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Fime rolls his heavy car along,
And yet with fleetest wing;

We beed him not, with merry song
His victims rush and sing.

1715 sythe has cut such tendrils dear,
That hearts have bled in twain;

The agea oak he ne'er stops to cheer,
But blasts and lets remain,

Its well seared trunk still stands the gtorm
Of fourscore years and three,

*The root is firm, and from its forig
Two brauches still we see,

“The harvest moon that gladdened earth
When plant took root and grew,
Now sheds its silver I1zht ou both,
But with a sombre hue. .

Time saw its fruits drop one by one,
And leaves it as he flies,

“ue only bope, when nature's done,
The immortal soul will rise, ¢

“To live through ages still unknown,
The rest to mortals giveu—
We know that all may gaiu that home
Aud reunite in heaven,
D. LB,

New York, October 4, 1273,

il

“BUSTED."”
LY FRED. W. LORING.

We were sitting around the camp fire
after an unusvally severs march, and Mr.
English, as nsual, was expanding into flow-
ery language, tothe mingled disgust and
admiration of his comrades, No point of
difference, however, had as yet arisen, and

began to wonder wi:cther the fgmgne of
the day woulid preventthe evening's cus-
tomary discussion. Mr. English, however,
solved my doubt and Krecipita(ed argument
by a remark about “that faithful but eccen-
tric anima), the mule.” This raised a cho-
rus of remonstrances from the packers, who
had been sorely tempted that day by mule
eceentricities.

““Well.” said Mr. English, “Istick to my

oint. The mule is faithful. It you treat

im well, he will treat you well. And as
for knowingness, why, he's got more know-
ingnees than many in this here crowd.”

“Yes, he has knowingness,” said John
Counrtig, the chief packer; “but he has got
ugliness, too, bain’t he, English? Just
answer That, English.”

“I will answer it,” said Mr. English.
“Didn't you never know men that had
ugliness 1"

“But a mule ain’t a man,” said John
Courtis. “And rules which applies to one
disregards the other. A mule ain't a man,
and ain’t of as much use as a wan.”

“Ain't he 1" said Mr. English. *Suppos-
ing you was starving, which had you rather
eat, & mule or a man !"”

“Why, a maule,” relactantly admitted
John Courtis.

“Then don’t tell me,” said Mr. English,
decirively, “that a mule ain’t of no more
use than a man,” )

This piece of logic Leing apparently un-
answerable, a brief silence ensued, after
which Mr. English continued:

“But the mule, as I betore remarked, is
truly faithful. I knowed a mule once that
belonged to Joe Childers. You remember
Joe Childers, that come up hLere from Tue-
eon, Manwel 1"

Manwel, a stout, swarthy Mexican, ad-
mitted that he did remember Joe Childers.

“Well,” said Mr. Eoglish, “Joe Childers
‘was murdered over by the sink of the Amar-
gosa, and if it hadn’t been for the fidelity of
his mule his murderers wouldn't never have
been known, When first 1 knew Joe Chil-
ders, he was up in Tuolomue neigkborhood,
nigh on to fifteen years ago. He was
mighty thick with two Mexicans—>Manwel
and Warn was their names. Warn never
amounted to much, but Manwel was the
leader of the two, and he was a low feller.
He kept a bar there for us boys, and one
night he was a-sitting there, when up came
a fteller on horseback, leading a bronco
mule.

““Which one of you
Childers?" he asked.

“‘That's me,’ says Joe, rather surprised.

‘“‘I bave brought you a letter from your
late partner, Tom Egan,’ says this fellow,
‘who, being low-spirited, through recent
bLad lnck, jest shot himselt.’

“Well, this news ketched Joe mighty
sadden, for he was a very atiectionate man
and ot a great deal by his partners. But
pretty soon after the messenger had rode
away he read his partner's last letter to us
fellowa. It went hike this:

“‘Dear Joe—I am busted. This mule is
all that I've got left, and I send him to you
with the affectionate regards of your friend
and faithful partner. TOM EGAN.

“*And there stood the mule. It was one
of them little, worthless-looking runts that
are so tough that nothking can't wear them
ocuat, It looked so ridiculous, as it stood
there, that us fellows broke out into a laugh.

**Just let up on that,’ said Joe. *“This
animal was the last gift of my late partoer,
and {'m bound to have it respected.’

* ‘What'll you eall it, Joe,” said cne.

“Well, that eet the boys to tulking. Some

was for General Scott, and some for Jenuy
Lind, and one fool suggested Columbia,
which wa'n’t at all appropriate ; but Joe cut
them all ghort.
Gentlemen,” eays he, *this lLrenco is
s, and 1 expect to have the nawing of
it, This being &0, 1 shall call it Busted, in
aneory of the financial condition of wmy
tate partner at the time of his death. And
uow let's po iuto Manwel's and drink
Busted’s health.”

“Well, sir, it was just astonishing to see
Low attached he grew to that brouco, He
never spoke eross to Lim and never'secomed
to get wad; and that male, though he had
some low ways abont him, set a great deal
Ly Joe. But the others didn't like him
much, and Manwel especially was very
down on him. And I suppose” Busted was
the cause of the quarrel between him and
Toe, if the truth was only known; for one
day Manwel was feeling pretty ugly about
sowething, and Busted was standing there
1n front of his store, and he began to swear
nit him in Spanish. But, though it was ju
Spanish, it made Joe allfired mad.

**Jast look here, Manwel,” 8aid he, *nons
of your awearing at Dusted. 1 won't have

gentlemen is Joe

it.
“Well, Manwe! got his back up at that,
and drew a knife ou Joe; but Joe was too
«uick for him, and he did just give Yim the
most well-heeled old thrashing that you
cver see. After this Manwel was mighty
pleasant, but § distrusted him. The Mexi.
«ans, with all their carajoing and carambere
ng, are nothing to be frightened of if you
ueet them boldly: but they are treacherous
as can be, and it they ean hurton the sly
they will. Well, Joe'and I, we determined
Lo 2o out over the Amargosa way prozpects
ing. It wae a wild goose vhase anyway,
and we knew it; but stil] we went, How
we sutfered! We got into a canon, and
come 1o a place where there was first a
steep wall of rock twer‘v feet high, We
slid our animals down. | had a horse and
Joe had Busted, and there we was. We
swent along a little further and came to an-
other precipice 200 feet high. Well, of
course, we eouldn’t do nothing with that,
and so we just back and climbed up again.
It took us a day to_get over the mountain,
and then we came down into another canon,
.Sand and shale on every side. ©ur can-
teens had given out and we had no water,
Two hours after, while we were next to
dying with thirst, our tongues swollen go
that we could bhardly speak, my horse
give out, and there we were. Night was
~eoming on, and we were just played out.
“+English,’ says Joe, ‘we must take a
rest. You and I can take a sleep of an
hour, aud then, perhaps, we can get a little
further. Busted will hold out for some-
Ling yet.!
. "fn’fl Busted did. You could sce that he
was wanting water dreadfully; but he
-didn’t seem wore out none, and just kept
pegging elowly and slowly slong, in a way
that was just ridic'ious and nothing else.
Well. we tied him to a tree, and then Joe
! 1=apt. In a little while after I shut
) = us itseemed to me, though it must
save wen all of two hours, I woke ug, with
something like mad. It was

