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THE SPINNING WHEEL.

EY B. 7. TAYLOR.

A white pine floor and low ceiled Toom,
A wheel and a reel and a great brows loom,
The windows out. and the world iu bloom—

A pair of “swifts” in the corner, where
The grandmother sat iv her ik wrought ehair,
And pulied at the distafl’s tangled Lair;

And sang to herself a6 sle spun the tow
While “the little wheel” ran se soft and low
As mwuffied brooks whete the grasees grow
And lie eue way with the water's flow. -

As Christ's field lilies free from sin, .
S0 she grew like them when she cessed to spin
Counted ber * kruots” and handed them in

“The great whee!” rigged in its harness stande—
A lhngle ged thing :nh its epind e in bande—
Arnd the -ﬂ-nder spokee, like the willow wands
That spring #0 thick in the jow wet iande,

Tarn d‘;u-t atthe touck of & woman's hauds

As the wheel whirlaswift, how yank they grow!
But bow sparse and thin when the wheel runs

slow,
Forward at.d backward aud to aud fro!

There's & heap of rolls like clonds in enrl,
And a bright faced spriugy, burefoot f“l;
BLe gives o touch aud a careless whirl.

Khe holds a rell in her shapelr hand
'ﬂnl‘:’lm sun bas kiseed and the wind hae fauned,

And its wate obeyes the whee!'s command.

There must be wi."*:’nn her rosy heel;
And there nust be beee in the spincle steel!
A thouesnd spokes iu the dizsy wheel!

Have yon forgotten the left-breast knock
Wlu-z.:,\':m bagged the bee in the hollybock,
Aud the augry burr of au apcient clock—

A1l resdy to strike—came out of the mill,
Where covered with meal the rogue was etill,
Tiil it made your thumb and finger thrill ¥

12 is ope, two, three—the roll is caught.
“Tis & backward step and t1¢ thread is t.'nt,
A hurry of wheel snd the roll 16 wrought!

*Tis one, twe, three, and the yarn rons on,
Aud the spirdle shapes ike » white-pine cone,
* Aseven and stil] as sometbing grown.

The barefoot maiden follows the thread
Like somebody caught aud terkered and Jed
Up to the buzz of the busy head.

With backward sweep aud willowy bend
Monarch would boriow if mwaiden could lend,
She draws out the thread to the white wooi's end,

From Bnglish lhﬂ'&of the old-time farm,
With their g as fuir a8 a WolLaL's 4ri,
And faces white as » gil's alaym.

Bbe breaks her thread with au angry twaog
Just as if at her touch & harp-string rang
Aund keyed to the quaint old song she sang

*That came to & halt on her cherry lip,
“While she tied one knot that Lever ¢ uld slip,
And thought of anotber, when ber ship—

All lsden with dreams in splendid guise—
Snould seil 1ight out of 1Le azure skies
And & lover bring with great lwowr eyes!

Ah, brond the day but her work wes done—
Two“rure’ by reel! She kad twisted and epun
Her two score “kuote’’ by set of sun, .

With her one, two, three the wheel beside,
And the three two, one of Ler backward glide,
S0 to sud froin calico pride , X

Till the bees went home and daytime died!

Q0 apron white as the white sea fonm
Nhe gutliered the wealth of her velvet gloom,
And railed it in with a tall Lack-comb.

She crushed the dew with Ler naked feet,
The track of the sun was & golden street,
The grass was cool and the air wis sweet,

The girl gazed up st the mackered aky,
And 1t looked like & paitern lifted b ﬂx;
But she never dreamed of angeie nigl

And she spoke right out: “Do just sce *here!
What a biue aud white for the clouded puir
Fw going to kuit for my Sundsy weas!”

The whee! is dead and the bees are gore,
Aund the girl 18 dressed in & 61 ver lawn,
Aud Lier feet are shod with a golden dawn.

Frem a wind-swung tree that waves before
& shiadow (s dodging in at the door—
Fiickering ghoss on the white ploe floor—

And the cat, unlearned in the sl
Just touched ite edge with a velvet
To hold it etill with an ivory claw!

But its spectral cloak is blown about,
And s moment more sud the ghost i§ out,
And Jeaves us all in shadowy docbt.

1f ever it fell on floor at all,
Or if ever it swung along the wall,
95 whether a shrond or & phantews shawl!

®h, brow that the old-time morning kissed !
Good night, my girl of the doulle and twist
Ok, barefoot vision ! Vanisbing

BABY SYLVESTER,

BY BRET HARTE.

1t was at a little mining camp in the Cali-
fornia Sierras that he first dawned upon me
in all his grotesqne sweetnees.

3 bad arrived early in the morning, but
fiot in time to intercept the triend who wae
the object of my vieit. He had gone *‘pros-
peoting”’—so they told we on the river—
wnd would pot probably return until late
in the afternoon. They could not eay what
direction he bad taken; they could mot sug-
pest that 1 would be lkely to find him if 1
Jollowed. But it was the general opinion
that I had better wait.

I looked around me. I was standing upon
the bavk of the river, and apparently the
ounly other human beings in the world ‘were
tuy interlocutors, who were even then just
disappearing from my horizon down the
steep bank toward the river's dry bed. I
spproached the edge o1 the bank.

here could I wait ?
« D, anywhere; down with them on the
tiver bar, where they were working, it 1
liked! Or I could make myself at home in
any of those cabins that 1ivund lying round
loose, Or, perhape it would be cooler and
+ pleasanter tor me in my friend’s cabin on
the hill. Did I see those three large sugar.
pineal And, a little to the right, a canvass
roof and chimpey over the bushes! Well,
that was my friend’s,—tbhat was Dick Syl-
wester's cabin. 1 could stake my borse in
that little hollow, and just hang round
there 1ill he came. I would find some books
in the shanty; I could amuse myeelf with
thew. Or [ could play with the baby.

Do what !

But they had already gone. I leaned
over the bunk and called atter their vanish-
jog tigures:

=*What did you gay 1 conld do "

The answer floated slow!y up on the bot,
suggish air:

"ﬁku-y with the ba-by.”

“The lazy echoes tock it up and toseed it
Janguidly from hill to hill, until Bald Moun-
tain opgu«iw made some incoherent remark
about the baby, and then all was still.

I must bave been mistaken. My friend
was not a man of family; there was not a
woman within forty miles of the river camp;
be mever wus so passionately deveted to
children as to import & luxury so expensive,
4 must bave been mistakeu.

