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two travelers,
W goger's my dog—coime

the gentlemen—min
Ju()-;l:‘r'“lin table—look eut for t
The rogue 18 growivg a little old;
Pive years we've tramped t

weather,

1 doors when niglts were cold,
“A‘n:hlu :zd 'drlh.—llld star ved—together.

We've learned what eomfort 18, I tell vou;
A bed on the floor. & bit of rosin, :
A fire to thaw our thumbs (poor fellow !
The paw he hul;h up ‘::ildkl: been frozen),
of catgut fer my -
"(':Il'll'uy- unl-dc‘mr business is bad for luuxxjp);
Then & few nice buckwheats hot 1501:4 the gr
Aud Roger a.d I set up for Kings!

ank ye, sir—I never drink;
) “Itr and 1 are exceedingly moral—
See him wink!
iing hot tlun—;'(‘-“w;yu ldq‘n.n—e],
, too—see him ne I8 hea

"?d:'rd:ly sir, that de gs can't talk!
He understands every word that's said— P

And he kuows good mwilk from water and chalk.

Aren't we, Roger?
Well, somet

th is, sir, now I retiect,

T’l"';:-r:een s0 sudly given 1o grog,
1 wonder I've not lost the respect

Here's to you, sir), even of my
But he aticks by, through t

And this old coat, with its empt
that smel! of tobacco an
llow while he hus eyes in ki

And rs,
Be'ls

't another creature living
ﬂ"’:’ul’r d:: it, and prove, through every disaster,
#o foud, so fuithiful and so forgiving
To such & miserable, thankless master.
Wo, sir—see him wag his tail and griu;
By George! it makes mv old eyes wister;

That ie, there’s something
That ehokcs a fellow.

We'll bave some musie, if you're willing,

And Roger (bem! what s plague a cough is, six)
Start, i

Staud straight! 'Bout facel Salute your officer!
Put up that paw! Dress! Take your rifle!

(Some dogs have arms, you see.) Now hold your
c? while the gentleman gives s trifie

'o ald a poor old patriot seldier.

Shall march a little.

March! Halt! Now show how the rebel shakes
da up to hear lis sentence.
Now tell us bow many drams it takes
To hovor & jolly new scquaintance,
Five yelps that's ive—he's mighty knowing.
The wght's before us, fill the glassce—
Quick, sir! I'm ill—my brain is going—
Bome brandy—thank you—there—it passes.

hen be stan

not reform | That's easily said;
w::; I've gone through such wretched treatment,
times forgetting the tuste of bread.
And scarce remembering what mea
That wy poor stomsch’s past reform
And there are times when mad
¥'d sell out heaven for something warm
To peep & hormble inward sinking.

1a there a way, ¢ir, to forget to think?

', BiT. h"mf’ lor.tune friends,
A dear gitl's love—but I took to
The -rme old story; you know how 1t ends.
If you could have seen these classic features—
You needn’t Inngh, sir; they were not then
Such a burning libel on God’s creatures;

1 was one of your handsome mewn,

Al your age,

Hf youn bad seen ek, 6o fair and young,
hose head was happy en this breas!

If you could have heard the souge I sun,
When the wine went round you wouldn't have

L3
‘That ever I, sir, should be straying
From doer to deor, with fiddle aud dog,
ed and penniless, and playing
'0 you 1o-uight for » glass of grog.

#he's married since—a pareon's wife;
"T'was betier for her thet we should part—
Better the sobeiest, prosiest life
Than » blssted home and a broken heart.
I have seen ber ! Once; I was weak snd spent
On the dusty roac; a carrisge stopped;
But little she dreamed as on she went,
Who kissed the coin that her fingers dropped !

You've set me talking; sir; I'm sorry:
1t makes me wild to think of the change!
beggar's story !
In it smusing? You find it strange!
1 had & mother 5o proud of me!
'Twas well for her she died before—do you know
if the happy spirits in heaven can see
wretchedness here below?

What do you care for a

The ruin an

Another glaes. and strong, to deaden
This puin; then Roger and T will start.
I wonder Las he such a lum
Aching thing in place of a
He in sad sometimes, and would weep, if he conld,
No doubt, rémembering thiugs that were—
A virtucus kennel, with plenty of food,
And himself a sober, respectable cur.

T'm better now; that glass was warming.
You rascal, mber your lozy feer!
‘We must be fiddling and perfermin
For supper and bed, or starve in the street,
Not a very gay life to lead, you think?
But sven shall vr:'ﬁo where lodgings are free,
neither victusis nor drink;
The sooner the better for Roger and me !
| _——

A TALE OF THE FEVER.

There was a great excitement in our little
household when Robert came home one
evening and announced that Cousin Max
was coming to visit us. We girls had pever
seen him, but Kobert and he had spent a
year together on the continent, when our
tather was alive and money was plentiful
with us. Since then our German cousin’s
name bhad been almost a household word

And the sleepers n

with us.

aunt snd her
Was quite young.
' knew.

i silenced by Claire an

Sometimes I

80 my |
laugh.

my secret faithfully.

castle” it wounld be.

separation possible.

<die and
and with him

I noticed that,

his eyes; but,

hearts by storm,
A gay evening we

her like

and blonde bair. E

| away all day, =0 that

euccess or failure um

"

er and L

ul no matter,

Max was Ii:li!ﬁ alome in the world, our

usband Loth dying when be
He was almost Robert’s
age—was tall and fair, and that was all we
Robert—never very good at de-
ecription—had indeed attempted to give us
some idea of his ID&M’

I was the old maid in the fa
was the only one that knew why,
I had
unbappy about it, and Ro
our plans very contentedly—how we could
live on in the old home when the others had
flitted. and what a genuine “old maid’s
I was to Robert what
the others—dearly as be loved them—never
quite could be, and we did not think our

© had expected Cousin Max for weeks,
and yet he came quite unexpectedly at last.
We were sitting in the porch—Claire, Bir-
I—when we saw Robert coming,
# stranger, who Birdie de-
clared she was sure was Cousin Max.
was talking and langhing with Robert, but
1 as they came closer, he
started violently and passed his band over
recovering himeself imme-
diately, be greeted us with a genuine
warmth of affection, which took all our

events” do not “cast their shadows before,”
whatever people may say. I had never
known how really beautifal
that night, but as she atood
‘ her eoft white dress, with

era in her hair, I saw Cous
one entranced.
did not seem to impress him at gl
because she was 8o like himself,
they might be brother and sister,
had the same regulur reatures, blue
ide them Birdie
like some tropical flower.
tired of watching her quick, graceful mo.
tions, and Robert and I bad alaugh to-
! "~ gether over our little pet's conquest.