ing shaking me 4
Joe. ! o0k here,’ said he, ‘English, we're

N

lost.
goue off, and here we are.” Well, I started
up. It was just as he said. We couldn’t
auy nothing, it seemed £0 useless. We
kuowed we couldn’t have wen: back
again. snd yet we knowed we'd got
to. ‘If you must you'd better, has al-
ways been wy favorite motto. But then
we was fifty miles frem water, and that
water was alkali, and about as bad as none
atall. And for two days we'd bLeen dry.
Well, we felt we'd never see Busted again,
and we jnst sot and waited for the moon to
rise and light us out, Ef it hadn’t been
moonlight and ef we hadn't wuited we'd
died sure. Butitsbeing a litile cloudy saved
us: for, a8 we was sitting there we bLeard
steps, and there was Busted. Ha came up
to us and smifled.  OFf courss we was mighty
glad and mighty relieved to see him:
but we was puzzled by his opaccount-
able behavior. He kept a kind of bucking
around into us and brayfhyz, and at last we
see the reason. He kept trying to brush
ag'in us, and finally that canieen that hung
on his sadd.e hit Joe's hand. * Eoglish!

Jjust yelled Joe, in his hoarse and husky
voice,

‘tlat canteen’'s wet!” And sure
it was. That mu'e had smelt water

t rd: and, though
, it had stooped
ant side wet., We saw it
e *Well, lead us out, good

allin & s :
Busted, des Baated,' said Joe, patting bis

neck and laif hysterical. And that mule
just went for water straigit; and we follow-
ed, you bet, sir.  And he led us straight on
to a spring, with willows and canebrake
growing around us, and nice bunch grass
just a little way off. ©OL! it was lovely.
We stayed there all the next day and just
swilled water; and then we started back;
Joe and [ both riding Busted.

+Well, we kept pretty quiet for some
time. But Joe he kept hearing people talk
of Dryfogel’s discovering gold ever there,
you know; how Dryfogel went out and
found gold and left his private wark there,
and then came back, and when he went
out again couldn’t find his mark nor aoth-
ing. Well, Joe, he didn't know Dryfogel;
but he kept hearing and Learing about it,
till he grew kind ot crazy about it. And
nothing would satisfy him but he must
start out again. Well, I'd had enough of
the Amargosa eountry and the Death
Valley, and I didn's believe in the Dryfo-
gel story. But Joe and me waas sitting in
Manwel's store. *‘Well," says Joe, “if
nobody'll go with me, I'll go alone. Just
give me Busted, and I'll travel tarough
this courtry from one end to the eother.
Aund I tell you what, I'm goiug over there
to settle, bag and baggage. I've got $500
in gold, that I'll put in my belt, snd I'll
start alone, if it's necessary.’

“ Uil go with you,' said Manwell, sud-
denly.

“Wall, Joa was in ‘for it, and he'd have
gone with anybody rather than not have
gone, and it ended in his starting as he
suid. Well, as might have been expected,
Joe never come back. But Manwel did. In
less than a fortnight he was back agan,
with his hair all right; but he said he'd
lost hia hat, He couldn’t stand the deaert,
he said: but he'd left Joe well and hearty
and on the way across the Death Valley.

The story secemed reasonable enough, and
we didn't think nothing strange about it,
exoept that Joe didn't write no message
to me. It might have been all of two
mwonths after this when Captain Herring
cawme through with a pack train. And a

recious bung-eyed old rascal heis, you

now. Well, he filed along with his train
and stopped to take dinuer with us; and,
as he tied up his train, who should I see
but Busted. At first [ couldn’t believe it,
for I knew that Joe never would have part-
ed with him; but he brayed and recognized
me wheu I come up. 1 didn’t say nothing
to no one, but [ drew Captain Herring out-
side. ‘Cap,’says I, ‘do_you mind putting
that mule into my shed, and just keeping
quiet about it Well, Cap, Le was a little
surprised, but he said yes. ‘Now, Cap,’
said I, ‘that mule belonged to Joe Childers,
Iam quite sure. Tell us whers yon found
bhim?' And then Cap said it was overin
the Dead Valley region. *And what is cu-
rivus,’ said the Captain, ‘he had an old felt
Lat in Lis mouth, and & flash wound in one
of his buttocks, but no saddle nor nothing.’
‘Can you show me that hat ! says I. *No,’
says the Captain, *for [ threw it away; but
it was tor all the world just like the one
you're wearmg." ‘Well," gays I, *Joe never
wore a bat like that. Look here, Cap,
you're going a trip up north, and wiil pass
through liere in & few dovs agaia. Just

leave that there mule with me, and
let e  investigate this  thing.’ So
the Captain agreed, and let me keep
Busted.  No one had recogrized him under

his apparcio, and I and wy partner kept
quiet about our having him in the shed.
But that evening we went into Manwel's
store. ‘By the way,’ said I, quite careless
and inditferent like, ‘there was 2 mule
mighty like Jue Ckilders’ Busted in Captain
Herring's train to-day." Manwel started.
‘Did it Lave a wound “or scar oa his hip 2’
says he. *Why, no," eagsl. *Neither did
Bustad.! And then I ses he looked con-
fuseq; but 1 kept quiet and said no more
that nighs. But I talked it over with my
partoer that night, aud we retiected a great
deal more about the circumstance of his
having a hat in his moutl: when Captain
Herring found him. Fipally we decided to
let Busted loose, and give bLiwm wy bat and
see what he'd do. We held the Lat before
him nextmorning. He swelt of it; and final-
ly. of & sudden, grabbed it in his mouth and
started out. We followed. He went straight
down by Manwel's store. Manwel was
out in front, talking to some one. That
mule just stepped u{: and dropped the hat
neat and square on his head. *What's all
this I’ says Manwell, trying to look uncon-
cerned. “I'll just tell you what it is,' sayas
I, I suspect that Joe Childers l:as been
murdered, and I suspect that you doue it."
‘Well," says Manwell, ‘it's a lie. You al-
ways Lated me, English; bat to accuse me
of murdering a man when you don't know
Le's dead, just lays a littie ¢ver anything [
ever Leard on.” Well, it igh y fortu-
nate for us that Judge Perry Lappened to
ba in the erowd. He'd ridden over that
morning betore to losk at some mines, and,
Liearing some nowse, he cowe up. ‘Gientie-
wen,” said he, in bis lawyerish sort of way.
‘et us know the point at issue. Well, I
told him the whole story, and he listened
very grave. ‘Gentlemen,’ said Le, ‘et us
do this thing caim and proper. Assuwing
that the late Mr. Childers 19 dead, was
there any property which misht ofier nn
inducement to cupidity about him?! In
other words, what did he have worth steal.
ing " ‘Five hundred dol lars in gola,’ says
I, *inabelt.” *The goid,’ says the judge,
very impassive, ‘is met distinguishaole as
the property of the late Mr. Childers. But
the belt may be about, and 1 would recom-
mend a search for it. Stop, geuntlemen !
Let us do this thing calm and deliberate, [
would appoint Messrs. Tom Shaw and Al-
fred Kelly a committes of two to investi-
gate and search for this belt in Manwel's
house.*