Iturned my horse’s head toward the hill,
As we slowly climbed the narrow trail, the
little settlement might have been some ex-
tumed Powpeiian suburb, so deserted and
silent were 1ts habitations. The open doors
plainly disclosed each rmlel_\'_ finishea inte-
gior—ihe rough pine table, with the scant
equipage of the worning un_‘»l still standing;
the wouoden bunk, with its tumbled and
wdisheveled blankets. A golden lizard—the
very gemius of desolate stillness—had
mul}]led breathless upon the threshold of
one vabin; a squirrel peeped impudently
into the window of another; a wookpecker,
with the general tiavor of uptlertukm_;:
which distingishes that bird, withbeld his
sepulehral bammer from the cot_lm‘ lid of
the root o which he was professionally
engaged ue we passed. For a moment 1
huft regretred that 1 bad not accepted the
jnvitation to the river bed; but, the next
moment, & breeze swept up the long, d_ark
canon, and the waiting files of the pines

° beyond bent toward me in salutation. I

i horse understovd as well as my-
.ﬂt::?fhl:‘yn was the cabius that made the
solitude human, and therefore unbearable,
for he quickened his pace, and with a gentle
trot brought me to the edge of the wood
and the three pines tha: eto‘od like videttes

Sylvester outpost.
be{;::ail‘:ﬁi?g my horse ‘:ll the little hollow,
I unslung the long riate from the saddle
bow, and, tethering him to a young sapling,
turued toward the cabin. I bad gone a
few steps when I heard & quick trot behind
me, poor Pom with every fibre

dry singing of u cicala in the heated canon.
wae to be veard. I exwmived the ground
carefully for rattlesnakes, but in vain. Yet
bere was Pomposo shivering from his arched
neck 10 his sensitive haunches, bis very
flanks pulsating with terror. 1 soothed him
a8 wellae I counld, and then walked to the
w004 and peered iuto ite dark recesses. The
bright flash of a bird’s wing, or the quick
dart of & equirrel wae all I saw. I confess
it was witk something of superstitous ex-
pectation that I again turned toward the
cubin, A fairy child, attended by Titania
and ber train, lying in an expensive eradle,
would pot bave surprised me; a Sleeping
Beauty, whose swakening would have re-
peopiea thoee solitudes with life and ener-
£y, 1 s afraid 1 began to confidently look
:ior and would have kissed without hesita-
on.

Bat I found none of these. Here was the
evidence of my friend's teete and refine-
went in the {eurzh swept scrupulously
clean, 1n the picturerque arrangement of
the fur ekipe that covered the fioor and
furniture, aud the striped serape” lying on
the wooden couch. Here were the walls
fancifully papered with illustrations from
the London News; here was the wood-cut
portrait of Mr. Emerson over the chimney,
guietly framed with blne jays’ winge; here
were hie few favorite books on the swing-
ing ehelf, and here, lying upon the couch,
tne latest copy ot Puncih. Dear Dick! The
fiour sack was someties empty, but the
gentle eutiris: seldom miseed his weekly
Vieit,

I threw myself on the couch and tried to
read. But I roon exhausted wy igterest in
wy friend’s library, aud lay there staring
through the open door vn the green hillside
beyond. The breeze again sprang up, and
a delicious cool, mixed with the rare in-
cenge of the woods, stole through the cabin.
The elumbrous droning bumble-bees out-
side the canvas roof, the faint cawing of
rooke on the opposite mountain, and the
fatigue of my morvipg nde began to droop
wy eyelids, I pulled the eerape over me
a8 a precantion againet the freshening
mouotain breeze, and in & few mowents
was asleep.

Ido not remember how long Islept. I
must bave been conscivus, however, during
my slumber, of my inability to keep myeelf
covered by the serape, for I awoke once or
twice, clutching it with a desperate hand as
1t wus disappearing over the foot of the
couch. Then I became suddenly aroused to
the fact that my efforte to retain it were re-
sisted by some equally persistent force, and,
letting it go, I was horrified at eeeing it
swiftly drawn under the couch. At this
pont I sat up completely awake; for imme-
diutely sfter, what seemed to be an exag-
gerated muff began to emerge from under
the couch, Presently it appeared fully,
dragging the serape after it. There was no
wisteking it now—its was 8 baby bear—a
mere suckling it was true, a helpless roll of
mb and tur, but, unmistakably, a grizzly
cub.

1 can ot recall anything more irresisti-
Iy ludicroue than its aspect se it slowly
reised its emall, wondering eyee to mine.
It was £0 much taller on ite haunches than
ite shoulders—its fore legs were g0 diepro-
portionately small—that in walking its
hind feet invariably took precedemce. It
was perpetually pitching forward over ite
pointed, ivofiensive noee, and recovering
itself alwaye, after thete involuntary somer-
saults, with the gravest astonishment. To
®dd 0 ite prepusterous appearance, one of
ite Lind feet wae adorned by a shoe of Syl-
vester's, into which it had accidentally and
inextricably etepped. As this somewhat
fmpeded its first iipulse tofiy, it turped to
me; and then, possibly recognizing in the
stravger the same species ae its mueter, it
prused. Preeently it slowly raised itself on
it Lind lege, and vaguely and deprecatingly
waved a baby paw, fringed with little
nooks of steel. Itook the paw and shook
it grnve],v. From that moment we were
friends. The little affuir of the serape was
forgotten.

Neovertheless, 1 was wise enough to
cement friendship by an act of delicate
courtesy. Following the direction of his
eves, I had no difticalty in finding, on a
«helt near the ridge-poie, the sugar box
sud the square lumpe of white sugar that
even the poorest winer is never without.
Whiie Le was eating them I had time to
examire him more closely. His body was
& silky, dark, but exquisitely modulated
gray, deepening to black in his paws and
wuzzle. His fur was excessively long,
thick, and a8 soft as elder down; the
cuskions of flesh beneath perfectly infant-
ine in their texture and contour. He was
€0 very young that the palms of his half
buman feet were still tender as a baby's.
Except tor the bright blue, steely hooks,
Lalf sheathea 1n his little toes, there was
not a siegle harsh outline or detail 1n his
plump figure, He was as free from angles
ae one of Leda’s offepring. Your caressing
hand sank away in Lis fur and dreamy
langnor. To look &t him long was an
intoxication of the senses; to pat him was
& wild delirium; to embrace him, an utter
demoralization of the inteilectual faculties.

Whken he had finished the sugar, he rolled
out of the door with a balf diffident, halt
inviting look in his eye, ae ifhe expected me
to follow. I did eo, but the emffing and
snorting of the keen scented Pomposo in
the hoilow not only revealed the cause of
bis former terror, but decided me to take
another direction. After a mowent’s hesi-
tation, he concluded to go with me, al-
though I aw satiefied from & certain iwpish
look in bhis eye, that he fully understood
and rather enjoyea the fright of Pomposo.
As Le rolled along at my side, with a gait
not unlike a drunken eailor, I dircovered
that his long hair concealed a leather collar
arocund his neck, which bore for ite legend
the single word, “Baby!” 1 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 putling up again each time,
with pertfect good huwor; how he climbed
a young sapling after my Panama hat,
which I had **sbied” into oue of the topwost
branches; how, after getting it, he refused
to descend until it suited his pleasure; how,
when he did come down, he persisted n
walking about on three lege, carrying my
bat, a crushed and shapeless mass, clasped
to his breast with the remaining one; how
I missed him at last, and finally discovered
bim seated on a table in one ot the tenant-
less cabiuns, with a bottle of syrup between
his paws, vainly endeavoring to extract ita
contente—these and other details of that
eventful day I shall not weary the reader
with now. Enuuih that, when Dick Syl-
vester returped, I was pretty well fagged
out, and the baby was rolled up, an im-
menee bolster at the foot of the couch,
asleep. Sylvester's first words after our
greeting were:

*Isn’t he delicious !”

