneft toward those of | skirt of white pointe d’alengon. Her jewels

were noticeably handsome. B’

The great kitchen at Tullvmore was i _______ , __- „ , , , ,,
crowded with poor people, conie to show BOvere an<l universal condemnation by the 
their respect to the dead lady, and their | Press °f tlie city. Not a paper but Yvhat
sympathy with the sorrowing family. A 
barrel of i

and the wide, old-fashioned 
rate was piled with turt.

has in the most unquestionable terms de
nounced it as being unfit for public repre
sentation, and ’90 immoral that no decent 
woman could possibly see and hear it with
out being shocked. Nevertheless, it has 
drawn crowded houses. The theatre has 
been more than filled with respectable look-

_______ ing audiences, and the actors and actresses
To do them justice, there was much kind, I liberally applauded, Mias Thompson bein'* 

and even delicate feeling shown. No loud | hpf,lw thfl L a
voice reached that part of the house where

wun uie sorrowing tamily. 
whisky was on the tap for the l _ 

freshment of all comers, bundles of pipes 
and heaped up plates of cut tobacco were 
provided,
kitchen grate was pil 

A motley assembly .gathered round it— 
men in loDg frieze coats and brogues and 
gray worsted stockings, and women in their 
loinespun petticoats aud scarlet cloaks.

the mpster and Miss Alice were prostrated 
by their terrible grief.

Of course the tragedy was well dis
cussed. Alice’s inquiry for her mother, on 
recovering from her” swoon, and Mr. 
O’Hara’s answer were commented upon in 
awe-stricken whispers.

The general opinion wa3 that Mr. O'Hara 
had been right in saving his daughter, who 
had. in all human probability, a long and 
prosperous life^efore her, rather than the 
mother, whose course was nearly run, but 
they pitied him exceedingly, and prophe
sied that he would never get over it, as the 
servants, Who went up stairs from time to 
time, brought them accounts of how he was 
"taking on." He and his daughters (tor 
Mrs. Humphries had arrived) were trying 
to comfort one another in the room next 
that in which Mrs. O'Hara lay .so quiet; 
and thus the days wore round to’that be
fore the funeraL • - -

The daughters had seen their mother laid 
in her coiiin, and were alone with her, gaz
ing their last at her calm face, when Mr. 
Y'oung entered. There were no facilities 
tor communication with those at a distance, 
such as we have in these days, and he had 
not been able to reach his poor bridfi any 
sooner. He was rushing toward her, when 
the remembrance of her dream, thus fear
fully fulfilled, struck a chill through him ; 
and he 6tood still, staring at the coffin, 
with the two motionless figures at either 
end.

called before the curtain at the end of each 
act. As the play is to be done at the Varie
ties Theatre the coming season by Miss 
Thompson, I give you a plot of its action. 
It will no doubt prove very interesting fo 
your theatre patrons, and will inform them 
beforehand exactly what it is like, so that 
when played in New Orleans they may go 
and see it, or not, as they think proper.

The outline of the plot is that Mr. Van
dyke, who had married an heiress with 
four millions, devoted to him, is addicted 
to gallantries, and becomes infatuated 
with an unscrupulous Mrs. Hoffman, who 
lias almost ruined her husband, and seeks 
means for further extravagance through 
the gifts of lovers. Mrs. Vandyke is in
formed of her husband's infidelity by Vic
tor, his Swiss lackey, for a pecuniary con
sideration, and orders Rosy, her maid, to 
follow him to Yonkers, where he proposed 
to go, under plea of attending a sick aunt 

sy returns, saying that he met Blrs 
Hoffman at a hotel and occupied tlje same 
room with her during the night. Blrs. Van- 
zandt, the mother of Mrs. Vandyke, calls 
and is informed of the affair. She pooh- 
poohs it a peccadillo practiced by nearly 
all husbands, and endeavors to console her 
daughter by pointing to the length of Van
dyke’s pedigree, aud his social eligi
bility. Mrs. Vandyke continues to 
love her husband, and. can not be' con
soled. BIr. De Winter, her lawyer, arrives.