“Well, &ir, they went in. Manwe! looked
fietce enough at us. We waited, jest hold-
ing our breath; and in about fiftesn minutes
out they come—and they had found it!
Oh!the yell that went up! It seemed jost
to bust out of 1tself and split things. *Stop,
gentlemen ! says the Judge, still, cool and
dignitied. *The law gives every criminal
the benefit of a doubt, Prisoner, do you
confess your guilt, after this strong circum-
stantial evidence?” *No,' snarled Manwel,
“that proves nothing.' “Then, fellow-citi-
zens,’ says the Judge, seeming to grow taller
and stronger every minute, as he apoke,
‘let us trust to this poor dumb beast. He
has shown singular sa, acity thus far, and
he can help us still. Thrée of you boys
Iuwk up, take Manwel witk you, and
ot the mule wo. Hell Jead us to
where poor Joe Childers lays, or I don't
know nothing of mules nor law neither.
Pan out. boys, for I'm bound to
sce this thing through.' Manwel com-
menced to tremble, The Judge was watch-
ing bim like a lion. I knowed he couldn't
stand it long, and wondered that he held
out ko long as he did. Kelly and me and
the Judge packed up, and we started.
Then Manwel caved in. He told how he
Lad Taid for Joe early anc late, how le
bated him, and how he killad bior [t was
in the canon which Joe and | had tried to
pass. Busted was faading luose, Joe was
asleep, and this mean coward stabbed him
then and there, Then the male snatched
his hat and got  lie nired aster him and hit
bim in the hip. Ha saddied and gall
full split. It wasn't no use. Whether it
was knowingn:ss or ugliness that helped
him, the mule hid and he couldn’t find him.
Well, he fini and the Judge was pale
as death. .

“*Prisoner,’ 8ays he, ‘in all my years on

Busted has bit his rope in two and

mere sneakin’ murder. Is it the pleasure of
this community that sentence should be
paseed upon him here and now?' -
“‘Yes!' we yelled, but our voices didn’t
seem human. We was just wild for blood.
**Then,’ said the judge, ‘take him to the
canon where the remains ot his victim is re
posing, and there let him be hung; or, if no
trees can be found, shoot the cuss.
“Never!' yelled Manwel. ‘Not there!
Obk! my God, not there!” He slipped quick
as lightning out of the hold of the men who
were stand'ng by hLim. We see his koife
tlash in the air. He ran to the mule, curs-
ing terribly, and stabbed it three times. It
was dreadful to see him. He waslikea
maniac. and 80 waa all of us, for that mat-
ter. What more he'd have done I don't
koow. I've always thought Le meant to
kill himseif, bat he didn’t have time to, for
with his last etab at Busted up went Alf
Kelly’s revolver, and he feil dead. We
buried bim, and we ordered Warn out of
that settlement [ have been at many trials
in my day. but never to one more impres-
sive than that one. Sometimes [ dream of
it even now. The dramatis personica of
that affair are scattered now. Kelly is a
leading railroad man in 'Friscc: the jundge
went to €Congress, and gow hLas got an
Indian agency, which they say is a pretty
fat thing; and I made my pile and lost1t,
and am down to 8 packer, mith them over
wy head who once § wouldn's have Jooked
at.”

“And «what becams of the mule!” asked
John €ourus.

“Oh! Busted had wounds emough from
that thief Manwel to kill fifty mules,” re-
plied Mr. English. ‘“We buried him in
etyle, though. We had a regular bigh-
toned old funeral over im. Smarty Jones,
him as was shot in White Pine Hut, years
ago, by the Vigilants, was wmighty good at
improvising them things; and, as leng as ua
fellows couldn’'t bury ot Joe, we wai
beund to make it up on Busted. And now
1'd like to know, it that mule wasg't faith-
tul. what yon'd call faithfal !" k

And Mr. English poked the fire, which
sent up a ruddy gleam and lit the group
around it with a fitful flickeriog light. His
answer was heard. His point was evidently
gained, as the only sound in the camp was
overheard in the low, half-mournful mur-
mur of the breeze, which seemed to wail
sadly through the socky eanoy.~Zie Inde-

pendent.
—_——t———e e
The Obituary Man Abroad.

The *Judge,” 3. X. Peck, who recently
applied to the office of the 8t. Louis Repub-
licaws for s sitnation as an obituary editor,
appears to have started out in a new field.

agriculture,
follows:

in a dry time! Don't you do it! When
your valuabie and interesting correspond-

the church to be married.
Sioce my last epistle to you I Lave been

spot I

BLTew.

ally.

barrow.

Charles in New Orleans.

to deal square with everybaody.

Have been ruminatieg ina graveyard
the place where “Hamlet’'s rode
fathers sl i
1 was obl

that I could, read the scalpture

them for your serap book.
TLis one waa nig

Here lies interred, Priei
Who saug on earth tili
Nowup on high, above th
Nodoubt she sings like s

Bird,

‘e,

xty, ton,

TLe “imposing stone” above my Lead,
Is “proof you that I am dead

o " *hese words upon your wind,
am of all mankind:

| ot ! through life, and died too young,
Saved at the gpigot, but wasted at the bhune *

ner, found this:
“Here's what remaint of W
He wasted away 10 nothia
When he died.
When the trumpet sounds !n thy
Sot being iu tles’s he must walk
0Or «lse hide,”
Wen? to meeting in the eountry tast
day. Didn't enjoy the sermon w

changing the wheels on the winister
and putting the big Lind wheels on t
axie, 80 the seat rose up like a
wagon. Then, again, one of the d

t to sleep with Lis head
tlow in and wen? or

ters, all married but six, Opened my
dora’s box of useful and entertaining know!

style of boncets,

and I spent the evening in conversing
the old gentieman about how much cor

thick that I had better dry up, f:lmi'l.‘cx

A Noble Macrifice.

willing to

Arnold, of Philadelphia, when ecar
three years old. At Shreveport her no

Lad foll
the fever. Both bedjes will be bre

There is a huuter in K«
thougl the toughest and health
the mountains, goes contrary to all of Hall's
rules of Lealth.
early in the morning, without breali:
goes all day without anything to eat,
at night, just before going to bed, cate a
most tremendous supper. He never ex.
ceeds one meal a day, and this he takes the
last thing at night. He eats largely of the
deer or other game he has killed.

