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T U E  SPIN N IN G  W H EEL..

ET B. r. TATLOÄ.

A w h i t e  p in e  flo o r  And low  c e ile d  ro o ® ,
A w b « e l  a n d  a  r w l  a n d  a  g r e s i  b ro w i- lo o m ,
T l,o  w in d o w  s o u t .  a u d  t h e  w o r ld  iii b lo o m —

A p a i r  o f  “ « w i l t s "  in  t h e  c o r n e r ,  w h e r e  
T L e  g r a n d m o th e r  * » t in  h e r  r u t h  w r o u g h t  chair. 
A n d  p u l l e d  a t  t b a  d i s t a f f s  t a n g le d  L a ir ;

A n d  s a n g  t o  h e r t e l f  a*  e h e  s p u n  t h e  t o w  
W h i l e  ’ t h e  l i t t l e  w h e e ,  r a n  a e  so f t  a n d  lo w  
Ah i r n f l l e d  b ro c k e  w h e r e  t h e  g ra s e e e  g ro w  
A n d  l ie  e n e  w a r  w i th  t h e  w a t e i ’e flow .

Aa C h r i s t 's  f ie ld  l i l ie e  f r e e  f ro m  am .
No e h e  g r e w  lik e  t h e m  w h e n  t h e  r e a c t  d t o  s p in  
< o u t  te d  h e r  ' k n o t« '' a n d  h a n d e d  th e m  m .

" T h e  g r e a t  w h e e l”  r ig g e d  in  i t s  b a m e s a  s t a n d s —
A th re e - le g g e d  t h i n g  w i th  i t«  s p in d le  in  b a n d »  
A nd  t h e  e le n d e i. l e n d e r  6pok«*e. Jit*- t h e  w i l lo w w w jd i  
T h a t  nprjL K  «o th i c k  in  tb** lo w  w e t  imnde.
T o m  d e n s e  a t  t h e  t o u c h  o f  a  w o m a n 's  b a n d a .

Aa t h e  w h e e l  w h i r l s  a w :f t ,  h o w  T an k  th e y  flro w  
B u t  l o w  H oarse a n d  t b i n  w lien  t h e  w h e e l  r n n a  

• lo w ,
F o r w a iu  b a c k w a id  a n d  t o  a n d  fro !

T h e r e ’»» a  h e a n  o f  ro l ls  l ik e  c lo n d s  in  c n r l .  
And a  b r ig h t  fac»-d s p r in g y ,  b a i t- fo o t (ru); 
B h e  g i r t s  a  t o u c h  a n d  a  c à r e le s e  w h ir l .

F h e  h o ld s  a  r r  11 in  h e r  s h a p e l r  h a n d  
T h a t  t h e  i»un h a s  k is s e d  a n d  t h e  w in d  n a e  fa n n e d  
A n d  i te  m a te  o b e y s  t h e  w h e e l '»  c o m m a n d .

T h e r e  m e a t  b e  w irg F  od h e r  ro s y  h e e l;
A n d  t h e r e  n .u a t  b e  b e e s  in  t h e  a p in n le  a te e l  ! 
A th o u s a n d  s p o k e s  in  t h e  d iz z y  w h e e l  !

H a r e  y o n  f o r g o t t e n  t h e  l e f t - b r e a s t  k n o c k  
W h e n  y o u  b a g g e d  t h e  bee in  t h e  h o l ly h o c k , 

i ig ry  ouA n d  t h e  a n g r y  b u r r  o f  a n  a n c i e n t  c lo c k —

A ll r e a d y  to  s t r i k e —c a m e  o u t  o f  t h e  m ill . 
W h e r e  c o v e r e d  w i th  m e a l t h e  ro g u e  w a s  s t i l l ,  
T i l l  i t  m a d e  y o u r  t h u m b  a n d  A n g e r  t h r i l l  ?

t t  i s  o n e ,  tw o , t h r e e —t h e  ro ll  ie c a u g h t ;
'T i e  a  b a c k w a r d  s t e p  a n d  t h e  t h r e a d  ie t a n t ,  
A h u r r y  o f  w h e e l a n d  th e  ro l l  js  w r o u g h t  !

• T ie  o n e ,  tw o ,  t h r e e ,  a n d  t h e  y a r n  r n n a  on , 
A n d  t h e  a p l r d le  s h a p e s  l ik e  a  w h ite - p in e  co n e . 
A s e v e n  a n d  B tlll a s  s o m e th in g  g ro w n .

T h e  b a r e f o o t  m a id e n  fo llo w s  t h e  t h r e a d  
l i k e  s o m e b o d y  cau g L *  a n d  t e th e r e d  a n d  le d  
C p  to  t h e  b u zz  o f  t h e  b u sy  h e a d .

W i t h  b ac k w ard  s w e e p  and w illo w y  bend 
M o n a rc h  w ould Borrow i f  m aiden  c o u ld  lend.
S h e  d r a w s  o u t  t h e  t h r e a d  to  t h e  w h i te  w o o l 's  en d

P ro m  E n g lis h  s h e e p  o f  t h e  o ld - t im e  f a rm , 
W ith  t h e i r  te g s  a s  f a i r  a«  a w o m a n ’s  a r m ,W ith  t h e i r  le g s  a s  I 

.A nd  fa c e s  w h i te  a e  a  g ii l ’e  a la i  u i.

E h e  b r e a k s  h e r  t h r e a d  w i th  a n  a n g r y  t w a n g  
J u s t  a s  i f  a t  h e r  t o u c h  a  h a r p - s t r i n g  r a n g  

‘ ‘ ig s h eA n d  k e y e d  t o  th e  <|U»int o ld  s o n g  s h e  s a n g

-T h a t c a m e  t o  a h a l t  o n  h e r  c h e r r e  l ip ,
W h i l e  s h e  t i e d  o n e  k n o t  t h . t  i . e r e r  c- n ld  « lip , 
ghud t h o u g h t  o l a n o th e r ,  w h e n  h « r  s h ip —

A ll la d e n  w i th  d r e a m s  in  s p le n d id  g u . s ^ -  
N h o u ld  s a il  l i g h t  o u t  o f  t h e  a z u re  s k ie s  
A n d  a  lo v e r  b r in g  w i th  g r e a t  tn rrw n  ey e «  I

A h , b ro a d  ’ h e  d a y  b u t  h e r  w o rk  w a s  d o n e — 
T w o  " r u n "  by re e l!  S h e  L a d  t w i s t e d  a n d  s p u n  
j l e r  tw o  s c o r e  - k n o t s ' '  b y  s e t  o f  s u n ,

W i th  h e r  o n e , tw o , t h r e e  t h e  w h e e l b e s id e ,
A u d  t h e  t h r e e  tw o , o n e  o f  h e r  b a c k w a r d  g l id e .
No to  a n d  fro  in  c a l ic o  p r id e
T i l l  t h e  b e e s  w e n t  h o m e  a n d  d a y t im e  d ied !

T n  a p r o n  w h i t e  a s  t h e  w h i t e  s e a  fo am
N h e  g a th e r e d  t h e  w e a l th  o f h e r  v e lv e t  g lo o m .
A n d  r a i le d  i t  in  w i th  a  u l i  h a c k -c o m b .

S h e  c r u s h e d  t h e  d e w  w i th  h e r  n a k e d  fe e t .  
T h e  t r a c k  o f  t h e  s u n  w a s  a  g o ld e n  s t r e e t ,  
T h e  g r a s s  w a s  co o l a n d  th e  a i r  w a s  s w e e t .

T h e  g i i l  g a z e d  u p  a t  th e  m a e k e re J  s k y .  
A n d  i t  lo o k e d  l ik e  a  p a i t e r n  l i f t e d  h ig h ;  
f u t  s h e  n e v e r  d r e a m e d  o l a n g e is  n ig h .

A n d  s h e  s p o k e  r i g h t  o u t :  " f to  j u s t  s t e  'h e r e !  
W h a t  a  b lu e  a n d  w h i le  fo r  t h s  c io u d e d  p a i r  
I 'm  g o in g  to  k n i t  fo r  m y  S u n d a y  w e a l !''

T h e  w h e e l  is  d e a d  a n d  th e  l e e s  a r e  g o n e . 
A rid  ' l i e  g i l l  is  d r e s s e d  lit a  s e v e r  la w n . 
A n d  h e r  fe e t  a r e  Blind u i t h  a  g o ld e n  d a w n .

