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CREEDS OF TH E BELLH i

HI OEOKbS W. K J kT.

Bow sweet tbe chime of SabbatL la. ii*:
« Each it» creed in music telle, 

ju  tones th a t iloat upou the h r.
Am soft as sou*: as pare as prayer;
And 1 will p u t in simple rhyme.
The language of the golden eh n e. _

Mv happy beait lespons’te  eve...-, 
Eesponsite to the hells—sweetie a.

•• In deeds of lore excel, excel.'
C’hiined out from ivied tioweis a he I,

•• This ’8 the ehurch not huilt ot. sa: us.
Emblem of one not built w ith Hands ;
It* ioims and sacred rights reee te 
Come woisbip bete, come worsb.p nete .

In ritual and faith excel, e m .
Chimed out the Episcopalian bed.

•• Ah. heed the ancient landm arks we..* *
In eoleum tones exclaimed a he*.

•B o  progress made by mortal man.
Can change the just, eternal pian.
W ith tied there can be notLing new—
Ignore the false, embrace the true.

While all is well, ia weil is we..
Fettled out the good old D utch fLurch oe-».

•• Ye purifying waters sw ell.;
In mellow tones rang out the be.I.

■  Thougn faith in Christ aloLe can ease.
Man must he plunged beneath the war*.
To show the world unfaltering faith  
In what the sacred Scripture saitb.

Oh, swell ye rising waters, swell 
Pealed out the clear-toned Baptist It A

•• Bet faith alone, hut woiks as well.
Must test the soul ." said a solt lie:!; 

m Come here and cast aside your load 
And work your way along the road.
W ith  faith in Hod and faith in man,
Mod hope in Christ, where hone bogaa;

Co well, do well, do well, do we...
Pealed forth a Unitarian helk

T Barewell, farewell, base world, faiemtl! "
In warning notes exclaimed a bell;
Info is a boon to mortals given 
To lit the soul (of bliss in heaven.
Bo not invoke the avenging rod—
Mvme here and learn the will of God.

Say to the world farewell, fareweil,”
Pealed eut the Presbyterian bell.

•? to after life there is no hell!”
In raptures rang a cheerful bell.

*  Look up to heaven, this holy day.
Where angels wait to cheer the way.
There are no fires no fiends to blight 
The future lift: be just and right.

So hell, no hell, no hell, no hell, *
Bang out the Cniversalist beil.

••The pilgrim fathers heeded well
My cheerful voice," pealed forth a bell;

•• Bo fetters here to clog the soul:
Bo arbitrary creeds coutrol
The free hearts and progressive minds
That leave the dusty path behind.

Speed well, speed well, speed well, speed well, 
Pealed out the Independent beil.

•  Bo Pope, no Pope to doom to hell m
The Protestant,” rang out a bell;
Croat Luther left hit fiery real,
Within the hearts that truly feel 
That loyalty to God will be 
Tire fealty that makes man free.

So images where incense fell !’•
Bang out old Martin Luthei » bell.

a> All hail, ye saints in heaven that dwell 
Close by the cross I" exclaimed a bell;

•* Bean o'er the battlements of liliss,
And deign to bless a world like this:
Bet mortals kneel before this Bhnne—
Adore the water and the wine.

All hail, ye saints the chorus swell V* 
Chimed in the Roman Catholic helL

•• To all the truth we tell, we tell,’’
Shouted, in ecstaeies, a hell;

•• Come, ye weary wanderers, see,
Cur Lord has made salvation free;
Bepeut, believe, have faith, and then 
Mo saved and praise the Loid, Amen.

Salvation’s free, we tell, we tell,”
Shouted the Methodistic bell.

AMONG SHARPS.
In February, last year, I came to London 

Tor the (lay, on business which took me into 
The city. Having accomplished the purpose 
of my visit more (prickly than I expected, 
was strolling leisurely along St. Paul’i 
churchyard, with the view ot making my 
Way into the Strand. The time of day was 
something after twelve at noon, and of all 
the busy stream of people that Rowed city
ward or ebbed paat me, it seemed I was the 
mly loiterer. A man, however, walking 
nearly as slowly as I, seeing me smoking as 
tie passed, at last stopped and asked me for 
M light. I gave him a match. He fell back 
M little out of the stream of traffic into the 
shelter of a shop window corner to light his 
cigar in peace. He was a short man, about 
l i i  and thirty, with brown beard and 
whiskers, face a trifle marked with small 
pox, well-dressed, of gentlemanly appear 
•nee, and spoke with a strong (indeed 

'much too strong) American twang. ^
As I continued my stroll 1 soon became 

mware that I was followed by this gentle- 
'M ian. The slower I walked the slower he 
walked. It is not comfortable to be fol 
lowed—so I pulled up to let him pass. In 
atead ot doing so, be no sooner came up 
With me than he pulled up too.

He set his head just a thought out of the 
perpendicular, and, looking me full in the 
uee, said: “Guess this is a tall city! Now, 
ft ain't like Philadelpby, where our critters 
knew what they was going at before they 
began to build, and ruled all the streets 
Straight ahead in right Hubs. No, sir.”

“No," 1 said curtly, and was moving on.
“No, sir,” he continued, walking by my 

Bide, “and it's useless for a stranger in jure 
city to give his mind to going anywhere, 
for be ain’t likely to get there. Now, if it 
ain’t re-ude of a stranger asking it, because 
ke is a stranger (aud we know how to treat 
strangers in our country, sir), where air 
yon going tot Happen you can put me in 
the way where I’m goin’ to!”

“I am making for the Strand,” I said: “if 
yonr way lies in that direction, 1 can show 
it to you, if not, I can tell you bow to 
find it.”

“Just where I’m castin’ about to get," he 
Ceturned; “my moorins is at a hotel oppo
site Somerset House, and as soon as I get 
into the Strand I can fix myself right up. 
Sol ’ll just couple on to you.”

I allowed him to do so. I hinted that I 
tiad no wish to show discourtesy to a citi- 
ecn of that great nation to which be be
longed. My companion bad plenty to say. 
He rattled on about the States being this 
and the States being that, so that it was 
aeedless for me to do any more talking 
than occasional interjection of surprise or 
aatisfaction. He told me that he had been 

- in England for a fortnight—just taken a run 
ever to see the old country—and should be 
back in Noo York agaiu in a couple of 
Mionths.

When we had passed through Temple 
Bar I told him he could be in no further 
doubt as to bis way, since he was now in 
the Strand.

“I’m considerable obliged." he said; “I’ll 
do as much for you when you come to Noo 
Tork. But you ain’t goin' to part company 
like that ?”

I had freed my arm and held out my band 
to wish him good morning.

“You’ll do a spell f" be inquired.
“A what 1” said I.
“Du I not make myself clear to the Brit

ish intellect. Reckon you'll liquor ?”
*..rto*coned 1 had rather be excused." 

“Wal," he resumed, chewing the end of 
bis cigar so that it assumed a rotary mo
tion, and its point described a circle over 
his lace. "Wal, sir. it's a custom we hev in 
•or country, and we think it rather scalv 
Bianuers to refuse. Reckon you Britishers 
do not think it scaly to slight a friends hos
pitality iu the street. We du.”