A,

NEW ORLEANS REPUBLICAN, SUNDAY,

the coast I have mever known or heard of a

His last letter is dated at Yazoo City, Mis-
sissippi, October 15, 1873, and tells its own
story. It s @ curious mixture of literature,
commerce and epitaph, as

Mr. Epiror—Dear Sit—Ever rode ina
stagecoiuch across the State ot Mississippi

ent arrived at his present burial place, the
dust on his robes was 8o thick as to make
him forget his own name, [ shall always
remember that coach with veneration, on
account of its age; it had ““A. & E.” on the
door-panel, and doubtless is the same one
Adam and Eve rode in when tiey went to

scooting areund the cotton regions, lectur-
ing, and trying to sell my patent cotton-
worm desiroying machine, Set itupin a
field yesterday, and drew so many cater-
pillars from adjoming plantations to the
had to move into the next county;
spoiled a gin-house and cotton press hait a
mile'away: arew the worm right out of the

The Yazoo river runs by this city gener-
It is too weak and thin to run now,
and is confined to its bed. A little steam-
boat came up to-day though on its hind
wheel; captain told me when they came to
& dry place the crew lifted bher up by the
shafts and trundled her over like a wheel-

I like the folks in this part of the coun-
try first rate, so sociabie and honest. A
gentleman got acquainted with me on the
cars a day or two ago: he was cut of eur-
rency, he said, and had anly a cerritied
check for a hundred dollars; said if I woull
give him 325 iu greenbacks [ could pay him
the balance when I saw him at the St
I will be sure to
hunt him up when I get there, tor I want

four
.’ always has a charm for me.
d to request several of the vil-
lage cows to rise from their meditations, so
i marble.
There were some mottoes that were new *o
mwe, and thought maybe you would ike

the gate as you goin:

I expect the following was over a printer:

Under the b1z walnut tres in the far co -

conldn’t, for I ea: by a window and saw
Fonie irreverent young wmen at mischief,

T
s sermon. "Twas naughty, I know,
didp’t seetn any otler escapement.

However, I put four bits iz the ha,
and was rewarded for wy zeal, as
thie brother who took up the collec-

tion invited me home to dinner with hin.
Glad I went. for he had ssven lovely dansu-
edge, aud having to talk to the chirpy
maidens two at a time, the mowents flow
on such rapid wings that tea lLovr arrived
before I got through describing the last
Atter sapper six horses
drove up, with six beaux for the aix gals,

b

the acre, price of cotton, worms, contrari-
ness of mules and other moral topics.
Everything is very dry here. Weather is
dry; welis are dry; men are dry; banks are
dry: this letter is dry, and you begin o

Amoug the firsat who hastened to tha re.
lief of the Shreveport sufferers was a beau.
tifu! young lady of Philadelphia, who was

brave even the terror of death to
give aid and ecomfort to the belpless vietims
of a terrible scourge. She was Agnes, the
daughter of a United States naval otfcer
deceased, and was adopted by S. aud Acnas

bravery and devotion gained for Ler the
title of Angel Agmes. One night, while
walking with a sick child in her arms, she
fell down a stairway and fractured her
spine, and died 1o great agony., Ounly a few
days previous her intended lLushand, who
ed her to Shreveport, uicd with
1T to
Pliladelphia for burial.~—New Fori Jines.

He staris out on his treinn

A POEM SERVED TO ORDER.

The Atlantic for September contained the
following poem by Oliver Wendell Holmes,
delivered at the Phi Beta Kappa dinner:
PHI BETA KAPPA, JUNE 20, 1873,

“The ealiph ordered up his ceok,
And scowling with a fearful look
it m-ant, we stand no gammon—
*‘ To-morrow, juat at two,” Le saud,
“* Hassan, our cook, will lose his head,
Or serve us up a salmon.”

* Great sire,” the trembling chef replied,
* Lord of the earth and all besude,
Sun, man and stars and 50 on—
{Look in Iathen—there you'll tind
A iist of ttles. Never mind,
{ haven’s time to go 0n.)

* Great Sire” and so forth, thus he spoke,
* Your highness must intend a joke:
It doesa't stand to reasou
For one ty order salmon brought,
Unless that fiah is sometimes ecaughe,
And alss is in season.

** Our luck of 1ate is shoeking bad;
In ract, tie latest catch we had
(We kept the matter shady).
But, hauling in our nets, alavk
We found no salmon, but a sack N
That held your honored lady !"

* Allah is great "* the ealiph sait;
** My poor juleika, you are d
I once tok interes: in i
* Perhaps,my lord, yon'd e to knowy
We cat tie lines and iet ber go.”
“Aliab o praised! Contiaue.”

* Tt 1sn’t hird one’s hook to bait,
And, squatting dowa to watch and wait,
To see she cork go under:
At lass munpose you've got your bite,
You twiten away with ail your mi
You've Jooked aa eel, by thunder

The caliph patted Hassan's head:
** Blave, theu hast spoken well.” he said,
“And won thy master's favor:
Yes, since what happened tother morn
The salmm of the Golden Hora
Might lave a doubiful davos

** That lasteemark about the el
Has also justice; that we feei
{aite to oir satisfaction.
To-morrov we diapense with fish,
And for tle presant, if you wish.
Tou'll ksep your bulbonus fraction.”

* Thanks! Banks'’ the grateful chefreplied,
His nutrimt teatures sliowing wida
The glean of arches dental;
* To cut my head off wouldw't pay,
1 find it ueful every day,
As wellys opnamental”

Brothers,I hope you will ot fuil *

To see the moral of my tale,
And kinliy to receive it.

You knowyour anniversary pie

#ust ha veiia crust. though liard and dry,
And sore prefer to leave it.

How oft 1sfore these youth were bora
{'ve tishedin fancy's golden horn
For what the muse might send we.
How gavl: then | cast the line,
When all he morning sky was mine,
And hop her dies would lend me.

And now lhear our despot’s cail.

And come like Hassan, to the Lall—
if thwred a slave, [ am one—

My bait nelonger flies, but worms!

1 va cangit—Lord blees me ! how Le squirms!

An eel, ad pot asalmon?

——— e e
Tasaten of €hyrch Property.