“Perfectly. Where did you get him ?”

“Lying under his dead mother, tive miles
from Lere,” said Dick, lighting his pipe.

“Knocked her over at fifty yarde; perectly
clean shot—never moved atterward ! Baby
crawled, scared but unhurt. She must

have been carrying him 1n her mouth, and
dropped him when she 1aced me, for he was
not wore than three daye old, and not yet
steady on his pins. He takes the only milk
that comes to the settlement—brought up
by Adams’ express at seven o'clock every
morning. They say he looks like me. Do
sou think so?” asked Dick, with perfect
gravity, stroking his hay-colored mustachios
und evidently assuming his best expression,

I took leave of the buby early the next
worning in Sylvester's cabin, and, out of
respect to Powposo’s feelings, rode by with-
out any postseript of expression. But the
night before I bad mwade Sylvester solemnly
swear that, in the event of any separation
between himself and baby, it should revert
to me. *“At the same time,” he had added,
*it's only fair to say that I don’t think of
ying just yet, old tellow, and I don't know
of anything else that would part the cub
and me.”

Two months after this conversatior, as 1
Wwaa turping over the morning’s mail at my
office in S8an Francisco, I noticed a letter
bearing Sylvester's tawiliar hand. Bat it
was post marked ‘‘Stockton,” and I opened
it with some anxiety at once. Its conteuts
were as follows:

0, Frank! Don’t you remember what we
a 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.
I know you love the baby; but do you
think, dear boy—now, really, do you
you could be a father to it? Consider this
well. You are young, thoughtless, well-
ing enough; but dare you take upon
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the functions of guide, geniue or

) more like &
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from th
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~A fine Mexican blanket used as an outer gar-

ment for ridiog,

guardisn to one so young and guileless?
Could you be the wentor to this Tale
machue? Think of the temptations of a
metropolis. Lok at the question well, and
let me know speedily, for I've got him ae
far as thia place, and be's kicking up so
swinl row in the botel yard, and rattliog his
chain like # manizc. Let me know by tele-
graph at once. SYLVESTER.
P. S.—Of course he's grown a little, and
doesn’t take things always a8 quietly as he
did. He dropped rather heavily on two of
Wateon's “*purpe’ last week, and snatched
old Wateon himself bald-headed for inter-
fering. You r¢wember Wateon; for &L in-
telligent wan, he knows very little of Cali-
fornia fauna. How are you fixed for bears
on Montgomery street—I mean in regard to
cortals and things? ) ]
P. D. S —He's got some new tricke. The
bays have been teaching him to put up hie
hauds with them. He slings an ugly Iefg.

I am afraid that my desire to poesess my-
se!f of Baby overcawe all other considera-
tions, aud 1 telegraphed an sfiirmative at
once to Sylvester. When I reached the
lodgings late that afterncon my landiady
was awaiting me with a telegram. It was
two lines from Sylvester: |

“All right. Baby goes down cn night
boat. Be a father to bim. o

It was due, then, at one co'clock that
pight. For a momert 1 was staggered at
my own precipitation. I Lad as yet made
no preparations—had eaid nothing to my
landledy about her new guest. I expected
to arrange everythiug in time, und now,
through Sylvester's indecent haste, that
time bad been shortened tweive hours.

Somethivg, however, must be done at
ounce. I turned to Mre. Brown. I hed great
reliance in her waternal instinets; I had
that still greater reliance, common to our
eex, in the geperal tender-heartedness of

retty women. ButIconfess I was alared.

'at, with & feeble smile, I tried to introduce
the subject with clessical ease and light-
ness. I even sa:d, “If Shakespeare’'s Atheni-
an clown, Mre. Brown, believed that a lion
among ladies was a dreadful thing, what
must—" But here 1 broke down, for Mrs.
Brown, with the awful intaition of her sex,
I saw at once was more oceupied with my
manner than my speeck. So I tried a busi-
pness brusquerie, and, placicg the telegram
in ber hand, eaid hnrriediy, “We must do
something about thie at once. It's perfectly
absurd; vut he will be here to-night. Be;
thousand pardops, but business prevente
my speaking before—" and paused, out of
breath and courage.

Mrs. Brown read the telegram grnve!_r,
lifted Ler pretty eyebrows, turned the pa-
per over and looked on the other side, and
ther, in aremote and chilling voice, asked
me if she understood me to say that the
mother wae coming also.

*0, dear, no,” I exclaimed with consider-
able relief; ‘‘the mother is dead, you know.
Sylvester—that is my friend, who sent this
—shot her when the baby was only three
daye old —.” Bt the expreseion of Mre,
Brown’s face at this moment was so alarm-
ing that I saw that vothing but the fullest
explapation wouid 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 at what sle called Sylvester's “hard-
beartedness.” Still, | was not without some
apprehengion. It was two months since I
Lad seen hiw, and Sylvester's vague allu-
sion to his “slinging an ugly left” pained
me. I looked at sympathetic little. Mra.
Brown, and the thought of Wateon's pupe
covered we with guilty confusion.

Mre. Brown bmf agreed to sit up with me
unti! he arrived. Oue o'clock cae, but o
Baby. Two o'clock—three o'clock—passed.
It was almost four when there was a wild
clatter of borses’ hoofs outside, and with a
jerk a wagon stopped st the door. In an
wmstant I bad opened it and confronted a
stranger. Almoset at the same moment, the
horees attempted to run eway with the
wagon.

Le stranger’s appearance was, o say the
least, disconcerting. His clothes were bad-
Iy torn and frayed; his linen eack hung
from his sboulders like & herald’s apron;
one of his Lande was bandaged, his face
scratched, and there was no hat on his
disheveled head. To add to the general
effect, he had evidently sceught relief trom
his woes in drink, and he swayed from side
to side a& he clung to the door handle, and,
in a very thick voice, sta that he had
“guthin” for me outside. When he bad
finished, the horees made another plunge.

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

“Frightened!" langhed the stranger, with
bitter irony. *Oh no! Hossish ain't fright-
ened! Ou'y ran away four timesh comin’
bere. Oh no! Nobody's frightened. Every-
thin's all ri’. Ain'v it, Bill?” he eaid, ad-
dressing the driver. *“On'y been overboard
twish; knocked down a hatchway once.
Thash potlin! On'y two men unner the
doctor’s ban's at Stockton. Thash nothin'!
Six hunner doilarsh cover all dammieh.”

I was too much disheartened to repiy,
but moved toward the wagon. The stranger
eyed me with an astonishment that almost
sobered him.

“Do you reckon to tackle that animile
yourseif? ” he aeked, as bLe surveyed me
from head to foot.

I did not speak, but with an appearance
of boldpess 1 was far from feeling, walked
to the wagon and called, *Baby!”

