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EVENING.

The shadows of the tall trees lie upon the

ground.
The parting day. lingering, smiled 8 bright fare-

well—
“The last sun-rays, like kisses, on the hill-top fell;
Save the soft rustling of the leaves, there s no

sound. =
The earth owns the gentle spell of this quiet
home. =

*T'he sweet spirit of Rest is coming with the night—
Fen now her white wings glimmer in the morning

light.
[ The angel Peace watches from her beavenly
tower.

She guards the hearts of all the innocent and

true.
1n mom ents like these, she sends them messages

of love—
Tender thoukhts and feelings, as tokens from
above. .
Her o) es beam foudly on them—eyes of gentlest
hue.
The innocent and true! Where are those noble
hearts ? ’
Bome d well in palace halls, um'by the wayside

rest,
Alglulh;bemr'- bosom, a8 in royal breast.
The just law of Heaven equality imparta.

There, where pride is not, is no striving after

rank.
The saints in the lower places envy not the higher,
Here the lo west may to the loftiest seat asvire—
A king has drained the cup from which & beggar
drank.

was thé'Pro lhh;l’ot’nlndiﬁn t gentle-
lel::- even, if done tho‘::ol_n-
sion of home and not mentioned in public,

could be tolersted. Story-writing was a
genteel accomplishment and reflected credit
upon the name. But leaving the paternal
roof to wash other people’s teacups, nuree
other people’s ails, and obey other people’s
orders for hire—this, this was degradation,
and hndnroni Louisa would disgrace her
name forever if she did it. 5

Opposition only fired the revolutionary

loodpi‘:‘m veins, and I crowned my ini-
iquity by the rebellious declaration:

“It deing this work hurts my respecta-
bility, I wouldn’t give much for it. My
aristocratic anocestors don’t feed or clothe
me, snd my democratic ideas of honesty
‘n.mi honor won’t let me be idle or dependent.
You need not know me if you are ashamed
of me, and 1 won’t ask you for & penny; 80,
it I never do sueceed in anythiog, I shall
have the immense satisfaction of knowing I
am under no obligation to any one.

In spite of the laughter and the lamenta-
tion I got ready my small wardrobe, con-
sisting ot two calico dresses and one de-
laine, made by myself, also several large
aud uncompromising blue a;pmna and three
tidy little sweeping-caps; for I had some
Euglish notions about housework, and felt
that my muslin hair protectors would be
useful in some of the “light labors” I was
to undertake. It is needless to say they
were very becoming. Then, ﬁrm? embrac-
ing my family, I set forth one cold January
day, with my little trunk, a stout heart and
a five dollar bill for my fortune.

“She will be back in a week,” was my
sister’s prophecy, as she wiped her weeping
eye.

“No she won't, for che has promised to
stay the month out, and she will keep her
word,” answered my mother, who always
defended the black ebeep of ber flock. -

I heard both speeches and r d a
tremendous vow to keep that promise, if 1
died in the attempt—little dreaming, poor
innocent, what lay before me.

J , meantime, had written me sev-

Equal happ! isd d for all kind.

To each is left the choice of evil or of goed,

And Heaven is the reward when sin’s withstood.
The Heaven of a pure heart, of an upright mind.

And joy in Heaven was born to be immortal,
He is the genius of the sacred stream that springs,
Where' er the smile of God, its glory flings,

He greets the risen soul at the heavenly portal.

Even here, man may rise superior to fate,
Though hard beset by foes, though hunted to the

grave, ’
He yet may die, as in glory die the brave,
Faithful to duty, calm and streng, though deso-
late.
Life is like a strange game, yet each in turn

may
One thoughtleas move, or & false one at the start,
Msy ruin all, and leave s sad remorseful heart.
Be wary then, young players, so esger to begin
D S m——

HOW I WENT OUT TO SERVICE.

BY LOUISA M. ALCOTT.

When I was eighteen 1 wanted something
to do. I had tried teaching for two years,
and hated it; I had tried sewing, and conld
not earn my bread in that way, at the cost
of health; I tried story writing and got five
dollars for stories which now bring a hun-
dred; I had thought seriously of going n‘fl
the stage, but certain highly respectable
relatives were 8o shocked at the mere idea
that I relinquished my aspira-

“What shall I do 1" was still the question
that perplexed me. I was ready to work,
r torgo independent, and too proud to
endure patronage. But the t task
weemed hard to find, and my bottled ener-
gies were fermenting in a way that threat-
ened an explosion before long. ¥
My honored mother was & city mission-
ary that winter, and not only served the
clamorous poor, but often found it in her
vower to help decayed gentlefolk quietly
lacing them where they could earn theiv
without the entire sacrifice of taste
and talent which makes poverty so hard
for such to bear. Kuowing her tact and
ekill peopie often came to her for compgan-
ions, Yxoumkeapm, and that class of the
needy who do not make known their wants
through an intelligence office. )
One day, as sat dmnmnﬁi splendid
dreams, while 1 made a series of petti-
coats out of the odds and ends sent in for
the poor, a tall, ministerial gentleman ap-
peared, in search of a companion for his
sister. He an impressive nose, a
fine flow of language, and a pair of large
hands, encased in black kid gloves. With
muoch waving of these sombre members,
Mr. R. set forth the delights awaiting the
happy soul who should secure this home.
He gmribed it as a sort of heaven on earth.
“There are books, pictures, flowers, a piano,
" he said. “This

and the best of sooiet'i.’
person will be one of the family in all re-
d to help about the

,and only requi
hter work, which my sister has done her-
hitherto, bu$ is now a T to neu-
nlg'l'n, and needs a gentle friend to assist

My mother, who never lost her faith in
human nature, spite of many impostures,
believed every word, and quite beamed with
benevolent interest as she listened and tried
to recall some needy young woman to whom
this charming home would be blessing. I
also innocently thought:

“That sounds inviting. I like housework,
and cart do it well. I should have time fo
enjoy the books and things I love, and
?_l is not far away from home. Suppose

try it ’

80, when my mother turned to me, ask-
:ﬁ if I could suggest any one, I became as

a8 a poppy and said abruptly:

“Only my=elf.”