The tolloving paper was read by James
Parton at tle recent meeting of the Free
Religious Amociation in New York:

Taxing ectlesiastical property is the sub-
jeet proposei for consideration at the pres-
ent time, Iithis State, and, I believe, in
most of the States of the Union, churches,
colleges, sclools, museums, libraries, hos-
pitals, fire mginehouses, cemeteries, chari-
table institwions generally, and the lands
of agricultwal societies, are exempt from
taxation. Iam opposed to all exemptions.
Whatever jroperty the State protects
ought, I thitk, to contribute its proportion
to the Stet’s support. But it is church
property witi which we are to occupy our-
selves this evening, a kind of property
which nowlere in the world contributes
aught to the support of the government
that proteetsit. America is the land of ex-
perimens anc audacity. Itis right and be-
coming that here, for the first time, the
proposition slould be deliberately discussed,
to discontinte this exemption. And let no
one suppose that this measure is advo-
cated Lere in a epirit of hostility to
churches.  Alarge proportion of the virtu-
ous peopl®oi Chnstendor, and certainly a
very large jropertion of all the persons to
whom I Lave been most warnly attached
in the courseof my life, have been members
or frequentes of churehes. I know the im-
portanes of tie part which churches play in
our modern vorld, and how much solace,
admonition, elevation and entertainment
they afford © wuititudes of most worthy
people in ewry land. Bnt you do not
strep sthen a1 institution by pauperizing it,
and you do mt strengthen it by making ita
fractional pat of a pauper, even to the ex-
tent ¢ relievng it of its taxes. An institu-
ton exemptfrom taxation may be a very
good tungus.bat it comes short of being a
Iiving brana. Taxing ecclesiastical prop-
erty, 8o farirom being an iojury to the
church. shoud beone of those juat, wise and
timely rmeasires which benent eversbody
and hurt ndody. It wounld send the sap
circulating hrough torpid members, it
would extinguish some feeble life, but it
would stremthen and vivily the fittest,
which woull surviv And this, I am
informed, is the m of some of the
most intluertial whers of the 1
Evangelical Alliance. Consider the state
of~ things now existing in any rep-
Tesentative country  town  of . the
United Sta%s. Let me sclect one in
New Englad of 10,000 or 15,000 inhabit-
ants, and erleavor to see how a fair taxa-
tion of the clurches wourld ‘work in prae-
tice. In this own ares seventeen Protestant
churches striggling for life. The moral and
benevolent wctivity of the place—that
noblest part £ human toil which is dedi-
eated to the gneral cood, or to some ohject
in which otiera share beside ourselves—
this most preious overplus of buman ener-
oy, B v linited as 1t is in amount, is
chiedy enled in keeping the breath ot
life in these sventeen fesble organizations.
s the udies saw, eontrive, beg, cook,
i ertainments, get up
mdas school and
X i eventeen
teil, scherse and wear
For this keventéen sextons
pull the awfa bell, making the day hideous
witi herrid aoice, is strain upon the
best activity of tha place is “dus t
the suuple fet that one half of thesa
churches are superiuous, On a certain
Sunday, som: months ago, a fine day
winter, it wa:determined by actual ecount
that the whob number of persons attend.
ing these chuches during the day, inciud-
ing the two srvices, was 2900, The entire
church-going population would be hand-
somely accormodated in one-halt the ex-
isting edifice. Why, then, do they not
unite! It isbecanse none of them can
suite snceeedin dying. While there is life
there is hope. They hold on, and will hold
on, as long # it is possible for the annual
expense to bamet. The law of the survi-
val of the fittst hunzers for the extinction
of half of then; but that benefit law 13
balked and fustrated by the exemption
from taxatio. That blessed bankruptey
which Mr. Grirle so justly extols as na-
ture’s temedytor superfiuans and misman.
aged activitie, hangs over them, threaten-
ing but powrless, because they do not
have to bear beir just ahare of the public
burdens.

Macbeth wa rationally alarmed when ob-
serving that 3anquo, thouzh kLis brains
were out, woud noc die, It was a dreadiul
thing, indeed, Nothing is more nacessary
for the genera good than that institutions
should die wha they have not life enouzh
to live. In te midst of these seventeen
weak and struglic g orzanizations, there is
one which is aounding in life, vigor, enter-
prise und reslution—the Roman Catholie
Chureh, usnaly the fargest and handsomest
in tho town, ad the only one which has a
inil congregaton. Nay, 1t sccommodates
seven eongregtions on each Sunday. From
~ix n the woning until eight in the evens
iugz it 18 alwas occupied, ofter crowded,
wnd once crammed. On that Sund:
2 pereonsxers counted in il
Protestas churches, in fh 2
ciie chureh thenumber was 1500,
of whow are these congregations com-
pased ¥  They are composed  eliclly of
the only elases in the United States
that can 8pre vae-hall «of their in-
rome—domesty Servauts and operatives
‘u cotton mills And tin y do spagg one-haif.
As a class, the spend their largeRurplus in
two ways: Firt, in extending the Catholic
Church in Arwerica; secend, in brinzing
over to Ameria more Catholics. Henee
the rapid grovth of the Catholic Chorch