F re m  a  w in d -s w u n g  tree t h a t  w a v e s  b e  fo r s  
A  s h a d o w  ;t> d o d g in g  in  a t  t h e  d o o r— 
f l i c k e r i n g  g h o s t  o n  t h e  w h i te  p in e  f lo o r—

A n d  t h e  c a t .  u n l e a r n e d  in  t h e  s h a d o w ’s la w . 
J u s t  to u c h e d  i t s  e d g e  w i th  a  v e lv e t  p a w  
T u  h e ld  i t  B tiii w i th  a n  iv o ry  c law  !

f c n t  i t s  s p e c t r a l  c lo a k  is  b lo w n  a b o u t .  
A n d  a  m o m e n t  m o re  a n d  th e  g h o s t  ig o u t ,  
A n d  le a v e s  u s  a l l  in  sh a d o w y  d o u b t .

I f  o v e r  i t  fe ll o n  flo o r  a t  a l l ,
O r  i f  e v e r  i t  s w u n g  a lo n g  t h e  w a ll ,
$>r w h e th e r  a  s h ro u d  o r  a  p h a n to m  s h a w l  I

*>h, b ro w  t h a t  t h e  o ld - t im e  m o r n in g  k is s e d  ? 
f lo o d  n ig h t ,  m y  g ir l  o f  t h e  d «fühle a n d  tw i s t  
O k .  b a i e f o o t  v is io n  ! V a n ish in g  m is t  !

—S c r ib n e r ’s  fo r  J u ly .

B A l iY  S Y L V E S T E R ,

BY  B R E T  H A R T E .

If Whs a t a little mining camp in the Cali
fornia Sierras that he hrBt dawned upon me 
in all his grotesque sweetness.

I  had arrived early in the morning, but 
dot in time to intercept the triend who was 
the  object of my visit. He had gone “pros
pecting”—so they told me on the river— 
and would not probably return until iate 
in  the alternoon. They could not say what 
direction he had taken: they could not sug
gest that I would be likely to find him if I 
followed, llu t it was the general opinion 
^bat 1 had better wait.

1 looked around me. 1 was standing upon 
th e  bauk of the river, and apparently the 
only other human beings in the world were 
kny interlocutors, who were even then just 
disappearing from my horizon down the 
Oteep bauk toward the river’s dry bed. I 
Approached the edge oi the bank.

Where could I wait ?
• D, anywhere; down with them on the 
Tiver ba'r. where they were working, il I 
liked! Or I could make myself a t home in 
uliy of those cabins that I lound lying round 
loose. Or, perhaps it would be cooler and 

• pleasanter tor me in my friend's cabin on 
She hill. Did I see those three large sugar, 
pines t  And. a little to the right, a canvass 
roof and chimney over the bushes ! Well, 
th a t was my friend's,—that was Dick Syl
vester's cabin. I could stake my horse in 
tha t little hollow, and just hang round 
there till he came. I would find some books 
Sti the shanty; I could amuse myself with 
them . Or I could play with the baby.

Do What f
l in t they had already gone. I leaned 

liver the bauk and called alter their vauich- 
ing figures:

••What did you say 1 could do !”
The answer boated slowly up on the hot, 

sluggish air:
‘ Fla-a-y with the ba-by."
The lazy echoes took it up and tossed it 

languidly from hill to hill, until Haid Moun
ta in  opposite made some incoherent remark 
gkout toe baby, aud then all was still.

I must have beeu mistaken. My friend 
Was not a man of family; there was not a 
woman within forty miles of tberivercam p; 
he sever was so passionately devoted to 
children as to import a luxury so expensive. 
4 must have beeu mistakeu.

I turned my horse's head toward the hill. 
As we slowly climbed the narrow trail, the 
little  settlem ent might have been some ex
humed Pompeiian suburb, so deserted and 
«lient were its habitations. The open doors 
plainly disclosed each rudely finished inte
rio r—the rough piue table, with the scant 
equipage of the morning meal still standing; 
th e  wooden bunk, with its tumbled aud 
disheveled blankets. A golden lizard—the 
Yerv genius of desolate stillness—had 
Stopped breathless upon the threshold of 
one cabin; a squirrel peeped impudently 
Into th e  window of another; a wookpecker, 
with tin* general tiavor of undertaking 
■which distinguishes tha t bird, withheld his 
sepulchral hammer from the coffin lid of 
the root on which he was professionally 
engaged as we passed. 1 e r a moment 1 
halt regretted that 1 had not accepted the 
invitation to the river bed; but, the next 
moment, a breeze swept up the long, dark 
oanon, and the waiting tiles of the pines 

° beyond bent toward me iu salutation. I 
th ink  my horse understood as well as my
self th a t it was the cabins tha t made the 
solitude human, aud therefore unbearable, 
lo r he quickened his pace, aud with a gentle 
tro t brought me to the edge ol the wood 
and the three pines th a t stood like videttes 
before the Sylvester outpost.

Unsaddling my horse in the little hollow, 
I unslung the long r i a t a  from the saddle 
bow, and, tethering him to a young sapling, 
turned  toward the cabin. I had gone only a 
few steps when I heard a quick tro t behind

dry singing 
was to be neard

of a cicala in the heated canon, 
tard , I examined the ground 

carefully for rattlesnake«, but in rain . Yet 
here was Pomposo shivering from his arched 
neck lo his sensitive haunches, his very 
banks pulsating with terror. I soothed him 
as well as I could, and then walked to the 
wood and peered iuto its dark recesses. The 
bright flash of a bird’s wing, or the quick 
dart of a squirrel was all 1 saw. I confess 
it was with something of superstitous ex
pectation that 1 again turned toward the 
cabin. A fairy child, attended by Titania 
and her train, lying in an expensive cradle, 
would not have surprised me; a Sleeping 
Beauty, whose awakening would have re- 
peopled those solitudes with life and ener
gy, 1 am afraid 1 began to confidently look 
tor and would have kissed w ithout hesita
tion.

b u t I found none of these. Here was the

S i l l  . I .. L„. - - 7 .  .
guardian to one so young and guileless? | tip-toe to the floor beneath. Proyi enc^SIS

lie- fa
g u a rd ia n  to  o n e  so  y u u u g  a u u  j u u t i w r  . ■ ---- , —• *  ------------ . j
Couid vou be the mentor to this Tale- favored us; I met no one on the stairs, ana 
machus"? Think of the temptations of a his own cushioned tread was inaudible. 1

think he was conscious of the dangers 01

ment in tbe hearth swept scrupulously 
clean, in tbe picturesque arrangement of 
t ie  tn r skies that covered the floor and
lurm ture, and the striped serape’ lying on 
the wooden couch. Here were the walla
fancifully papered with illustrations from 
the London News; here was the wood-cut
portrait of Mr. Emerson over the chimney, 
quietly framed with bine jays’ winge; here 
were his few favorite books' on the swing
ing shelf, and here, lying upon the couch, 
tne latest copy ot Punch. Dear Dick ! The 
flour sack was sometimes empty, but the 
gentle satiris: seldom missed his weekly 
visit.

I threw myself on the couch and tried to 
read. But I hood exhausted my interest in 
my friend’s library, and lay there staring 
through the open door on the green hillside 
beyond. The breeze again sprang up. and 
a delicious cool, mixed with the rare in
cense of toe woods, stole through the cabin. 
Tbe slumbrous droning bumble-bees out
side the canvas roof, the faint cawiDg of 
rooks on the opposite mountain, and the 
fatigue of my morning ride began to droop 
my eyelids. I pulled the scrape over me 
ne a precaution against the freshening 
mouutain breeze, and iu a few moments 
was asleep.

1 do not remember how long I slept. I 
must have been conscious, however, during 
my slumber, of my inability to keep myself 
covered by the serape, for I awoke once or 
twice, clutching it with a desperate hand as 
it  was disappearing over the foot of the 
couch. Then I became suddenly aroused to 
the fact tha t my efiorts to retain it were re
sisted by some equally persistent force, and, 
letting it go, I was horrified a t seeing it 
swiftlv drawn under the couch. At this 
point 1 sat up completely awake; for imme
diately after, what seemed to be an exag
gerated mutt began to emerge from under 
the couch. Presently it appeared fully, 
dragging the serape after it. There was no 
mistaking it now—its was a baby bear—a 
mere suckling it  was true, a helpless roll of 
fat and lur, but, unmistakably, a grizzly 
cub.