As he persisted in regarding my refusal 
•lmost in the light of a personal insult, and 
would not listen to any explanation that we 
do not regard the declining of “drinks” in 
•nr own country, I yielded the point.

We retraced our' steps a short distance 
And entered a wine store, ou tlie city side 
of Temple Bar, a veiy respectable place, 
where wines are drawn from the wood. 

"Small round marble tables and light chairs 
were dispersed about the shop for the con
venience of customers. Here my oompa- 
Aion compounded a drink of soda water 
•nd gin, and lemon and ginger, of which 
Bm wished me to partake. I declined the 
Alixture. and took a glass of sherry.

We might have sat five minutes, when a 
fall and important looking personage 
lounged into the wiue shop. As lie entered 
ho oast a supercilious look upon all the oc- 
•  up ants of the tables; then, raising his head, 
tte removed his cigar and emitted a long 
oolomn of smoke from his lips as a con
temptuous verdict of loity disapproval on 
Ifeo society ho had joined. He was well 
dneooed—irreproachably, so far as the cat 
Mad quality of his clothes were conoerned; 
but taey seemed to assert that conscious in
dependence of their wearer that new 

^clothes will aooert over a person who .hae

been up all night. His black hair and 
smaUJumstacbe were scrupulously well ar
ranged. but his eyes blinked in the day 
seem.ugly for want of a night's rest.

He sauntered up to our table and emitted 
another supeiior column of smoke over our 
heads.

" Know this swell?” my Yankee friend 
whispered. 1 shook my bead.

“Thought he might be a member of jure 
Congress, or a tailor’s advertisement, or 
some other mob.”

There was a spare chair at our table, and 
the person thus irreverently alluded to 
after some time spent in mentally estimat
ing the relative merits ot the other vacant 
chairs, appeared to prevail on Limself to 
take it ana sit down.

“Spree last night,” he condescended to 
say presently. “Champagne supper and 
things till all was blue.”

“Very pretty tipple,” said my American 
friend.

“Ya-as. Then coming home with some 
feilahs, we saw a Hansom waiting outside 
a doctor’s door, and we chained a man 
cab to an iron post.”

“Man cuss much?”
“Bay Jove, ya’as. Doctor damning the 

cabman and swearing he should be late 
cabby cutting his horse like forty thousand 
and couldn’t tell what was up."

“Will you liquor?” inquired my American 
fiiend. * .

“No, ’pen uB word, you know—you'll al 
low me. Waiter, bottle of champagne ' 

“Wall, reckon I’m not particular, so as 
we du liquor.”

•• Original ‘ Champagne Charlie,’ ” the 
American whispered to me.

The swell put his hand in his breast 
pocket and carelessly drew out a roll of 
notes, one of which he changed to pay for 
the champagne.

My American friend nudged uie nnd 
raised bis eyebrows.

“You’ll excuse me, stranger,” be said 
"but if 1 was in your place I would take 
care of those notes, and not keep ’em in 
breast pocket, nor yet tiasu 'em about.” 

“Ob, said the swell, "I always carry 
them so.”

“Then, maybe you don't live in London
sir!”

“Ob. by Jove, no. Tbe fact is, my uncle 
Las lately died and left me a fine property 
down in Essex, and till tbe lawyers have 
settled up, 1 came to have a flutter 
town.”

“Then you'll excuse me once again, hut if 
I was in yonr place I wouldn’t flutter my 
notes,” and the American appealed to me 
for justification. “You see you never know 
what company you may be in.”

I thought I knew what company I was in 
but I didn’t 6ay so.

“Ah ! for that matter,” said the swell, 
know I am always safe in the company of 
a gentleman.”

“That’s correct. But how do you tell 
gentleman from a coon ?”

“Well, I think a man’s a gentleman— 
aw—if he’s got money in hie pocket.” 

“Happen you're right. But heow much 
money must a man have in his pocket to 
prove him a gentleman !”

“Nothing lees than five pund,” said tbe 
swell.

“Wal. I dunno, but for my part I 
shouldn’t like yeu to think yeu were talkin 
with any one but a gentleman, as far as I’m 
concerned,” and my American friend pro- 
pueed bis purse.

“Aw." said the swell, before he opened it, 
“bay Jove, I'll bet you a new hat you 
haven’t got five punds in your purse."’

And on exhibiting bis purse he showed 
nearly thirty sovereigns, as well as I could 
judge.

“Aw, then I've lost, and I owe yon a hat. 
Aw, here is my card.”

He handed it to us both. Frederick 
Church, Esq.

I was impressed with the notion that the 
faces of both these men were somehow 
familiar to me.

The American nudged me again, and be
stowed upon me an encoutaging wink.

“Reckon now you won’t bet my friend 
here he hasn't got five sovereigns about 
him.”

He nudged me again.
“Ya’as, I will,” said Mr. Church, lan 

guidly. “I often do it for a lark. I am 
generally about right twice out of three 
times.”

1 said that I did not bet.
“Aw, well, some people don’t. I wouldn’t 

pursuade anybody, I am sure. Sure to lose 
in the long run By Jove! I know I do 
But just for the fun of the thing, I don’: 
mind standing a new hat if you’ve got five 
pound about, you. Your friend shall be a 
witness. It's all right, you know, among 
gentlemen.”

I produced my purse. It contained about 
Beven pounds in gold and silver. I also had 
about me a gold watch and chain, a ring or 
two. and a shirt pin. I observed just the 
faintest sign of an interchange oi' intelli
gence between my companions.

“Ah, lost again,” Mr. Church remarked; 
“well, can't be helped. Another bottle of 
champagne.”

This bottle rov American friend insisted 
on paying for. 1 drank verv little.

“Really, you know,” Mr. Church re
marked over the new bottle, “most singular 
thing—aw—three fellahs, perfect strangers, 
should meet like this—and all of us strange 
to London Bay Jove. You're froi 
North (I had told them so, which was true) 
I’m from the East, and our friend and 
American brother, aw, if I may call him so, 
is from the West. Tell you what. As soon 
as ever the lawyers have done up my busi
ness. you shall both come down to my 
place in Essex and see me. Jolly good 
welcome and deuced good shooting. You 
shoot, of course!"

Sheute! Wal, a small piece. I was lieu
tenant in General Sherman's army for three 
yeeres. and very pretty sheutin' we had. 
Conclude you mean rifle sheutin ?”

fib, no; shooting game," Mr. Church 
explained.

•Yeu don't du rifle sliootin". then 
'Bay Jove, no. 1 only shoot pheasants 

and partridges, and all that sor* of thnij 
" Rccken yu’re a good shot, perhaps i” 
••No. nothing uncommon.”
" Wal. how many times d’yu concler.de 

yu'd hit the hull's eye out of twenty times 
with a rille ?”

Oh, aw. I suppose sixteen,” said Mr. 
Church.

“Bet yeu $10 yeu don't hit ii four teen.” 
••Done.”
“Verj good, sir; my friend here shall be 

the umpire."
This was I.
“Oh, no, hang it; he’s a fiiend of yours— 

that’s not fair. Have the landlord.”
Thus Mr. Church.
The American explained that the land

lord could not leave his business, that I was 
only an acquaintance of half an hour, and 
couid not be prejudiced either way. So, 

ith some apparent reluctance, Mr. Church 
consented.