aud Catholic institutions in the United

. I 7 the manufac! . cities o
i add omg to church,

New Eagland, &Mx
edifice g edifice, field to field. To-day a
monastery i3 began; now it is a nunnery;
next year a new house for the priest; an
before long a cathedral begins slowly to
rise above the houses of the town. And
they know well the virtue of holding land.
At the very beginning of a new enterprise,
they are apt to go for a large piece of land,
wita room enoagh, sometimes, tor centuries
of growth. hie seventeen Protestant
churches look on and sbake their heads,
and growl, and forbode evil in the
future; but while they are doingso the
priests keep on quietly converting servant
girls’ pennies and dollars into well situated
iots and solid masonry. Already in some of
our cities the property belonging to the
Catholic Church is immense. In St. Louis
1t i3 computed at twenty millions, and in
New Yeork, say within ten miles of the City
Hall, I should suppose their property would
be valued by just tax commissioners at not
lesa than e'ghiy wmillins. Far be it from me
to blame the Catholics for pushing the in-
terests of their church with so much enter-
prise, epergy and tact. Their conduct is
just what their belief demands of them.
They could not be good Catholics if they
did not regard the spread of the Catholic
Church ae the chief interest of man. But
the question for us to consider—for us who
are Awerican citizens first, and everything
else second—is, whether it is beat, and sate
and right that they should go on thus ab-
sorbing the property of the country. Look
abroad. [a Sicily, Italy, Spain, Mexico,
Pera~ia most Catholic countries—wher-
ever you see ac editice or groups ot edifices
that overwhelms the mind with wonder
either for its magnirude cr its magnificence,
you may be sure that it is ecclesiastical.
he people—man, sacred man, to us the
most sacred object in the universe—grovels
in huts and wallows iao dirt, in order that
the inanimate God whom he adores maﬂ
dwell in lofty temples, and glisten wit
beautiful gems. It is a sorry sight 'fore
God, a sorry sight! May this portion of
America never witness it. At the begin-
ning of the French revolution, which was
the most beneticent explosion that history
rocords, two acres out of every five in all
France belonged to the church. And the
church was 8o good a judge of land that, in
a large number of parishes, the church's
two acres were worth more than the
people’s three. France was then in a con-
dition similar to that of England before
Henry VIII. broke up the ecclesiastical in-
stitutiona and secularized their property,
that is, stopped exempting it trom tax-
ation. Now, there are but two conm-
ceivable ways in which the increase
of Cggholic property can be kept within
safe, Just and reasohable bounds in the
United States, and tH® country be saved
from the necessity of a Henry VIIL ore
French revolution, One is by destroying
popular faith in the fictions upon which the
external part of the Catholic system reats.
But this will be a slow procees. It can
only result trom the ual advance of
our race in knowledge, health, happiness,
dignity and courage. And it will ve the
more slow because large numbers of the
Protestants still adhere to several of the
grosser and less picturesque of these fic-
tions. But the other method is simply to
tax all ecclesiastical property as other
property is taxed. Let every tub stand
upon its own bottom. Letall the property,
1 repeat. which the State protects pay its
just “proportion to the State's support.
Catholics thewaelves, if they will study the
past, cau not intelligently object to this
measure, becanse it would sup fy the fzreut
lack in their system. Viewes merely as
an organization, the Roman Catholie
church has only one serious defect—there
is mo_provision in it against its exces-
sive development. Hence we find in the
cities of the south of Europe and of
South America such swarms of ecclesiastics,
such mssses of ecclesiastical property, that
Catholics themselves, devout and faithtul
Catholics, are among the foremost in urging
a reduction of the ecclesiastical orders.
There is only one just and sure mode of
proceeding in this matter. It i3 to add
every portion of the Chureh's estate to the
tax list. A large vortion of what religion
includes war Le fairly classed under the
Lead of luxury, and who will deny that
luxuries are fuir objects of taxation! In
relizion, 43 in common life, there is the
bread and meat, and there is also the turtle
and the cLampague; there is the poor man's
fustian an
sider our T
pleasing an
Wallstreet. A few years ago the attend-
ance at this costly temwple on Sunday was so
swall that you might have safely tried Car-
lyle’s experiment—tire a pistol acress the
church, in at one window and out at an-
other, withount wueh danger of hitiing a
Christizan. Of late years, on the contrary,
it is often well attended and sometimes
erowded. 1 once asked the clergyman in
charge of the church, the late lamented Dr.
Vinton—a genial soul—what he thonght
was the resson of this remarkable in-
erease in the comgregation. His pobust
and Thonest answer was this: * The
blessing of God on good music.” They
bave, as you know, a very fine orzan, a
bighly accomplished organist, a chuir of
highly trained men and boys to sing, an
orchestra of stringed and wind icstruments,
a beaurirel chime of bells, and several cler-
i2d to chant the service in har-
mony with the music. Isuppose the entire
performance can not cost lcss than $1000 a
Sunday. I lave exjoyed it once or twice
very much, and [ always recommend friends
visiting the city by no means to overlovk
this futeresting lion. Nay, more. I honor
the priaciple of employing the fine arts in
the most elevated act of the buman mind.
d upon me to create a church,
iould be in part the most nag-
ition of all that man has ever
hed in the way of architecture,
. sculpture, postry azd eloguence,
ain objects should be to
exalt and FI- v man. But never would [
cripple aud degrade iy chureh by putting
it on the tree list, by throwing any part of
the burden of supporting it upon feljow-
citizens who cherish perbaps the most op-
posite ideas, who would Lold in eontempt
or aversion ull the splendors of my tempie,
preferninz plain beuclies, walls unadoraed,
and merry camp meeting hymna,

Now, in the way of music, the greatest
henefactors the psople of the United States
have ever known, next to the great Euro-
pean composers. are sueh men as Theodore
Thomas, Max Maretzek, Carl Zerrahn, and
otaers of their class. They do more in any
week of their lives to promots amongz us a
love ot good musie than Trinity church has
ever accomplished during the whole period
of its existence; and this they bave done in
the most legitimate and honorable way, as
their ckosen mode of earning their liveli-
hood. Bat these gentltmen are taxed every
time they lift their batons. Every hall and
opera house in which they perform is
taxed. Surely, if any musician should be
exempt, it should not be the clergy and or-
chestra of Trinity chutch, the servants of a
rich corporation. but Thomas, Maretzek
and Zerrahin, who minister to thke enjoy-
ment znd elevate the taste of millions of
their fellow-eitizens every year. How
heavily rests the burden of life nupon the
shoulders, and @pon the heart, too, of an
average citizen acd virtnous father of a
family ! For ten years he toils and saves,
denying himselt many alluring enjoyments
in order that he may make a first payment
upon a modest home fer those he loves.
Then Ls works and saves for another five
years to fxay off the mortgage. When all
i3 done, when he is at last the?mnd pos-
se380r of the nest that shelters his family,
he goes like a man every November and
pays a tax upon it, from £100 to £300, The
iittle house in which I have lived tor the
last fifteen years I shall have to pay a tax
uggn in fifreen days of about $220. 1t was
about that las: year, and in New York revo-
lutione nevar go backward. But right be.
fore my eyee, as [ used to come down the
#ieDs, rises a lofty and laxurious edifice, the
property of a few rich men, which they
only care to use four hours a week. Itis
sorth, I suppose, $500,000; and if i* were
tuirly taxed it would place in Mr. Green's
treasury in ths course of next month hot
less than $10.00). Bat i will not pay
bim onme dollar, because it has two
steeples upen it, and is pamed in honer
of the patron saint of England, who slew
the dragon. But mark, if & mob should
barn it, the tax-payers of New York wonld
be expected to pay every dollar of the dam-
age. At this woment a number of very
worthy gentlemen, who stand justly high
in this community, are building in the Fifth
avenue an edifice for their Sundsy edifica-
tion which is to cost about ‘&)0.&)0. The
iaad slone cost $350,000, These gentlemen

:h, for example, so

nificent e
accompl
painting
for ore ot my

ave & fect right to build this elegant
:‘ndecostlgezhmh it they can afford it, and
if it accords with the prineiples of their
religion, of whieh they alone are to be the
judges; I merely wish to remark that
hurches of this ch ter may fairly be
classed as luxuries; and 28 such are pecu-
liarly adapted to taxation. Many good
Christians deeply lament the expenditure
of e0 much money upon edificesa which
minister to the desiresa of so fow, and
to those few during only"a few bhours
in every week But I tell those lament-
ing Christians that the only way fo keep
within bounds the erection of these
costly churches, is to subject them to just
and equal taxation. The Tridbune tells us
that our Episcopal brethren are about to
ereot in this city a cathedral that is to cost
2,000,000. It will most likely cost five: and
there is one gentleman interested in the
scheme who could build it outright, gold
candlesticks and all. by assigning to it his
surplus income tor two years. Among the
subscriptions already received are two
$100,000 cach. I would put it to the justice
of the American peopls, and I would submit
itto the heavy laden tax payers of New
York, if it is fair to the laboring men ot this
city to exempt such an edifice aa that from
taxation. If it is to be exempt from the
charge of suj porting the government, then
the governmeat vught to be exempt from
the charge of protecting it. There is a par-
ticular reason why tbis subject should be
copsidered now. Every century has

its pst virtue; ours is bemevolence.
The ~ works of the philanthropists
appeal 8o powerfully to the heart

and 8o kindle the imagination that it is easy
for us to attach an exaggerated value to
themw. In truth, no virtue more needs in-
structing, restraining and guiding than be-
nevolence. If I inay trust my own very
limited observation of life, I should say
taat, generally, a Wery benevolent charae-
ter ia a weak chardeter. A weak character
is usually extremely sensitive to the appro-
bation of others, runs readily to vanity
and an ignoble lust of glory, and in its ex-
trems development is not far from madnesa.
The strong are just. And justice is a far
rarer, nobler, higher, more diflicult thing
than benevolence. But benevolence being
the popular virtue ot the century, there is
a general propensity to win its easy and
lavish honors. Hard old meney-makers,
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Waonder if cak and maple,
Willow and A

eart
Of the day their lea -
Do they think of the vollow o

w of
That shall se when ¢ Ovem ey E

Bears all their leavesaway?