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

The etrape were cut loose, and Baby—
the remorseless, the terrible—quiet!y tum-
bled to the grourd, and, rolling to my side,
rubbed his toolish head agalost me.

I think the astonishment of the two men
was beyond any vocal expression. Without
a word the drunken stranger got into the
wagon and drove away.

And Baby! He had grown, it ia true, a
tritie larger, but he was thiu, and bore the
marks of evident ill usage. His beautiful
coat was matted and uokempt, and his
claws—those bright steel hooks—had been
ruthlesely pared to the qnick. His eyes
were turtive and restless, and the old ex-
pression of stupid good humor had changed
to one of intelligent distrust. His inter-
course with mankind had evidently gnick-
eued his intellect without broadening lus
moral nature.

1 had great difficulty in keeping Mura.
Brown from smothering him in blankets
and rnining his digestion with the delica-
cies of her larder; but I at last got him
completely rolled up in the corner of my
room and asleep. I lay awake scme time
later with pians for his future. 1 finally
determined to take him to Oakland, where
I bhad built a little cottage and always
spent my Sundays, the very next day. And,
in the widst of a rosy piccure of domestic
felicity. I fell asleep.

Woen I awoke it was broad day. My
eyes at once sought the corner where Baby
had been lying. But he wae gope. I
sprang from the bed, looked under it,
searched the closet, but in vain. The door
was still locked: but there were the marks
of his blunted claws upon the #ili of the
window, that I had forgotten to close. He
had evidently escaped that way—but where?
The window opened upon the balcony, to
which the only other entrance was through
the ball. He must be still in the house.

My hand waa already upen the bell-rope,
but I stayed it in time. It he had not made
himselt known, why should I disturl the
house? I dressed myself hurriedly, and
alipped into the hall. The first object that
met wy eyes was a boot lying upon the
stairs. It {mre the marks of Baby's teetls:
and, as 1 looked along the hall, I saw roo
y!ainly that the usual array of fresily-
lackened boots and shoes before the
lodgers' doors was not there. As I ascended
the stairs I found another, bnt with the
blacking carefully licked off. On the third
floor were two or three more boots slightly
mouthed: but at this point Baby’s taste for
blacking had evidently palled. A little
further on was a ladder, leading to an open
&cuttle. I mounted the ladder, and reached
the tlat roof, that formed a continuous
level over the row of houses to the 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 eitting on his hind legs, and
was eating an enormous slab of peanut
candy, with lock of mingled guilt and infi-
nite satisfaction. He even, I fancied,
slightly stroked his stomach with his disen-
gaged fore paw, as I approached. He knew
that I was looking for him, and the expres
sion of his eye said plainly, “The past, at
least, is secure.”

I hurried him with the evidence of his

guilt back to the scuttle, and descended on
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tip-toe to the floor beneath. F
favored ue; I met no one on the etairs, and
his own cashioned tread was ixujudlble. I
think he was ¢ i of the gers o
detection, for be even forebore to breathe,
or much less chew the lust mouthful he had
taker; and he ekulked at my eide, with the
syrup dropping from his motionless jawe. I
:ﬁink be would have silently choked to
death juet then, for my sake; and it wsenot
uutil I bad reached my room sgain, and
threw myself panting on the sofs that I
saw Lhow near strangulation he had been.
He gulped ouce or twice, ap.logetically,
and then walked to the corner of his own
accord and rolled Limselt up like an im-
wense sugar plum, sweating reluorse and
treacle at every pore.

1 locked him'in when I went to breakfast,
when I found Mrs. Brown’s lodgers iu &
state of intepse excitement over certain
wysterions events of the night before, and
the dreadful revelations of the morning.
It appeared that burglars bad entered the
block from the scutties; that, being sudden-
Iy alarmed, they had gquitted our houee
without cowmitting any 3@ redations. drop-
ping even the boots they had collected in
the halls; but that & desperate attempt had
been made to force the till in the confec
tioner's shop on the corper, and that the
glass sbow cases lad been ruthlessiy
smaehed. A courageous servantin No. 4
bad eeen & wasked purglar, on his hands
and knees, attempting to enter their ecuttle,
but on her shouting, *Away wid yees !” he
instantly fled.

I sat through the recital with cheeks that -

burned uncomfortably; nor was I the less
ewbarrassed on raising 1y €5€8 10 Mmeet
Mre. Brown's fixed curiously and mischiev-
ously on wine. As soou as I could meake
wy escape from the table I did eo; and,
running rapidly up stairs, sought refuge
from any possible inquiry in wy own room.
Baby wus still ssleep in tie corner. It
would not be safe to remove him uatil the
lodgers bad gone down town; and I was
revoiving in mwy mind the expediency of
.keeping bim until night veiled bis obtra-
sive eccentricity frow the public eye, when
there came a cautious tap atmy door. I
opened it. Mrs. Brown elipped 10 quietly,
cloeed the door softly, etood with her back
agaiust it and her hand on the kuob, and
beckoned me mysteriously toward Ler.
Then she acked we in a Jow voice:

“*Is hair dye poisonous!”

I was too contounded t» epeak.

+0! do you know what I wean,” sbe said,
impatiently., “This stuff.”” Sbe produced
suddenly from behind her a bottle with &
Greek label—so long as to run two or three
tiwes spirally around it from top to bottom.
“He eays it isn't & dye; it'ea vegetable
preparation for invigorating 5

“Who saye 1" I acked, despairingly

“Why, Mr Parker, of course,” said Mrs,
Brown, severely, with the air of having re-
peated the name a great many tilues—''the
vld gentleman in the room above. The
simple question I want to ask,” she con-
tinued, with the caltu macuer of one who
has just convicted snother of gross aw-
biguity of langusge, “ig only thie: If sowe
of this stuff were put in a saucer und left
carelessly on the table and a child, or a
baby, or a cat, or any youug animal shounld
come in the window and drink it up—a
whole taucer full—because it had a sweet
taate, would it be likely to burt them ?”

I cast an anxious look at Baby, eleeping
peacetully in the corner, and & very grate-
ful one at Mre. Brown, and eaid I dida't
think it would.

*'Because,” said Mrs. Brown, lofiily, as
ehe opened the poor, “I thought if it was

hoisonous, remedies might be used in tiwe,

ecause,” she added snddenly, abandoring
her lofty manner and wildly rushing 1o the
corner, with a frantie embrace of the uncon-
scivus Baby, *‘becruee, if any nasty stuff
should turn its booful hair a borrid green or
a naughty pink, it wonld break its own
muzzer's heart, it would!”

Bat, before I could aesure Mre. Brown of
the inefiiciency ot hair dye as av internal
application, she bad darted from the roow.

hat pight, with the eecrecy orf default-
ers, Baby and 1 decamped from Mre,
Brown's. Distrusting the too emotional
pature of that noble animal, the horse, I
nad recourse to a hand cart, drawn by a
stout [rishman, to convey my charge to the
ferry. Even then, Baby retused to go un-
Jesr I walked by the cart, and at times rode
in it.

+I wish,” said Mre, Brown, as she stood
by the door wrapped in ap immense shawl
and saw us depart, “‘I wish 1t looked less
eolemn, less like a pauper’s funeral.”