“ O Robert, Robert!" cried Alice, throw- I and asserts that BIr. Vandyke, claiming 
ing herself into his arms, “ it is my dream control of his wife's property, has re

quested two of the four millions for his im 
mediate use. De Winter asks her sanction 
to the delivery, and she accords it. De 
Winter hands the necessary stock and bond 
certificates to Vandyke, who arrives, and 
that worthy subsequently appears in pres
ence of his wife. She reproaches him and 
speaks of the sick aunt expedition. He

come true."
No more revels took place in the old 

house at Tullymore. Soon aftey the fune
ral, BIr. O’Hara and his daughter turned 
their backs upon it forever. The old man 
lived with Alice and her husband at Drini- 
rath, and, dying afea very advanced age, 
was buried with the Youngs.. . „ . .  ---- -------expea

He is described by the few old people pretends that be met Mrs. Hoffman for „ 
who now remember him as llhving been “a nigh-toned motive, which could not at the 
cheery, pleasant old gentleman, very fond moment be revealed. Mrs. Vandyke is 
of BIr. and Blrs. Young’s children." So we disposed to credulity, but can not clearly 
may hope he forgot his grief in a great understand how the high-toned motive 
measure. One thing is certain—neither he could be furthered by passing the night in 
nor Alice ever saw Tullymore again. Blrs. Hoffman’s room. Her husband as-

Alice led a long and useful life at Dim- | serfs that the meeting was a solemn vigil, 
rath. Her tombstone tells how she fed the and that his boots had been unremoved, 
hungry, and clothed the naked, and died She joyfully believes and embraces. Here- 
regretted by all I read the inscription quests her to show the same cordiality as 
some years ago; it is now hardly legible: usual to Mrs. Hoffman when slie arrives* to 
hut, if it spoke truth, her name is inscribed dinner. She promises and departs. Victor en- 
in certain imperishable records, of which ters and informs Vandyke that Rosy has 
time is powerless to obliterate a letter. | been following him. The latter hands Victor

and on the other a painting representing 1 eding himself as only a lackey, and neces- 
the coffin on a table, with Alice and her sarWy “on the make.” Rosy arrives, and is 
sister Ann standing at either end. Round taxed with her trip to Yonkers. That 
the edge are the words, “Though lost to astute maiden is determined to keep the 
sight, to memory dear.” * secret of her mistress, and hoodwinks Van-

This quaint old rolic often graces the dyke by pretending that she had gone to 
neck of a greabgreat grand daughter of Yonkers to pass a night with her lover. 
Alice O'Hara. • She acknowledges her little failing with

A party of the old lady’s descendants contrition, and implores Vandyke not to 
went to visit the property at Tullymore expose her. The next scene opens upo' 
last year, and were rowed across Moross Mrs. Vanzandt, Mrs. Worth, Mrs. Dou 
Ferry by a son of the lad who was saved by Piatt and Mrs. De Peyster, who are await-
clmging to the oars. He had no idea who 
we were wrhen he told us the story, point
ing out the spot where Mrs. O'Hara sank. 
I was rallied by the rest of the paityfor 
my gravity; for Ned Daly had told the 
tale so graphically, that a kind of gloom, 
like Lough-Barra *mist, seemed to wrap me 
round. Yet it was a foolish thing to let

ing dinner in Blrs Vandyke’s parlor. The 
ladies indulge in a talk. The small pox 
epidemic is alluded to, and the jolly Blrs. 
Worth is asked whether she has been vac
cinated. She naively replies yes; bnt that 
she did not wish to scar her arm, the oper
ation had been performed upon her leg. 
A discussion upon babies ensues. Blrs.

one's self be saddened by the sorrows of De Peyster comments upon the decreas- 
those who have been at rest so long. What iDg births among the upper classes, and 
care they now for the griefs suffered a hun- quotes the wife of a coal-heaver who has a 
dred years ago ? As little as our present large and bnuneing family. Blrs. De Peys- 

'efs will trouble us a hundred years ter, therefore, considers that if ladies wantrn
her

An enterprising Parisian is reaping golden 
gains from the manufacture of “genuine 
Egyptian mummies" for provincial muse
ums, and to supply the constant demand of 
tourists. Blore than one credulous traveler 
has been permitted to see an old tomb ex
humed in the very shadow ot the pyramids, 
and allowed to joyfully purchase the bran 
new Parisian made mummy, carefully in
serted therein a night or two before.