*Do you really mean it?"” cried my aston-
ished parent, A

““I really do, if Mr. R, thinksI should
euit,” was my steady reply, as I partially
. 3 # " hind &

m
little ﬂnnuf skirt, still redder.
The Rev. Josephus gazed upon me with

eral remarkable letters, deseribing the dif-
ferent members of the family I was about
to enter. His account was peculiar; but I
believed every word of it, and my romantic
fanoy was much excited by the details he
gave. The principal ones are as follows,
condensed from the voluminous epistles
which he evidently enjoyed writing:

“You will find a stately mansion, fast
fallng to decay, for my father will have
nothing repaired, preferring that the old
house and its master should crumble away
together. I have, however, been permitted
to rescue a few roems from ruin; and here
1 pass my recluse life, surrounded by the
things I love. This will naturally be more
attractive to you than the gloomy apart-
ments my father inhabits, and I hope you
will here allow me to minisfer to your
young and cheerful nature when your daily
cares are over. I need such companion-
ship, and shall always welcome you to my
abode.

“Eliza, my sister, is a child at forty, for
she has lived alone with my father and an
old servant all her life. She is a good crea-
ture, but not lively, and needs stirring up,
a8 you will soon see. Also, I hope hy your
means to rescue her from the evil influences
of Puah,who, in my estimation, is & wretch.
She has gained entire control over Eliza,
and warps her mmd with gren skill, preju-
dicing her against me, and thereby desolat-
ing my home. Puah hates me, and always
has. Why, I know not, except that I will
not yield to her control. She ruled here
for years while I was away, and my return
upset all her nefarious plans. It will al-
ways be my firm opinion that she has tried
to poison me, and may again. But even
this dark suspicion will not deter me from
.my duty. I can not send her away, for
both my deluded father and my sister have
entire faith in her, and I can not shake it.
She ie faithful and kind to them, so I sub-
mit, and remain to guard them, even at the
riek of my life.

“I tell you these things because I wish
you to know all and be warned, for this old
bag has a specious tongue, and I shculd
grieve to see you deceived by her lies. Say
nothing, but watch her silently, and help
me to thwart her evil plots; but do not
trust her, or beware.”

Now this was altogether romantic and
sensational, and I felt as if about to enter
one of those delightfully dangerous houses
we read of in novels, where perils, myste-
ries and sins freely disport themselves, till
the new comer sets all to rights, after
unheard-of trials and escapes. '

I arrived at twilight, just the proper
time for the heroine to appear; and, as no
one answered my modest solo on the rusty
knocker, I walked in and looked about me.
Yes, here was the long, shadowy hall,
where the ghosts doubtless walked at mid-
night. Peering in at an open door on the
right, I saw a parlor full of ancient furni-
ture, faded, dusty and dilapidated. Old
portraits stared at me from the walls, and
a damp ohill froze the marrow of my bones
in the most approved style.

“The romauce opens well,” I thought,
and, peeping in at an opposite door, beheld
a luxurious apartment, full of the warm
glow of firelight, the balmy breath of bya-
cinths and roses, the white glimwer of
piano keys and tempting rows of books
along the wails.

The contrast between the two rorms was
striking, and after an admiring survey I
continued my exploration, thinking ihat I
should not mind being ‘“ministered 1" in
that inviting place when my work was dope.

A third door showed me a plain. dull,
sittingroom, with an old man papping in
his easy chair. I heard voices in 1he
kitchen beyond, and entering there beheld
Puab, the fiend. Unfortunately for the
dramatic effect of the tableaux, all I eaw
was a mild-faced old woman buttering
toast while she conversed with her familiar,
a comfortable gray cat.

The old y greeted me kindly, but I
tancied her faded blué eye had a weird
expression, and her amiable words were all
a snare, though I own I was rather disap

the benign regard which a bachelor of five
and thirty may.accord a bashtul damsel of
eighteen. A emile dawned upon his coun-
tenance, “sicklied o'er with the pale cast of
thought,” or dyspepsia; and he softly fold-
ed the black gloves, as if about to bestow a
bl g, 88 he replied, with emph

*“I am sure you would, and we should
think ourselves most fortunate if we could

P d at the ce place appearance of
this humble Borgia.

She showed me to a tiny room, where [
felt more like a young giantess than ever,
and was obliged to stow away my posses-
sions as snugly ae in a ship's cabin. When
I presently descended, armed with a blue
apron and “‘a heart for any fate,” I found
e old man awake, and received from him
a welcome full of ancient courtesy and

for Ty Door siaar Y 4pd—ahem—ecrvioes | 1\ dliness. Miss Eliza crept in like a timid
“Then I'll try it,” ded the i t looking so afraid of her buxom com-
maid. i panion that I forgot my own shynessin

ous iy

“We will talk it over a little first, and let
you know to-morrow, sir,” put in my pru-
dent parent, adding, as Mr. B—— arese:
“What wages do you pay?” &

“My dear ,in & case like this let
us not use such words ag those. Anything

ou may think proger we shall gladly give.

he labor is very light, for there are but
three of us and our habits are of the sim-
plest sort. I am a frail reed and may break
ut Ang moment; #0 is my sister, and my
aged father can not long remain; therefo:e,
money is little to us, and any one wno
comes to lend her youth and strength to our
feeble household will not be forgotten in
the end, I assure you.” And, with another
pensive smile, a fareweil wave of the im-

ressive gloves, the Reverend Josephus
gov'ud like & well sweep and departed.

“My dear, are you in earnest?’ asked my
mother,

“Of course I aw. Why not_ try this ex-
periment! It can but fail, like all the
others.”

“] have no objection; only I fancied you
were rather too proud for this sort of

”

“] am too proud to be idle and depend-
ent, ma'am. I'll scrub floors and @ in
washing tirst. I do housework at home for
love; wiy not do it abroad for money? I
li::h better than teaching. It is healthier
than sewing aud surer than writing. So
why not try it?” 5

t is going out to service, know,
though are called a companion. How
does that suit!”

