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*TQ .MOTHER ON HER EIGHTY-THIRD 
BIRTHDAY.

Time foils h is heavy ca r along.
And y et w ith  fle ete st wing;

tVe heed him not, w ith m erry song 
/ lis  v ictim s rush  and sing.

H is sy the has ru t  such  tendrils dear.
T hat h earts  have hied in twain;

The agea oak he ne'er stop* to cheer,
Hut blasts and lets rem ain.

I ts  well scarrd trunk  still stands th e  fctorra 
Of fourscore years and three.

T he  root is rinn, and from its  form  
Two branches still we see.

T h e  harvest moon th a t  gladdened ea ltli 
When plant took root and grew .

Now Bheds its silver light on both.
But w ith  a  sombre hue. .

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

One only hope, when n a tu re ’s done.
The im m ortal soul will rise. f ’

To live through ages still unknown.
The re s t to  m ortals given—

*Ve know th a t all may gain th a t  hum«»
And reu n ite  in heaven.

I>. r„ B.
New York, October 4 ,1JT.1.

'B U S T E D . "  

by Fit lb. w. Torino.

We were sitting around the camp fire 
after an unusually severe march, anti Mr. 
English, as usual, was expanding into flow
ery language, to the mingled disgust and 
admiration of his comrades. No point of 
difference, however, had as yet arisen, and 
I  began to wonder whether the fatigue of 
the day would prevent the evening's cus
tomary discussion. Mr. English, however, 
solved my doubt and precipitated argument 
By a remark about ‘‘that faithful but eccen
tric auimaj, the mule.” This raised a cho
rus of remonstrances from the packers, who 
had been sorely tempted that day by mule 
eccentricities.

“Well.” said Mr. English. “I stick to my 
point. The mule is taithful. It you treat 
him well, he will treat you well. And as 
for knowingness, why, he's got more know- 
iegness than many in this here crowd.” 

“Yes, he has knowingness,’’ said John 
Courtis, the chief packer; “but he has got 
ugliness, too, bain'c he, English! Just 
answer that, English.”

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

“But a mule ain't a man,"1 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 man.”

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

“Why, a mule,” reluctantly admitted 
John Courtis.

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

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

“But the mule, as I before remarked, is 
truly faithful. I knowed a mule once that 
lielonged to Joe Childers. You remember 
Joe Childers, that come up here from Tuc- 
eon, Manwel ?”

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

“Well,” said Mr. English, “Joe Childers 
was murdered over by the sink of the Aniar- 
gosa, and if it hadn't been for the fidelity of 
his mule his murderers wouldn’t ne ver have 
been known. When first I knew Joe Chil
ders, he was up in Tuolomne neighborhood, 
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, 
lie kept a bar there for us boys, and one 
night he was a-sitting there, when up came 
a feller on horseback, leading a bronco 
mule.

“ ‘Which one of you gentlemen is Joe 
Childers?’he asked.

“ ‘That’s me,’ says Joe, rather surprised.
“ ‘I have brought you a letter from your 

late partner, Tom Egan,’ says this feilow, 
‘who, being low-spirited, through recent 
Lad Inek, iest shot himself.’

“Well, this news ketehed Joe mighty 
sadden, for he was a very affectionate man 
and sot a great deal by his partners. Hut 
pretty soon alter the messenger had rode 
away he read his partner's last letter to us 
leilows. It went like this:

“  ‘D e a r  J o e—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. TO31 EGAN.’

"And there stood the mule. It was one 
of them little, worthless-looking runts that 
are so tough that nothing can’t wear them 
out. 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 partner, 
and I'm bound to have it respected.’

“ ‘What’ll you call it, Joe,’ said one.
“Well, that set the boys to talking. Some 

was for General Scott, and some for Jenny 
Hind, and one fool suggested Columbia, 
w hich w a’n’t at all appropriate ; but Joe cut 
them all short.

•’’Geut'emen,' says lie, ‘this bronco is 
mine, and I expect to have the naming of 
it. This being so. 1 shall call it Busted, iu 
memory of the financial condition of mv 
late partner at the time of his death. And 
::ow let’s go into Manwel's and drink 
Husted's health.*

‘•Well, sir, it was Just astonishing to see 
i.o-.v attached he grew to that bronco. He 
never spoke cross to him and never‘seemed 
to get mad; and that mule, though lie had 
some low ways about him, set a great deal 
by Joe. Hut 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 
loe, if the truth was only known; for one 
day Manwel was feeling pretty ugly about 
something, aud Busted was standing there 
tn front of his store, and he began to swear 
fit him in Spanish. But, though it was in 
Spanish, it made Joe alltired mad.

“ ’Just look here, Manwel,’ said he, ‘none 
of your swearing at Busted. 1 won’t have 
it.’

“Well, Manwel got his hack Up at that, 
and drew a knife on Joe; but Joe was too 
quick foi him, and be did just give him the 
most well-heeled old thrashing that Vou 
ever see. After this Manwel was mighty 
pleasant, but I distrusted him. The Mexi. 
cans, with all their carajoinj and cut-amber, 
ing, are nothing to be frightened of if you 
meet them boldly: but they are treacherous 
as can he, and if they can hurt on the sly 
they will. Well, Joe afid T, we determined 
to go out over the Amargosa way prospect* 
ing. It was a wild goose chase anvwav, 
and we know it: but still wewent.'ilow 
we suffered! We got into a canon, and 
come to a place where there Was first a 
steep wallI of rock twer.'v feet high. We 
slid our animals down. I had a horso and 
Joe had Busted, and there we was. We 
Went along a little further and came to an
other precipice “0Ü feet high. Well, of 
course, we couldn’c do nothing w ith that, 
and so we just back ami climbed up again!
I t  took us a day to get over the mountain," 
and then we came down into another canon. 

■Sand and shale on every side. Our can
teens had given out and we had no water.
Two hours after, while we were next to 
dying with thirst, our tongues swollen so 
that we could hardly speak, my horse 
.give out, and there we were. Night was 

-coming 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
thing yet.'