Cousin Max was soon thoroughly at home
with us all, through Birdie still kept her
place as chief favorite. They were much

ther, for Claire was soon to leave the

old home, and our new brother, Alfred,
t moat of Lis time with us. I was very

’ closely” occupied with my bousekeeping,
and with preparations for the wedding,

| which was to be in September.
irdie and Max were
left to amuse each other. He was quite an
artist, and greatly to Birdie'a delight had
offered to paint her picture. The rest of us
were excluded from the studio; for, as it
was hus first attempt at portraif
we were not to be allowed to judge of his
til the picture wae

iehed.
? hm;::—bund! Did pie one of us ever see

Birdie, who both
excluimed that they would rather kesp
their fancy picture than the caricature
;lhey knew lul-‘wu d:inwiu
a) ethier and co
Wr'h’ndul.‘»fn«n able to keep the
and Robert’s income from his profession—
he wae a lawyer, like eur iathe

ported us very comfortably.
caught myeelf wishing that
Claire (Claire was our beauty), conld have
the-“purple and fine linen" which seemed
her right, and that Birdie's exquisite voice
wight be properly trained; but 1t I hinted
this, Claire would kiss me gaily, asking if
she wausn't pretty enough to suit me as she
wae, and Birdie would dash off into a de-
geription of the life she wouald lead as a
prima donpa, and how e
would see old Rob and G
vere nmrrimy from one of the boxes.
ttle trouble always ended with a

g. We were very

very night she

the passion flow-
in Max gazing at

-our-dariing’s fece! Did
that shining in her dark eyes might be the
light of & woman's love !

e picture wrs finished on my birthday,
and was the gift of Max to me. We were
all taken in to see it, und never since have
I bebeld so beautiful a picture. Birdie's
very self stood befors ue, dressed as Max
had first seen ber. But the face—the ex-
quisite dewy softness of her eyes—the lips,
just parted in a happy smile! The others
were congratulating Max. could only
clasp Birdie in my arnis, and hide my fool-
ish tears on her shoulder,

That eveming we were all sitting in the
moonlight. Mux was emoking by the win-
dow, and Birdiein her usual place on a foot-
stool at his side. He was unueually silent,
and unlese by an occasional word to Birdie
took no part in the conversation. The room
was flooded with the clear brilliance of the
moonlight, and every on;dpromted against
lawps. Robert and Alfred were arguing as
to the reality of supernatural manifesta-
tiont. The possibility of a second self ap-
pear:ng to warn one of approaching deat
was mentioned, and Claire turned suddenly
to Max: -

“Max, you are a German, and should
know about such things—yon tell us.”

His face was clearly defined by the light
streaming through the opeu window, and 1
saw his lips comprees suddenly; but when
e #poke it was in his usual even tone.

*'I certainly believe such a thing possible,
Claire. Indeed, I may say I know it to be
80.

0, a story! Cousin Max, a story! Tell us
how vou kuow."” eaid Claire, eagerly.

He smiled slightly. “It is strange, but I
have been thinking of this very subject. If
I tell you, however, you must expect me to
be egotistical, for it is a leaf out of my ewn
life I muust chow you.”

Something in his tone impresssed us ali,
and we sat very silent, waiting for him to
commence. Birdie's eyes were lifted wist-
fully to his face, but his were fixed on the
stars bevond.

“About four years ago I was visiting a
very intimate friend in the south of Ger-
many. I had never before seen his family,
though we bad known each other for some
time. His father was a strange, fanciful
man. knowing every ghost legend and old
superstition by heart. My friend laughed
at all such, but his sister, Gretta, was a
firm believer in all her tather's theories. 1
remained there for some months,and before
Ileft Gretta bad promised to be my wife,”

His voice fell, and it was some moments
before he continued.

*“Four years ago to-night I was sitting by
an open window, as I am now, when sud-
denly I was surrounded by an overpower-
ing scent of violeta. This was Gretta's fa-
vorite tower, and I immediately thought of
her. Presently I heard a step and a rustle
of drapery. Right under my window I saw
—1 could swear to it—Gretta's face and
figure. 1sprung to my feet, ran down the
stairs and into the street, but she was gone,
nor was there any other person in sight. I
returned to my room bafled and wondering.

““A few days after I heard from Gretta;
she begged me to come to her at omce. I
found ber suffering from great nervous ex-
citement, which she bravely attempted to
control in the ﬁresence of her father and
brother: but the evening of my arrival, as
we were all gitting together, she left the
room, making a sign to me to follow her. I
tound her ou the terrace. She was stand-
ing with her bands clasped loosely before
her, ber eyes tixed on something in the dis-
tance, and such a weird, unearthly look
upon her face that I hastened to arouse
her. Laying my hand upon her arm, I
spoke her name. She started., then clung
to me, trembling violently., When I at-
tempted to soothe her she burst into tears.
When ske could speak she told me that one
evening she was standing where we then
stood, when she saw a figure coming up the
steps from the lower terrace. Thinking it
eome visitor, Ahe went slowly forward. As
they camwe face to face the figure raised its
bead, and she saw—herself !

1 stood quite still,” Gretta said to me,
*‘and the thing came nearer, looking at me
with awful eyes. I tried to speak—to
move—but I was held a8 if by chains. Then
svmething—whether it was my double or
not, I can not tell, but I heard the words
said—'A vear! The tower clock struck
seven, and then I fainted.”

“That was the day on which I, too, had
seen the apparition. Gretta had spoken of
this to no one, but the impression that her
coming death had been foretold was firmly
seated in lLer mind. In vain I argued
agaiust this idea: she would only shake her
head aud ewile.

“The daf' on which the apparition frst
manifested itself was Grettu’s birthday,
and that day in the coming year was fixed
upon for our marriage. Thinking that
change of scene would restore my Gretta's
failiug health, I urged that an earlier da:
might be fixed, but her father was obati-
pate. ‘The stars had told him that day
would be a tateful one in her life,’ and
nothing would induce him to change it
When I told Gretta of my failure, she said
gently, ‘You must not be vexed about it,
Max. It I can not be your wife on earth, I
will in heaven.'”

Our cousin paused as he uttered these
words, and sat leaning beud back aganst
the curtain. He had used no word of en-
dearment in speaking of bis promised wife,
but the tune of suppressed passion told us
how dearly he bhad loved her.

Claire broke the silence; “Was she very
beautiful, cousin Max?"

“You have Ler living image there before
you,” hLe said, looking down at Birdie's
averted face.

I saw my pet change color, and presently
sbe arose and moved Guietly away to one of
the windows opening on the garden. Max
did not seemn to notice the movement, and
Aoon went on with hisstory:

“The time for our marriage was very
near when I again saw Gretta. Business
had kept me from her much longer than I
bad intended. I bad almost forgotten the
occurrence of the preceding year, and I
bad hoped Gretta had also. I can not speak
of those few weeks of happiness, all too
short as they were. The day came. We
were to have been married early in the
day, but the pastor suddenly fell down in
strong convulsions, anid one at a distance
was sent for. When Gretta was told of the
delay, she said quietly, ‘I knew it would be
evening.' The wedding was to be as quiet
as possible on account of Gretta's health,
which shut our eyes as we would, we “could
not avoid seeing was failing rapidly.