I can not recall anything more irresisti
bly ludicrous than its aspect as it slowly 
raised its small, wondering eyes to mine. 
I t was so much taller on it« haunches than 
its shoulders—its fore legs were so dispro 
portionately small—that in walking its 
hind feet invariably took precedence. I t 
was perpetually pitching forward over its 
pointed, inoffensive nose, and recovering 
itself always, after these involuntary somer
saults, with tbe gravest astonishment. To 
add to its preposterous appearance, one ot 
its hind feet was adorned by a shoe of Syl 
Tester's, into which it had accidentally and 
inextricably stepped. As this somewhat 
impeded its first impulse to-fiy, it turned to 
me; and then, possibly recognizing in the 
stranger tbe same species as its master, it 
paused. Presently it slowly raised itself on 
ts hind legs, and vaguely and deprecatingly 

waved a baby paw. iringed with little 
hooks of steel. I took the paw aDd shook 
it gravely. From that moment we were 
friends. The little affair ot the serape was 
forgotten.

Nevertheless, I was wise enough to 
cement friendship by an act of delicate 
courtesy. Following the direction ot his 
eyes, I had no difficulty in finding, on a 
shell near the ridge-pole, the sugar box 
and the square lumps of white sugar tha t 
even the poorest miner is never without. 
While he was eating them I had time to 
examine him more closely. His body was 
a silky, dark, but exquisitely modulated 
gray, deepening to black in bis paws and 
muzzle. His fur was excessively long, 
hick, and as soft as elder down; the 

cushions of flesh beneath perfectly infant
ine in their texture and contour. ' He was 
so very young tha t the palms of his half 
human feet were still tender as a baby's. 
Except lor the bright blue, steely hooks, 
half sheathed in his little toes, theie was 
not a single harsh outline or detail in his 
plump figure. He was as free from angles 
as one of Leda’s offspring. Your caressing 
hand sank away in his fur and dreamy 
languor. To look at him long was an 
intoxication of the senses; to pat him was 
a wild delirium; to embrace him, an utter 
demoralization of the intellectual faculties.

When he had finished the sugar, he rolled 
out of the door with a half diffident, bait 
inviting look in his eye, as if he expected me 
to follow. I did so, but tbe sniffing and

_______  _______ temptations^
metropolis. Look at the question well, and 
let me know speedily, for I ’ve got him as 
far as this place, and he's kicking up an 
awful row in the hotel yard, and rattling his 
chain like a maniac. Let me know by tele
graph at once. SYLVESTER.

P. S.—Of course he's grown a little, and 
doesn't take things always as quietly as he 
did. He dropped rather heavily on two of 
W atson's “purps” la6t week, and snatched 
old Watson himself bald-headed for inter
fering. You rymember Watson; for an in
telligent man, he knows very iittle of Cali
fornia fauna. How are you fixed for bears 
on Montgomery street—I mean in regard to 
coitals aud thiDgs? tt.

P. D. S —He’s got some new trick6. The 
buys have been teaching him to put up his 
hands with them. He slings an ugly left.

I am afraid th a t my desire to possess my
self of Baby overcame all other considera
tions, and 1 telegraphed an affirmative at 
once to Sylvester. When I reached the 
lodgings late tha t afternoon my landlady 
was awaiting me with a telegram. I t  was 
two lines from Sylvester:

“All right. Baby goes down cn night 
boat. Be a father to him. is.”

I t  was due. then, a t one o'clock tha t 
night. For a moment I was staggered at 
m.v own precipitation. I had as yet made 
no preparations—had eaid nothing to my 
landlady about her new guest. I expected 
to arrange everything in time, and now, 
through .Sylvester's indecent haste, that 
time had been shortened twelve hours.

Something, however, must be done at 
once. I turned to Mrs. Brown. I had great 
reliance in her maternal instincts; I had 
that still greater reliance, common to  our 
sex, in the general tender-heartedness of 
pretty women. But I confess I was alarmed, 
l’et, with a feeble smile. I tried to introduce 
the subject with classical ease and light
ness. I even said, “ If Shakespeares Atheni
an down, Mrs. Brown, believed tha t a lion 
among ladies was a dreadful thing, what
must------” But here I broke down, for Mrs.
Brown, with the awful intuition of her sex.
I saw at once was more occupied with my 
manner than my speech. So I tried a busi
ness brusquerie, and. placing the telegram 
in her hand, said hurriedly, “ We must do 
something about this at once. I t ’s perfectly 
absurd; but he will be here to-night. Beg 
thousand pardons, but business prevented
my speakiug before----- ” and paused, out of
breath and courage.

Mrs. Brown read the telegram gravely, 
lifted her pretty  eyebrows, turned the pa

snorting of the keen scented Pomposo in 
’ lit 1 . . .  *

me and poor Pomposo, with every fibre 
tingUn* with fear, was «  “ y h e e i s .  I 
lonkea hncrtedlv around. The breeze baa

nglutg win
look eah u eried ly  around 
a i»a aw ay, and on ly  an occasional breath 
from the deep chested wood», more like a  

; sigh t*1*" any articulate sound, or the

the hollow not only revealed the cause of 
his former terror, but decided me to take 
another direction. After a moment’s hesi
tation, he concluded to go with me, al
though 1 am satisfied from a certain impish 
look in his eye, tha t he fully understood 
and rather enjoyed the fright of Pomposo. 
As he rolled along a t my side, with a gain 
not unlike a drunken sailor, I discovered 
that hie long hair concealed a leather collar 
around his neck, which bore for its legend 
he single word, “ Baby!” I recalled the 

mysterious suggestion of the two miners.
This, then, was the “ baby” with whom I 

was to “play.” How we "“played;” how 
Baby allowed me to roll him down hill, 
crawling and puffing up again each time, 
with perfect- good humor; how he climbed 

young sapling after my Panama hat, 
hieb I had “shied” into oue of the topmost 

branches; how, after getting it, he refused 
to descend until it suited his pleasure; how, 
when he did come down, he persisted in 
walking about on three legs, carrying my 
bat. a crushed and shapeless mass, clasped 
to his breast with the remaining one; how 
'  missed him a t last, and finally discovered 
him seated on a table in one of* the tenant- 
less cabins, with a bottle of syrup between 
his paws, vainly endeavoring to extract its 
contents—these and other details ot that 
eventful day I shall not weary the reader 
with now. Enough that, when Dick Syl- 

ester returned, I was pretty well fagged 
out, and the baby was rolled up. an im
mense bolster a t the foot of the couch, 
asleep. Sylvester’s first words a lte r our 
greeting were:

Isn’t he delicious ?”
“ Perfectly. Where did you get him ?” 
“Lying under his dead mother, five miles 

from here,” said Dick, lighting his pipe. 
“ Knocked her over a t fifty yards; perfectly 
clean shot—never moved afterw ard ! Baby 
crawled, scared but unhurt. She must 
have been carrying him in her mouth, aud 
dropped him when she laetd me, for he was 
not rnoie than three days old, and not vet 
steady on his pins. He* takes the only milk 
that comes to the settlement—brought up 
by Adams’ express a t seven o’clock every 
morning. They say he looks like me. Do 
you think so?” asked Dick, with perfect 
gravity, stroking his hay-colored mustachius 
und evidently assuming his best expression.

I took leave of the baby early the next 
morning in Sylvester’s cabiu, and, out of 
espect to Pomposo’s feelings, rode by with

out any postscript of expression. But the 
ght betöre I had made Sylvester solemnly 
vear that, in the event of any separation 

between himself and baby, it should revert 
n.e. “At the same time," he had added, 

it’s only fair to say tha t I don't think of 
ing just yet, old tellow, and I don't know 
anything else tha t would part the cub 

and me.”
Two months after this conversation, as I 

was turning over the morning's mail a t my 
office in San Francisco, I noticed a letter 
bearing Sylvester’s tamiliar hand. But it 
was post marked “ Stockton,” and I opened 
it with some anxiety a t once. Its contents 
were as follows:

O, Frank ! Don’t you remember what we 
agreed upon anent the baby ! Well, con
sider me as dead for the next six months, 
or gone where a cub can 't follow me—East.

per over and looked on the other side, and 
then, in a remote and chilling voice, asked 
me if she understood me to say tha t the 
mother was coining also.

“O, dear, no,” I exclaimed with consider
able relict; “ the mother is dead, you know. 
Sylvester—that is my friend, who »ent this 
—shot her when the baby was only three
days o ld ----- But the expression of Mrs.
Brown’s face a t this moment was so alarm 
ing that I saw tha t nothing but the fullest 
explanation would save me. Hastily, and 
I fear not very coherently, I told her all.