’Hie King of Bavaria, in answer to an in
quiry made by the ex-Emperor Napoleon, 
whether he might go this summer to a 
Bavarian watering place for the benefit of 

h'- k?8 reI'hed that the popular 
lU8t ,Naf‘?leo11 was too strong in 

®ayarla 5° .r*n,4er ais appearance in that country desirable. 1

a good supply of babies they must marry 
coal-heavers. Mrs. Vandyke then enters, 
and subsequently Mrs. Hoffman. The lat
ter discovers a stiffness in the manner of her 
hostess, but can.not comprehend it. Mr. 
Vandyke appears, and greets her. He de
sires particulars of their proposed flight, 
and 8ays*that he has obtained the two mil
lions required for their mutual housekeep
ing. She states that she has left a note 
with instructions", folded within her shawl 
np stairs. Mr. Adams, a young fellow with 
$300,000, whom the siren is bleeding, is also 
among the guests, and implores her favor. 
She proposes to grant his request that 
evening if her husband should leave home. 
She give* him to understand that if 
her window should be dark he is 
not to seek her; but that If it should 
be lighted he is to enter, and ascend the 
stairs, without fear. Then ensue some en-

men, are true and to be noted.
Of Miss Charlotte Thompson's actin,

Mrs. Vandyke, we can not speak, except in 
the terms of higfcst praise. Had Miss 
Thompson an opportunitw to act a part, 
equally as good in New Orleans last season, 
her engagement would have proved the 
greatest of the year. There is a force, an 
eloquent power, combined with a truthful 
naturalness in her performance of Mrs. Van
dyke, that are the essentials of really great 
acting, and, therefore, no mailer what the 
rest of the play is like, we must, in justice 
alone, give to Bliss Thompson the enviable 
credit of being a truly great actress.

There is auother gift—one of nature 
that this lady has, that places her in point 
of attraction above most prominent ac
tresses, and that is beauty. A more lovely 
woman than the representative of Sirs. Van 
Dyke can harjly be imagined, and it cer
tainly makes her performance more in
teresting, and creates unlimited sympathy 
for the part- The rest of the cast is good, 
with the two exceptions of Miss Clifford, 
who is altogether too coarse aud vulgar, 
and Miss' Varian, who has not the dramatic 
ability for her part. The piece will doubt
less create a sensation in New Orleans.

At the GraiuLOpera House tho prepara
tions for “Le Roi Canotte,” which promises 
to be the grandest spectacle ever witnessed 
on any stage, are nearly completed, and 
the house will be opened on the twentieth 
instant.

Mr. F. S. Chanfrau, at Wood’s Museum, 
has been drawing crowded houses in “Kit,” 
and the same may be said .of the- Y okes 
Fapiily at the Union Square Theatre. At 
YY’allack's the Lydia Thompson company 
has finished its second week to remarkably 
tine business, considering the season 6f the 
year. The present burlesque of “Robin 
Hood” will give way next week to the ever 
popular “Blue Beard.” The new iadiesare 
gradually walking themselves into public 
favor, although all of them do not favor
ably compare with rhe previous company 
Bliss Camille Dubois, who was in the com 
pany last year, has improved almost be
yond acquaintance, and JVIiss Louise Bev
erly, who is playing her first American

y handsome. Mrs. Scott, of 
the same cit^, wore a black and white 
striped silk trimmed with black velvet and 
black lace. Her ornaments were diamonds.

Blrs. Blerritield, of Baltimore, wore a fawn- 
colored satin, trimmed with very handsome 
black lace. Mrs. Y'an Buren, ot New York, 
wore an elegant dress of mauve silk. Bliss 
Ledoux, of New Orleans, wore white French 
muslin, trimmed with Valenciennes lace and 
black velvet. Miss Early, of Baltimore, was 
dressed in blue silk, trimmings of the same 
and blonde lace, handsome pearl ornaments. 
Miss Holmes, of Philadelphia, appeared in a 
white muslin, trimmed with ruffles of the 
same afld looped .with velvet. Miss Demiug, 
of Terre Haute, wore a white silk elaborate
ly trimmed with illusion and satin pipings, 
very becoming to a young girl who, to me, 
always suggests a small blush rose. Bliss 
Baiiey, of Baltimore, was handsomely at
tired in a pearl colored silk. Bliss Spencer, 
of New York, wore a strikingly elegant 
dress of plain green silk, a gem from YY'ortb,
I am told. Bliss Brooks, of the same city, 
wore an India muslin, purchased in its na
tive clime during her last year’s travels, and 
made in Paris. Bliss Day, of New Orleans, 
wore a green silk, trimmed with flowers. 
Miss Call well, ot YY’hite Sulphur Springs, 
wore a white tarlatan with overdress of 
green tarlatan. The Misses. Hunt, of New 
Orleans, were both dressed with much taste, 
the elder sister in white tarlatan, trimmed 
with gold-colored satin, and the younger in 
blue silk with overdress and flounce of 
white muslin and trimmings of black vel
vet.