The next thing was, where should we go 
to sheute off the affair ?" as my American 

friend put it. “I know there's a place 
Westminster wav," he saiu; “I know there 

. 'cause the volunteers sheute there.”
I told him no; the volunteers did not 

shoot at Westminster, but only paraded.
“I mean a gallery,” he said. “I know I 

had a sheute there witli one or tew volun
teers last week: but 1 could not find the 
place again."

“Call a eab." suggested Church. “Cabby 
11 be sure to know."

“Where, sir ?" the cabman asked Church. 
“Westminster Palace Hotel." he replied.
1 was in a cab with two men whose ob

ject was to rob me. and I was being driven 
whither they directed. However I was not 
going to be cowed at riding alone with two 
thieves through the crowded London streets 
in broad day. and 1 was bent on disappoint
ing them. As we rode on they pretended 
ignorance of the various buildings we 
passed. I pointed out Somerset House, the 
Charing Cross Hotel, the National Gallery. 
Whitehall, etc.

Arrived at Westminster, Church dis
missed the eab. We could walk the rest of 
the way. he said, and the cab’uai ’ *dld 
him where the shooting gai.'-ry *.u> l':.-
rw-i w .ilked on either siue ot nil. Wc carni 

*i 111? back street, inin. uia *• 'Line 
the estminster Palace Hoiei. down ihat, 
and to the right—a dirtier street still. I 
said this waB a strange situation for a shoot
ing gaUery. "It is all right when you get 
there, said. Mr. Church, “it is kept verv 
snug.”

At tbe lower end of this street I was not 
at all ill pleased to see a policeman talking 
to a woman. I tried my utmost to catch 
his eye as we passed, bnt without success.
” e turned down a third street ot slimy 
houses, with here and there a filthy red 
curtain of a low public honse. Sharp round 
tbe corner into a blind alley. A dark,

greasy brick wall blocked the other end of 
the place, so I knew we had leacbed our 
destination. Scarcely more than one ol 
tbe dilapidated wooden bouses in tbe alley 
showed outward signs of being tenanted: 
decayed shutters were nailed up the win
dows; the whole frontage was smothered in 
filth and grime. The most villainous look
ing public house I ever sat my eyes on was 
the last house liut one. nearest the wall.

“That’s the gallery,” said Church.
"Reckon it is,” said my American friend. 

“That’s the identical crib where 1 made 
some fine shootin’ last week. Come along.

I followed them to the door. A woman 
went out as they entered. “Go and fetch
____and-------two names I could not
catch, 1 overheard Church whisper. The 
men went in first, 1 following. The beer- 
shop bar was a filthy room, about six feet 
square, on the right as we entered, with 
onlv a window to serve beer through. The 
passage was loDg. About three yards 
down it was a partition with a half door, 
very stsong. I saw, too, that it had a 
strong hasp or catch to it. without a han
dle, so that, once past that, a victim was 
shut in like a mouse in a trap. 1 stopped 
there.

“Come along, and look sharp,” said my 
American friend, with less twang than be
fore; “here’s the gallery, and he opened a 
door on the left.

I looked in at that open door. I saw a 
strong room or cell, seven feet square, as 
near as 1 can judge—nothing but bare 
brick walls, no window, (it was lighted for 
the moment from the passage), and deep 
saw-dust on the floor. Both the men were 
beside the door, standing half in light, half 
in shadow.

“Harry the Maid, and-Churcher,” I said 
“I know'both. It won’t do, and you have 
lost some valuable time.” 1 slammed the 
hall-door to gain a moment’s time from pur
suit, and took to my heels. I had been in 
court in Worcester when these two men 
were tried for card-sharping. I never slack 
ened speed until 1 came upon the poiice 
man. who was still talking to the woman

“Policeman," I said, “I think I can put 
you on two people you want, perhaps— 
Harry the Maid, and Churcher.”

“Harry tbe Maid,” he replied, “is the 
greatest* card sharper in England, and 
Churcher is the tiptop ot skittle sharps 
but that's not their only trade.”

I told him of my adventure, and bow I 
had tried to arrest his attention a 
passed.

“Look you here, sir," be said, “as you've 
got away alive, and with your clothes on 
from these two, just you he very thankful 
for having done well, and don't ask for any 
thing more. If you had caught my eye as 
you passed I wouldn't have gone into that 
crib after you—no, nor yet if there had 
been two more along with me. If we want 
a man out of that place we go ten and a 
dozen strong, and even then it’s a riek.”

"But supposing I had really been a simple 
countryman, and passed that half-dour and 
gone into tbe trap ?" I asked. ’

“If you had come out any more it would 
have been in your shirt," replied the police 
man.

Wasted Erudition.
We are informed by tbe most trustworthy 

authority possible, says tbe Toledo Blade 
of the discovery of a marvelous amount of 
gold, found by a respected citizen of this 
city last night, while digging a drain to 
carry off' some water that had collected in 
his woodshed, near the river bank. While 
busily engaged in bis unpoetical occupation 
his spade Btruek something hard, which be 
soon ascertained to be a stone, the stone 
lying in the path of his drain. It being 
somewhat dark, he repaired to tbe house 
for a lantern. Returning to the woodshed, 
he continued his labors, finding the stone 
very large and deep in the ground. To be 
brief, while prying with his spade the stone 
apparently separated, but on looking at it 
closely with the aid of his lantern, he saw 
the apparently solid rock was hollow, and 
filled with something which, upon examina
tion, he found to be pieces of gold, varyin 
in size from a quarter to a half of au inc 
in diameter, and which, upon scrutinizing, 
he ascertained to be of a curious inscrip
tion, apparently Pba-nician.

Upon looking again at the large lid or 
cover our fortunate friend, who is a gentle 
man ot great and varied learning, discov
ered it to be covered with Phoenician letters 
and hieroglyphics, which stated that, lured 
by the wondrous tales of former navigators 
who claimed to have sailed round Africa, 
and found lands overflowing with gold, a 
navigator in the time of Cambyses. who was 
ordered to proceed against Carthage (which 
was a Plia-nieian colony), secretly embarked 
for the Phoenician coast, having collected 
the wealth of himself and friends, and sailed 
oast Carthage, preferring flight to an un
known country in an unknown sea than 
make war on their own countrymen.

The route pursued is briefly told. Pass
ing the pillars of Hercules they sailed close 
to the African coast, and having sailed 
many moons they steered to the shore, 
where they stocked with provisions. After 
this they were met by most adverse winds, 
which, giving way to, they alter many 
weeks found themselves upon some new 
coast. Being intimidated by a dark, curious 
people they again betook themselves to 
their ship, and. sailing with the wind and 
stream, soon found a new and large land. 
A disaster to their 6hip compelled them to 
seek the shore, where they were at first re
ceived as gods, but some of their own 
cruelties made their flight necessary, and 
after fleeing over hills and streams, sailing 
over lakes, they came to the river where 
they then were. The coins were carefully 
■̂ reserved, as the images of the gods of the 
fho nicians were engraved on their coins, 
and their other images were too heavy to 
carry in their flight.