She relaxed sweetly. She said I had 
frightened her with my talk about lions. In 
deed, I think my picture of poor baby— 
albeit a trifle highly colored—touched her 
motherly heart. She was even a little 
vexed a t what she called Sylvester's “hard
heartedness.” Still, I was not without some 
apprehension. I t  was two months since I 
had seen him, and Sylvester’s vague allu
sion to his “slinging an ugly left” pained 
me. I looked a t sympathetic little- Mrs. 
Brown, and the thought of W atson's pups
covered me with guilty confusion.

had agreed to sit up with me

dv

I know you love the baby; but do ^ou
think, dear boy—now, really, do you tl 
you could be a father to it 1 Consider this 
well. Yon are young, thoughtless, well- 
meaning enongb; but dare you take upon 
yourselt the function« of guide, genius or

"A tine Mexican blanket u s e d  as an outer g a r 
ment for r id in g .

Mrs. Brown 
until he arrived. Oue o'clock came, but no 
Baby. Two o'clock—three o'clock—passed. 
I t was almost four when there was a wild 
clatter of horses’ hoofs outside, and with a 
jerk  a wagon stopped at the door. In an 
instant I had opened it aud confronted a 
stranger. Almost a t the same moment, the 
horses attempted to run away with the 
wagon.

The stranger« appearance was, to say the 
least, disconcerting. His clothes were" bad
ly torn and frayed; his linen sack hung 
from his shoulders like a herald's apron; 
one of his hander was bandaged, his face 
scratched, and there was no hat on hi6 
disheveled head. To add to the general 
ettect, he had evidently sought relief from 
his woes in drink, and he swayed from side 
to side as be clung to the door handle, and, 
in a very thick voice, stated  tha t he had 
“suthin" for me outside. When he had 
finished, the horses made another plunge.

Mrs. Brown thought they must be fright
ened at something.

“Frightened!” laughed the stranger, with 
b itter irony. “ Oh no! Hossish a in 't fr igh t
ened! On'y ran away four timesh cornin’ 
here. Oh no! Nobody’s frightened. Every
th in ’s all ri'. Ain’t it. Bill?” he said, ail- 
dressing the driver. “On'y been overboard 
twish; knocked down a hatchway once. 
Thaeh nothin! On’y two men unner the 
doctor's ban's a t Stockton. Thash nothin'! 
Six hunner dollarsli cover all dauimieb.”

I was too much disheartened to reply, 
but moved toward the wagoD. The stranger 
eyed me w ith an astonishment tha t almost 
sobered him.

Do you reckon to tackle tha t animile 
yourself?” he asked, as he surveyed me 
from head to foot.

I did not speak, but with an appearance 
of boldness I was far from feeling* walked 
to  the wagon and called, “ Baby!”

All ri’. Cash loose them straps, Bill, 
and stan ' clear.”

The straps were cut loose, and Baby— 
the remorseless, the terrible—quietly tum 
bled to the ground, and, rolling to my slue, 
rubbed his toolish head against me.

I think the astonishment of the two men 
was beyond any vocal expression. W ithout 
a word the drunken stranger got into the 
wagon and drove away.

And Baby ? He had grown, it is true, a 
trifle larger, but be was tliiu, and bore the 
marks of evident ill usage. His beautiful 
coat was m atted and unkempt, and his 
claws—those bright steel hooks—had been 
ruthlessly pared to the quick. His eyes 
were furtive and restless, and the old ex
pression of stupid good humor had changed 
to one ot intelligent distrust. His inter
course with mankind had evidently quick
ened his intellect without broadening his 
moral nature.

1 had great difficulty in keeping Mrs. 
Brown Ironi smothering him in blankets 
aud ruining his digestion with the delica
cies of her larder; but I a t last got him 
completely rolled up in the corner of my 
room and asleep. I lay awake some time 
later with pians for his luture. I fiuaily 
determined to take him to Oakland, where 
I had built a little cottage and always 
spent my Sundays, the very next day. And, 
in the midst of a rosy picture of domestic 
felicity. I fell asleep.

W ntn  I awoke it was broad day. My 
eyes at once sought the corner where Baby 
had been lying. But he was gone. I 
sprang from* the bed, looked under it, 
searched the closet, but in vain. Tbe door 
was still locked; but there were the marks 
of his blunted claws upon the sill of the 
window, tha t I had forgotten to close. He 
had evidently escaped tha t way—hut where? 
The window opened upon the balcony, to 
which the only other entrance was through 
the hall. He must be still in the house.

detection, for he even forebore to breathe, 
or much less chew the last mouthful he had 
taken; and he skulked at my side, with the 
syrup dropping from his motionless jaws. I 
think he would have silently choked to 
death just then, for my sake; and it was not 
until I bad reached my room again, and 
threw myself panting on the sofa that I 
saw how near strangulation he had been. 
He gulped once or twice, apologetically, 
and then walked to tbe corner ot his own 
accord and rolled himself up like an im
mense sugar plum, sweating remorse and 
treacle a t every pore.

I locked him in  when I went to breakfast, 
when I found Mrs. Brown’s lodgers in a 
state of intense excitement- over certain 
mysterious events of the night btfore. and 
the dreadful revelations of the morning. 
I t  appeared that burglars bad entered the 
block from the scuttles; that, being sudden
ly alarmed, they had quitted our house 
without committing any depredations, drop
ping even the buut6 they had collected in 
the halls; but that a desperate attem pt had 
been made to force the till in the confec 
tioner's shop on the corner, and that the 
glass show eases had been ruthlessly 
smashed. A courageous servant in No. -1 
had seen a masked ourglar, on his hands 
and knees, attempting to enter their scuttle, 
hut on her shouting, "Away wid yee6 !” he 
instantly fled.

I sat through the recital with cheeks that 
burned uncomfortably; nor was I the less 
embarrassed on raising my eyes to meet 
Mrs. Brown’s fixed curiously aud mischiev
ously on mine. As soon as I could make 
my escape from the table I did so; and, 
running rapidly up stairs, sought refuge 
from any possible inquiry in my own room. 
Baby was still asleep, in the corner. I t 
would not be safe to remove him until the 
lodgers had gone down town; and I was 
revolving in my mind the expediency of 
keeping him until night veiled his obtru
sive eccentricity from the public eye, when 
there came a cautious tap at my door. I 
opened it. Mrs. Brown slipped in quietly, 
closed the door softly, stood with her back 
against it and her hand on the knob, and 
beckoned me mysteriously toward her. 
Then she asked me iu a low voice:

“ Is hair dye poisonous?”
I was too conlounded t > speak.
“O ! do you know wbat I mean,” she said, 

impatiently. “This stuff.” She produced 
suddenly from behind her a bottle with a 
Greek label—so long as to run two or three 
times spirally Hround it from top to bottom. 
“ He 6ays it isn 't a  dye; it's a vegetable
preparation for invigorating--------■”

“Who eays ?” I asked, despairingly 
“ Why, Mr Parker, of course,” said Mrs. 

Brown, severely, with the air of having re
peated the name a great many times—“the 
old gentleman in the room above. The 
simple question I want to ask,” she con
tinued, with the calm manner of one who 
has just convicted another of gross am
biguity of language, “is only this; If some 
of this stall were put in a saucer and left 
carelessly on the table and a child, or a 
baby, or a cat, or any young animal should 
come in the window and drink it up—a 
whole saucer full—because, it had a swett 
taste, would it be likely to hurt them ?”

I cast an anxious look at Baby, sleeping 
peacelully in the corner, and a vorv grate 
fill one a t Mrs. Brown, aud said I didn’ 
think it would.

“Because,” said Mrs. Brown, loftily, as 
she opened the poor, “ I thought if  it was

There were sticky tracks all over the in- 
closure, but still no Baby. ,

“There’s something moving the jrronnü 
over there by th a t pile of d irt,” said Bar
ker. . , .

He was right: the earth  was sinking m 
one com er of the inclosure like an earth 
quake. I approached cautionsly. I ea*, 
what I hf*i not before Dotioed, th a t the 
gronnd was thrown np, and there, in the 
middle of an immense grave-l'.ke cavity, 
crouched Baby Sylvester, still digging, and 
slowly but surely sinking from sight in 
mass of dust and clay.

W hat were his intentions ? W hether he 
was stung by remorse, and wished to hide 
himself from my reproachful eyes
whether he was simply trying to dry his 
syrnp-besmeared coat, I never shall know
for that day, alas ! was his last with me.

He was p*umped upon for two hours, at 
the end of which time he still yielded 1 
thin treacle. He was then taken and care 
fully enwrapped in blankets and locked up 
in the storeroom. The next morning he 
was gone ! The lower portion of the win 
dow sash and pane were gone too. His 
successful experiments on the fragile tex 
ture of glass a t tbe confectioner’s, on the 
first day of his entrance to civilization, had 
not been lost upon him. His first essay at 
combining cause and effect ended in his 
escape.