The writer continues:
The event of the season par excellence was 

the entertainment of Friday evening. I 
wrote you in mj last how tableaux had 
been suggested and the plan enthusiastic
ally adopted, andjffle whole establishment 
thrown into a fever of excitement in con
sequence. The variable winds blew hot 
and cold upon the project between Sunday 
and Friday, but the warmth of the pro
jectors never failed, and their efforts were 
crowned with success. YTery few were there 
who did not, in some way, lend their aid, 
but among the loading spirits to whose 
energy and good taste the success was di
rectly due, I wish to mention Mrs. Connor, 
of New Orleans; Mrs. Y’an Buren, of New 
York, Mis. Barstow. of Philadelphia; Mrs. 
Robinson, of Baltimore, and Blrs. YY'illis, of 
Mississippi. One end of the long dining
room at the hotel was given up to the 
6tage—an impromptu affair which served 
the purpose as well as one of more elabo
rate construction could have done. But as 
for that, costumes, draperies, etc., were of 
a piece: all were gotten up hastily, and 
with no greater variety of materials to 
work with than a country store could sup-

L ife in Bhuncbai.
A correspondent of the Boston Globe fur

nishes some’pleasant and unpleasant read
ing about tho Chinese city of Shanghai, 

'its tea gardens and prisons. The tea gar
dens on ordinary days are not much visited, 
bnt on Sundays they are filled to overflow
ing with persons in pursuit of pleasure. 
This is doubtless one of the effects of Shang
hai being a foreign port. In any purely 
Chinese town Sunday is like any other day. 
The gardens, we are told, cover an area of 
some four or five acres. In the centre is a

Eond, with an island crowned by a tea- 
ouse, approached .by zigzag bridges. 

There are several other tea-houses about 
the place, all built in the most ultra Chi
nese style. A space ot about an acre in one 
corner is walled off for the special delecta
tion of the Taoutai’s wives, or anybody else 
who can afford to pay for the privilege of 
going in. The gardens are not very beauti
ful, and it is more the* people and things to 
be seen there than the grounds that attract 
foreigners.

Scattered over the place are various 
vendors of cakes, oranges, etc., all of whom 
rnach prefer gambling with the visitors 
than selling.their wares. Numerous peep- 
shows, aud other places of entertainment 
are scattered over the grounds, the most at
tractive of which are said to be those of 
the conjurors. These perform on the bare 
ground a variety of tricks that might even 
till Heller with envy. These places are lib
erally patronized by native aiid foreigner, 
the enjoyment afforded to each class being 
about equally great.

Half a mile distant, in the direction of the 
city, are the prisons. Behind a row of 
strong wooden bars, says the writer, is a 
chamber lull of a moss of seething and 
writhing humanity, swarming over each 
other in heaps, more like a lump of maggots 
on a dead dog's carcass than so many fel
low-men. Those in front thrust their arms 
out between the bars, begging for food, like 
monkeys in a cage, while, in the dim ob
scurity of the background, pallid, blenched 
faces, void of all expression, are turned 
blinkingly on the observer. Some of them 
are chained to the wall, without room to lie 
down, sweltering with heat, and smothered 
with vermin and tilth! The endurance of 
such a punishment would kill nine ordinary 
people out of ten in a day; but, if this corre
spondent is to be believed, it does not affect 
these wretched creatures except when 
fever attacks them. In addition to this pun
ishment, says the writer, they have several 
round cages about two feet in diameter 
and over five feet high, made of stout 
wooden bars, wide apart. The top is like 
the head of a barrel, with a hole no larger 
than an ordinary man's neck in it; the 
wretched victim is put in this, and the hole 
at the top is fitted round his" neck. The 
cage is chosen so that his toet shall not 
touch the ground, and a brick or two put 
in, so that he can just rest his toes on them; 
and there he is deft to die. No food or 
drink being given him he woiffd speedily 
starve; but it is not that that kills him; he 
soon has cramp in his lege, and to relieve 
it has lo try to cling by his legs and arms 
to the bars and to hang by his chin. Soon 
his limbs are covered with sores from his 
struggle, and then the flies come. In about 
three days a shapeless, tortured, ball- 
devoured mass of> flesh, death relieves him 
trom further paii^ Aod these are the ten
der mercies of the Chinese.