“The pastor arrived, and the hour ap-
proached. The air was very heavy, and,
opemuﬁ one of the windows, I went out
upon the terruce. Walking slowly forward,
1 eaw a figure in white crose the lower ter.
race and come slowly up the steps, near
which I was standing. The form and ecar-
riage ascured me that it was Gretta, and,
calling her name, 1 went to meet her, but
the figure passed quickly on, and vanished
in the shrubbery. Turning, I saw Gretta
at mv side.

*“*You have seen it, Max! she said, in
answer to my look of amazed inquiry. ‘The
time has come, Max. They do not know
that I am here,’ sbe said, with a glance
toward the house, ‘but I wanted to see you
again. Don’t forget me, Max. I will wait
tor yon.

“We entered the house by different ways,
and in a few minates her brother came to
call me. The service was commenced. My
eyes were fixed on Gretta, who was grow-
ing paler aud paler at every moment. Sud-
denly the tower clock struck seven: she
raised her eves to mine, [ ecaught her in
my arws, but she never breathed again.
Aud that is the reason,” said Cousin Max,
quietly, “why I sball never murry.

The silence was oppressive. = Pregently
Claire and Alfred left the roow, and soon
we Lheard the piano. Max looked around
with a swile. *“Claire is calling us; where
is Birdie!” I pointed to the window. He
orossed over to her, and, laving s hand on
ber hair, said coaxingly, “Come, song-bird,
they want us.” But Birdie drew back from
his caressing hand with a quiet dignity that
sat strangely on her, and, excusing herself,
Tan up to her own room,

Max rejoined us with a sorely puzzled
face, but, though he watched the door all
the evening, Birdie did not reappear. I al-
Waye went to her room at night, and while
Claire, Altred and Robert were still chat.
ting in the hall, [ went up-stairs. Hearing
no sound from Birdie's room, I opened the
door softly and went in. She was kneeling
by the open window, gazing out upon the
winding river just vi.igle through the trees,
and the gleamivg of the white stones in
the little church yard on its banks. I called
ber, but she made no answer., Sitting down

beside her, I lifted her on wy lap. Her

tbat the child smile bad passed away from
‘no oneever think |

hands were cold and she was shaking from
‘head to foot. a

“My little pet, what isit1” Iasked
anxiously. Never shall I forget the pit-
eous eyes she turned on me.

*Gracie, Gracie, he only liked me because
I resembled ber.” .

O, my darling! a mother's eyes might
bave seen the truth acd saved you, but I
let you drift imto this bitter love without
one word of warniog.

The next day Birdie never left my side,
refusing, greatly to the astonishment of
Max, all his invitations to waik or read
with him. To do him justice, I do not
think he guessed tte mischief he bad done.
Birdie had seemed to us such a child, we
never thought of the strength and depth of
ber character. Her sunuy, happy nature
had been enough for us, and we looked no
further.

Rohert and Max went away fora few days
p together, and when they veturped Max
secmed fevenish and excitable. By night he
was much worse, and the doctor very scon
ﬁmuuuucnl that he had the fever. "When

irdie heard that he was in danger. she in-
sisted upun seeing him, and atter that he
would not Jet her ont ot his sight. He would
call her “Greta,” his “‘darling,” his *wite,”
and beg her never to leave him again; and
Birdie would sit with her band in Lis, sooth-
ing him, kumoring his fancies, snd growing
paler and paler at every word he uttered.
In the early morning, about two or three
c'clock, ke would Lecome more quiet, and,
then, leaving the nurse with bim, she would
come to me. It was oniy at such tiwes she
rested at all, and often she would ot sleep,
but would lie watching the color creep into
the eastern sky, with a quiet look of ex-
pectation en her face, whieh filled me witn
an indefinable sense of dread. In vain we
‘begged her to give up her care of Max; in
that she was determined—nothing could
shake ber resolntion. **While he wants me
I shall stay,” she would say decidedly.

The tiwe for Claire's marriage ap-
proached. We had decided to put it off
another wonth, but greatly to our astonish-
went, Birdie argued against this. When
the doctor came she saw him alone, and he,
100, advised us to have the wedding. Max
might be i!l for a long time, he said, and it
was better to bave as small a fawily in the
house as poesible, for the terrible pestilence
was launching its death shatis all around
us. Su a week later Claire was married.
Birdie was there, pale and still, but with
smile on ber face and with loving words and
kisses for our poor beauty, whose wedding
had proved so sad after all. Alfred and
Claire were tq leave immediately; so our
good-byes were hurried.

That night Birdie told me the truth. Sie
was taking the fever, and the doctor had
said there was no chance for her living
through it. He bad told her a week ago
by nursing Max she might save his life, but
she would certainly lose her own, and our
Birdie had aupswered, I will save him if I
can.”

“lam so glad Claire is married; I was
afruid she would have to wait,” Birdie said
to we, ob! so quietly.

I begged the doctor to forbid her watch-
ing Max, but he shook his head: *It would
do no gond; she wouldn't live any longer
for it.”” 8o, for a little while longer, I rat
waiting every night for my darling. outside
the door of her murderer, as I called Lim
in my wretched heart. One morning she
was later than usual. The doctor had been
with Max ail night: he left about three,
telling we, as he passed me on the stair,
that Max was better, was sleeping quietly
must not be disturbed.

Four struck and yet Birdie did not come.
I was afraid to open the door, co sat lean-
ing my bead on my hand, counting the
minutes as they passed. The birds were
beginniog to sing in the chestnut tree out-
side. I eprung to my feet as the door
creaked slightly. Tle nurse was holding
it open and I fancied Isaw tears on her
wrinkled cheeks. Birdie was standing in
the door way. “It's come now, Gracie.”
che gaid softly, as she clasped Ler arms
abont my neck.

The cool October winds were blowing,
and yet Max had not left his room. He
wae able to sit up all the morning, and I
need io bring my work and sit beside him.
One clear, bright day he was sitting by the
open window and watching the lazily
moving clouds. We did not speak much to
each other. He was too weak, and I—what
could I say? That morning Max scemed
restless; at every sound he would glance
toward the door, and then turn away with
a look of pained surprise. At last Le said
abruptly: ““Grace, why does Birdie never
come 1o #ee we?! Has she quite torgotten
mel”

I was prepared for this. They bLad told
me I must tell him. I had thought and
planned what I should say, and now I could
think of nothing. I took'the little packet
which my darling bad given me. aud placed

*She nursed vou through

it in his hand.
the fever, and she told me to give you ti
And o I left him. Had 1 teld him too ab-
ruptly? Had I told bim at allt Dare I go
back{

I tried the door whem two hours bad
passed, but I was locked. When Robert
cawe in, I begged Lim to go an® speak to
Max, but before he could obes me. Max en-
tered the room where we were, He looked
ten yeers older, aud his face was inexpress
ibly sad. Robert held out his hand ro him
with a few kindiy words of congratulation
upon hig recovery.