Where he went, where he hid, who cap 
tured him if he did not succeed in reaching 
the foot bills beyond Oakland, even tbe 
offer of a large reward, backed by the 
efforts of an intelligent police, could no 
discover. 1 never saw him again from tha 
d a r  until—

Did I see him? I was in a horse car on 
Sixth avenue a few days ago when the 
horses suddenly became unmanageable and 
left the track for tbe sidewalk, amid the 
oaths and execrations of the driver. Imme
diately in front of the car a crowd had
gathered around two performing bears and 
a showman. One of the animals, thin, ema
ciated and the mere wreck of his native 
strength, a ttracted uiy attention. I endeav
ored to a ttrac t Lis. He turned a pair of 
bleared, sightless eyes in my direction, but 
there was no siga of recognition. I leaned 
from the car window and called, softly 
“Baby!” B at he did not heed. I closed 
the window. The car was ju s t moving on 
when he suddenly turned aud, either by ae 
cident or design, th rust a callous paw- 
through the glaes.

“ I t ’s worth $1 50 to p u t in a new pane, 
said the conductor, “ If  folks will play with 
bears!”—St Nicholas.

poisonous, remedies might be used in time 
» ecause,” she added suddenly, abandoning 
her lolty manner and wildly rushing to the 
corner, with a frantic embrace of the uncou 
scious Baby, “ because, if any ta s ty  stuff 
should turn its booful hair a horrid green or 
a naughty pink, it would break its own 
muzzer’s heart, it would!”

But, before I could assure Mrs. Brown of 
the inefficiency ot hair dye as an internal
application, she bad darted from the room

at night, with the secrecy of default
ers, Baby and I decamped from Mrs 
Brown's. Distrusting the too emotional 
nature of th a t noble animal, the horse, I 
nad recourse to a hand cart, drawn by a 
stout Irishman, to convey my charge to tbe 
ferry. Even then, Baby refused to go un 
less I walked by the cart, and at times rode 
in it.

" I  wish," said Mrs, Brown, as she stood 
by the door wrapped in au immense sLaw 
aud saw us depart, " I  wish it looked less
solemn, less like a pauper's funeral.” 

fin '1 must admit that as I walked by the cart 
that night I felt very much as if I were 
accompanying tbe remains of some humble
friend to his last resting place; and that 
when I was obliged to ride in it. I never
could entirely convince myself th a t I was 
not helplessly overcome by liquor, or the 
victim of an accident, en route to the hos 
pital. B ut a t last we reached the ferry. 
On the boat I think no oue discovered Baliv
except a drunken man, who approached me 
to ask for a light for his cigar, hut who sud
denly dropped it and fled in dismay to the 
gentlemen's cabin, where his incoherent 
ravings were luckily taken for the eaiiier 
indications of delirium tremens.

It was nearly midnight when I reached 
my little cottage on the outskirts of Oak-

My hand was already upon the bell-rope, 
but I stayed it in time. It he had not made
himselt known, why should I disturb the 
house? I dressed myself hurriedly, aud 
slipped into the hall. The first object that 
met my eyes was a boot lying upon the 
stairs. It bore the marks of Baby's teeth; 
and, as I looked along the hall, I saw too 
plainly that the usual array of freshly- 
blackened boots aud shoes before the 
lodgers'doors was not there. As I ascended 
the stairs I found another, hut with the 
blacking carefully licked oil. On the third 
Moor were two or three more hoots slightly 
mouthed: but a t this point Baby's taste for 
blacking had evidently palled. A little 
further on was a ladder, leading to an open 
scuttle. I mounted the ladder, and reached 
the flat roof, th a t formed a continuous 
level over the row of houses to tbe cor
ner of the street. Behind the chimney on 
the very last roof something was lurking. 
It was the fugitive baby. He was covered 
with dust, and dirt, and fragments of glass. 
But he was sitting on his hind legs, and 
was eating an enormous slab of peanut 
candy, with look of mingled guilt aud inti- 
nit« satisfaction. He even, I fancied, 
slightly stroked his stomach with his disen
gaged lore paw. as I approached. He knew 
that 1 was looking for him, and the exprès 
sion of his eye said plainly, “ The past at
leaêt, is secure.’

I hurried him with the evidence of hie 
guilt back to the scuttle, and descended on

land; and it was with a feeling of relief 
and security tha t 1 entered, locked the 
door, and turned him loose in the hall, 
satisfied tha t henceforward his depredations 
would be limited to my own property. He 
was very quiet tha t night, and alter he had 
tried to mount the hat-rack, under the 
mistaken impression th a t it was intended 
for his own gymnastic exercise, and kicked 
all the hats off he went peaceably to sleep 
on the rug.

In a week, with the exercise afforded by 
the run of a large, carefully boarded iuclo- 
sure, he recovered his health, strength, 
spirits, and much of his former beauty. 
His presence was unknown to my neighbors, 
although it was noticeable that horses in
variably “shied” in passing to the windward 
side of my house, aud tha t the baker and 
milkman had great difficulty iu the delivery 
of their wares in the morning, and indulged 
in unseemly and unnecessary profanity in 
so doing.

At the end of the week. I determined to 
invite a few friends to see the Baby, and to 
that purpose wrote a number of formal in
vitations. After decanting a t some length 
on the great expense and danger attending 
his capture and training, I offered a pro
gramme of the performances ot the “ Infant 
Phenomenon ot Sierran Solitudes,” drawn 
up in the highest professional profusion of 
alliteration and capital letters. A few ex
tracts will give the reader some idea of his 
educational progress:

1. He will, rolled up in a Round Ball, roll 
down the Wood Shed, Rapidly, illustrating 
His manner of Escaping train His Enemy 
in His Native Wilds.

2. He will Ascend the Well Pole, and re
move from the Very Top a Hat. and as 
much ot the Crown and Brim thereof as 
May be Permitted.

3. He will perform a pantomime, descrip
tive ot the Conduct of the Big Bear, The 
Middle-Sized Bear and The Little Bear of 
the Popular Nursery Legend.

4. He will shake his chain Rapidly, show
ing his Manner of striking Dismay and 
Terror in the Breasts of Wanderers in Ur
sine Wildernesses.

The morning of the exhibition came, but 
an hour before the performance the wretch
ed Baby was inissiDg. The Chinese cook 
could not indicate his whereabouts. I 
searched the premises thoroughly, and 
then, in despair, took my hat aud hurried 
out into the narrow lane that led toward 
the open fields and the woods beyond. But 
I found no trace nor track of Bubv Svlves- 
ter. I returned, after an hour’s "fruitless 
search, to find uiy guests already assembled 
on the rear veranda. I briefly recounted 
my disappointment, my probatile loss, and 
begged their assistance".

“W hy,” said a Spanish friend, who 
prided himself on his accurate knowledge 
of English, to Barker, who seemed to be 
trying vainly to rise from his reclining po
sition on the veranda, “ why do you not dis
engage yourself from the veranda of our 
frienuf and why, in the name of Heaven, do 
you attach to yourselt so much ot this 
thing, and make to yourself such unneces
sary contortion? Ah,” he continued, sud
denly withdrawing one of his own feet from 
the veranda with an evident effort, “ I am 
myself attached! Surely it is something 
here!”

I t evidently was. Mv guests were all ris
ing with difficulty—the'floor of the veranda 
waa covered with some glutinous substance.

. M r s .  A u i l a b o o ,

In a sermon preached on the twenty 
eighth of June, by Rev. Charles A. Stod
dard, a t the funeral of the widow of the 
distinguished naturalist, Audubon, who 
came t$> her death a t Louisville, Kentucky, 
we rind the following excellent eketek of 
her life and character :

Lucy Bakewell was the daughter of Wil
liam Bakewell, an English gentlemen, who 
had bought a tract of land on the Schuyl 
kill river, aud who lived on his estate. The 
estate which young Audubon received from 
his father adjoined tha t of Mr. Bake well, 
and the intimacy which naturally resulted 
from association between yuung people 
thus placed led to friendship. Lucy Bakc- 
well taught the young Frenchman the 
English language, and received from him 
drawing lessons in return. In due time 
they became deeply attached to each 
other, and. after delays and hindrances, 
were Lappriy married on the eighth of 
April, 1808. Sne left her father's 
house a t onee with her husband, 
and began a remarkable and event
ful career by a journey through Penn
sylvania to Pittsburg, and down tbe Ohio 
river in a ffat-boat to Louisville. From that 
time onward for more thau th irty  years she 
had no permanent home, yet her spirits 
never flagged, weariness never produced 
discontent, isolation from friends never 
chilled the warmth of her affections, nor 
did the independent life to which she was 
compelled produce selfishness aud misan
thropy. She had given her heart with her 
hand to tier husband, and she identified 
herself entirely with his pursuits, his inter
ests and his hopes. She accompanied him 
in his wanderings, encouraged him in trials, 
and when misfortunes overtook him she 
bent to the task of relieving him with an 
active intellect and a strong will. In order 
to obtain money to educate their children 
and leave him free to pursue his studies in 
natural history she took a olaee as govern
ess in a family in New Orleans, and afte r
ward in Natchez.