“And Busted did. You could see that he 
was wanting water dreadfully; but he 
didn't seem wore out none, and just kept 
pegging slowly and slowly along, in a way 
that was just ridic’ious and nothing else.
V.VJ. we tied him to a tree, and then Joe 
. 1 1 f- Apt. In a little while after I shut 

as it seemed to me, though it must

lost. Busted has bit his rope in two and 
gone off, aud here we are.’ Well, I started 
up. If was just as he said. We couldn 
say nothing, it seemed so useless. W 
knowed we couldn’t have wen: back
again, and yet we knowed we’d got 
to. ‘If you must you’d better,’ has al
ways been my favorite motto. But then 
we was titty miles from water, and that 
water was alkali, and about as bail as none 
at all. And for two days we'd been dry 
VV eil, wo felt we d never see Busted again, 
ami we just sot and waited for the moon to 
rise and light us out. Ef it hadn’t been 
moonlight aud ef we hadn't waited we’d 
died sure. But its being a little cloudy saved 
us; for, as we was sitting there we beard 
steps, and there was Busted. He came up 
to ua arid smiled. Of cout se we was mighty 
glad aud mighty relieved to see him 
but we was puzzled by his onaceouut- 
abie behavior. He kept a kind of bucking 
around into us and braying, and at last we 
seethe reason. He kept trying to brush 
ag in us, and finally that canieea that hung 
on liis sadd.rt hit Joe's hand. ‘ English 
just yelled Joe, in his hoars«: and husky 
voice, * t;.u- cinteen'a wet.” And sure 
enough it was. That mule had smelt wate 
a:; 1 had «' me hack alterward: and, though 
i: couid.’.'t ti.l the cantee::, it bad stooped 
down and g it it* outside wet. We saw it 
ail in a io:; i‘e. ‘Weii, lead us out, good 
Busted, de ti- Busted,’ said Joe, patting bis 
neck and half hysterical. And that mule 
just went for water straight; and we follow
ed, you bet, sir. And he led us straight on 
to a spring, with Willow# and oanebrake 
grow ing around us. and nice bunch grass 
just a little way off. Oh! it was lovely. 
We stayed there all the next day and just 
swilled water; and then we started back 
Joe and I botli riding Busted.

“Well, we kept pretty quiet for some 
time. But .Joe he kept hearing people talk 
of Drylogel's discovering gold over there, 
you know; how Dryfogel went out aud 
found gold aud left his private mark there, 
and then came back, aud when be went 
out again couldn't find his mark tior noth
ing. Well, Joe, he didn’t know Dryfogel; 
hut be kept hearing and hearing about it, 
till he grew kind of crazy about it. And 
nothing would satisfy him but he must 
start out again. Well, I'd had enough of 
the Aaiargosa country and the Death 
Valley, and I didn't believe in the Dryfo
gel story. But Joe and me was sitting in 
Mauwel's store. ’Well,’ says Joe. ‘if 
nobody'll go with me, I'll go alone. Just 
give me Busted, and I’ll travel through 
this country from one end to the other. 
Aud I tell you what. I’m goiug over there 
to settle, bag and baggage. I've got $500 
in gold, that I'll put iu my belt, aud I’ll 
start alone, if it’s necessary.’ ’

“ ’I’ll go with you,’ said Manwell. sud
denly.

“ Well, Joe was in 'for it, and he'd have 
gone with auybodv rather than not have 
gone, and it ended in his starting ae he 
said. Well, as might have been expected, 
Joe never come back. But Manwel did. In 
less than a fortnight he was back again, 
with his hair all right; but he said he’d 
lost his hat. He couldn't stami the desert, 
he said; but he'd left Joe well and hearty 
and on the way across the Death Valley.

The story seemed 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 
months after this when Captain Herring 
came through with a pack train. And a 
precious buug-eyed old rascal he is, you 
know. Well, he filed along with his train 
and stopped to take dinner with us: and, 
as he tied up his train, who should I see 
but Busted. At first I couldn’t believe it, 
for I knew that Joe never would have parc
el! wiih him; but he brayed and recognized 
me wheu I come up. I didn’t say nothing 
to no one, but I drew Captain Herring out
side. ‘Cap,’ says I, ‘do you rniud put

na ve cü all of two hours, I woke up, with 
fiomt thing shaking me like mad. It was I 
Joe. ’ X)k here,’ said he, ‘English, we’re J

___ putting
that mule into my shed, and just keeping 
quiet about it ?’ Well, Cap, he was a little 
surprised, but he said yes. ‘Now, Cap,’ 
said I. ‘that mule belonged to Joe Childers, 
I am quite sure. Tell us where you found 
h’.ui !' Aud then Cap said it was over in 
the Dead Valley region. ’And what is cu
rious,’ said the Captain, ‘he had au old felt 
hat in his month, aud a flesh wound in one 
oi his buttocks, but no saddle nor nothing.’ 
‘Can you show me that hat !' says I. ‘No,’ 
says the Captain, ‘for I threw it away; but 
it was lor nil the world just like the one 
you're wearing.’ ‘Well,’ says I. ‘Joe never 
wore a hat like that. Look here. Cap, 
you’re going a trip up north, and will pass 
through here in a few days again. Just 
leave that there mule with " me, and 
let me investigate this thing.' So 
the Captain agreed, and let me keep 
Busted. No one had recognized him under 
his appnrejo, and I and my 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 indifferent like, ‘there was a mule 
mighty like Joe Childers’ Busted iu Captain 
Herring's train to-day.* Manwel started. 
‘Did it have a wound or scar on bis hip !' 
says he. ’Why, no,’ says I. ’Neither did 
Busted." And then I see he looked con
fused; but 1 kept quiet and said no more 
that night. But I talked it over with my 
partner that night, aud we reflected a great 
deal more about the circumstance of his 
having a hat in his mouth wheu Captain 
Herring found him. Finally we decided to 
let Busted loose, aud give him my hat and 
see what he'd do. We held the Lat before 
him next morning. He smelt of it; and final
ly. ot a 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 np and dropped the hat 
neat and square on his head. ‘What's all 
this V says Manwell, trying to look uncon
cerned. ’I'll just tell yen what it is,' says 
1, ‘I suspect that Joe Childers his been 
murdered, and I suspect that you doue it.' 
•Well,’ says Manwell, ’it's a lie. You al
ways hated me, English; hut to accuse me 
of murdering a man when you don't know- 
lie's dead, just lays a little over anything I 
over heard on.’ Well, it was inigh y fortu
nate ior us that Judge Perry happened to 
I s iu the crowd. He'd ridden over that 
morning before to Io#k at some mines, and, 
hearing some noise, he come up. ‘Gentle
men,* said lie, in his lawyerish sort of way, 
•1er us know the point at i**ue.‘ Well. I 
told him the v-Uole storv. and he listened 
very grave. ‘Gentlemen,’ said lie, ‘let us 
do this thing calm and proper. Assuming 
that the late Jlr. Childers is dead, was 
there any property which might offer au 
inducement to cupidity about him ! Iu 
other words, what did he bave worth steal
ing .” ‘Five hundreddol lars in gold,' says 
I, “n a belt.’ ‘The gold,’ says the judge, 
very impassive, ‘is net distinguishable "as 
the property of the late Mr. Childers. But 
the belt may be about, aud 1 would recom
mend a search for it. Stop, gentlemen ! 
Let us do this thing calm and deliberate. I 
Would appoint Jlessrs. Tom Shaw and Al
fred Kelly a committee of two to investi
gate and search for this licit iu Manwei's 
house.’