“I must be well,” Max said gravely. “I
leave to-morrow, and 1 want to thauk von
now for all your kindness, when you had
such reacon to hate we. Bat. believe me, |
never dreamed that —" His voice failed
him, a8 Birdie's ecanary, hanging in the
window, just then thrilled forth ite jorous
song. Cevering his face with his hands, he
hurried out of the room.

I am glad that. while he staved we wer
able to be kind to bim. Be Le leftr, he
came to me:

“Gracie, forgive me, it you can.
me, your angel is avenged.”

I kissed his forehead, and bade him +
speed.” And so our cousin Max dropped
out of our lives forever, leaving no memen-
1o of his visit. save the picture that hanes
before mwe as I write— Birdie in her vouth
and beauty. with the passion flowers in her
bair—only that, and a grave in Greenwood
cewmetery. .

Delieve

The Platform.

The Republican party stands squarely on
the following platterm:

Opposition to the back pay legisiation,

Oppogition to all wonapolies that teni to
oppress labor or interfere with the ri
the people.

Opposition to the lobby and all other in-
fluences which tend to corrupt or iuterfere
with honest legislation.

Opposition to further land grants, fxcept
for educational purposes or immediate sei-
tlement.

Opposition to anything that tends to ex-
travagance or corruption in the administra-
tion of the govenment —The Republic,

A Histerical Mule.
[Nashviile Banner.)
Among the articles placed in the corner
stone of the new Masonic Hall at Murfrees-

done up in a wrapper containing the ful-
lowing history of the mule: ** ‘Rebecea,’ or
‘Beck,” 1a a she wule, a brown wmule.
sketeh of Ler life would interest many p
sons. She gerved in the war of the .ri'ﬁ..-L
lion on both sides, and was finally tound
by her present and previous ow
cedar glade, at work for an old n
she was taken homwe and enter
and mortar business. her old

bauling water always being pet
alacrity and regnlaity, She

was
known to do anything but Laul water and

never

brick, and was good at both.” The tollow-
ing was also written on the outside of ti-
wrapper containing the mane: “The mnl
that hauled the water that wixed the wor-
tar that went inrto this building, Beck, s
thirty-one vears oid, 18 blind and has heen
for twenty-eight vears. was never sick, is
the property of W. C. Hexry, of Murirees-
boro.”

————— e
General Joln Newton, who is in charge
of the operations for the emoval of rock at
Hallett's Point and Hell Gate on the East

river, bas made his annual report. Up to
the firat of July last the tunnels and -
ries under the river, some twenty- in

nomber, bad been extended in the agsre-
gate adistance of 5884 feet, of which amount
of work about one-balf was accomplished
in the preceding twelve months. The-long-
est of the tunneis was 293 feet. During the
year 9554 cubic vards of rock were taken
out. About 1000 lineal feet of tunnels still
bave to be driven. Generai Newton does
not state when the whele enterprise will

probably be completed.

~

boro was a chip of the mane of an old wale, |

"!m{ i re

THE IRIsE wiDowss MESSAGE TO
HER SON. ‘

** Remember. Denis. all { bade you say;
Tell him we're well and b.yp’;, thank the Lord ;
But of our troubles since he went away
You'll mind. avick, and never say & word.
Of cares and troubles, sure, we've all our share,
The finest eummer i60't 4l Ways fair,

** Tell him ti.e spotted Leifer calved in May,
She died. poor thing, but that you needn’t mind;
Nor how the constaut rain dentn‘zed the hay,
But tell him God was ever kin
Aud when the fever spread the country e'er,
H's mercy kept the * sickness' from our door.

** Be eure you tell him how the neighbors came
and cut'the corn and stored in it the barn;
"Twould be as weil to mention them by pame—
Pat Murphy, Ned McCabe and Jumes Carn,

4od g Tom Daly from bekind the b
And eay, agra—Oh, say I miss him

“'They came with ready hands our toil to share;
"T'was when I missed lim most—muy own right

Land,
I felt, sithough kind hearts were round me there,
The kindest heart beat in a foreig: land.
Strong Laud! brave beart! one severed far from me
By wany a weary league of shore and sea.

“And tell him she was with us—he'l! know who;
Mavourneen, hasu't she the winsome eyest
The darkest, deepest, brightest, bonniest blue
Tever saw, except in summer skies:
And such black hair ' Tvis the biackest hair
- That ever rippled over neck so fair.

“Tell him old Pincher fretted many a dav
Aod moped, YW' dog! "Twas well he didu't die,
Crouched by the roadsice, how he watched the

led the travelers as they passed him by.
Hail, rain or sunshine, sure 'twasa | the sawme,
He hetened for the foot that never cawe.

*'Tell lim the house is lonesome like and cold,
The fire itseif scoms robbed of ha.f its light;
But may be "tis may eyes are growing old,
Aud things look din before my failing sight.
For ali that, tell bim 'twas myself that spun
The ehirts you briug, und stitched them every
one.

*him wy bl ssing morning, noon ard right,
) .

¢ be may
And firmly
™ is name, his country and Lis God;
Faithiul at home, aud steadfast stiil abroad.”
—Dubiin Freeman.,

———

Gerald Massey’s Sermon on the Origin of
) Evil.

The conundrum proposed by Friday to
his master Crusoe, and which has hereto-
fore remained unanswered, was eonsidered
by Gerald Massey in a discourse before the
Unitarian Society of Harlem last evening
at the chavel, on One Hundred apd Twenty-
eighth street.  The little buildicg was filled
completely. The introductory services were
unique and simple, consisting simply of the
reading of tour of Mr. Massey's short poems
by the pastor of the church, Mr. Clarke,
and the rendering of a song by the audience.
With a few words of welcome Rev. Mr.
Clarke introdnced Mr. Massey, who in a
rapid tone spoke from the following text:

ut says he, again, “If God much strong,
much mighty as the devil, why God no kill
the devil! So make him no more wicked 1"

This is the reply of a supposed untutored
savage, Man Friday, aud Defoe never made
a stroke nearer to natare. I must go round
to apswer it. The human mind Las long
sufiered an eclipse and been darkened and
dwarted in the shadow of ideas the real
meamng of which has been lost to the mod-
ern wind. Myths and allegories, whose sig-
mificance was once unfolded to initiates in
the ancient wysteries, have been adopted in
iznorauce and reissued as real traths divine-
iy vouchsated to mankind for the first and
only timwe. The eariier religions had their
wyths interpreted. We have ours wisimter-
eted, and I find that a great deal of what
}ma been imposed on us as God'sdirect, true
and only revelation to man 15 a mass of in-
verted wmyths, under the shadow of which
we have been cowering us timorously as
birds iu the stubble when & cloud in the
shape of a hawk it held bove