«J don't care. Every sort of work that is
paid for is service; and I don’t mind being a
companion, if I can do it well. I may
it is my mission to take care of c old
ladies snd lackadaisical elerpm. tdoes
not sound exciting, but it's better than

b § with a sigh; for it
was rather a sudden downfall to give up
d and s B

trying to relieve hers. She was so envel-
oped in shawls that all I counld discover was
that my mistress was a very mnervcus little
voman, with a small button of pale hair on
the outside of her head and the vaguest
notions of work inside. A few spasmodic
remarks and many awkward pauses brought
us to tea-time, when Josephus appeared, as
tall, thin and cadaverous as ever. After
his arrival there was no more silence, for
he preached all supper time something in
this agreeable style:

“My young friend, our habits, as ﬂ)n see,
are of the simplest. We eat in the kitchen,
and all together, in the primitive fashion;
for it enits my father and saves labor.
could wish more order and elegance; but
my wishes are not consulted, and I submit.
1 live above these Eetty crosses, and,
thoufh my health suffers from bad cook-
ery, I do not murmur. Only I must say in
passing, that it you will make your batter-
cakes green with saleratus, Puah, I shall
feel it my duty to throw them out of the
window. Iam used to poiszon; but I can
not see the coats of this blooming girl's
stomach destroyed, as min» have been. And
speaking of duties, 1 may as well mention
to you, Lonisa (I call you 8o in a truly fra-
ternal epirit), that I like to find my study
in order when I come down in the morning;
for I often need a few mewments of solitude
betore I face the daily annoyances of my
iife. I shall permit you to perform this
ulght task, for you have some idea of order

see it in the formation of your brow), and
eel sure that you will respect the sanctuary
of thought. KEliza is so blind she does not
see dust, and Puah enjoys devastating the
one poor refuge I can my own this side
of the P“' We are all waiting for you,
sir. My father keeps up the old formalities,
you obagrve; and I endure them, although
my own views are more advanced.”
old gentleman hastily finished his

returned thank

tea and s, when his son
| stalked gloo-ﬂyn'-mvidonﬂy reseed
with the burden of wrongs, as I
irreverently , with the seven
“green” flapjacks he had devoured during
“'f helped wash up the and durin,
cups,

that domestic ﬂu‘{’uh i in vh'tg
should bave ocomsidered a cheery, social

::vhndlnnt been darkly warned against
r wiles.

“You needn’t mind halt Josephus says,
my dear. He likes to hear himself talk
sod always on 8o before folks. Isome-
times think his books and new ideas have
sort of muddled his wite, for he is a8 full of
notions as is & paper of pins, and he gets
dreadfully put out if we don’t givein to
‘em. But gracious me! they are o redicklus
sometimes and so selfish I can’t allow him
to make a fool of himeself or plague Lizy.
She don't dare to say her soul is her own;
so I have to stand up for her. His pa don’t
know half ot his odd doinge; for I try to
keep the old gentleman comfortable, and
have to mapage ’em all, which is not an
eacy job, I assure you.”

I'bad a secret convietion that she was
right, but did not commit myself in any
way, and we joined the social circle in the
sitting room. The prospect was nota lively
one, for the old gentleman nodded behind
his newspaper; Eliza, with her head pinned
up in_a little blanket, slumbered on the
rofa, Puah fell to kuitting silently, and the
plump cat dozed under the stove. Josephus
was visible, artistically posed in the luxu-
rious recesses of his cell, with the light
beaming on his thoughtful brow, as he
pored over a large volume or mused with
upturned eye.

Having nothing else to do, I sat and star-
ed at him, till, emerging from a deep
reverie, with an effective .start, he became

ious of my exi and beckoned we
to approach the ‘“‘sanctuary of thought”
with & melodramatic waft of his large hand.

1 went, took possession of an easy chair,
and prepared myself for elegant conversa-
tion. 1 was disappointed, however, for Jo-
sephus showed me a list of his favorite
dishes, sole fruit of that all absorbing
thought, and, with an earnestness that
flushed his saftron eonntenance, gave me
hints as to the proper preparation of these
delicacies.

I mildly mentioned that I was not a cook;
but was effectually silenced by being re
minded that I came to be generaily useful,
to take his sister's place, and see that the
flame of life which burned go feebly i this
earthly tabernacle was fed with proper fuel,
Mince pies, Welsh rabbits, rausages and
strong coffee did not strike me as strictly
spiritual fare; but I listened meekly, and
privately resolved to shift this awful
responsibility to Puah’s shoulders. "

Detecting me in gape, after an hour of
this high converse, he presented me with an
overblown rose, which fell to pieces before
1 got out of the room, pressed my haud and
dismissed me with a fervent ““God bless you,
child, don't forget the dropped eggs ior
breakfast.”

1 was up betimes next morning and had
the study in perfeet order before the recluse
appeared, enjoying a good prowl among the
books as I worked, and becoming so ab-
sorbed that I forgot the eggs, till a gusty
sigh startled me, and I beheld Josephus, in
dressing gown and slippers, languidly eur-
veying the scene.

“Nay,do not fly,” he said, as I grasped
my duster in guilty haste. ‘It pleases me
to see you here, and lends a sweet, domestic
charm to my solitary room. I like that

raceful cap, that housewifely apron, and I
ﬁeg you will wear thew often, for it re-
freshes, my eye to see something tasteful.
young and womanly abour me. Eliza
makes a bundle oi herselt, and Paah is
simply detestable.”

He sank languidly into a chair and closed
his eyes, as if the mere thoughtof his enemy
was too much for him. I took advantage
of this momentary prostration to slip away,
convulsed with laughter at the looks and
words of this bald headed sentimentalist.

Atter breakfast I fell to work with a will,
eager to show my powers and glad to put
things to rights, for many hard jobs had
evidently been waiting for a stronger arm
than Puah’s and a more methodical head
than Eliza's.

Everything was dusty, mouldy, shiftless
and neglected, exceps the domain of Jo-
sephus. Upstairs, the paper was dropping
from the walls, the aneient furniture was all
more or less dilapidated, and every hole
and corner was full of relics tucked away
by Puah, who was a reguiar old magpie.
Rats and mice reveled in the empty rooms,
and epiders wove tsheir tapestry undis-
turbed, for the old man would have nothing
altered or repaired, ana his part of the
house was fast going to ruin.