“Well, sir, they went in. Manwel looked 
fierce euudgh at us. We waited, jest hold
ing our hrearh; and in about fifteen minutes 

they come—and they had found it !
Oh ! the yell that went up ! It seemed jest 
to bust out of itself and split things. ‘Stop, 
gentlemen !' say# the Judge, still, cool and 
dignified. • The law gives every criminal 
the benefit ot a <ioul)t« Prisoner, do you 
confess your guilt, after this strong circum- 
stantial evidence!’ ‘No.’ snarled Manwel, 
•that> proves nothing.’ ‘Then, lellow-citi- 
zens, says the Judge, seeming to grow taller 
and stronger every minute, as he spoke.
‘let us trust to this poor dumb beast. He 
has shown singular sagacitv thus far, and 
he can help us stilL .Three of vou boys 
pack up, lake Manwel with vou, and 
lot the mule go. He'll lead us to 
where poor Joe Childers lavs, or I don’t 
know nothing of mules nor law neither. 
Pan out. boys, for I'm bound to 
see this thing" through.’ Manwel com
menced t> tremble, Tfie Judge was watch
ing him like a lion. I knowed he couldn't 
stand it long, and wondered that he held 
ont so long as he did. Kelly and me and 
the Judge packed up. and we started, 
ihen Manwel caved in. He told how he 
nail laid for Joe early and late, how he 
hated him. and how he killed Lim It was 
in the canon which J  ie a:;d 1 had tried to 
pass. Busted was feeding loose, Joe was 
asleep, and this mean coward stabbed him 
then aud there. Then the mule snatched 
Ins hat and got lie nred after him and hit 
him m the hip. Ha saddled and galloped 
full split. It wasn’t no use. Whether it 
was knowingn.-ss or ugliness that helped 
him, the mule hid and he oouldn’t find him.

_ Well, he finished, and the Judge was pale 
t waa I as death. e

1 “ ‘Prisoner,’ says he, ‘in ail my years on

the coast I have «ever known or heard of a 
mere sneakin’ murder. Is it the pleasure of 
this community that sentence should be 
passed upon him here and now? '

“ ‘Yes!’ we yelled, but onr 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 he found, shoot the cuss.’ 

•“ Never!’ yelled Manwel. ‘Not there! 
Oh! my God, not there !’ He slipped quick 
as lightning out of the hold of the men who 
were standmg by him. We see his knife 
flash in the air. He ran to the mule, curs
ing terribly, and stabbed it three times. It 
was dreadful to see him. He was like a 
maniac, and so was all of us, for that mat
ter. What more he'd have done I don’t 
know. I've always thought he meant to 
kill himself, bat he didn’t have time to, for 
with his last stab at Busted up went Alf 
Kelly’s revolver, and he feil dead. We 
buried him. and we ordered Warn out of 
that settlement I have been at many trials 
in my day. but never to one more impres 
sive than that one. Sometimes I dream of 
it even now. The dramatis personica of 
that affair are scattered now. Kelly is a 
leading railroad man in ’Frisco: the judge 
went to Congress, and now has got an 
Indian agency, which they say i# a pretty 
fat thing; and I made my pile" and lost it, 
and am down to a packer, a ith them over 
mv head who once i wouldn't have looked 
at.”

“And what became of the mule?” asked 
John Courtis.

“Oh ! Busted had wound# enough from 
that thief Manwel to kill fifty mules,” re
plied Mr. English. "We buried him in 
style, though. We had a regular high- 
toned old funeral over him. Smarty Jones, 
him as was shot in White Pine Hut, years 
ago, by the Vigilants, was mighty good at 
improvising them things; and, as long as us 
fellows couldn't bury poor Joe, we was 
bound to make it up on Busted. And now 
I'd like to know, it that mule wasn’t faith
ful. what you'd call faithful !”

And Sir. English poked the fire, which 
sent up a ruddy gleam and lit the group 
around it with a fitful flickering 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 rocky canon.—27«« Inde, 
pendent.

The Obituary Man Abroad.
The “Judge,” I. X. Peck, who recently 

applied to the office of the St. Louis Repub
lican for a situation as an obituary editor, 
appears to have started out in a tew field. 
His last letter is dated at Yazoo City, Mis
sissippi, October 1Ö, 1873, and tells its own 
story. It is a curious mixture of literature, 
agriculture, commerce and epitaph, as 
follows:

M r . E d it o r —Dear Sir—Ever rode in a 
stagecoach across the State ot Mississippi 
in a dry time? Don’t you do it! When 
your valuable aud interesting correspond
ent arrived at his present burial place, the 
dust on his robes was so thick as to make 
him forget his own name. I 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 they went to 
the chuich to be married.

Since my last epistle to you I have been 
scooting around the cotton regions, leotur- 

and trying to sell my (latent cotton- 
worm destroying machine." .Set it up in a 
field yesterday, and drew so many cater- 
piilars from adjoining plantations "to the 
spot I had to move into the next county: 
spoiled a gin-house and cotton press hall a 
mile away: drew the worm right out of the 
screw.

The Yazoo river runs by this city gener
ally. It is too weak and thin to ruu 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 
a dry place the crew lifted her "up by the 
shafts and trundled her over like a wheel
barrow.

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 out of cur
rency. he said, and had anly a certified 
heck for a hundred dollars; said if I would 

give him $25 iu greenbacks I could pay him 
the balance when I saw him at tùe ht. 
Charles in New Orleans. I will he sure to 
hunt him up when I get there, for I want 
to deal square with everybody.

Have been ruminating in a graveyard; 
e place where “Hamlet's rude 

lathers sleep,” always has a charm fo 
1 was obliged to request several of the vil
lage cows "to rise from their meditations, so 
that I could, read the sculptured marble. 
There were some mottoes that were new to 
me. and thought maybe you would ike 
them for your scrap book.

Thiâ one was nigh the gate as vou go in :

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 26, 1873.
The calipf ordered up his c»ox,
And scowling; with a  fearful look 

T h a t m-ant, we stand  no gammon— 
To-morrow, ju s t a t two,” he saui,

“  Hassan, our cook, will lose his h-ad .
Or serve us up a salmon.”

•* Great sire,” the  trem bling chef replied.
Lord of the  earth  aud all beside, 
iSun, moon and s tars and so on—

(Look in la th e n —»there you’ll ünd 
A ä s t of titles. Never mind,

I havens tim e to  go on.)

Great Sir«,” and so forth, tfcus he spake.
Your highness m ust intend a joke: *

It doeai t  stand  to reasou 
For one t# order salmon brought,
Unless that fish is »ometiines caught.

And aU$ is iu season.

"  Our luck of late  is shocking had;
In fact, the latest catch  we had 

(We k e jt the  m atter shady).
But, hauiiug in our nets, alack ?
We found no salmon, but a  sack o

That held your honored lady !’•

*• Allah is great r* the caliph 6ai»1;
*• My poor 2 lleika. you are dead,

1 once took in terest in you— *
** Perhaps,m y lord, you’d like to Trnow;

We cut t ie  lines and le t her go.”
“ Allah io praised ! ^Joatiaue.’*

** Tt Isn’t  b ird  one’s  hook fo bait.
And, squatting down to watch and wait.

To see die cork go under:
At last sinpose you've got your bite.
You tw it «a away with all your might—

You’ve Rooked a a  eel. by thunder !"’