Perhaps—beside the
‘.m“p:lT'l’ow bondl.;l?r‘::o
en heriyo i
a mist 07 n‘ﬂﬁ. m”‘nmum
But the brave old oak is flughin,
To a wine-red, dark and deep, %
4And waple and elm are blushing
The blush of & child aslvep,
 If die we must,” the
e e o
“We wear the col
. v T8 of gl

U
No eyes ahall see us fal
AA{! before we lay it dt::'m." 4
We'll wear, in the lifht of all the sy,
The year's most kindly crown " i, E

So. trees of the stately foreat,
And trees hl'{ the trodden way
You are kindiing into glory '
his soft autumnal aay.
And we who gaze remember
That more than all they lost,
To Learts and trees together
May ¢ me through the TIPEning frog.

“‘lngrowing Tee Nails.»’
Sometimes, in consequence of g tighs
shoe, the flesh of the side of the nail of gy g‘.i

great toe is pressed against the 4, wi | o

and upper angle or cormer of the nyj
Now, Sir Astley Cooper , observeq !
truly, that in consequence of this CoTner of [
the nail being a little overlapped by,
fleshy prominence, the scissors, in cutti
the nail, are prevented from going fyr
enough to. cut this part of the Dail coy. |
pletely, so that the angle projects ina
little point, which irritates the fiesh Prease]
against it, and finally ulcerates an Opening
into the body of the toe.

This is further accomplished by the pree
sure from above on the arch of the ngj, [
which, being flattened and Straighteneq,

neceesarily causes the sides to be forceq
out.

The flesh, therefore, irritateq and g

after a long life of hard dealing,
dreary, childless, friendless, loveless eld
age, by founding institutions, of which we
hate too many already, and ning
masees of ill-gotten property to the spolia-
tion and mismanagement of tiustees.

A just taxation of these inatitutions will
but invigorate those which have a right to
exist, and gradually extinguish those
which never ought to have been called into
being. .

America has been the paradise of dead
heads. Perhaps all good dead heads in
other lands, when they bave died, have
come to America; and we know for a cer-
tainty that many have been translated here
without goingz through the ceremony of
dying. Deadheadism in the United States
has been a cause of wide-spread demoraliza-
tion. All Washington was more or less
corrapted by it. The franks of members of
Congress used tolie about everywhere, and
people grew rich upon the mere waste of
the capital. As to railroad ses, I was
once told that nobody but a fool ever paid
his fare. Base was the slave that paid.
But ot late we have been making an etfort
to change all this. The late Horace Greeley
wad one of the first to set his face against
the deadhead principle in all its
manitestations. going so far as to put down
his four cents every time he took a
copy of the Tribune fram the counter ot his
own office. When the late Harace F. Clark
oftered him in Chicago a free pass to New
York he refused it, and demounced, with
his usual vehemence, the entire system of
trying to get something for nothing. The
franking privilege has been abolished.
Mileage is allowed no more. Free station-
ery and penknifes are a reminiscence.
These three great 1:12asures of reform susfice
to redesm jrhatever errors of judgment the
last Congress may have committed. The
railroad corporations are making a vigorous
etfort to break up the traudulent system of
free passes. Conduactors of DEeWSPADErs no
longer quarter members of their statt upon
botels. The tree list i3 everywhere and in
everything strugzling o get suspended. It
remains to erase trom our statute books the
entire catalogue of exemptions from taxa-
tion. and to adopt it as an inviolable princi-
ple that whatever property the State pro-
teets shall coutribute its quota to the State's
support, or, if the eharehes and institutions
prefer it—no taxation, no protection.

** Bouttie.”

Thereare but very few of our readers who
will know what the name of *Boattie”
means. There is one, however, who knows
no word in the langzuage more sweet and
suggestive. But perkaps it would be better
to explain. Yesterday morning we made
an appeal to our readers in behalf of the
sufferers in. Memwplis and Shreveport, and
during the livelong day but one man spoke
to us about it, and we were wondering it
our clergymen had read it and 1t they would
make a move to help the poverty and death
stricken in the yeflow fever distriets, and
we retained our respeet for their well
known charity by believing that they were
at work quietly, rabbi and priest, preacher
and teacher. Bat while we were thinking
it over we received the following note, with
two zold coins inclosed:

To the Editor of the Enquirer

In the name of my sweet littls xirl, now
a brizht angel in heaven, & send you $3 in
gold for the sutferers in Shreveport. I took
it frowm some precious little relies that twere
gers, but it it helps to relieve some little
darling, dear to Ler mother as mine was to
me, the receipt will be nrized more than
the money Ly BOUITIE'S MOTHER,

Columbus, Octoher 8, 1873,

The ubove, with the money, wag ail: no
other pawme, bot the name would have done
s 1o geod, and there was no curiogity at
the moment to ratse the veil. We knew
one thing, we could tot have asked in our
usial voics withont showing that the words
of “Bouttie’s wother” hLad brought our
lieart very near to our eyes. And now, as
we read it over 1t sgain, 1t brings up pice
tures tuat we can feel better than descri )G,
A mother, whose nobls Leart was wrung by
the story of the sufiering of other mothers
with living little ones, and little ones with
dead mothers, was moved to make some
sacrifice to save tiew. Shesaw the suffer.
ing of the children in the plauge-stricken
cirtes, and lovking into her heart of hearts,
where it js enshrined in that holy of holiea—
a_mother's affoction—she saw the face of
“Douttie,” bright and beautiful, as she
knew it in dayw goue past: for the child
in her heart mever, never died: never
sickened and faded and passed away; but
the moment the eyes were closed in death,
the image in the heart quickened into life
nourished on a stricken mother's heart.
throbs, and it will grow stronger till the
beart of the wmother is stilled, and she
stands again by Bouttie, as if neither had
died. Thus thinking, she resolved to heip
the little ones, and to save them from the
Herod of the plague. The mother remem-
bered, how eauld she forget what she saw
80 often, *some precious little relics tkat
were Bouttie's,” and she looked them over.
The littie f'pl ythinga, precious for the
very wear of them, the child's tiny jewels,
verhaps a pair of toe-worn shoes, and a