1longed to have a grand “‘clearing up.”
but was forbidden to do more than to keep
things in livable order. On the whole, it
was fortunate, for I soon found that my
hands would be kept busy with the realms
“of Josephus, whose ethereal being shrank
from dust, shivered at a cold breath, and
needed much cosseting with dainty food,
hot fires, soft beds, and endless service,
else, as Lie expressed it, the frail reed would
break.

I regret to eay that a time soon came
when I felt supremely indifferent as to the
breakage, and very skeptical as to the
fragility of a reed that ate, slept, dawdled
and scolded so energetically. The rose
that fell to pieces so suddenly was a good
symbol of the rapid dwng}pearance of all
the romantic delusions I had indulged in
fora time. A week’s acquaintance with the
inmates of this old house quite settled my
opinion, and further developments only con-
firmed 1it.

Miss Eliza was a nonentity and made no
more impression on me than a fly. The old
gentleman passed his days in a placid eort
of dose and took no notice of what went on
about him. Puah had been a faithful
drudge for years, and instead of being a
wretch was, as I soon satisfied myself, a
motberly old soul, with no malice in her.
The secret of Josephus' dislike was that
the reverend tyrant ruled the hiouse and all
obeyed him but Puah, who had nursed him
as & baby, boxed his ears as a boy, was not
ulraid of him even when he became a man
and a minister. I soon repented of my first
suspicions and grew fond of ker, for with-
out my old gossip I should have fared ill
when my day of tribulation came.

At first I innocently accepted the fra-
ternal invitations to visit the study, feeling
that when my day’s work was done I had
earned a right to resu and read. But I soon
found that this was not the idea. I was not
to read; but to be read to. I wasnotto
enjoy the flowers, pictures, tire, and books;
but to keep them in order for my lora to
enjoy. I was also to be a passive bucket,
into which he was to pour all mapner ot
philosophic, metaphysical and sentimental
rubbish. .1 was to serve his needs, soothe
his sufferings, and sympathize with all his
sorrows—be a galley elave, in fact.

As soon ae I clearly understood this, I
tried to put an end to it by shunning the
the study and never lingering there an in-
stant after my work was dome. But it
availed little, for Josephus demanded much
sympathy and was bound to have it. So he
came and read poems while I washed
dishes, d d his pet probl all meal-
times, and put reproacbful notes under my
door, in which were comically mingled
complaints of and orders for dinner.

I bore it as long as 1 could, and then

d my mind in a declaration of inde-
gendence. delivered in the kitchen, where
e found me scrubbing the hearth. It was
not an impressive attitude for an orator,
nor was the occupation one a girl would
choose when receiving calls; but I have
always felt grateful for the intense discom-
fort of that moment, since it gave me cour-
age to rebel outright. Stranded on a small
is%and of mat, in a sea of soapsuds, I bran-
dished a secrubbing brush, as I indignantly
informed him that I came to be a companion
to his sister, not to him, and I should keep
that post or none. This I followed up by
reproaching him with the delusive reporrs
he had given me of the place and its duties,
and assuring him thav I should not stay
long unless matters mended.

“But I offer you lighter tesks and you re-
fuse them,” he begun, still hovering in the
doorway, whither he had hastily retired
when I opened my batteries.

“But I don’t like the tasks, and ¢

sid
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room, I ‘was so vexed, ditappointed, end
tired. Butmy bower was 80 small I shouid
800on have swamped the furniture if Ibad
indulged copiously in, tears; therefore I
speedily dried them up, wrote a comic let-
ter home, and waited with interest to see
what would happen next.

Far be it from me to secuse one of the
nobler sex of spite or the small revenge of
underhand annoyances and slighte to one
who eould not escape and would mnot re-
taliate; but after that day a curious change
came over the spirit of that very unpleas-
ant dream. Gradually all the work
of the house had been slipping into
my bands; for Eliza was too poorly to help
or direet, and Puah too old to do much be-
side the cooking. About this time I found
that even the roughest work was added to
my ‘share, for Josephus was unusually
feeble and no one was hired to do his
chores. Having made up my mind to go
when the month was out, I said nothing,
but dug paths, brought water from the
well, split kindlinge, made fires, and sifted
ashes like a true Cinderella. -

There had never been any pretense of
compauionship with Eliza, who spent her
days mulling over the fire, aud eeldom ex-
erted herself except to find odd jobs fur we
to do—rusty knives to ciean, sheets to
turn, old stockings to mend, and. when all
else fuiled, some paradise of moths and
mice to be cleared up: for the house was
full of such “glory holes.” S

If I remonetrated Eiiza at once dissolved
into tears, and said she must do as she was
told. Puah begged me to hoid on till spring,
when things would be much better; and
Hity pleaded for the two poor souls. But I

on’t think I could have stood it it my
promise had not bound we, for when the
fiend said ‘“Budge,” honor said “Budge
not,” and I stayed.

But, being a mortal worm, I turned now
and then when the ireful Josephus trod
upon me too hard, especially in the matter
of bootblacking. I really don’t know why
that iz considered such humiliating work
for a woman: but so it is, and there [ drew
the line. I would have cleaned the old man’s
shoes without a murwur; but he preferred
to keep their native rustiness intact. Eliza
never went ont, and Puali affected carpet
slippers of the Chinese junk pattern. Jo-
gephue, however, piumed himself upon his
feet, which, like his nose, were large, and
never took his walks abroad without having
his boots in a high state of polish. He had
brushed them Lhimself at first; bpt soon after
the explogion I discovered a pair of muddy
boots in the shed, ret suggestively near the
blacking box. I did not take the hint, feel-
ing instinetively that this amiable being
was trying how much I would bear for the
sake of peace. * -

The boots remained untouched; and an-
other pair soon came to keep them com-
pany, whereat 1 smiled wickedly as I
chopped just kindlings enough for my own
use. Day after day the collection grew,
and neither party gave in. Boots were suc-
ceeded by shoes, the rubbers gave a pleas-
ing variety to the long line, and then I
knew the end was near.

“Why are not my boots attended to?” de-

manded Josephus, c¢ne evening, when
obliged to go out. =
“I'm sure I don’t know,” was Eliza's

helpless answer.