The cahph p a tted  Hassan’s 
* 81a^e, tlitu  hast spoken well.” ho sa:d,

“ And won thy m aster’s favor;
Tes, sine* what happened t ’o ther o o ra  
The saimtu of the  Golden Horn 

Might have a  doubtful davo-a

•* T hat lastfem ark  about the  eel 
Has also justice; th a t we feel 
Unite to o ir satisfaction.
To morrov we dispense w ith fish.
And for tie  present, if you wioh.

You’ll k*-p your bulbous traction ."

“ T hanks! lan k s '" ’ the  grateful chef replied.
His nutrim t features showing wni»
The glean of arches dental;

“  To cut mv head oif wouldn’t pay,
1 find it me ful every dav.

As well is ornam ental

Brothers,! hope you will co t tail •
To see tlie rnorai of ray ta  e .

And kinliy to receive it.
Vou knowyour anniversary pi»»
i'.u st ha vein* c ru s t though hard and drv.

And sou* prefer to leave it.

How oft lefore these  youth were bora  
2’ve fished in fancy’s  golden lioin 

For what the muse might 6end me.
How ga.vl; then t cast th e  line,
When all he m orning sky  was mine.

And h o p  her dies would lend me.

.•jid now Iliear our despot s call.
And come like Hassan, to  th e  ball—

If th ere! a slave, l am oue—
My ba:t nc longer flies, hu t worms*
I re  cauglt—Lord bless me! how Le squirm s!

An eel, aid not a salmon!

Here lies interred, Pricilla Bird.
Who saug on earth  till sixtv-two,

Xfowup on high, above the sky,
Ncdoubt she sings like sixty, too.

I expect the following was over a printer:
The ‘imposing stone” above mv head.
Is 4 proof to  sou  th a t I am dearf;
•Tmpr.nf' *hesb words upon your mind,
A ‘ type” I am of all mankind:
I '  pressed through life, and d;cd too voting,
Saved a t tile spigot, but wasted a t the bung. 9

L’üiler the bi.j walnut tree in the far eo - 
ner, found thi::

“ Her*'* what rem ain! of William Jnne*.
H«: wasted away to nothin# out bon«',.

When he died.
W hen the trum pet sound* in thnnder ton“*.
Not beia:{ in lies'] ha must walk iu h;s ton« a.

Or e'.se hide."

Went to meeting in the country last Sun
day. Didn't ec|tiy the sermon much: 
couldn’t, for I sa; by a window and saw 
some irreverent voun# men at mischief, 
changing the wheels on the minister’s buggy, 
and putting the big hind wheels on the fore 
axie. so the seat rose up like a circus 
wagon. Then, again, one of the deacons 
üe*f me went to sleep with his head ba«;k: 
a honey bee flow iu and went on in explor
ing Wpedition np his nose: it took it for a 
red hollyhock; tuen I laughed out loud, but 
I saw the minister looking at m-, so I dapp
ed my hands and made believe I was Laupy 
under Lis sermon. ‘Twas naughtv, I know, 
tint there didn’t seem any other escapement. 
However, 1 put four bits iu the hat. 
and was rewarded for my zeal, as 
the brother who took np ‘the collec
tion invited me home to dinner with him. 
Glad I went, for he had eoveu lovely daugh
ters. all married but six. Opened my Pan
dora’s box of useful and entertaining knowl
edge, and having to talk to the chirpy 
maidens two at a time, the moments fiêw 
on such rapid wings that tea hour arrived 
before I got through describing the last 
style of bounds. After supper six boises 
drove up. with six beaux tor tLe six gals, 
aud I spent the evening in conversing with 
the old gentleman about how much corn to 
the acre, price ot 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 to 
think that 1 had better dry up, too.

________  I. X. PECK.

A Nioble Sacrifice.
Among the first who hastened to the re

lief of the Shreveport sufferers was a beau, 
tiful young lady of Philadelphia, who was 
willing to brave even the terror of death to 
give aid and comfort to the helpless victims 
of a terrible scourge. She was Agnes, the 
daughter of a United States naval officer 
deceased, and was adopted by S. ami Agnes 
Arnold, of Philadelphia, when scarce!*- 
three years old. At Shreveport her noble 
bravery aqd devotion gained for her the 
title of Angel Agnes. One night, while 
walking with a siefe child in her arm*, she 
fell down a stairway and fractured her 
spine, and died in great agonv. Only a few 
days prwioua her intended husband, who 
had followed her to Shreveport, «tied wit j 
the fever. Both boiijes will be brought to 
Philadelphia for burial.—Acte Yor’t

There is a limiter in Kentucky who, 
though the toughest and healthiest man .n 
the mountains, goes contrary to all of Hall's 
rules of health. He starts out oil his trmui* 
early in the morning, without breakfist, 
goes all day without anything to eat, and 
at night, just before going to bed, eats a 
most tremendous supper. He never ex. 
ceeds one meal a day, and thi* he takes the 
last thing at night. He eats largely of the 
deer or other game he haa killed.

T a x a to a  o f  C h u rcb  P ro p e r ty .

The following paper was read by James 
Parton at tie recent meeting of the Free 
Religious Association in New York:

Taxing ec’.lesiastical property is the sub
ject proposel lor consideration at the pres
ent time. ̂  Ii this Stat-q and, I believe, in 
most of the States of the Union, churches, 
colleges, selools, museums, libraries, hos
pitals. fire mginehouses, cemeteries, chari
table instituions generally, and the lands 
of agricultural societies, are exempt from 
taxation. Iain opposed to all exemptions. 
Whatever property the State protects 
ought, I tbirk, to contribute its proportion 
to the Stan’* support. But it is church 
property will which we are to occupy our
selves this evening, a kind of property 
which nowhere in the world contributes 
aught to tie support of the government 
that protect: it. America is the land of ex
periment ant audacity. It is right and be
coming that here, for the first time, the 
proposition siould be deliberately discussed, 
to discontiuie this exemption. And let no 
one suppose that this measure is advo
cated here in a spirit of hostility to 
churches. A large proportion of the virtu
ous peo(il<*xi: Christendom, and certainly a 
very large proportion of ail the persons" to 
whom I Lav« been most warmly attached 
in the courseof my life, have been members 
or frequentcBof churches. I know the im
portance of the part which churches plavin 
our modern vorld. and how much solace, 
admonition, elevation aud entertainment 
they afiord o multitudes of most worthy 