Having recourse to a late reading of the 
late Lieutenant Maury's trade winds and 
ocean currents, he remembered that from 
the Cape of Good Hope to the coast of Bra
zil a strong aud vigorous wind is constantly 
blowing, which was the adverse wind 
spoken of which drove them upon the un
known shore. The wind and stream which 
carried them on was probably tbe Carib
bean aud Gulf stream. As they were navi
gators. they probably hastily constructed 
boats and sailed along the south shore of 
Lake Erie, on magnificent bay and harbor 
nviting them to rest, resembling, proba- 
!y, the spa- iou» havens of their own 

Aegean sea. further inscription, stating 
lie terror ol t e sailors at first beholding 
no sun sbini'u north of them, is also re- 
o ded with singular Pho uieian brevity, 
rip easting .undo the reflections of ti e 
hoi ir ior .he practical energies of the 

treasure seeker, he turned from the in
scription to tbe coins, when our friend 
found himself in possession of a princely 
fortune, which Monte Christo could not bat 
ovet. which, alter having with great labor 

dug up. he proceeded with levers and roll
ers to carry his wealth into the house, when 
'net as he reached the door—he woke up.

("over li'otsoni, tel! me true ,
Why w&s your perfume given to you •

‘ That ail m ight know.'
1 How Gcd blesses the 1

Robin redbreast, le t me hear 
W herefoie your voice is so sweet and cleat l

• A thankful h esrt."  then whistled he.
• is the  secret of ail m elody/’

Smiling corn field, speak me fair.
How did you come by your yellow h air •

Main illuming the depth of night,
W htre did you torrow  your kind.y light *

• From the fountain whence all beauty tiows 
A drop was given to ue th a t glows. "

Brooklet, running away in the sun,
W here did you gather yonr bubbles each one

• God’s ciow s and raioe have lent unto me 
That which 1 hasten to give to th e  sea. 
W here did you find tlie colors seven
That paiLt your picture, rainbow in heaven?

• When hi st God said. Let light begin.'
These were the eolurs th a t entered in.'*

The Pope Alter Hi* Recent Illness.
(Rome Letter to the New York Herald.] 

From the Vatican side of the Tiber I bad 
an interesting item of news on the day I 
left Rome. The Pope received in audience 
some eight or nine students ofthe American 
College, who had just been consecrated for 
tbeir clerical duties. They were introduced 
to his holiness by the excellent rector, Dr. 
Chatard. who very kindly gave me some 
account ot the reception. They found the 
Pope m good spirits. He conversed with 
the students quite a while, and told them 
of incidents tbal had occurred as far back 
as the year 1848.

Dr. Chatard. who had not seen his holi
ness for tbree months, found that the vener
able pontiff is looking paler than when lie 
saw him last, but his face is of a very 
healthy color. His recent illness Jhas cer
tainly weakened him, but he has. to all ap
pearances, still some years of life. He says 
mass every morning and performs ail the 
functions of that solemnity with ease. A 

ee-k before this be had been unable, on 
repeating the certain words, to ♦urn hi« 
face to the people on account of th- .win 
be experienced; bn" be now can tun c -m 
pie,dy around witaout difficulty.

T! ■ be doctors are unwilicg *’ a. ue 
gi'.t many private ,.udicuL■ he 

receives many distinguished individuals, 
gives audience to a;l the persons of his 
court, receives the foreign ambassadors to 
the Holy See, besides attending to all the 
duties connected with his high office. In 
fine weather he goes into the Vatican gar
den, where he takes exercise, while in un
favorable weather his promenades are con
fined to the galleries of tbe Vatican. In 
short, he is declared to be recovered. “In 
fact,” said an American lady to whom the 
Vatican is always open, “tbe recent attack 
has made the Holy Father young again.”

A DUEL. A L’OLTHANtE.

'P todi tLe Hew York World, July 22.]
Medicine Ledge, tbe great rendezvous for 

hunters during the colder months, when 
the Buffalo and antelope, unable to eke out 
an existence in more northern latitudes 
are forced to seek tbe more succulent pas
turage and genial airs ol the south, can at 
last boast of a eeneation the equal 
which old se.ttiere in the neighborhood say 
they never beheld in tins wild and lawless 
region. There have been many most atro 
cious murders committed all along through 
out thii section of country, and outrages 
without number, aud all without elicitin, 
more than a few passing comments; but 
duel a I'ouiiautt, such as was fought in the 
soft twilight of yesterday evening between 
two notorious frontier characters was an 
exception—a novelty hitherto unheaid of— 
and in consequence produced a tremendous 
amount ot excitement among those who 
witnessed it. It was a horrible affair 
throughout, both men being literally shot 
aud hacked to pieces, and finally dying 
locked in each other's embrace. Before 
however, entering into the details of the 
fight itself 1 venture a slight description ot 
the lodge and the immediate locale and 
causes of the duel.

Medicine Lodge is in the very heart of 
the Indian nation, about a hundred miles 
south of tbe Kansas frontier, and, on ac 
count of its peculiar natural advantages as 
a hunting rendezvous, is annually the resort 
ol a largo number of both whites and In 
dians. Directly on the main line of travel 
puisued by the buffalo in his migrations 
from south to north and vice versa, from 
being originally a simple trading station 
with the Indians it has risen to the dignity 
of a settlement, though the houses, with the 
exception of two rather good-sized build 
ings, used for storage purposes, are but fiv 
in number, and ol the most unimposing di
mensions

In the centre of the “settlement” stands 
a hugh log-cabin, occupied by Job Harding, 
a Kentuckian of enormous strength ant. 
stature, who. in addition to his pursuits as 
hunter and trapper, adds to his income by 
keeping a email stock of goods, which he 
exchanges with the Indians for pelts and 
hides, and sells to such parties as happen to 
run short of supplies.

This cabin is divided into four compart 
rnents, two of which the trader reserves 
for his own use, and two serving as a store 
and bar room.

The latter, in view of the character of 
the customers of the place, is, of course 
extensively patronized, being usually 
crowded with a motley class of Indians 
hunters and half-breeds to whom strong 
drink from sheer force of indulgence has 
become a necessity, and gaming the inert 
table occupation of their leisure hours, 
long, wooden table, rough made but com
modious, extends nearly the whole length 
of the room, around which, in lieu of chairs, 
are placed rows of empty kegs and cracker 
boxes for the accommodation of such as 
may feel an inclination to play

It thus happened that the game, which is 
usually conducted by Harding in person, 
rarely closes, the press of players filling a 
seat as soon as vacated, and the bank 
keeping open as long as there is a reason
able promise of profit.

Midway down one of the long sides of the 
table rests an old-fashioned arm-chair, re 
served exclusively for the use ol the dealer, 
who also was within easy reach of a supply 
of liquors, which he serves out iH person to 
customers as they order it.