. r, . —  | worn wun man a country store could sup-
engagement with this troupe, will unques- j ply, andyet nothingcould be more effective,

for the audience of five hundred, or there
abouts, was unauimous in the opinion that 
more beautiful amateur tableaux have 
never been exhibited to the knowledge of 
any of the five hundred. To give you an 
idea of the cosmopolitan character of the

tionably prove one of its' strongest attrac
tions. Possessed of a face and figure beau, 
tiful beyond our limits of expression, and 
with a sweet yet powerful and well culti 
vated voice, Bliss Beverly certainly holds a 
prominent position in the admiration of her 
audiences.

To-night, at the Park Theatre, in Brook
lyn, Mr. Dominick Murray commences an 
engagement for one week, appearing in his 
new piece, “Escaped from Sing Sing.” BIr.
Murray will be supported by an excellent I gie Gregg, Baltimore; Kate Blontague, New 
company, among whom are Mr. Harry York; Y ireinia Herrick, Blary Y’an YV’yck,
Pearson, Mr. George Holland, Mr Harry fialTimlre. ’ Masters George'R And"rsom 
Glifiord, Bliss Kate Caldwell, and others YVashington; George B. YYparder, Philadel- 
equally well known. * phia; Nevel Puech, New Orleans.

Mr. Henri Drayton died on Tuesday last I _Tablean 2—Jacob’s Dream.—Jacob, Hon.

corps of actors, I append the programme:
Stage manager—Mr. B. Bayne, New Y’ork; 

assistants—Captain Taylor, United States 
navy, YVashington, District of Columbia; 
Mrs. Connor, New Orleans; Mrs. YVillis, 
Mississippi; Mr. Henry Stocker, Philadel
phia; Mr. J. YVilton Brooks, New York.

Tableau 1—The May Queen.—Misses Mag
gie Gregg, Baltimore; iCi

was buried on Friday from the “Little 
Church Around the Corner.” nis loss will 
be deeply felt in both the musical and dra
matic professions. G. H.

Illness o f  G eneral Spinner.
The YVashington Patriot says:
.The venerable General Spinner, Treasurer 

of the United States, whose health of late 
has not been of the soundest, had an attack

Angels, M lie. 
Bliss Hunt, Bliss

YY’alter Blaxwell, Englapd.
G. Ladoux, Miss Bayl 
Dugon, New Orleans; Miss YY’yley, South 
Carolina; Bliss Y’an Kapff, Baltimore; Bliss 
Spencer, New York; Bliss Gregg, Balti 
more.

Tableau 3—Country Cousins Y'isiting their' 
City Relatives.—Mrs. Murrill, Alabama; 
Captain Taylor, United States navy; Mrs. 
Scott, Alabama; Bliss Early, Baltimore; 
Mr. YVallace, New Orleans.

of vertigo yesterday morning, which', b it I xfTaJilea.“ 4- TL® St“dio.-Artist,

a' F
department, as his sleeping chamber is ad- Pratt’,.
joining his official apartment, and often gleans, ®usic by Mrs. Hetiebower ot JJal- 
passers by the department in the lonelv by
watches of the night can see the glimmer . 
of his lamp while the Treasurer is hard at heTvd1̂ Mr
work, setting an example in the shape of £®ard, Mr. John Robuison, Baltimore; I s  
industry an! devotion to duty, which in |
official life find but few followers. This has 
undermined the health of General Spinnei* 
and was in part doubtless one of the causes, 
if not the primary one, of the vertigo which 
prostrated him yesterday. He was consid
erably cut about the head by the fall upon 
ills desk, but not seriously wounded.