“I told Lounizy I guessed you'd want
soms of 'em before long,” observed Puah,
with an exasperating twiokle in her old

eye.

“And what did she say!” asked my lord
with an ireful whack of his velvet siippers
as he cast them down.

“Oh! she said she was so busy doing your
other work you'd have to do that yourself;
and I thought she was about right.”

“Louizy' heard it all through the slide,
and could have embraced the old woman
for her words, but kept still till Josephus
had resumed his slippers with a growl and
retired so the shed, leaving Eliza in tears,
Puah chuckling, and the rebellivus hand-
maid exulting in the china-closet,

Alas! for romance and the Christian vir-
tues, several pairs of boots were cleaned
that night, and my sinfol soul enjoyed the
spectacle of the reverend bootblack at his
task. I even found my “fancy work,” as I
called the evening job of pairing a bucketful
of hard russets with a dull knife, much
cheered by the shoebrush accompaniment
played in the shed.

Thunder clouds rested upon the martyr's
brow at breakfast, and 1 was as much ig-
nored a3 the cat. And what a relief that
was! The piano was locked up, so were
the bookeases, the newspapers mysteriously
disappeared, and a solemn silence reigued
at table, for no one dared to talk whea that
gifted tongue was mute. Eliza flad from
the gathering sterm and had a comiortable
fit of neuralgia in her own room, where
Puah nursed Ler, leaving me to skirmish
with the enemy.

It was not a fair fight, and that expe-
rience lessened my respect for mankind im-
mensely. I did my best, however—grub-
bed aboutall day and amused my dreary
eveninge as well as I could; too proud even
to borrow a book, lest it shonld seem like a
surrender. What a long month it was, and
how eagerly I counted the hours of that
week, for my time was up Saturday, and I
hoped to be off at once. But when I an-
nounced my intention, such dismay fell
upon Eliza that my heart was touch~d, and
Puah so urgently begged me to stay till
they could get some one, that I consented to
remain a few days longer, and wrote post-
haste to my mother, telling her to send a
substitute quickly, or I should do something
desperate.

That blessed woman, hittle dreaming of
all the woes I had endured, advised me to
be patient, and do the generous thing, and
be sure I should not regret it in the end.
groaned, submitted, and did regret it all
the days of my life.

Three mortal weeks I waited: for, though
two other vietims came, I was implored to
set them going, and tried to doit. Bat
both fled after a day or two, condemning
the place as a very hard one, and calling
me a fool to stand it another hour. I en-
tirely agreed with them on both points, and,
when I had cleared up after the second in-
capable lady, I tarried not for the coming
of a third, but clutched my property and
announced my departure by the next train.

Of course Eliza wept, Puah moaned, the
old man politely regretted and the younger
one washed his hands of the whole affair Ly
shutting himself up m his own rocom and
forbidding me to say farewell because he
“conld not bear it.”” I langhed and fancied
it done for eftect then; but I soon under-
stood it better and did not laugh.

At the last moment Eliza nervously
tucked a sixpenny pocketboek into my
hand and shrouded herself in the little
blanket with a sob. But Puah kissed me
kindly and wkispered, with an odd look,
“Don’t blame us for anything. Some folks
is liberal and some ain't.” 1 thanked the
poor old soul for her kindness to me and
trudged gaily away to the station, whither
my property had preceded me oun a wheel-
barrow, hired at my own expense.

I never shall forget that day. A bleak
March afternoon, a sloppy, lonely road,
and one hoarse crow stalking about a field,
80 like Josephus that I could not resist
throwing a snowball at him. Behind me
stood the dull old house, no longer either
mysterious or romantic in my disenchanted
eyes; before me rumbled the barrow, bear-
ing my dilapidated wardrobe; and in my
pocket reposed what I fondly hoped was, if
not a liberal, at Jeast an honest return for
seven weeks of the hardest work I ever did.

Unable to resist the desire to see what my
earnings were, I opened the purse and
beheld four dollars.

I have had & good many bitter minutes
in my life; but one of the bitterest came to
me a8 I stood there in the windy road, with
the sixpenny pocket-book open betore me,
and looked from my poor, chapped, grimy,
chillblained hands, to the paltry sum that
was considered reward enough for all the

them much worse than hard work,” was
mf' ungrateful anawer, as I sat upon my
island, with the soft socap conveniently
near.

“Do you mean to say you prefer to serub
that hearth to sitting in my charming room
while I read Hegel to you ?”” he demanded,
gh?n (l&lwnn me.

*‘Infinitely,” I responded promptly, and
emphasized my words by %egixfnin’g to
serub with a zeal that made the bricks
'Mlt:'t'ml fMe" nd,

*‘Is it poesible !” and, with a n at m;
c‘l‘ap?h.vn‘y, Joeephus retired, fulg of ungodlg

Ta
1 remember that I immediately b i

jocund mdg. 80 thatno doubs hm
in his mind, and eontinued to warble cheer-
fully till my was done. I also remem-

ber that I cried heartily when I got to my

hard and humble labor they had done.

A girl's beart is a sensitive thing. And
mine had been very full lately; forit had
suffered many of the trials that wound
deeply yet can not be told; so I think it
wae but natural that my first impulse was
to go straight back to that sacred study
and fling this insulting money at the feet
of him who eentit. But I was so boiling
over with indignation that I could not trust
myself in his presence, lest I shéuld be un-
able to resist the temptation to shake him,

ite of his cloth.
o, I would home, show my honor-
able de, tell my pathetio tale and leave

my ts t0 avenge my wrongs. I did
80; but over that harrowing scene I drop a
veil, for my feeble pen refuses to depict the

emotions of my outraged family. 1 will
merely mention that the $4 wmt{uk, and

SUNDAY,

ﬂl‘e‘l’ov Jorephus never hth last of
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it in that neighborhood.