I must aflmit that as I walked by the cart

that night I felt very much as if I were
accompanying the remaius of some humble
friend to his last resting place; and that,
when I was obliged to ride init, I never
could entirely convivce myself that I was
not helplessly overeome by liguor. or the
victim of an accident, en route to rhe hos-
pital. But at last we reached the ferry.
On the boat I think no one discovered Baby
except a druuken man, who approached me
to ask for a light for his cigar, but whosud-
denly dropped it and fled in dismay to the
gentlernen's cabin, where his incoherent
ravings were luckily taken for the eatlier
indications of delirinm tremens.
« It was nearly midnight when I reached
my little cottage on the outekirts of Uak-
land; and it was with a feeling of relier
and security tbat I entered, locked the
door, and turped him locse in the hall.
satisfied that hencetorward hisdepredations
would be limited to my own property. He
was very quiet that night, aud aiter be had
tried to mount the hat-rack, under the
mistaken impression that it was intended
for his own gyvmnastic exercise, snd kicked
ali the hats off, he went peaceably to sleep
on the rug.

In a week, with the exercise affurded by
the run of a large, carefully boarded iuclo-
sure, he recovered his health, streagrh,
spirits, and much of his former beanry.
l}is presence was unknown to my neighbors,
although it was noticeable that horses in-
variably “shied” in passing to the wind ward
side of my house, and that the baker and
milkman had greatdifticulty in the delivery
of their wares in the morning, and indualged
in unseemly and unnecessary profanity in
80 doing.

At the end of the week, I determined to
invite a tew friends to see the Baby, and to
that purpose wrote a number of forwal in-
vitations. After decanting at some length
on the great expense and danger attending
his capture and training, I offered a pro-
gromme of the performances ot the **Intant
Phenomepon ot Sierran Solitudes,” drawn
up in the highest professional profusion of
alliteration and capital letiers. 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 trom His Enemy
in His Native Wilds.

2. He will Ascend the Weil 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 Manper of striking Dismay and
Terror in the Breasets of Wanderers in Ur-
sine Wildernesses,

The morning of the exhibition cawe, but
an hour before the performance the wrerch-
ed Baby was miseing. The Chinese cook
could not indicate his whereabouts, |
searched the premises thoroughly, and
then, in despair, took my hat and hurried
out into the narrow lune that led toward
the open fields and the woods beyond. But
I found no trace nor track of Buby Sylves-
ter. I returned, after an hour's finitless
search, to find my guests already assembled
on the rear veranda. I brictiy recounted
my disappointment, my probavle losg, and
begged their assistance,

“Why,” said a Spanish friend, who
prided himself on his accurate knowledge
of English, to Barker, who seemed to bs
trying vainly to rise from his reclining po-
sition on the yeranda, “‘why ¢o you not dis-
engage yourself frum the veranda of our
triend! and why, in the name of Heaven, do
you attach to yourselt so much of this
thing, and make to yourself such unneces-
sary contortion? AhL,” he continued, sud-
deniy withdrawing one ot his own feet from
the veranda with an evident effort, *‘I aw
myeelf attached! Surely it is something
here!”

It evidently was. My guests were all ris-
ing with difficalty—the floor of the veranda
was covered with some glutinous substance.
It wu—ayrur.

Isaw it all in a flash. I ran to the barn.
The keg of *‘golden syrup,” purchased only

the day before, lay empty upon the fioer.

e
There were

sticky tracks sll
closure, but still no Baby. | a
“There’s sowetbing woving the gronn
gver there by that pile of dirt,” eaid Bar-

er. X
He was right: the earth was sinking in
one eorner of the incloeure like an earth-
quake. I approached cautioasly. I saw,
what I hnf not before noticed, that the
ground was thrown up, and there, in the
widdle of an immense grave-like cavity,
crouched Baby Sylvester, etill digging, and
slowly but sureiy sinking from sight in &
masa of dust and slay.

What were his intentions? Whether he
was stung by remorse, and wished to hide
himeelf from my reproechful eyes, or
whether he was simply trying to dry bis
ayrup-besmeared coat, {never ¢hall know,
for that day, alae ! was his last with we.

He wae pueped upon for two hours, at

the end of which tiwe he still yielded a
thin treacle. e wae theu taken snd care-
fully enwrapped in blankets und locked up
in the etoreroom. The next morniog he
wae gone ! The lower portion of the win-
dow rseh aud pane were gone tod., His
succersiul experiments on the fragile tex-
ture of glaee at the confectiorer’s, on the
first day of hie entrance to civilization, bad
not been lost upon bim. His firet essay at
combining cause and effect ended in his
a""ﬁ'
Where ke went, where be hid, who cap-
tored hiw if he ¢id not succeed in reaching
the foot hills beyond Oakland. even the
offer of a large reward, backed by the
efforts of an intelligent police, could not
diecover. 1 never suw him again from that
day until—

Did 1 eee him? I was ina horse car on
Sixth avenue a few days ago when the
horses suddenly became unmanageable and
left the track for the sidewalk, umid the
oaths and execrations of the driver. Imme-
diately in fropt of the car acrowd had
gathered aronnd two performing bears and
& showman. One of the animals, thin, ema-
cisted and the mere wreck of his native
strength, attracted wy attention. I endeav-
ored to attracy bis. He turned a pair of
bleared. sightless eyes in my direction, but
there was no sign of recognition. I leaned
from the car window and called, softly,
*Baby!” But he did not Leed. I closed
the window. The car was just moving on
when ke suddenly turned aud, either by ac-
cident or design, thrust a cullous paw
through the glaes. -

“It’s worth §1 30 to put in & new pane,”
said the coudnetor, “It folks will play with
beare!"—St. Nicholas.

Mrs. Audubon.

In a sermon preached vn the twenty-
eighth of June, by Rev. Charles A. Stod-
dard, at the funeral of the widow of the
distinguiebed naturalist, Andubon, who
cawe tp her death at Louisville, Kentucky,
we find the following excellen? sketch of
ner life and character:

Lucy Bakewell was the daughter of Wil-
liam Bakewell, an English gentlemen, who
had bought & tract of land on the Schuyi-
kill river, und who lived on his estate. 'I‘{Je
esinte which _vou:ﬁ Audubon received from
his father adjoined that of Mr. Bakewell,
and tbe intimacy which naturaliy resuited
from wuesoviation between young people
tixus placed led to friendship. Lucy Bake-
well taught the young Frenchwman the
Engiish language, and received from himw
drawing leseons in return. Ia due tiwe
they became deeply attached to each
other, and. after delays and hindrances,
were Lappily warried on the eighth of
Aoril, 1BUS, Sne left her father's
house at once with her bhusband,
and began & remarkable and event
fal career by a journey through Penn-
sylvania to Pittsburg, and down the Ohio
river in a flatboat to Louisville. From that
time onward for more than thirty years she
had no permarent home, vet her spirits
never flegged, weariness never produced
discontent, isolation from friends mever
chilled the warmth of her affections, nor
did the independent life to which she was
compelled produce sefishness and wmisan-
thro&xy. She had given her heart with her
hand to her husband, and she identified
herself entirely with his pursuite, Lis inter-
este and bis 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 bistory she took a place as govern-
ess in a family in New Orleans, and after-
ward in Natchez.