The parables of the prime ibinkers
have been elevated to the ** sphere
say, a8 the “hawk” or *=serpent,” the
*bull” or the * crab,” that give names to
certain groups of stare, and we are in pre-
cizely the same relationship to those para-
vies and allegories as we should be to as-
trouowical tacts if we thought the serpent
and bull, the crab and hawk were real ani-
is. instead of constellations with syw-
al nawmes. This eomes of taking our
history. geography, and versions of the
yius from the Jews. There never was
anvtiing more stultifying thau our accept-
oi the history of the unkuown past,
in of man and the creation of the

w & people so ignorant, <o blindly
as the livbrewn. It was like in-
ting in the human mmnd a cramp that
should last for thousands of vears. The
Chinese did endeavor to date the deluge,
and the Hindoos reckoned their past ages,

or  * Yugs by  millions of years
lovg betore, But the Israelites alone
succeede in  rendering  mythology

chronalogical, and in revealing to the world
tho srariling doctrine that sywhols were
Iving Listorieal beings and persons, gener-

wish, [t was impossible for the
late the year oue of the world, or
us respeeting antiguity. Tiey
were not its contemporaries and had not
4 up its records. Of ypt atself, in
-y assert a sojourn of hnndreds of
can tell us nothing that is fully
ted. The truth is it it needed
st weight of accumnlated anthoriry,
sed 10 be divively delegated. backed

* (opstant gtun of all our natural
by s on the part of those who eon-
tin to enforee that authority, 10 keep
the human mind g0 pronely and pititally
E ted to the tyranny of the Jewish

pgs. The least Treedoms of thought and
of common senss would lhave

er
risen up and overthrown it if men had but
i to think. If God had had the smali-
chance within the humaa sonl to speak
tor huself. man must have Sorung to his
wuse, the blush of shame on
stung  into  erecthess  at
the tash of convietion that
en 2 wost abiect, unwitting
e hereditary degradation smposed
ongh those wisinterprerations of
The new life I

wonld  Lave
- ot the old decay and those hor-
ons of the pizht, the purasices of
logieal wind, wo have dropped
away frow the freed sonl VErnin stary-
ed off & ¢ciean, healthy body. The speaker
bere cxplained the “legend of he Golden
Age” us the primeval parable ol pre-exist-
snee which culwinated in the plilosophy of
Plato, asserting that one of the vamshing
races of the wotld, the Eastern Australians,
Lad a version of the myth that was nearer
t itz origin than either Pluty or the writer
ot the Pentateuch. It is utrerly misleading
to louk to the Hebrewe for an interpreta-
t10n of the ancient wyths, The motive of
the Hebrew legend ot the fall is essentially
vulgar. It fulminates their anathema
ageinst kuowledge by means of the wmonth
Limself. Knowledga is figured and
t th as a forbidden frut held out in the
creative hand with a deadly curse for those
who desired and tried to attaig it. Yetit is
called the fruit of the tree of knowledge of
gout as well as evil. Knowledge is wmade
to bring death into the world, and it fol-
lows wogically that tor the remainder of hu-
wan lite way of hiving, the onlvy
hawan concition that rouches the divine, is
to remain satistied with pertect iz-
1 aiso bebeve that there 18 an
be divine nature alwags siriving
<M in bumamty, however blurred
way be, by the perturned, iu-
u of our restlese hte. But
IeRE IS DO A retiection of
owe far off past; ‘tis nota ha-
«l at all, but divine: not an ideal
that was once possessed and thep lost. It
1# an image of that which is forever hecow-

URen

def, like letters for the biind,
ce 01 that glory in the mind.

Liinte o1 the higher life, the better day,
Visit the human soul. outlining aye
lie perfect statute, now rough cast in clay,
i with a mournful sigh ye think to say
s the type that was aod pass-d away!
God bolds a dower 10 you: it only yields

{ d froms torgotien ticlds,

uings of the iutiaite
but gliupses of a glory gonei

e
prophecies of dawn

i they are

T EOILe B0 age lived 1 the past.
1all is trom tue possible Lght betore yo;
:8 fall is trom the crown of iife held o'er ye;
A jeliing short of au impending glory.

There has been a sort of fall in the past;

not of humanity in its upward progrees,
but a fall from the intellectual heignt at-

tained in a peculiar knowledge under cer-

! your waker,

tnin iviliaations of i more especially
the Egyptisn—a becal
the key of their nqug\m was suf-
ficient truth in this “fall” to constitnte &
doctrine of illusion when it was wrongly
interpreted. The height to whick the Egyp-
tians and Chald had attained, even in
the glimpee we see reflected in the Jewish
mind, bas been made to look like the divine
beginning of humanity on earth. But di-
vine origin is never visible, and we can not
know it in its begmning, can mot watch it
in its becoming. Doubtless all origin is di-
vine, and that has been applied to our
earthly beginning, as a visible tact, through
& misapprehension on the part of the Jews
of the Chaldean and Egyptian mythe. Man
did pot begin on this earth in a state of
perfection, and has never tallen from such
2 condition, and the men who first formu-
lated the mwyths never had any such
meanivg. It s but just to the Jews,
however, to point out that we do not
derive our orthodox devil directly
from theirs. According to the Jewish
record the Almighty wa'ked and talked
with men in daily converse and nightly
vision for several centuries, and in all that
time be pever revealed to them the exist-
ence of a devil ora hell or a hereafter of
any kind, uniess it be adwitted, as was
maintained by one of the earliest sect of
Christians—the Guostie Ophites—that the
god of the Jews, the interpal Ildabacto,
was a most potent friend of evil or the very
devil himselt in disguise. The wiser an-
cients, called the heathen, were not 80 ig-
norant of a God as to believe in a devil.
Nor is the devil a natural produce or in-
stitution of the umperverted, savage mind.
The devil of theology is the offspring of
theology. Ir is not the result of any
spiritual revelation. I find the origins of
the myths to be purely physical; 1 say
urely, because the eemmon notion of the
hallic religion is that it was impurely
physical. That I hold to be a great mis-
take. A e * The Cox and
Max Mueller theory of the wmyths was
then satirized strongly by the lecturer, he
holding that the myths were not directly
derived from external nature, but were cre-
ated in man's thought about his own na-
ture. All thar was external is symbolical
and secondary. He traced the history of
the serpent through the two religions based
on the male ana female principles in na-
ture, with Egyptian, Phanician, Assyrian
and Hebrew renderings, and derived the
orthodox Satan from “Set” or “Sutex” of
the Egyptiaus; gave an explanation of the
two rerpents, types of good and evil, both
of which occur in the Pentateuch. The
primal weaning of Satan n the Egyptian
root **Set” still lives intact, and is the same
word as our Englist “set,” to plant or to
erect. It has been the same here as with
the Hebrew word “‘accursed,” whieh is de-
rived from a root sigoifying “to be conse-
crated.” The first etatement of a personi
tied evil spirit behind the serpent occurs
in the’ Zend-Avesta. This was probably
adopted by the Jews during the Baby-
lonian captivity. The devil of the earlier
coneception was all through the monster of
mythology who runs through our nursery
hterature and fairyology. It remained for
the Protestants—Luther, Calvin and Mil-
ton—to rehabilitate the devil in the popular
wind. Satan of sacerdotal belief is not u
being for God or wan to kill, but an ettigy
in shoddy that only wants to be ripped up
to show that it is stuffed with sawdust.
There is devil enongh, but of another kind
than the one we have been playing with
and been continually whipping around the
stump. Here the lecturer reviewed the
beliet of modern Spiritualism in the devil
and hell, which consists in the natural Ne-
mesis following broken laws and dogging the
law-breaker—a far more terrible way
of realizing the hereafter than any ab-
stract idea of hell could afford.” We
Lave been amusing ourselves with a doll
devil, while inside of us and outside ot
| around about us the real
ing, working with a most infernal
activity, and playing the very devil with
this world of ours. We have been following
a phantonu of faith, and the veritsble devil
has been dogring us indeed. This is not a
Satan of God’§ making, not an archaungel
rnined who in falling tound a foothold on
tlns earth for the purpose of dmgging men
down with him to that lower deep for which
he is bound. but a devil to be recognized by
his likeness to onrselves—the devil that is
our worser self, the devil of onr own igno-
rance and the deitication of self, a devil be-
queathed to us by the accumulated centu-
ries of ignorant seifishness; a devil to be
grappled with and wrestled with and over-
thrown and overcome and put out of exis-
tence.  Not ouly is the struggle against all
that is evil in the isolated individual life,
our devil has grown too big and too potent
for that, but by the energies of all collected
and clubbed together to destroy the causes
of evil whensoever and wheresoever these
can be 1dentitied.