My experiwment seemed a dire failure,
and I mourned it as such for gun but
more than once in my life I have ‘been
grateful for that seriv-comico experience,
since it has taught me many lessone. One
of the most usciul of these has been the
power of succesefully making a i

a well-deserved reputation as & practical
engineer and builder. In a true
American fashion Mr. Winkel wentstraight

on to the object of hies visit without any of
zl:ouo; _‘"E i ‘l - ions so much a

mode in Europe. “I know your per-
rlexity," said he to Mr. Hnlgnsi{r (not &
ittle surprised at the assurance exhibited
by the stranger), ‘you are in need of a

Dot a servant, of those whoee aid I need,
and helping to gild their honest wages with
the sympathy and justice which can
sweeten the humblest and lighten the
hardest task.—Independent.
—_————
DOLORES,

Her old boat loaded with oranges,
Her baby tied ou her breast,
Minorean olores bends to her oars,
Noting each rced on the slow moving shores;
But the way is long, and the iniet wide—
Can 1wo small hauds overcome the tide
Sweeping up into the west?

Four little walls of coquina stone,
Rude thatch of pilmetto leaves;
There have they n stled, like birds in 8 tree,
From wiater, and labor, and hunger free,
Taking from earth their small need, but no more
No thought of the moirow, no laying in store,
No gathering patient leaves.

Alone in their sonthern island home,
Through the year of summer days,
The 1wo love on: and the buuntiful beach

Clusters its sea-food within bis reach;

The two 10ve on, and the tropical lard

Drops 118 wild finit in her indolent hand,
And lite is a suunshiny haze.

Luiz, Dolores, and haby brown
With dreamy , passionate eyes-—
Far in the past, Jured by Saxon wiles,
A simple folk caiue from the Npanish sea isles,
Now, tinged with the blood of the creole quodroon,
Their children livs idly along the lagoon,
Under the F.orida skies.

Luiz, Dolores, and baby brown,
Al their blossonnng life of love!—
But fever falis wath its withering blight:
Dolores keeps watch throngh the suliry night,
1n vain her poor herbs, in vain her poor prayers—
Her Luiz is mounting the spirit-winged stairs
That lead to nurimven above.

So. her old hoat loaded with oranges,
Her baby tied on her breast,
Dolures rows off to the ancient town,
Wlhere the blue eyed soldiers come marehing down
¥From the far cold North; they are men who know—
Thus Dulores thinks—how to cure all woe ;
Nay, their very touch 1s blest.

“ Orang#s! orarges!" hear her ery,
Through the s aded plaza path;
But the Northern soldiers come marching in
Through the old Spanish city, with stir and din ;
And the silent ‘wople stand sullen by.
To see the old tlag mount again 10 the sky—
The flag they had trampled i wrath,

Ab, brown Dolores! will no one hear,
and by thy poor little store ¥
Now north, now south, on the old sea wall—
But her pitiful tones unbeeded fall ;
Now east, now west, through the aogry town,
Patient she journeys np ana down, "
Nor misses one suriy door.

Then desperate, up to the dreaded ranks
dhe cariies her passionate suit;
‘“I have 1o money, for no.e would buy ;
But come, for God's sake, or he will die !
save hiln—my Luiz—he is so young
She pleads in her iquid Minorean tongue,
ud protfers Ler store of fruit.

But the Northern ¢o’diers move steadily on, #
They bear not nor understand;
The last blue rank has }mu«cl down the street,
8he sces but the dust of their marching feet;
They huve croseed & whole country by night and
by day,
And mirked, with their blood, every step of the
waY,
To conquer this Southern land.
They are gone—O despai! She turns to the
churech,
Half‘1ainting, her fruit wet with tears;
“Perhaps the old saint, who is always there,
diay wake up and take them to pay for a prayer;
They are very sweet, as the saint will see,
It he would but wake up, and listen to me;
But he sieeps 80, he never hears.”

She enters; the church is filled with men,
The pailid men of the North;
Eanch dingy old pew is a sick man’s bed,
Kacl bottered old bench holds & weary head,
The altar candles are swept away
For via's and kuives in shining array,
Aud & new saint is steppiug forthi?

He must be a saint, for ha comes from the shrine,
A saiut of a Northern creed—
Clad in & uniform—army blue,
But surelv the saints may wear any hue
Dolores thinks, as he tals her hands
And hears all Ler story, and understands
The cry of her desperats need.

An orange he gives to each weary man,
To freshen the fevered mouth,
Then forth they go dowy the old sea wall,
And they hear in the dusk the picket’s call;
The rowboat is moored on the shadowy :hore,
The Northern saint can manage an oar,
And the boat glides fast to the south.

A healing touch and a holy driuk,

A bright little heavenly knife,

And this strange Northern saint, who prays no

rayers,

Brings back the soul from the spirit-winged atairs,

And onee more Minorcan Luiz's dark eyes,

In whoee deptlis the warmth of the tropics lies,
Rest calm on the awe-stricken wife,

0", dear Northern saint! A ehrine will I build+
Wild roses I'll bring from afar,
The jessamine, orange-flower, woed-tulips bright,
And those will 1 worship each morning and night.”
“Na y, nay, poor Dolores, I but & man,
A surgeou, who hinds up with what skiil hé’can
The wounds of this heart breaking war.

“Se«;,. butld me no shrines, but take this small

ook,
Aud teach the brown baby to read.”
He is gone; and Dolores is left on the shore,
the watches the boat till she sees it no more,
8he bLears the quick musketry all through the

night,
She l;f'ﬁl": the book in her pine knot's red
1ght,
The book of the Northerner's creed.

. . ox * -
The sad war is over, the dear peace has come,
The blue-coated soldiers depart;
The l:'rmn baby reade the swmall book, and the
hree
Live on in their isle in the Florida sea;
The brewn baby learns many things wise and
stran,

- -

But all bis new English words never can change
The faith of Dolores’ foud heart.

A boat with a load of oranges
Ip a tlower decked shrine doth stand
Carved in coquina, and thither she goes,
To pray to the only real eaint she knows.
The Northern surgeon in acmy blue;
And there she was found in this morning's dew,
Dead, with the book in her hand.

A Yocal Wonder.