A large earthen oyer, fille.d with water, of 
about twelve gallons capacity, to which is 
attached a tin cup, is fastened to the side 
of an immense fire-place at one end of the 
room, in which a huge pile of cottonwood 
logs stand ready for firing in ease the 
weather or cullinary necessities require it 
To these several appointments of the room 
add a collection of firearms of various 
kinds, deposited at random in corners or 
within easy reach of their owners, and the 
reader will have a slight idea of the ap 
pearance of the stage upon which the first 
act of the tragedy was played.

It was terribly warm. Tbe usual cool 
breeze from the south that bowed the pra 
ne grasses and tempered tbe fierce rays of 
the sun, bringing on its wings the perfume 
of wild flowers and the warblings of happy 
birds, seemed to have forgotten its accus 
turned journey, though the. afternoon was 
far spent and the sun was close to the 
horizon. Tbe lew hunters and Indians 
obliged to be out of doors moved about 
with listless steps, not seeming to notice 
the unusual number of buffaloes that dot
ted the prairie on all sides. The oxen and 
horses belonging at the lodge, jaded and 
worn out as their appearance indicated 
them to be, refused to eat, but stood with 
drooping heads and lolling tongues, aud 
eyes piteous in their expression of suffering 
Within the house the keenest only of the 
gamesters were to be lound at the table, 
and the dice this time rattled from the 
hands of another dealer, Harding's assist
ant, a small, wiry-looking man. with thin 
lips and gray eyes, so bright and piercing 
that they seemed to penetrate one's very 
thoughts.

I had caught a passing glimpse of this 
man a day or two before on his arrival with 
a party from Kansas, and though I did not 
then see his face there was a something in 
his carnage and gait that struck me as 
being very familiar. The impression made 
n my mind at the time was that we had 

met before under either very peculiar or 
very disagreeable circumstances, bur where 
or when the utmost efforts of memory c:mld 
not determine. Not noticing him depart 
with the rest of his party, who had pushed 
on to the south the next morning, I sup
posed he had made an earlier start, and so 
vanished him from my mind.

But now, as he sat at the faro table with 
the whole of his expressive face in lull 
view, and I heard the hard, crisp tones of 
his voice as he now and then addressed a 
word to one or the other of the. players, his 
identity came to me like a flash of light 
ning. and I recalled the hour when three 
years before, in a Newton dance house, I 
was a looker on and saw the silver mounted 
pistol now peeping out at his breast send 
death into the bosoms of three human be
ings. This was Anderson, tlie Texas des
perado. the horse thief, the celebrated 
pistol shot, the red handed murderer. I in
stinctively recoiled as our eyes met, and he 
flashed a look of recognition on me. In 
the account I had written of the dance- 
house tragedy I had held him up to public 
execration as a wretch well deserving of 
the halter, and had even advised the forma
tion ol a vigilance committee to inflict on 
him summary vengeance. I had no reasim, 
therefore, to expect his friendship, but, on 
the contrary, the full revenge of which 1 
knew he was capable. He kept his seat, 
however, and Harding at that moment en
tering, I quietly withdrew and hastened to 
the house in which the party to which I was 
attached had taken up its quarters, with a 
view to arming myself.

As I passed along a wing of the building 
a voice hailed me by name from an up 
stairs window. Looking up, the figure of a 
man appeared for an instant, and with a 
r pid motion of the hand, as if inviting me 
to ascend, suddenly disappeared. Though 
not at the time recognizing the person who 
thus hailed me. I was not long left in doubt, 
for on mounting the stairs I encountered 
the burly form of an old Newtonian, who 
at once 'grasped me warmly by the hand 
and expressed the greatest pleasure at our 
meeting.

“Why, McCIuskey,” I exclaimed, “what 
brings yoa here so far out of your usual 
beat!”

“To avenge Mike," he replied. “Bnt 
come here into my room, where wa cm

talk in quiet,” at the same time pushing 
open the door of a email room close at 
hand, which, aftef we had entered and he 
had offered me a chair, he proceeded to 

- close and fasten.
“Anderson is here," he resumed, alter 

seating himself on an old saddle which 
had been fixed up to serve as a seat. *T 
have tracked him ail the way from Abilene, 
where Hudson has just driven a big herd of 
beeves. Old boy, I shail kill Hugh Ander
son to-day. — him,” he exclaimed, start
ing from his seat, with clenched hands and 
eyes blazing with fury, “— him. I've got 
him now, and by — I’ll give him wha: he 
gave Mike.”

“WheD, Arthur, and how will yon do it ’" 
I interrupted, fearing lest his voice, which 
in his excitement had risen to a high pitch, 
should be heard through the window, which 
still remained open. "Look rut for him. 
He is a hard man to get the drop on. He 
caught Mike, you know.” (I will here re
mark to more fully explain the situation 
that the latter was my companion's hi other, 
and was one of Anderson's victims of the 
dance house.)

“I don't want to drop on him.” replied 
McCIuskey. “Til give him an equal show. 
I'll tight him fair and square with pistol 
and knife. But 1 want a good man to back 
me up, and see fair play. Who can I get!"

At a loss to recommend any one among 
those at the Lodge, for, according to h> 
own account, he was a stranger to every 
one but myself. I suggested that :n lieu of a 
better he take his guide, a Texas herder of 
considerable experience, instead of selecting 
a perfect stranger, who, though he might he 
willing-to serve, could hardly be expected 
to take more than a casual interest in his 
principal. And to this arrangement he 
finally consented, and I set out in search of 
his second. The guide, who, had it been his 
own affair, would probably have settled it 
by quietly shooting his enemy through the 
back iu true desperado fashion, raised his 
eyes in astonishment as I briefly narrated 
the case, and told him for what he was 
wanted: but he showed no unwillingness to 
take the part assigned him, and shortly 
afterward was closeted with McCIuskey 
Meanwhile, anxious to witness the progress 
of events, I strolled into the gambling- 
room, and taking a position where I could 
easily observe everything that transpired 
quietly awaited the delivery of the lpistile 
message. I had not long to wait. In'a few 
moments Richards, the guide, entered, and 
striding up to where Anderson was dealing 
tbe cards, bent over him and whispered in 
his ear. The players, accustomed to inter
ruptions, at first paid no attention to the de
lay, and betook themselves, some to conver
sation and others to re-arranging their 
stakes, but it soon became apparent that a 
subject of more than ordinary interest was 
under discussion. The face of Anderson 
usually set and immobile, passed first to an 
expression ot blank astonishment, then to a 
look of dismay, and finally exhibited unmis 
takable eî ns of fear. Rising quickly from 
the table, he made a strong eff ort at self-con
trol, and briefly announced to the crowd 
that the game for the present was closed 
Then drawing his revolver, he passed 
quickly through the players, who by this 
time had crowded close around him, and 
attended by Richards entered the store 
where Harding, surrounded by a throng of 
Usages, was driving close bargains in furs 
and robes.

As briefly as possible Harding was made 
acquainted with the state of affairs, and his 
services procured in behalf of Anderson.

The utmost excitement now prevailed. 
The desire to witness the duel, the cause of 
which had already been bruited about 
seized upon one and all alike, and some of 
the hunters, thinking that their compa
nions, who were out a little way from the 
camp herdiDg their stock, might feel dis
appointed at not witnessing the affair, 
mounted their horses and rode out to ap
prise them of what was going on, so that in 
less than an hour after the passage of the 
challenge at least seventy spectators had 
gathered at the appointed spot.