Last week, near St. Louis, Mr. John J. 
Murdock found a large meteoric stone at 
the bottom of a hole on his farm. .The hole 
was clean cut, and reached to a depth of 
more than thirteen feet in the ground. Tbe 
stone weighed about twelve pounds, was 
coated with a black crust, and was com
posed mainly of iron. In shape it was an 
oblate spheroid, and therefore before it 
reached the earth was probably in a semi
fluid state, and revolving on its axis. It 
should be kept as a specimen of what the 
earth was before it cooled down into its 
present habitable condition. It* could be 
used to illustrate the nebular hypothesis, if 
necessary. From several other parts of 
the country reports have lately been coming 
in, telling of the fall of meteorites, some of 
which are of immense size, but are com
posed of well-known materials. There have 
also been several brilliant a’uroras. YY’e 
seem likely to havo a large and brilliant 
collection of “August meteors” this year, 
unless, perchance, these phenomena be”now 
forerunners and portents of the dreadful 
catastrophe by which, on the twelfth day of 
the present month, the earth is to be de
stroyed under the malefic trhack of Pianta- 
mour's comet.

A California judge ha* decided that a 
marriage at sea, if more than three miles 
from land, is no marriage at nil.

tirna, Bliss Detning, Indiana; Decapitated 
YVives, Miss Brooks, New Y’ork; Miss Wi 
Mississippi; Miss Wilson, New Orleans; 
Miss Corcoran, Miss Snead, Washington: 
Miss Dugon, New Orleans.

Tableau 6 —Auld Robin Gray.—Robin 
Gray, . Mr. Bayne, New York; Wife, Miss 
Holmes, Philadelphia: Mother, Miss Lily 
Bayly, Baltimore; Father, Mr. Cantley, 
England; Jamie, Mr. Goiflon Cummiug, 
Scotland. Music by Mrs. Heflebower, of 
Baltimore—“Judith;” aecompanyist, Miss 
Pancrost, Pennsylvania.

Tableau 7—Judith and’ Holofernes.—Ju
dith, Mrs. Storey, New Orleans; Holofernes, 
Mr. Travis Van Buren, New York.

Tableau 8—Statuary.—Faith, Bliss Harris, 
Baltimore; Hope, Miss Stump, Baltimore; 
Charity, Miss Johnstone, Baltimore; Child, 
BlastenG. B. Warder. Philadelphia.

'Tableau 9—The Y’iliage Fair.—Miss Hunt, 
New Orleans; Miss Georgle Morris, Balti
more; Miss YVillis, Mississippi; Miss Tybolt, 
Delaware; Mr. Williams, Baltimore; Mr. 
I/adoux. Mr. Pratt. New Orleans: Mr. Bell. 
Baltimore; Mr. Wilton Brooks, New York.

Says the New Haven Begigter: “The list 
of recusants from the Grant ranks are pour
ing in upon us so numerously, that we are 
considering the necessity of limiting the 
publication of such renunciations to colo
nels, judges of the higher courts, postmas
ters anu collectors. This may look like 
‘pulling in the gang-plank ’ before the pas
sengers are ‘all aboard,’ bnt it can not be 
helped, if we have to make two trips.”

Saranac, Michigan, has a lady we; 
678 pounds, and a baby a year old
two and a half pounds.

. F iling  Sntvs. .