When her husband was anxious to go to 
Europe in order to perfect himself in the 
use of colors, and could not, for lack of 
funds, she established a family school a t 
Bayou Sara and earned the needful money 
while she also educated her two children. 
When, in the face of many obstacles, aud 
contrary to the advice of his friends, who 
regarded him as a madman. Audubon de
termined to pursue ornithology as his pro
fession, his wife determined that his genius 
should have the opportunity which it 
craved. She gave him not only words of 
encouragement, but devoted several thou
sand dollars, which she had earned by 
teaching, to help forward the publication of 
his drawings and insure his success. Twice 
she went with her husband upon his voy
ages to England, and traveled with him 
while be obtained subscribers to his great 
work. For years she bore the pain ol long 
separation patiently, stimulating his en thu
siasm by Ler letter*», while she provided for 
their children by her labors, and rejoiced 
in tbe triumph which “he had aided him to 
achieve without a thought of the 
struggles and privations which it ' had 
cost her. And when the keen eye 
tnat had caught so quickly each shade of 
tbe plumage of birds grew dim, and the 
dexterous ringers could no longer ply the 
pencil, when "silent, patient sorrow rilled a 
broken heart,” and paralysis had weakened 
body and mind, then tor years, in the beau
tiful home which their mutual efforts had 
provided, his wife read to him with untiring 
faithfulness and Christian serenity, till the 
last moment of recognition aud departure 
came together.

Alter the death of her husband Madame 
Audubon did not sink into inactivity and 
despondency. She interested herself in the 
children for whose training she had done 
so much, and gave to children's children 
the benefit of a regular and systematic edu
cation. Her days were filled with active 
efforts for the ' good of others, and no 
rust dimmed the mind to which intel
lectual activity had become a constant 
delight. She loved to read, to study 
and to teach; she knew how to gain the 
attention of the young, and to fix 
knowledge in their minds. “ If I can 
hold the mind of a child to a subject for 
five minutes he will remember what 1 teach 
him,” she once remarked. Acting upon this 
principle, she was as successful a t three 
score ami ten years in imparting knowledge 
as she had been in early life, when she 
taught in Louisiana.

Mme. Audubon interested herself in all 
that pertained to the welfare of the neigh
borhood in which she lived. Although it 
was not without a pang tha t sue saw her 
ylvau home invaded by the growth of the 

citv, and ail old associations broken up, she 
did not trea t those who came to live near 
her as strangers. The death of her hus
band was a t length followed by the death 
of both of her sons, who had been the 
colaborers and traveling companions of their 
lather: the fortune which had rewarded their 
mutual efforts was reduced by unfortunate 
investments, and many trials and burdens 
pressed upon her declining years: but she 
met her trials without shrinking, and bore 
her burdens patiently. Cheered by the so
ciety of the intelligent and the good, with 
iindiminished fondness for inellectual pur
suits, and still surrounded by descendants 
who honored and loved her. she occupied 
her time in »preparing a biography of her 
husband, which is a t once a noble tribute to 
his memory and a monument of her own 
literary ability and industry. The last years 
of Audubon’s life had been saddened by the 
loss of sight, and partial blindness now cut 
her off' from reading. But as she had been 
eyes to the blind, so now a granddaughter, 
with filial affection, supplied her loss of 
sight, and read to her for hours from books 
ot travel aDd valuable literature, with daily 
portions of the Word of God.

A TOAD.

BT ILltABtTB iKIKS ALLEN.

C lo ie  b.T t h e  P a i e m e n t  d o o re te l»
A r e p r e s e n t a t i v e  t o a d  

H » “ m a d e ,  a l !  t b e  « u l t r y  » U m m er,
H i«  q u i e t  a n d  co o l a b o d e ;

A n d  t h e  w a y  h e  b u m p «  a n d  b o u n c e s  
A b o u t  o n  't h e  a r e a  « to n e «

W o u ld  b r e a k  e v e r y  b o n e  in  ms b o d y , 
E x c e p t  t h a t  h e  L a s  n o  D unes.

W h e n  a  m a n  is  c r in g in g  a n d  a b j e c t
And fawns fo i a  s e lf is h  e n d ,

W h y  t h e y  s h o u ld  c a b  h . i n  a  t o a d y  
W h a t  m o r t a l  c a n  c o m p re h e a u T  

S in c e  fo r  r e s o lu t e  in d e p e n d e n c e ,  
D e s p is in g  t h e  c o u r i e r ’s  c o d e ,

A n d  f r e e d o m  fro m  m e a n  a m b  t io i t s ,  
T h e r e 's  n o b o d y  l i k e  t b e  to n d .

I  k n o w  h o w  s t r o n g ly  a g a i n s t  h im  
S o m e  p o p u la r  n n i m s ie s  go ;

B u t  t h e  t o a d  i s  n e v e r  v ic io u ä ,
S o r  s i l 'y .  n o r  B tu p id , n o r  s lo w . 

S tu p i d !  P e i h a p s  y o u  n e v e r  
N o tic e d  h is  j e w e l  e v e s ?

S o w  1 o r  h i»  t o n g u e ’« r e d  l i g h tn i n g  
S t r i k in g  t b e  d a r t i n g  f l ie s  !

O h , b a t  t h e  m o u th  h e  c a r r i e s  !
T o  m a k e  i t s  d im e n s io n s  c b js r ,  

ODe lo n g s  t o  d e s c r ib e  i t  b r ie f ly , 
A s l e a c h i n g  fro m  e a r  t o  e a r ;  

B u t  t h a t  n o  p ro f e s s o r  o f  r e p t i  e s

In Isj-iks upon kindied ubjects) 
To locate batbracian  ears.

N o m a t t e r  h o w  s t e r n  a n d  s o le m n  
T h e  m a r k in g s  a b o u t  L is  e y e s ,

T h e  w id th  o f  h is  n io tu h  p r e s e r v e s  h im  
F ro m  w e a r in g  to o  g r a v e  a  g m s e ;

I t  g iv e s  h im  t h e  lo o k  (u o  m a t t e r  
H o w  s a d  l ie  m a y  be t h e  w h ile  

O r  d e e p  in  p r o f o u n d  n b s 'r a c i i o n )
O f  s m i l in g  a  c h r o m e  s in  le.

H is  p o n d e r o u s  lo c o m o tio n ,
T h o u g h  h r im tu l  o f  n e r v e  a n a  fo rc e . 

A n d  w e il  e n o u g h  h e r e  iu  t b e  a - e a .
W o u ld n 't  d o  fo r  a  t r o t t i n g  c o u r s e ;  

T o o  m o d e s t  t o  ru n  fo r  C o n g re s s .
T o o  h o n e s t  fo r  W a ll s t r e e t ' s  s t r i f e .  

H is  p r in c ip l e s  a i l  u n f i t  h im  
F o r  a u g h t  b u t  a  v i r t u o u s  life .

M h o le  in  t h e  g ro n n d  c o n t e n ts  h im .
So l i t t i e  h e  a s k s  o f  fa te ;

P h i lo s o p h e r  u n d e r  a  d o c k  le a f .
H e s i t s  l i k e  a  k in g  iu  s t a t e .

S h o u ld  a  h e e d le s s  fo o ts te p  m a s h  h :m . 
In  g r a v e l  a b s o r b e d  a n d  b le n t ,

H e  n e v e r  c o n ip ! a ‘n6 o r  c r u m b ] ;» —
H e k n o w s  I t  w a s  a c c id e n t .

N o  d r u d g i n g  s e r b e  iu  a  s s n c tn m ,
S o  w r i t e r  o f  p ro s e  o r  rh v m e ,

G e ts  t h r o u g h  w ith  so  m u c h  h a r d  t h i n k .
In  t h e  c o u r s e  o f  a  s u m m e r  'im e ;

A n d  i f  s o m e t im e s  h e  ju m p s  a t  c o n c lu s io n s .  
H e  d o e s  i t  w i th  a c c u r a t e  au n  

A n d  a f t e r  m a t u r e  re f le c tio n —
W o u ld  a l l  o f  u s  d id  t h e  s a in t !