When her husband was anxious to go to
Europe in order to perfect himself in the
use of colors, and ecould not, for lack of
funde, she established a fawily echool at
Bayou Sara and earned the needful money
while she aleo educated her two children.
When, in the face of many obstacles, and
contrary to the advice of his friends, who
regarded him as 8 madmau. Audubon de-
termined to pursue ornithology as hie pro-
fesgion, hia wife determined that his genius
should bave the opportunity which it
craved. She gave him not only words of
encourzgement, but devoted several thou-
sand doullars, which she had earned by
teaching, to help forward the publication of
his drawings and insure his success. Twice
she went with her busband upon his voy-
ages to England, and traveled with him
while be obtained suhscribers to his great
work. For years she bore the pain of long
separation patiently, stimulating his enthu-
siasm by Ler letters, while she provided for
their clildren by ber laburs, and rejoiced
in the trivmph which ghe had aided him to
achieve without a thought of the
struggies and privations which it" had
cost her. And when the keen eye
that had canght so quickly each shade of
the plumage of birds grew dim, and the
dexterous fingers could no longer ply the
pencil, when *'silent, patient sorrow filled a
broken heart,” and paralysis had weakened
body and mind, then tor years, in the beau-
tifal home which their mutua! efforts had
provided, his wife read to him with untiring
faithininess and Christian serenity, till the
last moment of recogmition and departure
came together.

After the death of her husband Madame
Aundubon did not sink into inactivity and
despondency. She interested herself in the
children for whose training she had done
&0 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 bad 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
koowledge in their miods. “If I can
hold the mind of a child to a subject for
five minutes he will remember what I teach
bim,” she once remarked. Acting upon this
principle, she was as successful at three
score and ten years in imparting knowledge
as she had been in early life, when she
taught in Louisiana.

Mmwe. Audubon interested herself in all
that pertained to the welfare of the neigh-
borhuvod in which she lived. Although it
was not without a pang that she saw her
sylvan home invaded by the growth of the
city, and all ¢ld assuciations broken up, she
did not treat those who cawe to live near
her as strangers. The death of ber hus-
band was at length followed by the death
ot both of her sons. who had been the
colaborersand traveling companions of their
tather; the fortune which had rewarded their
mutual efforts was redaced by unfortunate
investments, and many trials and burdens
pressed upon ber declining vears; but she
met ber trials withont shrinking, and bore
her burdens patiently. Cheered by the so-
ciety of the intellizent and the good, with
andiminished fondness for inelleetual pur-
suits, and etill surrouvded by descendants
who honored and loved her, she occupied
her time inepreparing a biograpbhy of her
husband, which is at once a noble tribute to
his memory and a monument of her own
literary ability andindustry. The last years
of Andubon’s life hud heen saddened by the
joss of sight, and partial blindness now cut
her off from reading. Bat as she had been
eves to the blind, =0 now a granddaughter,
with filial affection, sapplied her loes of
sight, and read to her for hours from books
ot travel and valuable literature, with daily
portions of the Word of God.

 ————
over the in-
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When it was contended by English bar-
risters that no man should be admitted to
the bar who had not an independent landed
property, many years before Mr. Benjamin
took his carpet sack to the Queen’s bench,
Curran promptly asked, “Huw many acres
make & wiseacrel”

—o-u ——e -.‘. ‘fb"b:‘ ———
BY ELIZABETE AKERS ALLEN.

ose by the basement dooretep

CIA representatize toad

Hax made, all zlhe u:llry n:mmtr.

uiet and cool a 3

Axgihtge way he bumpe and bounces
About on the area stones

Would bresk every bupe iu his body,
Except that he has no vones.

When & man is cringing saed abject
And fawps for @ selfish end,

Why they should cali him a 10ady
‘aut mortal can comprehend?

Since for resolute 1udependence,
Deepising the courtier's code, 4

Apd fieedom from mean amb:tiors,
There's nobody like the toad.

1 know how strongly againet Lim
Some popular whimesies g0

Bat the tod 18 never vicious,
Nor #illy, nor stupid, nor slow.

Stupid ! Perthaps you never
Noticed his jewel eves?

8 ow 1 or his torgue’s red lightoing
Biriking the darting fiies

Oh, but the month Le carries!
To wake its d/mersions clear,

One longs to describe 1t briefly,
As 1enclung from ear to ear;

Bug that no professor of repti es
Is able (80 far as appesrs

In books upor kindred ubjects)
To locate buthracian ears.

No matter how stern and eolemn
The warkings abeut Lis eyes, g
The width of kis mouth preserves Lim
From wearing 100 grave a guise;
It gives him the iook (Lo matier
H«m sud he may be the while
Or deep in profound abstraeiion)
Of smiling & chronic swle.

His ponderous locomotion,
Thoeugh brimful of verve and foree,
And weil enongh hiere iu the aves,
Wouldn't do for a trotting course;
Too modest to run for Congre
Too houeat for Wall street’s
Eis principles all unfit him
For sught but a virtuous life.

A hole in the ground contents him,
8o littie he asks of fate;
Philosopher under a dock leaf,
He sits like a king 1n state. .
SLou'd a heedless r(-uuu»{. mash him,
In gruvel shsorbed and blent,
He never compia‘ns or grumble—
He kuows it was sccident.

No drudging seribe ia a sanctnm,
No writer of prote or rhziue, v
Gets through with 8o much hard thinkifg
In the course ¢f a summer 'ime;
And if sometimes he jumps 2t conclusions,
He does 1t with accurate atm
and after mature reflection—
Would all of us did the same!

But what will be do this winter,
14 tke wind aud snow and bail,
Witt his poor, soft, unclad vedy
Uneheitered by wiugs or ta !
He can not go south, poor fellow,
In search of & milder air,
For spring would be back triumphauty
Betore Le was half- wuy there!