We stand in God’s own light, and cast the evil

Shadow of self, and say it is the devil,

And then we bave the blasphemous im-
pudesce to muke God the author ot the dark
sbudow of ourselves which we have shed on
hie creation. and assnwed to be an eclipse
from uuother world of beingz. Pain, for ex-
ampie, is a consequence of imperfeet condi-
tions. Itie the signal of the sentinel that
warns us of the enemy. It is necessary to
warn us, or we should do things as a child
wight but for this warning, thrust his band
m the tire and have it eonsumed. The soul's
health 18 continnaliy protected by this warn-
gz sentinel of pain, mental or corporeal.
Pain is necessary then to the perfecting of
conditiong, It is God's reminder that there
is sthwethipe wrong, therefore something to
be remedied. It is an educating influence.
The loftiest pleasures of our spiritual life
continually low {rom a rootage i the deep-
est pain. Puin is 2 paseing nvecessity, and
as it is the result of mmperfect conditions it
tollows that pain itself must pass Away as
those conditions are perfected. God does
not destroy pain right off, becanse be intends
wan to get rid of 1t as he grows and zet en-
lightened enough to deal more wisely with
our hunan condition.

'S Wilk its transforming haud,
If the tales of fairy land.
-0t to perfume;
ew life aud 108y bloow;
1y rays to vigio white;
in spirit what was foul to sighrt.

We burn the darkness and the density
out of earthv matter, and travstigure it
into glass which we can see through. We
are here to applyv a similar process of reveal-
ing to our darkened and excavated Quman-
ity, so that the light from heaven ma® shine
through it purely. This was impossible nu-
derthe ola creed, which taught that pain
and suffering was the curse wherewith God
had unjustly afilicted all for the sin of one,
instead of the beneficent though stern angel
ot his presence and bearer of his blessing;
that it was an eternal decree to be executed
through all eternity, instead of an awakener
in time that calle to action at once for the
changing and perfecting of the present con-
ditions. God knows there is an awinl deal
of suffering in the world that can not be
considered as a were individual guestion:
suffering that we do not individually cause
and are unot individually responsibie
tor: sutfering bequeathed to us s men
and a8 members of the State. We have to
bear the accumulated burdens of centuries
ou centuries of ignoranee or, worse still,
of wilitul crime, and the burden of the
wany crushes the individual to the earth,
and the God of justice appears to be blind
to the special wrong. He works no imme-
diate miracle fi , €ven when we sutfer
tor the sins of others.  Be sure Le ean turn
it to eternal mecount if we will let him.
Meantime Le hae this leseon to convey to
the world. Humanity is one, and he has
instituted certain laws that deal with us aa
u spite of our manifold diversitics and
vd docinne of every-one-on-his-own-
st He does not put forth his hand
ke you ofi your hook when it happens
to run inte your tesh or soul. Establish
what private relationship you can with
derive what spiritnal succor
you may while bearing the barden or
writhing ou the iron that enters the soul,
the laws that do deal with humani-y in the
aggregate will go grinding on with their
ionger revolutions that subgerve eternal in-
terests while crushing wany small claims
of the mdividual life. KFor, mark this, God
intends to show us that humasnity is one,
and the family more than the individoal
wember. aud it we do not accept the reve
lotion lovingly by hight of Heaven, it is
tiashed upon you ‘terribly by bghtniong of
Lell, and the poor neglected seum and cana
hife of the na ions rise up mighty in the
strength of disease or deviitry and prove
the onenese of humanity by killing you
with the same infection. It seems appsll-
ing, unjust that the victims of this werld’s
laws should be handed over as ready-made
victims to0 God's laws; that the most help-
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tape- y
"n!t‘;: and so it will and nu‘{ b: uateg

o divine lesson is learned and spplied
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k the Creator ke :
;v(?t?oen:xf our penitential .wmhx.ngs fmr :,3:
dust at his feet. It is imy lhe 0! -
e l;g‘ggl yis“ilntfn'd:d gt‘;e l.tt{
i ity—whie 1 ;
::l:nm:m:li:m:htuul habitation—while r":ie
human soul is so dwarfed and stun :ed
while we are so broken upand disintegral ;
into swarming wildernesses of petty pert-lc:nt
alities and wildly warring littlenesses t :
only combine to trample and destroy in :l e
great rush for the front and devote the
hindmost to the devil. Such human or in-
linman disintegration is altogether dq.‘?b
tive of any such oneness or unity of w il ’ID
man a8 God himself demands for the fuller
manifestation of Lis power on earth. It is
a tarce, a pitiful, not a laughable one, tor
you to pray for the kingdom of God n;
come when you are doing all you can, al
vour lives, to prevent its coming. ’lbm_ is
the sheerest mockery of God and man. You
are sent here to create the kingdom, to
work it out by living that law of love pro-
claimed by Christ, laying down the life full
length in love for others; and the very
reason why the kingdom does not come,
can not comue, is because yon stand in the
way of its coming, and you, and all who

BY JAMES RUSSKLL LOWELL.
$ X

1 bad a Jittle dsughter,
as given to me
And she wi ‘;, nrd

X 's ko
To the Hesvenly Futher's knee,
That L by the force of nature, o
Might in‘'some dim wise divin
he depths of His infinite patience
To this wayward soul of miue.

how others saw her,
/ lB":l'l: ?:e :h‘: was wholly rair,
And the light of the heaven sie came from
still lingered and glsamed in ber har;
For it was as wavy and golden,
And as mauy changes took, <
As the shadows of sun gilt ripples
On the yeilow bed of a brook.

ean 1 liken her smiling

Tli’;n}::.:ue, Ler kn:euuq lover, :

How it leaped from Ler lips to Ler eyelids,
And dimpled ber wholly over, s

7111 her outstretehed hands eniiled also,
And 1 almost seemed to see

The very heart of her molln-r‘ .
Sending sun through her veingto we!

ad been with us searce A twelvemonth,

mrnl:l it hardly seemed a day,
When & troop of wandering nng.e..