Meanwhile the two principals had retired 
apart with their seconds to prepare them 
selves and their weapons. By the terms 
agreed upon between Richards and Harding 
the antagonists were to fight with revolvers 
and bowie knives—to be placed back to 
back at an interval of twenty paces—to 
wheel and fire at a given signal, and after 
the first interchange of shots to conduct 
the fight as each one should deem it best to 
bis advantage.

McCIuskey had recovered his equanimity 
immediately on receiving the notification 
of the acceptance ot his challenge. As he 
emerged from the house, where he had 
made his brief stay, he looked a picture of 
manly strength and vigor. A tight-fitting 
buckskin shirt and leggings, tastefully em
broidered, set off his robust lorm to great 
advantage, and it was apparent to all that, 
in the event of a close encounter, be 
would prove a terrible antagonist to his 
rival. His revolver, ot Colt’s make, he 
carried in his right band, while his bowie, 
encased in a sheath of untanned deerskin, 
rested on his left liip, within easy reach. 
Accompanied by Richards, who had simply 
thrown off his coat and placed an extra re
volver iu his belt, he proceed quickly to the 
place of meeting, replying briefly to the 
rough salutations addressed him by the 
crowd, but repelling courteously the ad
vances of a few of the more curious who 
wished to learn from his own lips the his
tory of the present trouble. The spot 
selected for the encounter was in the open 
prairie a few yards distant from the larger 
of the two storehouses. The grass bad 
been closely cropped by the cattle, leaving 
the turf firm, yet elastic, and just the thing 
for rough and tumble business. His antag
onist not yet having made his appearance, 
McCIuskey seated himself on the grass and 
conversed earnestly with his second. His 
face during the last few moments had paled 
to an almost marble whitenes, and wore 

look of such intense hate and ferocity 
that I was glad to turn away and direct 
my attention to what was taking place 
among the crowd of spectators. Here the 
utmost levity prevailed, bets being freely 
staked on the result of the fight—some 
favoring McCIuskey on account of his supe
rior physique, and others asserting that 
Anderson would drop him in the first three 
shots. One noisy fellow, whom 1 had no
ticed the night before quit the gaming 
table a heavy wjnnr-r, approached the 
chief of our party with a roll of green
backs in his hand'and offered to bet odds 
of $1000 to $000 that Anderson held out the 
longest; but being given to understand 
that betting on the result of a duel was 
not a favorite habit with that gentleman, 
he beat a hasty retreat, and I shortly saw 
him in search of a more liberal minded 
customer.

While thus engaged in taking notes of 
what was passing in the crowd a cry of 
Here comes Anderson with the old man," 

caused every one to turn in the direction of 
Harding's house. Anderson, nerved prob
ably by the knowledge of his great skill 
with the pistol, walked along with a jaunty, 
careless kind of air that gained him many 
friends among the lookers-on and made hitn 

still greater favorite in the betting. He 
wore his usual dress, save that a broad belt, 
iu which was stuck a knife, confined his 
coat at the waist, and he had changed his 
light sombrero for a military fatigue cap. 
He passed close to where I was standing, 
and our eyes again met. Save that the 
look on his lace hardened a little and he 
contracted his brows to a visible scowl, 
there was nothing to indicate the presence 
of any unusual mental excitement, not even 

hen, to take the position assigned him. he 
had to pass within an arm's length ol Me- 
•“luskey.

But little time was wasted in prelimina
ries. Tlie twenty paces were quickly 
stepped off. and the principles placed in 
their respective positions. The sun had 
long since set, and the dark pall of evening 

as rapidly settling on the Bpot, so that 
neither could be annoyed by the rays of 
the sun, nor could either side complain of 
holding an inferior position. The crowd 
drew back to what was deemed a safe dis
tance, and the seconds, after a moment’s 
consultation apart, advanced to give the 
signal. The interest at this moment in the 
proceedings was of an intense nature, and 
served to keep the lookers-on in a state of 
breathless expectancy. Like statues the 
figures of the two men who were to fight 
a 1 outrance loomed up against the Western 
sky, each with the muzzle of his weapon
Eointed to the earth, the intention clearly 
eing to make a “rising” shot; that is, to 

fire, catching the aim while the weapon is 
being raised. In this way the practised 
hand rarely wastes his ammunition in the 
air by shooting over his adversary’s head, 
as so often happens when the failing shot 
is adopted.

T ba g iv ing  of th e  signal b ad  fa llen  b y  lo t

to Harding. Stating to the principals, who 
by this time began to show signs of impa
tience, that this would be the report of a 
pistol, he drew his own weapon and dis
charged it, first asking the question and re
ceiving the usual answer that both were 
ready.

THE i>rEL.
McCIuskey was the first to fire, wheeling 

as he did so, though the smoke bad scarce 
ly curled up from his pietol before the re 
port of Anderson's weapon followed, 
momentary pause ensued, each of the an 
tagoci8ts closely scanning the other to note 
the ettect of the shot. Across Anderson' 
cheek a deep furrow, from which :he blood 
slowly began to trickle down, told the work 
of his antagonist, while McCIuskey 
mained standing in his original posture, to 
all appearances unharmed. But this was 
tot the fact. Those nearest to him fanc ied 
they saw a sudden spasm, as of pain 
pass through his frauc*. and his face cer
tainly blanched to a deathlike palor. but 
just where the ball had taken effect they 
could not tell. At the second fire McCIuskey 
again anticipated bis opponent, aud taking 
a mure deliberate aim succeeded in break 
ing his left arm. Anderson uttered a sharp 
cry and sunk on one knee, but quickly re 
covering himself returned the fire, and this 
time with horrible effect. The ball passing 
through McCIuskey's mouth carried away 
with it several of tlie clenched teeth and a 
portion of the toDgue. finally lodging iu the 
base of the skull. McCIuskey staggered 
forward wildly a few steps and made despe 
rate efforts to steady himself. The blood 
poured in torrents from the wound and 
stained his hunting shirt and dripped from 
tbe muzzle of his pistol; but with heroic 
courage he continued to advance, spitting 
out mouthfuls of blood and teeth at every 
step. During the interval thus gained An 
derson, who in his crippled state had every 
reason to shun a hand-to-hand encounter, 
had not been idle, but fired another well- 
aimed shot, which broke McCIuskey's left 
shoulder. As if this was not enough, he 
sent still another ball after him, which, 
striking him in the pit of the stom
ach, caused him to fall forward 
heavily on his face. McCIuskey was 
now motally wounded and momenta
rily growing weaker from loss of
blood. Tearing open his shirt in his agony 
a crimson spot in his left side indicated the 
{•laee where Anderson's first shot had taken 
ettect. He still, Lowover, retained his 
grasp of his pistol, and by an effort super
human in its coolness and deliberation, 
fired at his antagonist his third shot. The 
latter had been watching for this, and en
deavored to save himself by suddenly 
dropping to the g^und. Too’ late, how
ever, McClusLey’s finger was already on 
the trigger and his eye along the sights, 
and when his adversary’s body reached the 
earth it was heavier by a Colt’s pistol ball. 
A scream of pain followed, and the specta
tors saw the figure of a man clutching 
wildly with bis bands at tbe grass and 
writhing and twisting in horrible contor
tions. The ballet had struck him full in 
the abdomen, and like his antagonist, An
derson, was now a fast dying man. At 
this juncture it seemed as if the crowd 
would interfere, but llarding sternly 
bade them keep back and leave tbe 
men to settle tbe matter in their 
own way. As none cared to dispute with the 
gigantic hunter, the mandate was obeyed, 
though a universal expression of horror ran 
through the spectators, a number of whom 
were the engineers and attaches of our own 
party. Still, horrible as was the scene, no 
one thought of leaving the spot. An irre
sistible fascination to see it out bound one 
and al! alike to the blood-stained locality. 
But the finale was at hand—the curtain al
most ready to drop.