B n t  w h a t  w il l  h e  d o  th i s  w a i t e r ,  
l a  t h e  w iu d  a n d  sn o w  a n d  h a i l .  

W i th  h i s  p o o r , s o f t ,  u n c la d  b o d y  
I’n s h e l t e r e d  b y  w in g s  o r  t a  ,1 

H e  c a n  n o t  g o  s o u th ,  p o o r fe llo w .
In  s e a rc  h  o f  a  m i ld e r  a i r .

F o r  s p r in g  w o u ld  be b a e k  t r i u m p h a n t  
B e fo re  h e  w a s  h a l l  w a y  th e r e !

B n t  w b a t  a r e  h i s  p la n s  fo r  t h e  f u tu r * .
O r  w h e r e  h e  i n t e n d s  to  go.

O r  w h a t  l ie  is  w-eigli Dg a n d  p l a n n in g ,
• A re  t h in g s  w e  s h a l l  n e v e r  k n o w .
B e  w in k s  i f  y o u  a s k  h im  a  q u e s t io n .

A n d  k e e p s 'h i s o w n  c o u n s e l  w ell;
F o r  in  f a c t ,  l ik e  t h e  n e e d y  k n l f e - g r in d e t ,

H e  h a s  n e v t r  a  e :o r y  to  t-eli!
—S t. N ic h o ls »

I t  was—syrup,
I saw it all id a flash. I ran to the barn

The keg of “golden syrup.” purchased only 
the day before, lay empty upon the floor.

■\Vben it was contended by English bar
risters th a t no naan should be adm itted to 
tbe bar who had doc an independent landed 
property, many year3 before Mr. Benjamin 
took his carpet sack to the Queen's bench, 
Curran promptly asked, “How many acre« 
make a wiseacre?”

The True f lia r r  o f Acadia*
Whoever chances to be in central of east

ern Maine a t this season of the year w it
nesses the Minimi incursion of a foreign 
people, says tbe Portland Press. Along all 
the highways come strange little wooden 
carts without springs, drawn by tongh lit
tle Canadian horses, and loaded down with 
chattering Frenchmen till no part of the 
structure i* visible but tbe wheels. These 
people who come every year from the St. 
Francois aDd the other French settlement* 

the province of Quebec to help the 
Yankee taruäers cut tueir hay, are for the 
most part incredibly ignorant and dirtv; 
they have a certain "Gallic aptness for the 
use of strangely involved and complicated 
oaths tha t excites tbe envy of Americans 
who. Id general, are limked’to the straight
forward Anglo Saxon oath “ with its 
three terrific specifications.”  But they 
are, a harmless folk, les» quarrel
some than the Irish, more pictu
resque than the Germans, and much less 
intelligent than either. Many of these peo
ple. as well as those who inhabit the rapid 
growing French settlements a t W aterviue, 
Lewiston and other Maine towns, are de
scendants ol the hapless Acadians whose 
removal from Nova Scotia form* the sub
ject of Longfellow's “Evangeline.” If this 
be so, there has been a great change in the 
manners and habits of the neat and frugal 
Norman-French of the “ beautiful village of 
Graud P re ,” since the barbarous removal 
from their old homes. They have also in- 
reased and multiplied, in a manner well 

calculated to excite the wonder of the un- 
proiific American stock, for it wa* stated  a t 
he recent meeting of the French Canadians 

in Quebec that no less than 500,000 of them 
bad emigrated to tbe United States, and it 
was proposed to lure them back by the 
offer of a land bounty.

Here are tbe poor lost children e f the 
Acadians, for instance, right before our 
eves, aud who can tell anything of their 
sad, romantic story since their dispersion in 
1755? Hardly anybody in the world—per
haps nobody in the world but “ W. G.” the 
Hon. William Gould, of Windham, bow one 
of our State Senators. By dint of long and 
laborious research, prosecuted in libraries 
and in tbe course of visits to the old Acadian 
homesteads, he knows tbe historical side of 
their story as well as Lotglellow kuows the 
toetical side. With bis usual g >od iuck, he 
jag come into jiossessiou of a genuine treas
ure-trove, nothing less than the journal of 
an officer of one of tbe English vessels, kept 
during the trip from Grand Pre to Georgia 
with the captive French on board. Tins, 

it-h other journals and log books, also in 
is possession, together with the traditions 

of the. descendants of the Acadians, a settle 
ment of whom yet remains in Nova Scotia 

ith all the original habits and dress, will 
enable so enthusiastic and accomplished a 
historian as Mr. Gould to execute success 
luily bis project, which is to give u* “a de
scription ot tne Acadians or neutral French, 
and a history of their removal from their 
homes on the Bay of Fundy,” together with 
some account of the condition of their de
scendants in the United States.

The true story will be lound stranger 
than fiction. Tbe people were more numer
ous than is generally supposed, numbering 
18,090 in three or lo ir districts, and IjOOO at 
Grand Pre alone. They were kept ignorant 
of their fate till the moment of their captiv
ity, which was simultaneous in all the dis
tricts. They were allured, to labor at the 
gathering iu of their crops, which were 
secretly allotted to the use of their captors. 
The 500 men of Grand Pre, like those of the 
other districts, were separated from their 
wives and children, who went in separate 
ship“, and most of the families were never 
after reunited. From the decks of the 
ships a t anchor they witnessed the burning 
of their villages before sailing. I t is tbe 
log-book of one of these vessels that, after 
a quiet sleep of 120 years in some garret, 
has fallen into right bauds. Brigadier 
Preble, of Portland, father of the “old 
Commodore,” was second in command of 
tbe expedition.

Assnssinat ion  ns  n P in e  A r t .

Since tbe Persian Sheik, known as the 
“Old Man of tlie Mountains," iu the elev
enth century, carried on the trade of assas
sination by wholesale from bis stronghold in 
the heigbths of Lebanon, down to the pres
ent time, mankind have instinctively 
branded the act of killing men suddenly 
and by stealth as a great aggravation of the 
offense ol murder. Even when the killing 
in open combat, face to face, wouid be 
deemed in a degree excusable or even jus
tifiable, to stab one behind his back or 
shoot him in the dark is universally re 
garded with abhorrence as unmanly and 
dishonorable. Aud yet history proves that 
the crime ot assassination prevails most in 
those countries where human life is held 
of little value, and where the knife and the 
pistol are ready to be drawn both in tbe 
street and in public resorts at any trifling 
provocation. Iu Italy and Spain, where 
tbe dagger and stiletto were a part of a 
gentleman's daily outi' nut long since, and 
where the code of chivalry has hitherto 
ruled like a rod ot iroD. professional assas
sins can be employed to take an enemy's 
life for a moderate compensation.

Evidently it is not the tendency of the 
code of the*duelist or of the street fighter to 
cultivate and foster a spirit of genuine 
manly courage. We do nut say that a pro
fessional duelist, or even the desperado 
who is always ready for an atiray in a bar
room or a t the race track with his knife 
and revolver, wouid stoop to assassination 
Far from it. There are many such turbu 
lent spirits who would shudder a t the 
thought of stealing on an unsuspecting ene
my and suddenly taking his life without a

m om ent’s warning. B u t we do aaqia! 
th e tendency o f tbeir exam ple aniLt»»
is to breed a  contem pt for human 
m any of the  w eaker and more q .J

[cosTtwr
m any ot tne  w eaxer auu more i w  . , . .„„a
spirite, who alw ays follow the wont Ï  bv
and ircrrove on the ir »ices the wron? as 1
see aa little  barm  in assassinating »V I .  L aii b
,n shooting a  squ irre l A V i c k s b ^  Ä a l ,  S ta«
gives an account of an  infamous! ’anff ;
wLich took place recently in that Statf f tn tn c t  of C 
physician who had been boarding ^  Consistent Uei 
widow incurred the  dislike of her sot,j iin ite  l State! 
ordered him to  leave the  house. The ̂  ijn ited  State' 
of the story ie thus told: »nproprUtwt

■Dr. Robinson removed to another ̂  ^nd  by can

IknUU 0* Uv ** wo w M)* El3 J
l ed by ffickness, and did not s tir out of t m ay becoim- 
r Kim until soon after nightfall on Taesj, »  sinking 1 
when he stepped out into tbe yard, p rinç i? ’»1 u ' 
walked around the corner o f the hou# aha!: 1
few moments after he descried a j, registered 
figure in the shrubbery, but before be ^  tro .te r ot
.1 ii i.aen Sta mitlinaa ♦ Ijprfi tFRfi M viv? Us. be  regiso.r“

t h e  T r e u s t :
discern it« outlines there was a vivid 
a loud report, and he fell to the 
m ortally wounded, fifteen or twenty 
shot having taken effect in hie thigh^ 
abdomen, some of them passing eatith 
through his body. Another shot was bj 
immediately after the first, but the iieioli, 
victim bail already reeled and f»^

wh'.c-h ia** 1 
of tue Trea 
as may ’<'e
aionor* shi

to the ground, and the shot lodji 
in the side of the house, just above ja 
l ead. Some half hourexpired before any^ 
discovered the condition or came to tit 
rescue of Dr. Robinson, and when thejdjj 
come They found him lying on tiie gromg 
bleeding and dying. He was convey 
into the house andsurgical attendance sin, 
moned, but his wounds were of siuch » 
character th a t human skill could avai] hy, 
nothing.” ,

D astardly acts like thi* wtil inevitably b, 
multiplied in every community where is« 
take reveDge in their own hand* ig 
tem pt of law. There is no greater mi»tab, 
thau the belief entertained by many 
tbe law of private revenge and the rewort 
to the redress of the knife and pistol ten# 
to elevate the standard  o f honor and viadj. 
c .te  the sp irit of genuine 
title Commercial.