Stole my little daughter awa:; 5
Or perhaps those heavenly zingal

But loosed the hampering striugs, )
And when they had opened her cage door

My little bire used her wings. °

But they left in ber stead a changelng

ttie angel ehild, 3
T)f-l’-eemn like Ler bud in full blossom,
And smiles as she never smiwd:
When I wake in the morning !
Where she always used to lie,
And I feel as weak as 8 violet
Alone 'neath the awful sky.

weak, yet as truthful also;
‘.Pvr the ’whole year long I see
All the wonders of faithful Nature,
8till worked for the love of we
Winds wander aud dews drip earthward,
Rain falls, suns rise and set,
Earth whirls, and all but to prosper
A poor little violet.

TLis child is not mine, as the first was,
1 can not sing it to rest,
1 can not lift it up fatherly
And bless it upon my breast; -
Yet it lies in my little one’s cradle
Ano sits in wy little oue’'s chxir,
And the light of the heaven she's gone to
Trauefigures its golden hair.

{For the Sunday Republican. |
BRAVERY AND INTELLIGENCE.

An ,ICIMI of Hayw’ Brigade.
It was & dark and stariess night. Tat-
too’s beat had long been heard, and Hays”
brigade, weary after a long day’e march,
rested beneath the dewy boughs of gigzantio
oaks in a dense forest near the placid Rap-
pab k. No sound broke the stilluass

think and sct as you do, merely praying for
the kingdom to l.1‘3“‘ume.hll;'u‘t!'- . out
of the way in order that it may come. E

The rea{un, then, why God does not kill
the devil is because man has unconsciously
created all that is finally the devil, and
here or h tter has to ly destroy
his own work. Not man the individual
merely, but man as part of the great pact
of humanity; not man as mortal only, but
ae immortal, working shoulder to ehoulder
with imwmortals. Instead of making a mag-
nificent palace for paupers to dis in, rather
than help them to prevent the disease which
is 80 liberally treated, Jesns Christ was a
life-messure for us to test ourselves by, and
we are not to use him as a plank by which
to cro-s over the dark gulf of death.

The poem of “The Bells” war aptly
brought in a8 a finale.—New York World.

= e
United S Sap Court Decisi

No.16.—The United States vs. Goussen,
executrix.—Error to the Circuit Court for
Louisiana. In this case the governwent
sued on the boad of one Bullitt, collector
of customs at New Orleans, on which the
defendant’s testatrix was a surety. The
question was whether copies of the reports
of the first auditor’s office, as certified by
the eontroller and commissioner of customs
upon Bullitt’s accounts, and Bullitt's own
quarterly returns, could be admitted as evi-
dence against the surety. The court held
that they could not be admitted except as
againet the prineipal, and they were ex-
cluded. This court reverse that juigment,
aud hold that under the acts of Congress
the records offered were evidence against
the sureties as well as the prineipal, and
that Bullitt's returns should have been re-
ceived as his admissions of the offence
charged. Mr. Justice Iunt delivered the
opinion.

No. 21.—Bovee vs. Tabb.—Error to the
Circuit Court of Louisiuna. This was un
action on a mnote made before the war,
whose consideration was the price of elaves.
The judgment below was that it was not a
legal defense to show that the conidera-
tion of the note was the price of slaves,
and that the sale of the slaves being lawful
at the time, no subsequent legislation of
the State could render it void b; ilmparing
the obligation of the contract. ¥l‘his judg-
ment is uflirmed here by anthority of former
decisions. Mr. Justice Davis delivered the
opinion. ;

—— e

Western in ““Frou-Frou” Monday.

B
The Trial of the Detectives.

The attorneys for the .Bank of England
subp da ber of wi 8 yosterday
to attend the trial of Captain Irving and
Detective Farley in the police central office
to-day. Among those summoned are Jobn
E. Kennedy, chief clerk in the United States
warshal's office; Inspeetor Storey, of the
cu-mmhnnge: Judson Jarvis, the' order of
arrest sheriff; Abram M. Isaacs, a lem-tf car-
rier; Nathaniel Jarvis. the clerk of the Com-
mon Pleas, and Mr. Daniel Gillette, the sec-
retary to the postmaster. A well known
lawyer is to be examined in regard to son e
registered bonds which are.said to have
com - into his po-sessivn. The originals of the
leiters of Macdonuell und one of the Bid-
wells, and the mysterious cable messaves
t‘l"um }l‘rus:cl-. v;ill bel«))ﬁ'v"ﬂd mevidence 'by
Messrs. Seward and Costa.
have been photographed. The letiera

It 18 understood that the attorneys for the
bank are directed to brine s civil suit
against the deteetives to regover the money
which they are alleged 1, bave received
trom Macdonnell.— New Yori: Sun.

- ————————
Rear Admirals Retired.

During the next four months the follow
ing named Rear Admirals of the United
States navy will be placed ou the retired
list:

William Rodgers, November 7-

A. Jeskins, December Il?e;ie;'n]"l;}xlx?ilgml.-‘n
Sands, February 11. The retirement of the
above named officers will promote the fol-
lowing named Commodores to the grade of
Rear Admiral in the order in which they
are named: Enoch G. Parrott, Willisr
Reynolds and Fabius Stanley. Rear Ad-
miral Jenkins was appointed in the nay
from the State of V’i’rginia. Rear Adnnrn’lv
Taylor from Rbode Island and Rear Adinral
Sands from Maryland, and cach of them
has bLeen forty-four years in the service,

— :

” J. Selia Martin,

‘¢ learn, says the New Erq itiz

t!mzv Hou. 8. B. Conover, Se::'flr( ”1";3:1
I:lunda, is about to pay a Hymg viait to his
Stute. He will be accompanied by J. S¢lla
Martin, who will make s few np.-vcqu in
the State of everglades, where, amony
9!)1(}:”. we knowfhilv’n L-;lpmm-os true Irit-ml:
1o the persons of the Hon. J. T, W,
Jnnlmh’nn Gibba. 9. T- Wells und
. Mr. Martin’s work in the late o i
in this district bas added new ]MI,.,:‘;T::?],‘:
fame, both a8 a writer and speaker. Aq g
faithful and honest friend to the cause ot
his race, and an energetic lahorer for jrs
promotion, Mr. Martiu is entitleq o and
will receive the hearty welcowe of the true
1!u~ndn of progress wherever he goes,
Eighteen years ago he was a slave, to-day
one of the most effective of our writers and
orators, with a anniun on both sides of
the Al]_l\nllc_. € trust that Mr. Martip
will enjoy bis trip to the far South, and re.
;u:r: v:‘,urtrve:::_wd vli,gor “for our u!ruxglé
or equality 0! i i
Mnl;i!le Walchmar:.e - 41" e

“
Western, “Fron Frou,”
emy.