ur j people in ecery land. But you do no"t 
j strengthen ai institution by pauperizing it, 
j and you do nn strengthen it by making it a 
j fractional pa’t of a jiauper. even to the ex- 
I tent c * reliev.ng it of its taxes. An institu- 
f non exemptfroia taxation may be a very 

good fungus,but it come* short of being a 
living brand. Taxing ecclesiastical prop
erty, so far from being an injury to the 
church, ahoud beoueof those just, wise and 
timely measires which benent everybody 
and hurt niiody. It would send the sap 
circulating hrough torpid members, it 
would extinjuisk some feeble life, but it 
would streu,then and vivify the fittest, 
which wouil survive. Anil this, I am 
informed, i? the opinion of some of the 
most mdueitia! members of the late 
Evangelical Alliance. Consider the state 
of- things now existing in any rep 
resenta’ive country town ot . the 
United Siat-s. Let me select one 
New Eng'.ati of lt'.OOO or 15.000 inhabit
ants, and erleavor to see how a fair taxa
tion of t he ciurches would work in prac
tice. In this own are seventeen Protestant 
churches straggling for life. The moral and 
benevolent activity of the place—that 
n«)blest part f human toil which is dedi
cated to the encrai good, or to some object 
in which otiers share beside ourselves— 
this most preious overplus of human ener
gy, s-rictly imite«! a* it is in amount, is 
ehiedy expenled in keeping the breath of 
life in these sventeen feeble organizations 
For tij* thr- fulies sew. contrive, beg, cook 
fi'ng, hold fais, give «-t.tertaintnents, get u; 
picnics, drnt; for the Sunday school and 
move heavenand earth. For this seventeen 
anxious clersymen toil, scheme and wear 
out their sont. For this seventeen sextons 
pull the awfu beli, making the day hideous 
with horrid ioi*e. This strain upon the 
best activity of the place is "due to 
the simple f.ct that one half of these 
churches are superfluous. On a certain 
Sunday, som; _ months ago, a fine day in 
winter, it wa,determined by actual count 
that the wkol number of persons attend
ing these chut lies during the day. includ
ing the two ervices, was 28*H). the «utire 
church-going population would be hand
somely accouuodated in one-half the ex
isting edifice. Why, then, do they no* 
unite ! It is because none of them can 
quite snceeedin dying. While there is life 
there is hope. They hold on. and will hohl 
on, as long i> it is possible for the annual 
expense to hauet. Th« law of the survi
val of the fittst hungers for the extinction 
of half of then; but that benefit law is 
balked and rustrated by the exemption 
lrom taxatio. Taat blessed bankruptcy 
which Mr. (irlyle so justly extols as na
ture's reinedyfpr superfluous and misman
aged activitie. hangs over them, threaten
ing but_ powrless. because they do not 
have to bear teir just share of the public 
burdens.

Macbeth wa rationally alarmed when ob
serving that Janqno. though hi# brains 
were out, woud not die. It was a dreadful 
thing, indeed. Nothing is more necessary 
for the genera good than that institutions 
should die whu they have not life enough 
to live. In fie midst of these seventeen 
weak and strugîin» organizations, there is 
one which is aioun.ling in life, vigor, enter. 
nriee aud reolution—the Homan Catholic 
Church, usual» the largest and handsomest 
in the town, ad the only one which has a 
lull eongregaton. Nay, it accommodates 
seven eongreg,trions on each Sunday. From 

:n the moiling until eight in the even, 
ing i; is alwars occupied, oft«-r crowded, 
and once cranned. On that Sunday when 
fS/fib personalere counted in the teven- 
’.ecu Protestai!churches, in ‘Lis one Cath
ode church th» number was !sOö. And of 
of whom ar: these congregations com
posed ’ They are composed chief! 
the only ciases in the United 
that can spro one-half of their 
»•urne—domest; servants anil opera 
'u cotton mills And tin y do sp»(*one half.
A» a class, the, spend their largi^urpius in 
two ways: Fût, in extending the Catholic 
Church in Aueric«; second, in bringing 
over to Ameria more Catholics. Hence 
fhe rapid grotth of the Catholic Church 
and Catholic institutions in the United

States. In the manufacturing cities of 
New England, they add church to church, 
edifiee to edifice, field to field. To-day a 
monastery is began; now it is a nunnery: 
next year a new house for the priest; and 
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, 
witn room enough, sometimes, tor centuries 
of growth. The seventeen Protestant 
churches look on and shake their heads, 
and growl, and forbode evil in the 
future; but while they are doing so the 
priests keep on quietly converting servant 
girls’ pennies and dollars into well situated 
lots and solid masonry. Already in some of 
our cities the property belonging to the 
Catholic Church is immense. In St. Louis 
it is computed at twenty millions, and in 
New York, say within ten miles of the City 
Hall, I should suppose their property would 
be valued by just tax commissioners at not 
less than e'ghtv millins. Far be it from me 
to blame the Catholics for pushing the in 
terests-of their church with so much enter
prise, energy and tact. Their conduct is 
just what their belief demands of them. 
They could not he good Catholics if they 
did not regard the spread of the Catholic 
Church as the chief interest of man. But 
the question for us to consider—for us who 
are American citizens first, and everything 
else second—is, whether it is best, and sate 
and right that they should go on thus ab
sorbing the property of the country. Look 
abroad. la Sicily, Italy, Spain, Mexico, 
Pern—in most Catholic countries—wher
ever you see an edifice or groups of edifices 
that overwhelms the mind with wonder 
either for its magnitude cr its magnificenoe, 
you may be sure that it is ecclesiastical. 
The people—man, sacred man, to us the 
most sacred object in the universe—grovels 
in huts anil wallows in dirt, in order that

have a perfect right to build this elegant 
and costly church if they can afford it, and 
if it accords with the principles of their 
religion, of which they alone are to be the 
judges; I merely wish to remark that 
churches of this character may fairly be 
classed as luxuries; and as such are pecu
liarly adapted to taxation. Many good 
Christians deeply lament the expenditure 
of so much money upon edifices which 
minister to the desires of_ so few, and 
to those few during only ’ a few boars 
in every week But I tell those lament
ing Christians that the only way to keep 
within bounds the erection of these 
costly cliHrches, is to subject them to just 
and equal taxation. The Tribune tells us 
that our Episcopal brethren are about to 
erect 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 Ins 
surplus income ior two years. AmoDg the 
subscriptions already received are two iff 
$100,000 each. I would put it to the justice 
of the American people, and I would submit 
it to the heavy laden tax payers of New 
York, if it is fair to the laboring men ot this 
city to exempt such an edifice as that from 
taxation. If it is to be exempt from the 
charge of suj porting the government, then 
the government ougiit to be exempt from 
the charge of protecting it. There is a par
ticular reason why this subject should be 
considered now. Every century has 

pet virtue; ours is benevolence. 
The works of the 
appeal so powerfully

M ÏSTKRY.