M Wwsderl'Bl W aaiaa .
There is a t present occupying en* of ^  

cells in the Tombs a woman of a bout t*
ty nice years o f age, rem arkably 
sessing in appearance and g ilttii with m-
complishments and ta lents which, ;f tMF 
had been correctly apjdied, wt-uid. »  
doubt, have give* her a brilliant posit At b  
society, instead of a gloomy eel! ic*ide #  
four walls. The charge against this roaes. -JB*
woman, who baa all th« m anne»  of iréne§
society, is tha t of grand larceny, preftireb 
bv General Philip D. Roddy, ol Alabina, a  
ritizen well known in this eity  and rsi'.ros* »
management throughout th* cotton Sts*«.
On the ninth of June  last Decemi Rod% 
appeared before Justioe M orgai at Jeff«» 
a n M aiket and made complaint sg-iinst tâa  
accused, charging her stealing ma optic* •
J istrument known aa an opera glass, v*lu(R T 
a t f  15 50. and seven gold coins 01 the on*. (  
ren t y of Great Britain, in all valued at ffO*
In answer to this eharge the accuse® «%• 
■wered in a  quiet way:

“ My legal name is Carlotta Francs® 
Rodii'y- I am twenty-nine years of age an® 

was born in W arren county. New Jersey, 
have no residence—my husband îurne# 

me out of his. I ha re  no occupation. ], ton 
not guilty of the charge.”

This was rather a  startling  »Dfiorttetcenl 
to make in op ta  court, but U'arlo’ta  wa* 
committed in tlefault of #1000 t-aif. and thw 
grand ju ry , of which Hugh Aucbincioeswa* 
foreman, brought in an indictm ent against 
her, and a few days since she «pjteared be
töre the bar of the General Session* an® 
pleaded not guilty to tbe charge, and now 
is awaiting her trial. The the ft was said to 
have beem committed a t  the  residence ol 
Geaeral Roddy, in Jersey City, and it is said 
tha t the trial of the prisoner will involve 
)*erson* well known to the community who 
have been foolish enough to get themselvjB 
entangled in the meshes of this Woman.

The real name of the accused i* saul to b #  
Mary F. Shotwell. and by th a t name sho 
was known when she made her debut m  
this city a t French's Hotel, and h iring 
apartments, appeared in company w ith % 
Chicago detective, who came on w ith h e r  
to recover some railroad bonds, which were * 
said to have been taken away from her by 
a man about town named Brooks, whose 
arrest she earned. The bonds were of the  
railroad company with which G eneral 
Roddy was connected, and they were takeni 
trom Brooks and held to aw ait develop
ments by Superintendent Kelso. W hile a t  
trench  s Hotel, this woman, who is a dark  
and languishing brunette, gave her nam » 
as Shotwell, and held various interview* 
with the reporters, in which she represented 
herself as a rich widow, and then again a* 
a lobbyist a t Washington tor some inve-n» 
tion; and, in fact, she related so m any 
• to m s  of herself th a t it  was hard to te i l  
where she eume from or what she was.

One thing was clearly evident, however, 
and tha t was tha t she had great eommand 
ot language, and could talk three or four oi 
the stronger s?x “out of their boots;” i t  
seemed from her manner that she was gen. 
er«tlly undfcr tb© iutiuouc© of *onj© tzvvum 
narcotic, her eyes were gifted with a s trauca  
» n d |Uu na tur»l brilliancy, and she ta lk ed  
w ild c a t  rim e, of her influence iu the dis- 
tn c t a tto rn ey s  office aud the low er »he
nîh r v,nni* i-° b**r in General Grant and 
other high functionaries at W ashington
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known police magistrate, a t tha t time ia  
the Tombs, and the Chicago detective it i* 
r i :  “ Heathen Chi!
nee” and out wittert tbe Central Office ptdic« 

Mrt ail the officials Miout thw
court. Alter th i. .be  d isap ,eared and 

*.f“ r  laPs? ° f  nearly1 ,  vear. s h i
again appears at" tbe bar of ' th e ‘T e n e ra ?
Sessions to aw ait this last charge p effirred 
by a gentleman whom she asser-« 
husband. At any rate she is* wopderfulfw 
mysterious woman and verv unlike t i l  
general run of her se» »1.« • un 1Ke tlî(*
courts.—.Veto ">***  ,n I'01* »

Thw 8s»w  F i „ t # f |fce 9|erF|lBi
One of the grandest objects, savs the 

h rancisco liullctin which , - Î “f S , a  
the traveler i ?  o’n?  m o u n S *  °*
quisite plant, the snow plant of th !  «V ex* 
the sarcodes sanguine» of John Tegrav “h i  
botanist It is an inhabitant on] v n / «** 
higher bierras, being rarelv i v1 ,tbft 
an altitude ot 4000 feet and i t^ d ,be.low 
crimson spike of flowers i i f K?onou* 
in May, forcing i J l f " f f l  tb « “ early 
which a t th a t period cling 
of our pine forests The eH *  ’be s*d«* 
Plant w lich  is vfsfble a b o Ä ° s  7 -tho 
bright rosy crimson in color and , ' 18 *  
the strongest contrast to the’ dart- p e8f,nt» 
tbe pines and the shimmer of t b e ^ I f “ , “1 
root is succulent, thick and t i  T' It# 
free of moisture, attaching 
roots ot other plants, pnncir.aliJ I 
species of the pine family, u  /  t0 . th9
aiming those curious mem iters , r ' ' •  
table world which are knawn 7  >be veSe* 
as parasites, and is con8eouenti»b°t^“1#,t®
incapable of cultivation, 'fhe di a tn tlre lY
tremely fond o f it, and it is not t x *
mon c ircum stance  to  find a  m m .l a un.co“ 1* 
p lan ts  uproo ted  and  r<,t.v...,i . . r ‘.l*plants uprooted and rohbed^fU he Ï *
part of their underground g r o w t b b v Ädrillllk H If is- Inti ru *1 .. . V

#
f

animals It belongs to  thS UMuraT Ä  
Orobanckacea. anil is met with through .if* 
whole of the .Sierra region, becom > > ,tba  
as we approach tbe south. * fareg

Hte«*p Charge«,

The N ew s  has b eu shown a bill ot .. 
liouse charges liy the Galveston -
Company which in some countries tl’,h’\rî  
be considered tolerably steep. The ! ° U 
so charged protested against t ie  amoi.e“. ^  
the bill, but he had no recourse l>ut r«Ut °* 
it. There were th irteen packages o f  
hold goods, mostly small, Up o U which thî. 
re g h t from New Orleans to Galveston bv 

the Morgan me steam er Clinton, amounted 
to f., -1. The goods were stored one night 
m the company’s warehouse, and for per
forming tins service the owner of the good« 
was presented with a bill of 8-j f;r, 
be could remove his effects. Add fitly  cent, 
the amount of wharfage, and we have à 
lu 1 of *3 lo incurred a t the Galveston, 
wharf, or within ten cents of what it cost 
to transport the goods from New O rleana 
to this city. Comment js unnecessai“® 
This may be business, but it is businesi 
with a vengeance, and pursued energetieal- 
y wi crack the back of “ natural advan- 

tages in course of time. I t  is to be bom d 
tha t there w some m istake about this

have tbe  eviden«s in black and 
while before us as we writ«.-G alcesto»

TTie paternal aohre* on whicl 
pride is based a ie  the old  man’s