I wonld have little to say about Parisian
theatricals at this Senegalian heat, savs a
Parie correspondent of the New York
Herald, were it not for a wonderful discov-
ery, carefully kept secret upto this very
day, and which bas just been communicated
to me by the clever man who undoubtedly
will owe to it his fortune and celebrity
throughout the world. But before telling
you what it coneists of a short preamble is
necessary. You are well aware that, apart
from a few really great artists, belonging,
for the most part, to the finer sex, the Iyrie
stage is suffering from a daily growing
scarcity of interpreters worthy of the im-
mortal chefs-d’@uvre compose rln)iy Rossini,
Meyerbeer, Mozart, Halevy, Verdi, ete. A

ood tenor, more especially, has become,
ike the blue bird with a green tail, im-
possible te be found for the past fitteen
years, the last one having been Roger, the
creator of Jean de Leyde, in Meyerbeer’s
“Prophet.”

Even tenorini like Capoul, whose voecal
powers are quite insufficient for the great
opera style, are not common, and we are in
fact threatened with the complete extinec-
tion of the male soprano, and you should
remark that it is just the moment when
the first French lyric trovpe will soon have
to_exert their powers in a house by one-4
third larger than any other hitherto used
for operatic performances—the new opera
building—where the orchesira and choruses
alone will require numerous additions.
Here the question zrose, where are we to
get a tenor possessed with steel lungs, in
order to make himselif heard in such a vast
and costl{ structure? To solve this rather
ungolvable problem Mr. Halanzier, the
smart manager, sent emisearies to every
corner of the globe, with full powers to ee-
‘cure at any price an ut de poitrine. One of
them who in despair had go'med the British
expedition against the Ashantees, having
heard King Koffee Kalkali singing beauti-
fully “God Save the Queen,” after the
conclusion of peace, did all in his
power to induce the black monarch to
give up his shadow of sceptre and
crown and make his debut at Paris in
the role of Otello, gerfectly suited to the
color of his skin. But the funny Kalkah
would not listen to any suggestion unless
Mr. Halanzier should first come and take
his place on the throne of Ashantee, which

+| singer, ard ‘those etupid foole too

tenor, and you can not find one, of course,
our age being £o more devoted to fine arts,
but to science, industry and politice; and
for my own part I'll always cfoplou that
General Butler, whom heaven has zifted
with a Splendid baritone voice, deserted his
natural vocation aud became —. Buu
never mind Ben Butler; I guess you don’t
care for him. Perhaps you have heard, at
the time of the last Paris exhibition, of a
a steam organ whoee powerful sounds gave
# very nice idea of the trumpets of the last
judgwent, which will awake the dead and
strike down the living. Well, I was the
inventor of that new factor of harmony, oue
of the greatest attractions of your splendid
universal tair. Buat, you know, our motto
is *Go ahead,’ and, after five years of the
hardest work, combinations acd experi-
ments, and at a considerable expense ot
money, I have just sunceeeded in eumphtin%
an invention which, I am proud tosay, shal

be called the wonder of our woanderful cen-
tury, a steam einger and declamator, which,
in precision and purity, leaves far behind it
all human nightingales of past and present
times. It consists of silver, steel, copper
and lead tubes of different sizes, pro-
vided with seven times as many pistons
as there are notes in the gamut, thus giv-
ing fully seven octaves, while Mr. Tamber-
lik himself could never reach the third one.
This combination of tubes, carefully adapt-
ed to a steam engine, which underlies the
stage, remains in the side scene, so that the
audience doesn’t see it at all. Now, then,
you need not trouble yourself any more
about a tenor, nor, indeed, about any kind
of singer, tither male or female. The whole
question les in getting good pantomimists,
who silently open their mcuths and make
the appropriate gestures; the have not to
utter a single sound, my steam singers per-
forming all the musical part of the role and
doing so with ench a perfection that the
illusion ought to be complete. I intended
to keep this marvel of miue a secret till the
great Centennial exhibition at Philadelphia
opens its doors, but I am, before all, a
philanthropist and a friend of arts, and
syour lamentations have struck me to the
heart; and, see, I had many inconveniences
to encounter with your policy before I could
arrive here in safety, for I have, of course,
brought with me a specinien of my steam
me at
first for a Communist agent sent to France
with an infernal machine, intended to ex-
terminate at once the Natioual Assembly,
the mwinisters and MacMahon himself.

Poobh! But, rather come with me to the
Grand Hotel, so that you may have a look,

and, above all, a hearing of the thing.”

And poor Mr. Halanzier, quite stunned at
his visitor's incredible revelation, followed
him, without being able to utter a syllable,
to the splendid Parisian Capernaum, in the
grand salon of which the new wonder was
already disposed, under the guard eof
Winkel's servants and machinists. At a
sign given by the inventor, the engine was
put in motion, the antomatical tenor parti-
tion of “Robert le Diable” was adapted to
the key-ring, and for nearly two hours the
inmutes of the hotel and the people in the
neighborhood were struck with surprise
and admiration at the almost divine voice,
which raade itself distinctly heard, in all its
purity and powerfulvese, for 500 yards
around.

Almost mad with emotion Mr. Halanzier
fell into Mr. Winkel's arms and precipi-
tately took him to his notary's, where a
deed of cession granting to Mr. Halanzier
the exclusive %ht for ten years of using in
Europe Elias Winkel's steam singer appa-
ratus was drawn and signed at ‘once.
Through this treaty, the existence of which
nobody knows yet, the Paris Opera House
will become once more the first academy of
musgic in the world, and Mr. Halanzier is
here to recuperate a hundred times the 500,
000 francs which he has paid to the Ameri-
can inventor.

White and Black in Louisiana.