W ander if  cak  and maple 
W illow and  elm and all'

Are » tirred a t  h e a rt by the 
^  Of the day th e ir  leave. muat A ?
Do they  th ink  o f the  yellow w hiS£
_ O r  know of th e  crim*oa«nrav 
T h at shall be when chill 

Bear« aU th e ir  leaye«aw ajt V

Perhaps—beside th e  water 
The Wille w bend», serene

‘ i . ' î j i W f f i ï S , * ’ * ' “

“ »Pie and elm are b ln ih iL  
The blush of a child asleep. *

‘ If dia we m ust,” the  leaflet«
Seem one by one to »ay 

“ We will w ear th e  colora of 
Until we pass away.

Ho eyes «hall see us fa lter 
And before we lay it  dewn ”

We’ll wear, In the  sight of ail 
The y ear s most kfndly c Â  eânl>.

So. tree s  of th e  s ta te ly  fores«
And trees by the trodden wàv 

You are kindlin* into glory 
This soft au tum nal oay.

And we who gaze remember 
That more th an  all they lost 

To hearts  and trees togetfce* ’
May c .me through th e  ripeuing from

“ Ingrowing Toe Noil«.»'
Sometimes, m consequence of a 

shoe, the flesh of the side of the nail 0{ ». 
great toe is pressed against the iide J !  
and upper angle or corner of the 1

tight

philanthropists I Now, Sir Astley Cooper. observed ^
--. - ».t0 heart I truly- that in consequence of this or,™ ^and so kindle the imagination that it is easy corner«f

forus to attach an exaggerated value to 
them. In truth, no virtue more needs in* 
structiag, restraining and guiding than be
nevolence. If I may trust my own very 
limited observation of life, I should say 
that, generally, a very benevolent charac
ter is a weak character. A weak character

the nail being a little overlapped by" 
fleshy prominenee, the scissors, in catffi‘ 
the nail, are prevented from goin» J  
enough to cut this part of the nail «T 
pletely, so that the angle projects inashap

the inanimate God whom he adort-s may 1 ter is a weak char Jeter. A weak character I little point, which irritates the flesh 
dwell in lofty temples, and glisten with is usually extremely sensitive to the aopro- I against it and finalir p™m«4
beautiful gems. It is a sorry sight ’fore bation of others, runs readily to vkiiity S  ^  1  ^ M “P«®!
God, a sorry sight ! May this portion ot r and an ignoble lust of glory, and in its ex- I lnto . ® ° ‘ ôe-
America never witness it. At the begin- j treme development is not far from madness. I This is further accomplished by the nm 
ning of the French revolution, which was I The strong are just. And justice is a far sure from above on the arch nf h 
the most beneficent explosion that history rarer, nobler, higher, more difficult thing whi«!, *.«» . a » lueMil,
records, two acres out of every five iu all than benevolence. But benevolence being ’ ° n* nattened and straightened,
France belonged to the ohorch. And the | the popular virtue ot the century, there is | D^oMsanly causes the sides to be

a general propensity to win its easy and 
lavish honors. Hard old money-makers, 
after a long life of hard dealing, amuse a 
dreary, childless, friendless, loveless eld 
age, by founding institutions, of which we 
hate too many already, and consigning 
masses of iil-gotten property to the spolia

church was so 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
stitutions and secularized their property,

out.

that is, stopped exempting it from tax
ation. Now, there are but two con-

The tiesh, therefore, irritated and in 
tamed, swells, reddens and ulcerates, and 
there is a thin fœtid discharge from the cor
ner of the nail. Standing or walking is «  
tremely painful, and the pressure of i

tion and mismanagement of ti ustees. | scarnt.lv in mu-”, x. « - ”"w
A just taxation of these institution will “ aroe^  t0 be borne' The whole foot, when. . . . .  I t  h a  m w i t a t i  i t n  U : «

from the necessity of a Henry VIII. ora 
French revolution. One is bv destroying 
popular faith in the fictions upon which the 
external part of the Catholic system rests. 
But this will be a slow process. It can 
only result from the gradual advance of

being. * . . .  I onychia simplex.
America has been the paradise of dead f a___.■___ ,

heads. Perhaps ail good dead heads in -Sometimes only one side is affected. If 
other lands, when they have died, have 80> if *9 generally the outside. At other 
come to America; and' we know for a cer- times both sides of the nail, and in

without going through the ceremonytainty that many have been translated here j instances both great toes, suffer frorn^

d“ nUv6lndk c o u r ^ f  * aÄ  Ä S  dying. DeadheaUiSm'’in the United States Painful disease’ * led to opine that be-y. . COJTÄge. And it Will oe the I L jg hppn a. Da.naA >kf nrûlo.ant>na<1 rlamnoalisa. I fllH Afl lnnal nanaua » 1 »•»« J -  - _ ,
more tuow 
Protestants
grosser jand .ess picturesque or tnese nc- | Congress used to lie about everywhere, and upon a geflfie- 

man who was paralytic of the whole side 
of the body and of speech, who had onychia 
simplex in both grestf toee.

To make this more forcible I was called

eA æt
Spoi. iJow o bottoL. Let .1] the prop™* J f“ ,  “ 4 “ Ä Ä  “ t h™pP. S
iust^proDonUn1 to* PiiJ Uf8 But ot iate we have be”a making an effort , -----
CathoL^s themselves if the^ trill stuifv the t0 chaDse aH tbK  The late Horac‘e ° reeleY t0 the bedside ot a -V0UI1« IadT September
P ...,'cïl‘Ä S i « '  S W  &  S ?  °“  .ïh eÏÏ  fir1,tr!.0e ! l ' ‘“ |!“ ’ .aif *"S  ^  “ ?• “  “  » » • «  - * • > *  o d .
measure, because it would supply the great I manifestations goinrsotaras S  Putdown paraPle«la’ cataleptic attacks, and
i n 1 Td " S l " r  fou^ents°Tvery ^ b e e n  abl. to wear ashoefor 
churchghas only one se Â d e fe c ï- th e re  Sw/offiS6 T  th0c<mnt£r hi,’ tW° *TeaM and a half’ eti11 she onychia
is ho provision in it against its exces- I ottere,iffihL  I nmplex of the n 8ht 2reat toe nail at the
c ^ s ^ r t i r ^ o u t h ^ f ^ Z t ^ i n S  1 of n 0rk he refused i t ' and denounced, with «“»«'de- 1 only mention this fact as an evi
South America suÂ w arm foffiesT asticï f*“ * Ï  lD3nlEcirnt nUtrition iä
such masses of ecclesiastical property, that f 'k fn « ?  f m>rtb ?.*r tlmeS conducive to the disease that we have
Catholics themselves, devout and faithful v fw L /is '  " ‘‘ f  has bee?, abolished. "
Catholics, are among the foremost in urging ^  u w - n ,f d U° m°re' * K6 .8tatl0E" 
a reduction of the ecclesiastical order! T jf^ h r« e  «  ?  a reminiscence.Tl.flro w »nitrnnp in.t o«.i ---------- 1 üesf three gieat measures of reform suffice

to redeem .whatever errors of judgment the 
last Congress may have committed. The