Bnt what are his plans for the future,
Or where Le intends 10 go,
Or what he is weighing and Elunnlng.
* _Are things we sball never know.
Ye winks if you ask him a question,
And keeps his own counsel well;
For ic fact, like the needs knife-grindes,
He Las never a story to tell!
—8t. Kicholas

The True Storv of Acadia,

Whoever chances to be in central o east-
ern Maine at 1lus season of the year wite
uesees the anuunal incursion of & foreign
people. says the Portland Press. Along all
the bhighways come etrange little wooden
carte without springe, drawn by tough lit-
tle Canadian horees, and loaded down with
chattering Frenchmen till no part of tae
structure is visible but the wheele. These
people who come every vear trom the St.
Frausois and the other French settlements
in the province of Quebec to help the
Yuckee tarmders cut tueir hay, are for the
wmoet part ineredibly ignorant and dirty:
they have a certain Gallic aptnees for the
uee of etrangely involved snd complicated
oaths that excites the envy of Awericans
who, in general, are limited to the straigut-
forward Anpglo-Sexon oath *“with its
three terrific specifeations.” But they
are & barmless folk, less quarrei-
some tLan the Irish, more pictu-
resque thun the Germans, and mnch less
intelligent than either. Many of these peo-
ple, as well as those who inhabit the rapid
growing French settlements at anrnB >
Lewiston and otber Maine towns, are de-
ecendants of the hapless Acadians whose
removal from Nova Scotia forms the aub-
ject of Longfellow’s “Evangeline.” If this
be 80, there has been a great change in the
manuvers and habits of the neat and frugal
Norman-Frenchi of the “beautiful village of
Grand Pre,” vince the barbarous removal
frow their o)d bomes. They have also in-
ereased and maultiplied, in a manper well
calenlated to excite the wonder of the un-
prolific American stock, for it was stated at
the recent meeting of the French Canadians
in Quebec that no less than 500,000 of themn
had emigrated to the Usited States, and it
wns proposed to lure them back by the
ofter of a land bounty.

Here are the poor lost children of the
Acadians, for instance, right before our
eves, aud who can tell anything of their
sad, romantic story since their dispersion in
1755t Hardly anybody in the world—per-
haps nobody in the world but W, G." the
Hon. William Gould, ot Windham, tow one
of our State Senators. By dint of long and
laborions research, prosecuted in libruries
and in the course of visits to the old Acadian
homesterds, he knows the historical side of
their story as well as Lorglellow knowa the
Eoezx’cnl side. With bis usual god luck, he

a8 come into possession of a genuine tregs-
ure-trove, nothing less than the journal of
an ofiicer of one of the English veseels, kept
during the trip from Graod Pre to Georgia
with the caprive French on board. Ths,
with other journals aud log books, also in
his possession, together with the traditions
of the descendants of the Acadians, a settle-
ment of whom yet remains in Nova Scotia
with all the original babits and dress, will
enable 50 enthusiastic aud accomplished a
historian as Mr. Gould to execute success
fully his project, which is to give us “‘a de-
seription of tne Acadiauvs or pentral French,
and a history ot their removal from theiy
homes on the Bay of Fundy,” together with
some account of the coundition of their de-
scendants in the United States.

The true story will be found stranger
than fiction. Tie people were more numers
ous than is generally supposed, numbering
18,000 in three or four districts, and 2000 at
Grand Pre alone, They were kept ignorant
of their fate tili the monent of their captiv-
ity, which was simuitaneous in ali the dis-
tricts. They were allured to labor at the
gathering in of their crope, which were
secretly allotted to the use of their captors.
The 500 men of Grand Pre, iike those of the
other districta, were geparated from their
wives and children, who went in separate
ships, and most of the families were never
after reumited. From the decks of the
ships at anchor they witnessed the burning
of their villages before sailing. It is the
log-book of one of these vessels that, after
a qniet sleep of 120 years in sowe garret,
has fallen into right hands, Brigadier
Preble, of Portland, father of the *old
Commodore,” was second in command of
the expedition.

Awssnssinntion ns a2 Fine Art.

Sinee the Persian Sheik, known as the
“Old Man of the Mountains,” in the eley-
enth eentury, carred onthe trade of assas-
sination by whole=ale from his stronghold in
the heightbe of Lebanon, down to the pres-
ent tme, manpkind Lave instincuvely
branded the act of killing men suddenly
and by stealith as a great aggravation of the
ofiense ot murder. Even when the killing
in open combat, fuce to face, wouid be
deemed in a degree excusable or even jus-
titiable, to stab one behind his back or
shoot hiw in the dark is universally re
garded with abhorrence as umuaul): and
dishonorable.  And yet history proves that
the crime of assassination prevails most in
those countries where human life is held
of little value, and where the kuife and the
pistol are ready to be drawn both in the
street and in public resorts at any tritling
provocation. In Italy and Spain. where
the dagger and stiletto were a part of a
gentleman’s daily outit not long sinee, and
where the code of chivairy Las hitherto
ruled like a rod of iron, protessional assas-
sing can be ewployed to tzke an enemy's
life for a moderate compensation,

Evidently it isnot the tendency of the
code of the duelist or of the street fighter 19
cultivate and foster a spirit of genunine
maunly courage. We do not say that a pro-
fessional duelist, or even the desperado
who is alwavs ready for an afiray in a bar-
room or at the race track with his knife
and revolver, wouid 8toop to assassination
Far from it. There are many such turbu.
lent spirits who wounld ehudder at the
thought of stealing on an un=ispecting epe-
wy and suddenly taking his life without g
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moment’s
the tend
is to breed & contempt for humap jig

any of the weaker and more g, =———
:)il’i{l. who alwsys follow the vmd: sinking b(v“:‘;ie

and ioyrove on their vices the Wrongy 3 sealod sa

see a8 little harm in asearsinating ahall b
m shooting & squirrel. A V lchb;n‘ ¥ al, State
gives sn_sccennt of sn mfmm‘ Bleral, Siae
which took place recently in that Sy E‘r‘mn o C
physician who had been boarding sistent Lie
widow incurred the dislike of her to, nited State
ordervd him to leave the heuse. ms United State
of the story is thus told: appropriativt

“Dr. Rorzinm rewoved to nno!her\‘ and Ly ot
ing house and remained there unti]y Properts wil
weeks ago, when Le returned tpy ga will prov
Rabb’s. s‘l’e was e00a after contined ay tae ine
t.ed by #ckness, snd did not stir ous ¢f ¥ besoms
1om until soon after nightfall on Togy @ eioking |

when he stepped out into'the vapd, prin
walked around the corner of the hou§ sha'
few moments sfter he descried ag = pegistered

figure in the ehrubbery, but before ey, groiier "“\rﬂ
discern its outlines there waga vivid be registe i
a loud report, and he fell tothe the Tresst

cipal th
"_‘]Il? )

wortally wounded, fifteen or twenty which -1:;
sbot having tuken effeot in his thighy of the i
sbdowen, some of themn passing en a8 way o
through his body. Another ehot was aioner? ks
immediately after the first, but the helyy e P00
vietim bai already reeled and f ‘h“'”w‘x :
to the ground, and the shor Mg the ;’:_- D
in the side of the house, juet abovey herebr s
Lead. Sowe balf hour expired before any, 8t par i
discovered the condition or cawe 1y gt
rescue of Dr. Robinson, snd wher theyg :‘;‘;r""‘m

come they found bim lying on the pry
bleeding and dying. He was wony
into the house and surgical attendunce an,

i audiring |

moned, but his wounds were u: suchy L at”:-f"
character that human skill £ould svail iy ::.“l s
pnothing."” — < 1o Qtte,
D;etﬁrdly acts like this wxi‘I inevttably by &"‘.}"’li
wultiplied in every community where g ’5.'_"_
take revenge in_their own hands in ee :““’“

tempt of law. There is no greater wiy =3
thau the belief entertained by miany m ety
the law of private revenge wnd the =