Monday, Acad.

———

The discoloration of rls f;
accounted for in this msnp::r: If X?.QTSO':
o1 a pearl is examined it will be found that
itis formed of layers of cells, the centre
being similar to the pith of wood which,
if kept In contact with the skin, abs'orbn fh'
perspiration, which, being acted y, be
air, turns blackish. Soap, or nnvp‘mh’
Ereasy substance, j Bl
stnilar manner by bei

cut in half turn quicker than wh
;[l"nn; r:'.:::' i.oouuimp“t:nir colo:l?o?ge:l:
more wminute, i being

of the night. The troops were lying on na-
ture’s rude couch, sweetly sleeping and,
perhape, hittle dreaming of the awiul dawn
which soon was to burst upon thew. The
camp fires burped low. The morrow’s ra-
tions had been hastily cooked. hunger a
and the ballance laid carefully
away. But that which was wost essential
to life had unfortunately been neglected.
No provision for water bad been made.
The spring being somewhat distan: from
camp but few bad had spirit after the day’s
weary tramp to march further. The can-
teens were, in most part, ewpty. Though
thireting, the soldiers slept, cblivious of
their phyeical sufferings.

Bat, ere the morning broke, the distant
sound of mueketry eehoed through the
woods. The solemn hush no longer pre- ©
vailed. The “mass of liviug valor’ woke
from their broken dreams ot horce, fireside,
kindred and friends. The roll of the drom
and the stentorian voice of the gallant chief
calling to arms mingled together. Aroused
to duty and groping their way through the
darkness, the troops sallied forth in battle

array.

On the brow of a hill overlooking the
river near Fredericksburg, in a rifie pit,
were wen who had exhausted their amma-
nition in the vain attempt to cbeck the ad-
\'ancinﬁ column of Hooker's tinely equip-
ped and disciplined army that was croseing
the river, and as worning broke so mistily
little or no execution had been done. To
the relief of these few came the brigade in
double quick time. But ne sooner en-
trenched were they when the firing on the
opposite side of the river became terrific,
and the coustant roaring ot wusketry an
artillery became appalling. Undismayed,
Lowever, stood this little band of veterans,
pouring volley after volley into the crossing
eolumn. Soon many soidiers fell. Their
agonizing cries, as they lay belpless in the
trenches, calling most piteousiy for water,
caused many a tear to steal down the
cheeks of their comrades in arms, and stont
Learts shook in the performance of their
duty. But, alas! water; there is none to
give. Roused as they bud been from their
Ppeacetul dreams to meet an assault so early
and so unexpected, ne time was left them
to do aught but buck’e on their armor.

‘Boys,” exclaimed a lad of cighteen, the
color-bearer of one of the regiments, ~I
can’t stand this—my nature can't bear it.
Water they want and water they must
h'ne. 80 let me have a few canteens, and
I'll go for some.”

Curetully laying the colors, wkich be bad
coutpicuouely borne on many a tield, into
thettrenohsa, he leaped out in search of
water, and was soom, owin
wist, out of sight. : i

Shortly afterward the, firing ceased for
8 while, and there came a co®ier with or-
dera to full back to the wmiu line, a dis-
tance of over 1200 yards to the rear. It
doubtless became evident to gen«ral Lee
tuat Hooker had crossed the river in suffi-
cient force to advance. N

The retreating column had not prodeeded
far when it met the noble youth carrygn
the canteens filled with water for the su{
terers who were still Iying in the far of

oftentimes tenderly and lovingly gazed
upon the war worn and faded rag, saw it
not floating in the ranks. The troops, in
-their hurry to obey orders, and owing prob-
ably to the heavy mist which surroanded
them, bhad forgotten the colors,

On eped the color-bearer back to the
trenches, to save the lives of his wounded
comrades by quenching their tmirsr s well
4s to save the hownor of his regiment in
re;tlv_umg ‘the colorrs.

S8 mission of mercy was soon accom-
pliched. The wounded men drank {reely,
thanked and blessed him. But DOW to seise
the flag and double quick back to his regi-
ment was the thought of a mowent, Hard-
Iy bad he gone ten pmea from the ditch
when a company of federsl soldiers, as-
cending the bill, hove in sight.
of an officer sternly
"ha:lt and surrender "

© Iorning sun, piercing with a luri
glare the dense miatl: rew-sls a hnnd;g
rifles lovelqd at his breast! One moment
more, and his soul is to Pass into eternity,
for his answer is “never, while I hold the

colors.”
Why do

The voice
commwanded Lim to

But why is he not fixed upon?
Wwe still see him with the colors fising sbove
him, now beyond the reach of rifie balls,
when but a moment ago be could bave
})een riddled with bullets ! And now, see,
;:nk“:t::] r,::rc:'ld'y g)ut breathlessly, the

: i i 1
friends in loud muﬁ; e B

€ avswer confes, because g
act has been done by the ﬁ:l‘:-rzl z:t’x'o'::ux:
command ot that Company—euch an act
has no parallel in history. “When this g bT.
«fﬂu-nr saw that the love of bonor vout 4
Youth was to him far dearer than life,
l:l«mr!rl;all‘e 1mpul;~ of a ma, Boart:
he Y &ave him beth, in the wo
rlum{nnnd: “Bring back your p]ec«;n:eo{

h:t]x t hnhm{,g lghut brave boy ! o

Such nobility of ¢ ter: &

Ous nature, ai'ld‘,‘;;:‘:;uuzt?::&r:!:(;h pltrin
E::;‘rlll;;rml?d_ by this officer, muxy
s u-:i.l‘:" monument to trye greatness ;
L uan is an ornament 1o saciety
oo 8IDg to his Gountry : and shonl
i .:;a;_x:lrchnee, meet hix eve, let him
o -:wetlrﬁ ‘rr:l)’:d satirfaction that his
noble deed, gr.“m";e:.::mhmnce of his

s rished and fors
st ‘med in the heart of the roldier

ANON,
Western in “Frou-Frou” Monday.

A minister Roin, i

- ROINg to dine af; i
“i:-l(»':i %l:,e' of his deacons, cm:ete:pﬂfv"t:
] Y of his host, digging at 4 wo;>d~
knownst;ml& The parson, who was un-
= it h_tho boy, chacked 1is rein, and
hssaa im with, “Well, wy son wlu;t are
_ D therel” «pyio.in it
chuck, eir,” said the boy. B P
yoa h;zn' that is very wickeq 1 And, be-
- B'nnda'g. t get him if you dig for him
ol y.” t 'im,” “eaid the boy:

under ! I've got to get 'im 'I’I:eminzr

and we ain't & ::; ...M""‘" % get dinner,

ditch. The eye of the soldier-boy, who bad >,
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