There is only one just and sure mode of 
proceeding iu this matter. It is to add 
every portion of the Church's estate to the 
tax list. A large portion of what religion 
includes may be fairly classed under the 
head of luxury, and who will deny that 
luxuries are lair objects of taxation ! In 
riiigion, as in common life, there is the 
bread and meat, aud there is also the turtle

tree passes. Conductors of newspapers no 
longer quarter members of their staff upon 
hotels. Tim tree list is everywhere andin 
everything struggling to get suspended. It 

and the champagne; there is the poor man's I Ä “  üur «tatute books the
fustian and the rich ladv’s velvet Cor e.n“re catalogue of exemptions from taxa , “A . ” iauy s vtnei. Loc- rmn_ nn,i — ,r .

been considering.
Onychia simplex is not a disease that gets 

well without the assistance of the surgeon; 
it usually progresses from bad to worse, the

U iav u a v o  UtmiULULUîU. iO*i I nm nllin»* +1 * 1
railroad corporations are making a vigorous 8weiilDo 01 tne tQe becomes very great so 
effort to break up the fraudulent system of | much so, that Dupuytren treated a case of

it for a long time for gout, a mistake, how 
ever, scarcely credible.

The more the flesh swells the greater be
comes the pressure on the too nail, the

aider our Trinity church, for example, so 
i)leasing an object to us all, at the head of 
'Vail street. A few years ago the attend
ance at this costly temple on Sunday was eo 
small that you might have safely tried Car
lyles experiment—fire a pistol across the 
church, in at one window and out at an
other. without much danger of hitting a 
Christian. Oi Iate years, on the contrary, 
it is often well attended and sometimes 
crowded. I once asked the clergyman in 
charge of the church, the late lamented Dr. 
Vinton—a genial soul—what he thought 
wa# the reason of this remarkable m-

tion, and to adopt it as an inviolable princi- deeper and more extensive the ulceration.
pie that whatever property thë"State‘pro- | w T is '^ 011 fUnÂ°id *raaulationâ are **“
tects shall contribute its quota to the State's 
support, or. it the churches and institutions 
prefer it—no taxation, no protection.

B o u u i e . ”
There are but rery few of our readers who 

will know what the name of “Bouttie” 
mean*. There is oue, however, who knows 
no word in the language more sweet and 
suggestive. But perhaps it would be better
to explain, \esterday morning we made, . . ________ _ .....
an appeal to our readers iu behalf of the ti“d the irritation and its consequence lee-

It you see this disease early, when the 
upper end ot the side of the nail is alone 
engaged, you may readily stop it bv poul
ticing it simply with bread and water, at 
the same time insinuating a srnaii shreiiof 
lint under the angle anil side ot tha nail, 
and between it and the flesh: after it is 
fixed in wet the lint with a solution of ni- 
trat« of silver, one drachm to the ounce, 
and if the lint remains in it need not be re
moved tor torty-eight hours. You will then

crease in the congregation. His robust sufferers in Memphis an-i Shreveport, and ened> and renewiug the application see 
and honest answer was this : ’̂ The | dunng^the livelon» day but one man spoke | eral the disease will be cured, and to

highly trained men and boys to sin 
orchestra of stringed and wind instruments, 
a beautiful chime of bells, aud several cler- 
gyiiion train-:«! to chant the service in har
mony with the music. I suppose the entire 
performance can not cost less than $1000 a 
•Sunday. I have eujoyed it once or twice 
very much, an«! I always recommend friends 
visiting the city by no means to overlook 
this interesting lion. Nay, more. I honor 
the principle of employing the line arts iu 
the most elevated act of the humafi mind. 
If it devolved upon me to create a church, 
its services should be in part the most mag
nificent exhibition of all that man has ever 
accomplished in the way of architecture, 
jiaimiug. sculpture, p«oetry aud eloquence, 
for one ot my main objects should lie t.i 
exalt aud glorify man. But never would I 
cripple and degrade iny church by putting 
it on the free list, by throwing any part of 
the buriîeu of supporting it upou fellow- 
citizens who cherish perhaps the most op
posite ideas, who would hold iu contempt 
or aversion u!I the splendors of my temple, 
preferring plain benches, walls un.tdoria.-i. 
and merry tamp meeting hymns.

Now, iu the way of music, the greatest 
benefactors tin: peojde of the Unite«! States 
bave over known, next to the great Euro 
peau composers, are sueh men as Theodore 
inomas. Max Maretzek, Carl Zerrahn, and 
others of their class. They do more in anv 
week of their live# to promote among us a 
love ot good music than Trinity church has 
ever aci omplished during the whole period 
of its existence; and this they have done in 
the most legitimate and honorable way. as 
their chosen mode ot earning their liveli
hood. But 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 shouhi be 
exempt, it should not be the clergy and or
chestra of Trinity church, the servants of a 
rich corporation, but Thomas, Maretzek 
and Zerrahn. who minister to the enjoy 
inenttnd elevate the taste of millions of 
their fellow-citizens every year. How 
heavily rest# the burden of life upon the 
shoulders, aud upon the heart, too, of an 
average citizen and virtuous father of a 
family .' For ten years he toils anil saves, 
denying hirnselt many alluring enjoyments 
in order that he may make a first payment 
upon a modest home fur those he loves. 
Then he works and saves for another five 
years to pay off the mortgage. When all 
is done, when he is at last the«j>roud pos 
sessor 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 
little hanse in which I have lived tor the 
last fifteen years I »hall have to pay a tax 
upon in fifteen days of about $220. It was 
about that las; year, and in New York revo
lutions never go backward. But right be. 
Pire my eye.*, as I used to come down the 
step«, rises a lofty and luxurious edifice, the 
property ot a few rich men, which they 
omy care to Use four hours a week. It i*s 
worth, I suppose, $500,000; and if it were 
tairiy taxed it would place in Mr. Green's 
treasury jn the course of next month hot 
lesa than $10.000, But it will not pav 
him one dollar, because it has two 

„ ef j steeple» up#n it, and is named in honor 
•State# ; *•* the patron saint of England, Who slew 
ir ..in* [he dntgon. But tnark, if  a  mob should 

burn it, the tax-payers of New York would 
oe expected to pay every dollar of the dam
age. At this moment a number of verv 
worthy gentlemen, who stand justly high 
in this community, are building in the Fifth 
avenue an edifice tor their Sunday edifica
tion which is to cost about $800,000. The 
i» 4  »lone çoat $350,000, These gentlemen

stricken in the yellow fever districts, and I Projecting point at the angle. Put most nar- 
we retained our respect for their well ricularly against rounding offthe the angle, 
known chanty by believing that they were wh,c“ allows the flesh to be p-e*sed over it 
at worx ^quietly, rabbi and priest, preacher j more «adily. J. T. NEWMAN, Al.D.
anil teacher. But while we were thinkin^ 
it over we received the lollqwing note, with 
two gold coins inclosed
To the Editor of the Enquirer 