McCIuskey, summoning by a supreme 
effort bis remaining strength, drew his 
knife and began to crawl feebly in the di
rection of his antagonist. The latter, who 
had raised himself to a sitting posture, saw 
tbe movement and prepared to meet it. 
Both had propped their revolvers, leaving 
to the cold steel the completion of the work.

By this time it had grown quite dark, 
and to distinguish the movements of the 
combatants required the closest attention. 
Anderson was clearly unable to move any 
portion of his body save his right arm. 
With this he raised his knife aloft, and as 
McCIuskey crawled up within reach dealt 
him a terrible blow in the neck, cutting 
muscles and tendons and veins, and half 
severing the head from the body. But the 
effort was too much for him, and leaving 
the weapon sticking in the wound, he 
pitched heavily forward on his face. 
Every one supposed that the blow would 
have instantly killed McCIuskey, but 
strange to say it did not, for so great was 
bis vitality that before falling he twice 
plunged his own knife into the bodv ol An
derson. The tale is soon told. McCIuskey 
lived a minute longer than his antagonist. 
The dead bodies, firmly locked in each 
other's embrace, were taken to the house 
of Harding and laid out side by side on 
the gaming-table. A crimson trail marked 
the path of those who carried them in
doors, and pools of blood indicated the 
scet e of t ie late conflict.

There was no gaming that night. The 
hunters and Indians appeared to fi id ex
citement enough in talking over the events 
of the day without having to resort to their 
usual pastime. About eleven o’clock the 
moon rose, and the bodies were taken out 
tor burial. There were no funeral cere
monies, but Job Harding remarked as the 
muttled forms were lowered into tbe grave, 
"There go two as brave men as ever lived.” 
They were buried deep to keep the wolves 
and coyotes from digging them up. and the 
earth was heaped up in a little mound to 
mark where they slept. And then, with 
the night wind whispering a soft requiem 
over the dead men's graves, aud the moon 
shining sadly from her distant sphere in 
the upper ether, the crowd slowly dispers
ed,and each one sought his couch.

Early the next morning our party of en
gineers turned its back upon Medicine 
Lodge, and on the evening of the fourth 
day took passage on eastern bound trains 
from Wichita, Kansas.

A more horrible affair than this double 
murder it would be difficult to imagine. 
Both men were well known iu Wichita aud 
along the great cattle trails, and both, to a 
certain degree, were popular. While looked 
on as desperadoes and bad characters their 
undoubted pluck won for them a feelin" 
of admiration, which, if not akin to friend̂  
ship, at least secured them friendly treat 
ment; and I have no doubt but that' in the 
minds of many ot their own class they left 
behind them recollections quite as favor
able as would have been the case had they 
instead of being ruffians, lived virtuous aud 
peaceable lives.

F K T R I P I E D  S T l ’ U P S .

1 Mailiton, Colorado, Letter in the New Tork .Sun.l 
1 believe that a petrified stump,or apiece 

of a petrified stnmp, is to be found iu every 
bouse or cabin within forty miles ol Pike’s 
Peak. Some citizens own several hundred 
pounds of these curiosities. They take great 
pride in exhibiting them to tourists, and 
they are always ready to sell them at a bar
gain or to give them away. These stumps 
come from a valley in the Rockv moun
tains, about thirty miles west of Pike’s 
Peak. Last week your correspondent vis
ited this valley.

Within a square of a half mile there were 
thirteen of these petrifactions. All but one 
bad been ruined by curiosity seekers. That 
one had evidently been a tree of gigantic 
size. It stood at the foot of a pieturesq ie 
ledge of rocks. The stump arose from the 
soil to the height of three feet, and it was at 
least ten feet in diameter. Though preserv
ing the grain and even tlie color of the 
wood, it was a mass of solid stone. The 
heart of the tree bore a beautiful polish 
Tbe petrifaction was smooth and bard, and
resembled the cream--- ' • ■
to be so common in ay whetstone that used 
, . . . .. . Last. It was morebrittle, but it would sharpen a razor or a 
kmfe as quickly and well as a whetstone 
VV here the sun had baked the wood drv 
and black before it was turned into stone 
the color and the almost imperceptible 
cracks in the grain of the wood were per- 
fectly preserved. *

Some of the splinters of the stump 
seemed to have been rotten before netrifac 
tion, and presented a remarable apuear 
ance. They were pure stone, but their 
edges were frayed like the chewed ends of 
a rattan, and the stones were so threadv 
and limber that in some eases it might be 
used as a paint brush. Most if not all th«
^ ee" T O " ? 110 h*ve spruce*or pine8though the large stamp looked like the 
Southern eypreee. The gum or rosffi ex 
uded from their trunks is petrified It 
sparkled in the sun like tiny dewdroD* 
Occasionally, when piece. «Uhe

cracked open, great flakes of petrified rosin 
were revealed. They encrusted the wood « 
like frosted silver.
■ But our most singular discovery Was a 
nest of petrified chips. Some of them were 
as large as a sheet of foolscap paper. They 
seemed to have jumped red hot from the ax 
of a stalwart backwoodsman. Who made 
those chips is thus far an unanswered ques
tion. Their appearance warrants the as
sertion that some of the trees were cut 
down before they were petrified. If so, who 
swung the ax? The size of the chips pre
cludes the idea of the use of the tomahawk. 
If the trees were chopped down by whit© 
men, who were they, and when did they 
visit the Territory ?' I have heard four 
theories advanced for the origin of theeo 
. ‘one chips.

In 18;>6 Colonel Pike discovered the peak 
that bears his name. His party may have 
wandered into the muuntums and leveled 
the trees; but if so, tbe trees must have 
been turned into stone within the last 
six’y-five years. Geologists laugh at thin 
idea', but appearances bear out the conjec
ture. 1 saw pieces of the stumps that 
seemed to be in a state of transition from 
wood to stone. Bat while petrified chips 
were plentiful, I could find no petrified 
bark. The surface of the trunks wi re as 
smooth and ronnd as though the had beeni 
planned.