The great- secret of putting any saw in 
the best possible cutting order consists in 
filing the teeth at a given angle to cut rap
idly anil of a uniform longth, so that the 
points will all touch a straight-edged rule 
without showing a variation of a hun
dredth part of an inch. Besides this, there 
should be just enough set in the teeth to 
cut a kerf, as narrow as it can be made, 
and at the same time allow the blade to 
work freely wjthout pinching. On the 
contrary, the kerf must not be so wide as 
to permit the blade to rattle when in 
motion. The very points -of the teeth 
do the cutting. If one tooth is a 
twentieth of an inch longer than two 
or three on each side of it, tbe long tooth 
will- lie required to do so much more cut
ting than it'should, that the sawing bo 
well done. Hence the saw goes jumping 
along, working hard and cutting slowly. 
If one tooth is longer than those on either 
side of it, the short ones do not cut, al
though the points may ho sharp. When 
putting a cross cut saw in order, it will 
pay well to dress the points with an old file, 
and afterwaids sharpen with a fine whet
stone. Much mechanical skill is requisite 
to pqt a saw in prime order. One careless 
thrust with a file will shorten the point of a 
tooth so much that it will be utter! v useless, 
so far as cutting is concerned, l'lie teeth 
should be set with much care, and" tho filiDg 
should be done with great accuracy. If the 
teeth are uneven at the points, a large flat 
file should be secured to a block of wood in 
such a manner that the very point i only 
may be joined, so that the cutting edge of 
the same may be in a complete line, or 
circle. Every tooth should he cut a little 
aft the saw is worked. The teeth of n hand 
saw for all sorts of work should be filed 
floaming, or at an angle on the front edge, 
while the back edges may be filed fleaming 
or square across the blade. The best way 
to file a circular saw for cutting wood across 
the grain is to dress every fifth tooth square 
across and about one twentieth of an inch 
shorter than the others, which should be 
filed fleaming at an angle of about forty 
degrees.—I>uhi>t!rial Monthly.

H orace G reeley on I lls  ffloscle.
YVhile Alfred Livingstone was foreman of 

the Tribune composing room they took 
down the stove in Mr. Greeley’s old fash
ioned, dingy sanctum, where lie was wont 
to sit at a very high desk; the stove pipe 
had gone straight through the ceiling, and, 
after, its removal, no provisions hau been 
made for closing the hole. Above, in the 
composition room, were three printers’ 
stands, equi-distant from the open hole. 
Printers are proverbially tobacco chewers. 
These three were tobacco chewers extraor
dinary. Having covered the floor with 
their tobacco juice, they alternately en
deavored to spit through the stovepipe hole, 
using it as a target. It was a warm Blay 
day; Mr. Greeley sat underneath, and, 
worn out with his labors, had fallen into a 
gentle and innocent slumber. He had on a 
white waistcoat an<L clean shirt. His 
dreams were suddenly disturbed by a pat
tering on his forehead. He awoke, half 
blinded with the nicotine visitation, and, 
seeing his waistcoat and shirt spoiled there
with, and suspecting the source from whiclv 
it came, he stalked np stairs^at a gait that 
would startle Startle. The printers, hear
ing him Approaching and tearing trouble, 
scampered to other parts of the composing 
room. Mr. Greeley, appearing in the scene 
in the character ot the “Gladiator,” shouted 
with an outburst of profanity that gave a 
sulphurous odor to the apartment: “By
---- ,"where is the man that spit down that
hole? I can lick the man that did it! 
YY here Is he ?”

Every year the amount of gold put in 
circulation is nearly if not quite $200,000,- 
000_, and yet people in geueral see as little 
of it as if there was no such thing In exist
ence. One of the last reports made to Con
gress was in reference to this matter, the 
estimated production being set down as 
$150,000,000, divided as follows; United 
States, $60,000,000 : Australia, $60,000,000 ; 
Siberia, $15,000,000; Mexico and South 
America, $5,000,000; British America, 
$5,000,000 ; other countries, $5,000,000. Pro- 
vious to the discovery of the California 
and Australia mines the amount annually 
produced was comparatively small. After 
that the increase was enormous. YYTiat the 
discovery of gold has done for the United 
States, artfiongh invisible to ns, the people, 
is very aptly stated by a recent writer. He 
says : “ It at once established steam com
munication between the Atlantic and Pa
cific, connected by a railway across the 
Isthmus of Panama; made and equipped 
a railroad over and thr#ugh the hitherto 
comparatively impassable Rocky Mous 
tains ; and finally established direct steam 
communication between our own country 
and Japan, China and the East Indies. All 
these wonderful achievements have been 
accomplished within about twenty years 
after tne new discovery of gold. It has 
performed an equally immense work for 
England in developihg her Australian pos
sessions, which in time -will dispute the 
- with the English islands as to which 
is Great Britain.”

A California lady purchased a chicken for 
home consumption, and found fcpieeeot 
plaoer gold worth fire dollars ia  itforaw ,