In the name of my sweet üttîo girl, now 
a bright angel in heaven, I send you $: 
gold lor the suflererâ in Shreveport. I took 
it from some precious little relics that were 
uers, but if it helps to relieve some little 
•lariing. dear to her mother as mine was to 
me, tu-t receipt will be prized more than 
tne money by BOU fTIE’S MOTHER,

Columbus, October 6, 1873.
The above, with the money, wa* ail • no 

otuer name, but tin? name would have done 
u* 110 ffood, ami there was no curiosity at 
toe moment to raise the veil. We knew 
one thing, we could not have asked in our 
usual voi--» without showing that the words 
ot "Bouttie s mother” had brought our 
heart very near to our eyes. And now, as 
we read it over if again, it brings up pic 
tuees tuat we can fe«d better than describe,

- A mother, whose noble lieart was wrung by 
tm: story of the suffering of other mothers 

, **?!{ living little ones, aud littie ones with 
dead mothers, v.’as moved to make some 
sacrifice to save them. 8ke saw the suffer
ing of the children iu the plauge-stncken 
cities, and looking into her heart of hearts 
where it i# enshrined in that holy of holies— 
a mother’s affection—she saw'the face of 
’’Bouttie,” bright and beautiful, as she 
knew it in days gone past ; for the child 
in her heart never, never died; never 
sickened and failed and passed away; but 
the moment the eyes were closed in death, 
the image in the heart quickened into life 
nourished eu a stricken mother's heart-’ 
throbs, and it will grow stron-zer till the 
heart ot the mother is stilled, anil she 
stands again by Bouttie, as if neither had 
died. Thu* thinking, she resolved to help 
tee little one.*, and to save them from the 
Horoil of the plague. The mother remem
bered, how could she forget what she saw 
so often, “some precious little relics that 
were Bouttie'#,'' and she looked them over. 
The little playthings, precious for the 
very wear of them, the child's tiny jewels, 
perhaps a pair of toe-worn shoes, and a 
few books with bright colored pictures, 
and loaves wofully dog-eared and the 
margins marked with the impress ot little 
fingers: but ob ! they were dearer to her 
than the diamonds of Persia's potentate, 
and she kissed them, and for the hun
dredth  ̂ time moistened them with a 
mother s tears. Among the relics were the 
two gold coins, given the child for its little 
bank long ago perhaps, but the gold had 
lost its value as a coin, and Was only pre
cious because it hail 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; she saw them, not with loved ones 
watching every breath and counting every 
pulse, w hile every human agency wassnm- 
laoned to save them, as it was with her lit 
tie one but famishing for food, ’mid scones 
of squalor with parents dying or dead, and 
tae gold that wealtu could not buy was 
taken from among the relics to minister to 
want. -IV e shall treasure the letter for our
selves—it has touched our heart—and the 
com shall go to Shreveport. Throughout 
the land good people are moving to aid 
Memphis aad Shreveport, but in ali the do- 
na-'ons there will be none so precious as 
that sent from the “relics” of an angel by 

Bouttie a mother,”—Columbus (Go.) En- 
•{Hirer, 1 '

T h e  P o p e ’s  W a r d r o b e «
A fine Brewster is sending some sparkling 

Tetters from Rome to the Philadelphia BnL 
letm. In her last she furnishes toe follow
ing information, which will be iutaresuog 
to many readers:

Before closing I will give von tîie<vsuine 
of a pleasant talk I had the other tuorning 
with a friend upon “clothes.'’ But don't 
prick up your ears too quickly, and tiiink 1 
am about to give you any precious news 
from Mangas or Woerth. ' No: the tadiious 
I shall describe are nearly two thousand 
years old—the costnuie of his holiness the 
Pope: tor it is supposed the papa« robes are 
very like t hose worn by a Roman Senator 
when St Peter visited the Honorable Pu- 
dens m Rome, with the moditioarioii* that 
would naturally take place in all these cen
turies. A Roman journal informed u* a 
fortnight ago that his holiness must he bet 
i**!? iea^b as he had ordered his winter 

clothes. Apropos to this, a ladv «rave n.e 
some interesting information "upon the 
Pope s wardrobe, whieb I think I mar re
peat in print, without being indiscreet or 
counted as tailing in reverence and respect.

f he Pope s constant daily dress is a Linz 
white soutane, made of a special kind cf. 
white cloth, very soft and tiuc, and without 
Metre. I had one ot the.ee in my haii'ls. 

its texture to the touch resembles verv lin̂ # 
delicate peau de Buede. The winter ones 
are, of course, heavier than tho*e tor sum
mer, though ot the same stuff. These 
soutanes are made with a pelerin or small, 
round cape, aud they reach to the fee« 
ifie sleeves are loose, lined with sill», and 
turned back as a cuff at the wrist. Each 

abont $80. His holiness uses five 
ot them in a year, on account of their being 
soiled by snuff which he takes iu large 
quant*ties» for hygienic reasons. Thevare 
white, and the snuff, of course, drops en 
tfie fronts and soon spots them. The Pope 
is eieanhness itself; unlike most Italians.

k 1D?m8 18 next 10 godliness” with hiiu, 
and he will not wear a soiled garment.

Besides these soutanes he wears a large 
round crimson cloth mantle; this is a ver»

, d8ome article of dress an.i cost 
lh ? Pope’s tailor is Raffaels Giomin. 

la Lesarini, No. 62. His shoemaker lives n> 
via Govern« Vecchio; I forget his name.

ii j  *lair «hoes, or mules, as they are 
called, costs from $25 to $30 ; they are also 
of red cloth ; are bordered with gold, ami a 
cross is embroidered, en basse, or high relist, 
on the front in gold. His holiness uses six 
Jairs a year. In summer and autumn the 
Pope wears very line cotton stockings; in 
winter his stockings are of cotton and silk, 
spun 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 made ex
pressly for the use of his holiness.

The friend who gave me- the above infor
mation dons one of the Pope's cast off dr«-.-“ 
ing gowns. It is of soft gray French flan
nel, the same shape and make as the soutane 
It is almost fresh—only a little soüed in tue 
front. She has also a pair of mults. They 
are only a little tarnished, and very pretty- 
After sfie had finished her account, and had 
displayed the roba, she opened a handsome 
little gold box, which contame«! some of the 
Pope’s hair—a short flake of soft, snowy 
white hair ! This she shared with me, but 
I, ungrateful creature that I am, felt at 
heart only half the gratitude and thanks I . 
expressed, for I, graapingly but silently, 
wished to go halves with the clothing