The second theory is more interesting. It 
is known that after tbe conquest ot Mexioo 
an army of C00 Spaniards, under a Colonel 
Coronado, swept up the vailey of the Rio 
Grande and through Colorado in search ot 
gold. Major Bigbe, of the Puebla Chit)♦ 
tain, who has overhauled tbe Spanish docu
ments, tells me that he think* the party 
penetrated as far north as the Yellowstone 
region. However this may be, there is* 
probability that Coronado’s af my may have 
visited the valley c-f the petrified stump* 
and laid low a few of the trees. This would 
allow nearly ”50 years for the petrifactioai 
of the stumps and chips. It sorpsas petrify 
within ten os twenty years, as has fre
quently been the case In various parts of 
the United States, the stumps snight aasily 
have turned into stone since t’oronada 
swept over the country, or even since the 
time that Pike «vas wandering arsunii lb# 
head of tbe Arkansas.

Allowing either of these theories to t>e 
correct, neither Coronado «or Bike could 
have destroyed more than one or two of the 
trees, for the Hon. Mr. Swisler, of Manitou. 
informs me that six years Ego tha most of 
the stumps were from ten to twelve leek 
high. Selfish curiosity-seekers Lava blown 
them to pieces and lugged off the rarest 
specimens, thus destroying wlia* in time 
might have turned out one of Che most at
tractive spots in the Territory.

The stone chips are the subject of a third 
theory. They may have Been made by 
either the mysterious race echo built tha 
wonderful aqueducts of tbe greaf Arizona 
desert, or by tha mound builders al tha 
West.

Geologists say that tha treas ware furnetf 
into stone during the icy period af tha 
earth’s formation. They declare that tha 
valley has at some tima been filled witli 
water etrangly impregnated with aha min
eral substance' of the mountains, and that 
this impregnation caused tha petrifaction* 
This is a iearned theory, but it does not ac
count for tbe chips. Nor does it account 
for the petrified palm trees that ware din- 
covered at the foot of booth Park » few 
years ago. These trees, however, laid upoa 
the surface oi the ground, and might have 
floated where they were found. There in 
not a palm tree within hundreds af miles of 
the Territory.

The soil of the petrified valley is eofn- 
posed of grains of quartz and red sand
stone from the size of a pin-head to that ot 
a large white marble. Grass grows in dry 
tufts, dotting the red earth like the squares 
of a checker-board. Prairia dogs have pre
empted the land, and have a clear title to 
it. They appeared to be deeply interested 
in my researches, for they yelped continu
ally, but scampered in ail directions when 
I endeavored to form their acquaintance.

The air of the petrified valley is wonder
fully soft, dry and clear. Everv breath ex
pands the lungs and invigorates the system. 
The atmosphere is so clear that a'visiton 
can hardly rid himself of the notion that h« 
is looking through an immense magnifying 
glass. The snowy summit of Pike’s Peak 
must be forty miles away. It does not ap
pear to be over six. Rocks and trees * 
mile distant seem to be but a few rods off. 
But there were no trees, and tha sun beat 
hot upon us. 1 could not have been warmei 
on the corner of Nassau and Fulton street* 
during a hot day in July. Dead animal* 
however, never decay iu the petrified vaW 
lay. Their hides shrivel up, amh their re
mains gradually waste away without seen! 
until nothing but bleached bones are left. 
These become as hard and at brittle as tbs 
petrified stumps. Pieces ol wood thaf Lavs 
strewn the ground for years ara as hard as 
flint. They wi'l break and chip under that 
sharp blade of a knife, but no shapings aan 
he whittled from them.

VVhile the days are warm. Hie Bights ar# 
deliciously cool, but dews and fogs are un
known. Judge Castello, and the Judge 
won’t lie, told me that lie built a fire in * 
stove every day, except the fourth of July- 
for the purpose of keeping the blood ol hie 
guests in circulation.

The ledge bordering the'Valley ol «h* 
petrified stumps is worthy of mention. It 
contains layers of stone as thin ns plate and 
whiter than potter's clay. The stone aa 
jiglit as a feather, and is easily broken. It 
16 so thin and light that, it reminded me ot 
the sun-dried pieces of skulls scattered avsv 
tbe Indian mounds of Florida.

Beyond this geological formation there it 
another equally remarkable. It is a layer 
of hard, cream-colored stone. When chip
ped or broken the graiu looks like the finest 
satin. When sifted in the sun it shows * 
beautiful lustre. Ladies declare that it 
would be a lovely color for a dress.

There are other groups of rock worthy 
the attention oi geologists: but ii scientifi* 
gentlemen want to see tbe stumps they 
can't come too soon, for herders and tour- 
sts are fast destroying them, and withix 
-ve years they may be wonders to b* talked 
about, but not seen.

<!uite Enough M arrie d .
1 From * California Letter.^

An incident of crossing the plains it th*
•XrJla?8. T1}8 to111 t>y a <:Iever iad.y at th* breakfast table one morning iu Frisco. A 

Dutchman and his wife had traveled Wes* 
and arrived at. Salt Lake, where they baited
the  nh?WnW?ew8' The Mormons got around 
the old Dutchman and coaxed him to join 
their ranks. After retiring one night ia 
their canvas-covered wagon bed, tbe good 
Dutchman broke the matter to his better 
half, hinting to her that the Mormons told 
him be had better “stay, settle among dem, 
and take some more vives.” “How man* 

,T°u vants?” asked Hath- 
rina. The Dutchman thought “fife mors 
vould make a half dozen already;” whers- 
upon the old wife got down her boddice!
cal cdTh111.? tr°.c l t 1what tlie Dutchman t ailed the prestboard, vicli vas made from 
Visconsin hickory und was verv tough * 
and she laid the hickory fierce and fast on 
the old man, who shuttled out of the wagon 
and fell m a ditch. The old man gT.^.p 
loVl " i  8tomacL i? was very cold, but Ing 
on 'k“'if W8S very.var“  " His wile cried
now nnbl f"*!*!? Vn'eS V?u tinks Vant* now, ould fool! But the Dutchman felt
ami expressed that one was enough.

W h a lB ren h *  Down n  Young Jin n .
18 a. commonly received notion that 

i i^ i f e Ud̂ u18 ll‘-e u,‘healthy element of col- 
r,J",T l e' Hut from tables of the mortality 
of Harvard University, collected by Pro- 
es.ior Pierce from the last triennial cata- 
ogue, it is clearly demonstrated that tha 

excess of deaths for the first ten yean* 
alter graduation is found in that portion of 
the class of inferior scholarship. Every 

wao has seen the curriculum knows 
that where Ea6chylus and political 
economy injures one, late hours and run* 
punches use up a dozen, and the two little

ofEu"idf thfc"e ,,r" W i ~  *U n tbeloin<» 
Dissipati) n is a sur. d; ; . or, and every 

young man ><- lm follow-* it is as the early 
flower exposed to an untimely lrost.
I hose who have been inveigled into the 
path of vice are named legion. A few 
hours’sleep each night, higTi living, and 
plenty of smashes’ make war upon every 

0 tLe body- The brain, t *  
heart, the lungs, the liver, the spine, tha 
limbs, the bones, the flesh-every part *nl 

overtasked and weakened by
«rtrai^tflnStnrR 0f P**8*0®^enedfrom  t a dilapidated mansion.
into h0a86 0f ^  ̂ bernacle" fall*
riihtibout deCay- FMt