ew books with bright colored pictures,

and leavea wofully dog-eare¢ and the
marging marked with the impress of little
tingers: but oh! they were dearer to her
than the diamonds of Persia’s potentate,
and she kissed them, and tor the hun.
dredth time moistened them with a
mother’s tears. Among the relics were the
two gold coins, given the child for its litt]e
bank long ago perhaps, but the gold had
lost its value as a coin, and twas ouly pre-
cious because it had been *‘Bouttie’s,” And
“Bouttie's mother” took the gold as before
her mind rose the vision of little ones dying
in the cities on which the hand of God is
pressing: sLe saw them, not with loved ones
watching every breath and counting every
pulse, while every human agency was sam-
moned to save thew, as it was with her lit.
tle one, but famisking for food, 'mid sCones
of sqaalor, with parents dying or dead, and
the gold that wealth could not buy was
taken from among the relics to minister to
want. We shall treasure the letter for our-
selves—it has touched our heart—and the
coin shall go to Shreveport. Throughout
the land good peopie ars moving to aid
Memplis and Skreveport, but in ;lF the do-
nations there will be none so precions as
that sent from the “relics” of an angel by
“‘Bouttie’s mother,"—Columbus (Ga.) En-
quirer,

flamed, swells, reddens and ul tes, and
there is & thin fetid discharge from the oar.
ner of the nail. Standing or walking is ex
tremely painful, and the pressure of .lhﬂ.
soarcely to be borne. The whole foot, whey
the irritation runs high, becomes 8wolley
and red, and even the Iymphatics symps t
thzie with the seat of injury. This is called
onychia simpler. |

Sometimes only one side is affected. |f ,
80, it is generally the outside. At othe |
times both sides of the nail, and in 80me
instances both great toes, suffer from thiy
painful disease. I am led to Opine thatbe |
sides local causes already mentioned, thy
constitation of the patient has €omething
to eay about it. I operated upon a gefitle.
man who was paralytic of the whole side
of the body and of epeech, who had onyehia
simplez in both great toes.

To make this more forcible I was called (
to the bedside of a young lady September
12, 1873, whe is at present sutlering under *
paraplegia, with cataleptic attacks, and
who bas not been able to wear a shoe for
two years and a half; etill she Las onychia
simplex of the right great toe nail at the
outside. I-only mention this fact as an evi
dence that insufficient nutrition is often.
times conducive to the disease that we have
been considering.

Onychia siniplez is not a disease that gets
well without the assistance of the surgeon;
it usually progresses from bad to worse, the
swelling of the toe Lecomes very great, 8o
much so, that Dupuytren treated a case of i
it for a long time for gout, a mistake, how i
ever, scarcely credible.

The more the flesh swells the greater be
comes the pressure on the tos nail, the
deeper and more extensive the uleeration,
from which fungoid granulations are seen
to arise.

If you see this disease early, whan tle
upper end of the side of the nailis alons
engaged, you may readily stop it by poul-
ticing it simply with bread and water, at
the same time insinuating a swall shred of
lint under the angle and side ot the nail,
and between it and the flesh: afrer 1t is
fixed in wet the lint with a solution of nr
trate of silver, one drachm to the ounce,
and if the lint remains in it need not be re
moved for forty-eight hours. You will then
find the irritatien and its conseguence less-
ened, and by renewing the application sev-
eral times the disease will be cured, and to
avoid a return we should caution the pa
tient when catting Lis nails to cut them
straight across, to bs sure that there isno
projecting point at the angle, but most par-
ticularly against rounding off the the angle,
which allows the flesh to be p-essed over it
more readily. J.T. NEWMAN, M.D.

—_———— y
The Pope’s Wardrobe, .

Anne Brewster is sending some sparkling
}e{t}ers from Rome to the Philade!phia fue
etin,
ing information, svhich will be sutedesting
to many readers:

Betore ciosing I will give you the gesume
of a pleasant talk I Lad the otler tuorning
with a friend upon “clothes.”” Hut dont
prick up your cars too quickly, and think I
am about to give you ANY preciogs pews
from Mangas or Woertl. ' No: the tashious
Isball describe are nearly two thousand
years old—the costnme of his holigess the
Pope: for it is supposed the vapal robes are
very like those worn by a Rowan Ssunator
when St. Peter visited the Honora.le Pu-
dens in Rome, with the modifications that
would naturally take place in all these cou-
turies. A Roman journal inforu
fortnight ago that his holiness mus: be et
ter in health, as he had ordered his winter
clothes. Apropos to this, a ladr gave me
some interesting information upon  the
Pope’s wardrobe, whieh I think I war re
peat in print, without Leing indiscres
counted as failing in reverence and respuet.

The Pope's constant daily dres- is @ long
White soutune, made of a special kind o
white cloth, very soft and fine, and without
Instre. I had one of thess in wy hands.

In ber last she tarnishes the follow- ]

Its texture to the touch resembles very fineg
delicate peau de Suede. The winter ones
are, of course, heavier than those tor sum-
mer, though ot the same stuti. ‘These
soulanes are made with a pelerin or swall.
round cape, and they reach to the fec®
The sleeves are loose, lined with silk, and
turned back as a cuff at the wrist. Each
one costs about 830. His holiness nses five
of them in a year, on account of their being
soiled by snuff, which he takes iu large
quoantities for hygienic reasons. 1 Ley are
white, and the snuff, of course, drops on
the frouts and soon spots them. The Pope
E, cleanliness itself; unlike most Ltaliaus.

cleanliness is next to godliness” with Lim,
and he will not wear a soiled garment.

Besides these soutanes he wears a larz?
round crimson cloth mantle; this is a ver®
rich and handsome article of dress and eost
$160. The Pope's tailor is Ratfaels Gionin,
Via Cesarini, No. 62, Hia shoemaker lives i2
Via Governo Vecchio; I forget Lis pawe.
Each pair of ehoes, or wmules, as they are
called, costs from $25 to $30; they are al®
of red cloth ; are bordered with gold, aud
Cross is embroidered, en basse, or high reliat,
on the front in zold. His boliness uses Ais

BIrs a vear. ln summer and autumn the

ope wears very fine cotton stockings: 1o
winter his atockings are of cotton and k.
8pun and woven together, and are worn
without the over-stocking; these mixed
stockings come from Flanders, and cost
from $5 to £6 a pair, and they are wade ex-
pressly for the use of his holiness.

The friend who gave me the above infor
mation dons one of the Pope's cast.o3 dres:
ing gowna. It is of soft gray French f
nel, the same shape and w. ke a
It is almost fresh—only a little
frons. She has also a pair of :
are only a little tarnished, and ver
After she had finished her aceount, ¢
Quﬁ.yed the roba, she opened a handsome
little gold box, which contamed some of the
Pope’s hair—a short flake of soft, 800WY
white hair! This she shared with me, bot
I, ungrateful creature that I am, felt a!

&

heart only half the gratitude and thanks I
= ; gra °

, for I, ingly bat silently,
wiabisd t0 o halves with the olothing.