\ gred
to the redress of the knife and pisto] teg ::‘: 1
to elevate the standard of honof and viggi. Qrats"
¢1te the spirit of genuine courage.sLove i L
riile Commercial. of thac

A Weunderful Woman,

- : . .
There is at present oecupying »ne of e
cells in the Tumbs » woman of &buut tw :1.!'-‘-;}:
ty-nice years of age, remarkabiy ,g::l
ceasing in apoearauce and giited wirh o any tur
complishwents and talents which, s Sanrlan
bad been correctly applied, would, p Aoy
doubt, have givem her a brilliant F"’"b" tdos
suciery, instead of a gloomy ecl! inside @ Tthe B

tour walls. The charge ugainet this youp Ba shel

woman, who bas all the mannew of gy, of the

society, is that of S“d larceuy. preforeg 4 @ermetit
by General Philip D. Roddy, ot Alstaus, 8:¢.
citizen well known in this eity end n\!rt\‘ H pacen!

managcment throughout the cotton Rtateq,
On the ninth of June last @cremi Roddp
appeared before Justice Morgan at Jeffem
¢ n Matket and made complaint gz iinst thg
acoused, charging her stealing wo optich
{ etrument known as an opera glass, velus
at #1550, and seven gold coins of the com
rency of Great Britain, in all valued at 70,
In answer to this eharge the accuscd age
swered in a quiet way:

“My legal name is Carlotts Frameed
Rodoy. Iam twenty-nime years of 5z an@
I was born in Warren county, New Jereey,
I have no residence—my husband gurne@
we out of Lis. I have wo occupations ] am
not guilty of the charge.”

This was ratber a etartling sntion2temeny
to make in opem court, but Cariotta was
committed in default of §100C taij, sud the
grand juey, of which Hugh Auci:incioss was
forewan, brought in sm indictment againeg
Ler, and a fow days since she nppeared be-
iore the bar of the General Sessicre sug
plead ed not guilty te the charge, and now
s awaiting ber trial. The thefs wan said to
have beem committed at the residerce of
General Roddy, in Jersey City, and it issnid
that the trial of the prisoner will involve
rersous well known to the comwupity wha
ave been foolish emough to get thewselves
entangled im the meshes of this woman.
The real name of the accused is suid to b
Mary F. Shotwell. and by that pame she
was known when she made her debutin
this city at French's Hotel, and hiring
apartwents, appeared in company with a
Chicago detective, who came on with her
to recover sowe rzilroad bonds, which were
said to have been taken away frow Ler by
4 wau about town named Brooks, whose
arrest she caused. The bonds were of the
railroud company with which Generald
Roddy was connected, and they were taken
from Brooks and held to await de velop-
wents by Superintendent Kelsn. While at
French's Hotel, this woman, who is a darkk
aud languishing brunette, gave her name
as Shotwell, and held various interviews
with the reporters, in which she represented
herself 8 & rich widow, and then again ag b s
a lobbyist at Washington for some invene
tion; and, in fact, she related so many
stories of herself that it was bard to tell
where she esme from or what she was,

One thing was clearly evident, bowever,

and that was that she had great eommand .
of languuge, and could talk three ur four of
the stronger s2x “out of their boots;" it
scemed from her manner that she Was gene
erally under the influence of some strong
narcotic, her eyes were gifted with strange
and unnatural brilliancy, and she talked
wildly at times of her influemce in the dise
trict attorney’s office and the power she
could bring to bear in General Grant ang
other high functionaries at Washington .
There wua un examination before  well .
known police mugistrate, at that tiwe im
the Towbs, and the Chicago detective it ig
#aid, played the part of the “Heptlen (his
nee” und outwitted the Central Ofiive police
magistrate and all the officiala about the
court. After this she disuppesred
now, after the lapse of nesrly a \-..,;,, sher e
again appears at the bar of the  General
Sessions to await this last charge preterred

P; A gentleman whom she asseria in he
fsband. At any rate she js a wuﬁ-l;;xubl" !
mysterions woman and very unlilke my
general run of her sex who appear H.J\ 1i 54
courts.—New York Herald, Rt g

. The Suew Plant of the Sierrag, Ly
_One of the grandest ohjects, says the
Francisco Bulletin, which meets th

the traveler in on %

sl!; °
e¥e o ¥
o T mountaing is the

quisite plant, the snow plnl:lltat’:ll'"l:: ;);e f.x'

the sarcodes sanguinea of John Te rree"'“' -
I-!.mmut,. It is an inhabitant oulLv yl! Jl.:g

higher Sierras, being rarely fouy:l ‘Pjpal‘ v

an altitude of 4000 feot, and its ] iotia

crimson spike of flowers anay ”Emrmu. !
in May, torcing itself through “mn.vnrl

which at that period cling abyyt the u"-'lw. !
ot our {:!noa forests. The portion .;‘ the
plant which is visible above the so'(; e
right rosy crimson in color, and rx oend
the strongest contrast to the dark e
the pines and the shimwer of the mzreen &

root is succulent, thick and almgvlv' . ]
free of mo.sture, attaching iteelt 'g:n:l],{ i

roots of other plants, i

species of the E;il’le fanx:irl‘ynwi:].ly. S 3
awong those curious y ;‘nu.

table world which are knewn 1 the yege. §
as parasites, and is con, ire

inunpuhlg of culti\'ulion.u"ll‘g:ngf,. Shticely ..
tremely fond of it, and it is pot u:. :;re =iy

mon cireummstancs to find a DU ber :‘(‘um- I
plants uprooted and robbed of the fl the
part of their underground growtl, by i;:hy

animals. It belongw to the numr“:.f e 2
Orobanchacea, and 18 met with thra‘.u ';;rd«r

whoie of the Sierra region. beeon L-»L 'the

a8 we approach the south, Sh Iy 1
—_—

. Nteep Charges. ]
The News has boen shown a by

housa ¢ arges by the Gal\’l-:;.«].uo’\‘:'vh"“ !
(,'nnqmn_;: which in rome countriey w, arf
be considered tolerably steep, "y-‘e would
80 charged protested against the m.n-n:mn’
the I_MH, but he had no recourse but ¢ puos
it. There were thirteen packages of ].u "0
hold goods, mostly small, upon Whi(‘h”“t’i? :
freight from New Orleans to Galveston b°

the Morgan line steamer Clinton, aumux;tez

to #3 25, The goods were stored one nighy

in the company’s warehouse, and for per-

forming this service the owner of the goode

was presented with a bill of £2 €5 before :
he could remove his effects. Add fitty cents

the awount of wharfage, and we haye < e
bill of 3 15 incurred at the Galveston .
wharf, or within ten cents of what it cost

to transport the goods from New Orleans

to this city. Comment js unnecessary.

This may be business, but it is business

with a vengeance, and pursned energetical-

ly will crack the back of “natural advan-

tages” in course of time. It is to he hoped

that there is some mistake about this mst-

ter, but we have the evidence in black anq

':‘l::! before us as we write.—~Galveston

—————
The paternal achres on whic i
pride is based axe the old man's o,