The folly of the course of the white na-
tives of Louisiana, in keeping up the agita-
tion over the ‘‘race issue” daily receives
fresh illustration. It is certain that noth-
ing but a sound and active commercial
pelicy can save the State from utter ruin;
yet Conservatives and Republicans sit with
tolded hands, in an attitude of intense sus-
pense, each party accusing the other of
hurrying the commonwealth, by fatal per-
sistence in a useless quarrel, to ita doom.
The sound sense of business men in New
Orleans and the other principal towns of
the State is doubtless opposed to the reck-
less conduct of the “‘agitators,” who declare
that they mean, at any cost, toerowd the ne-
gro out of all the avenues of trade and poli-
ties; but the voice of wisdom is not heard
above the clamor of the mob. Railway invest-
ors, who have unlimited confidence in the ca-
pacity of the State for a gigantic material
development, if its people would all unite
in a genuine effort to d-velop it, are de-
terred by the perturbed condition of local
politics from making favorable recommoand-
ations to the eapitalists whom they repre-
sent. New Orleans is daily losing trade
because the white people of this State can
not spare the time to look intb the trans-
portation question, 80 };r&occu;:ied are
they with the invention of measures to pre-
vent megroes from drinking at the same
soda fountains with whites. They even ne-
glect to build the railroads by which the
cofton and grain of Northern Louisiana
and certain sections of Texas can be
brought to the Crescent City, and embark-
ed for Liverpool in two days, instead of
being sent out, as is now the case, north-
ward hundreds cf miles to St. Louis, and
thence down the Mississippi to New Or-
leana.

It is true that the Conservatives have
received severe provocation, and that the
insincerity ot vicious whites and blacks who
have been in power has inclined them to be
somewhat suspicious of measures for de-
veloping the State. No one donbts that the
whites have been subjected t tyranny.
But that does not justity them in carrying
out a vindictive policy. The mass of the
negroes robbed and tyrannized because they
were ignorant and degraded. The severe
eriticisms which they have received at the
hands of Northern Republicans have shown
them the folly of this course. They have
been frapkly told that it is their duty to
deal justly by their old masters, and to de-
sert the rascals who bave used their votes
for base ends. The negroes know perfectly
well that their presence in Louisiana is
necessary to its material prosperity; that
they must till its soil sng reap its har-
vests, just as they recognize that the whites
must conduct its trade; and they are there-
fore but little alarmed at the efforts to drive
them away now in progress. But they will
not offer their hands to the white man so
long as he shakes his fist in their facee.
Noblesse oblige. Let the superior race show
its generosity by forgiving the neﬁ_ro for the
wrong he has done, on one condition, viz:
Thnzie shall heartily assist in rebuilding
the State'’s fallen fortunes. If this attempt

“at a compromise could be made in & proper

spirit, the negro would fulfill the above
condition. The moment the Louisiana Con-
servative says to the black Radical, “I shall
Lenceforth always recognize you as a man,
and as entitled to a share in the State gov-
ernment,” the “race issue’” is gone from the
commonwealth forever.

But the Louisiana Conservative will not
say those words. He refutes to seo that
the real crisis in the relations between the
two rapes in the State is past. He shakes
his head gloomily as he talks of the eivil
rights bill. Yet he has already seen that
the enforcement of civil rights is not so
dreadful a thing as he fancied. Governor
Kellogg boasted the other day to a North-
ern visitor that “he had a better civil rights
law” now than nnY Congress is likely to
paes. Under this law, in tull operation ia
the State, the Conservative must have per-
ceived that but a very small per cent of his
black fellow-citizens have made themselves
mllga disagreeable. Out of the 364,000
blacks in the State, how many could the
C vative name who would bave ever

the perplexed manager declined to do, not-
withstanding that royal purple is temptin,
to a Frenchman. 8o that the ?omtnu 05
our first ic scene had nearly given up
all horm : discovering & tenor, and numer-
ous a were engaged, after his
orders, in transposing all the temor roles
into contralti bassi, when Providence ap-
pesared to him a brnlglg
r.

of coun 13.'#&’31."'
ng::r of Poni.n’nd,% where ke enjny:

thought twice about forcing themselves into
the company of whites at all, if they had
not seen that those whites practically re-
fused to recognize them as equals before the
law? Why should the Conservative refuse
to accord to them that recogmition? His
obetinate refusal is doing as much to injure
the State as was done in the worst days of

t-bag rule. ty before the law
does not mean _equality in New Or-
leacs any more than in New York. What

is the dreadfnl bugbear at which the Con-
servative is so frightened ¥ Is it anything
more

Would it not be worth while to sacrifice
that prejudice, if by so doing the best men
of both races could be put in power, the
State dedt be funded, Llfo railways needed
thronghout the Btate be built, the thieves
hanished, and the commeroial froaperily of
New Orleans put on a solid basis? Or
would it be wiser on the Purt of the whites
in the State to completely ruin it becaunse
they can not rule it alone?—XNew York
Tribune, August 8.
Death of the Original Arkansas Traveler.

Colenel Faulkner was born in George-
town, Scott county, Kentucky, Maren 3,
1803, and was seventy-one years of age at
the time of his death. He came to Arkunsas
in 1828, and settled in Chicot county, on the
M.luusip&ierlver. a8 & cotton planter. The
wife of deceased passed awuy before
him, in Juve, 1871. His family consisted of
four children, two sons and twe daughters.
Oa the twenty-sixth of July Colonel Faulk-
ner was baptized by Rev. T. B. Lee, and
with God before him, his death was easy.

Itis well known throughout the South-
weet that Colonel Faulkner was the orig-
inal peraonator of the **Arkansas Traveler,”
and it was his pride to be known as such.
'l'he_su{ , 18 i a.aid, was fouuded on a lit-
tle incident which occurred in the cam-
paign of 1840, when he made the tour of
the State in company with the Hon. A. H.
Sevier, Governor Fulton, Chester Asbley
and Governor Yell. One day,in the Bos-
ton monutains, the party approached a
squatter’s, for information of the route,
and Colonel “Sandy” was made spokesman
of the company, and it was upon his wiz:,‘y
responses the tune and story were founded,

On the return to Little Rock, a grand
banquet was given in the famous “bar-
room” which used- to stand near the An-
thony House, snd Colonel ‘‘Sandy” was
called on to play the tune and tell the story.
Afterward it grew 1n popularity. When he
subsequently went to New Orleaus, the
tune oi the “*Arkansas Traveler” bad gone
before him, and ata banquet, amid click-
ing glasses and brilliant toasts, he was
handed a violin by the then Governor of
Louisi and ] d to favor them
with the favorite Arkansas tune. At the
old St. Charles Hotel a special room was
devoted tp his use, bearing in gilt letters
over the door, “Arkansas Traveler.”

During the war between the States,
Colonel Faulkner was captain of ordnance
at the arsenal in this city, until the place
wus abandoned to the federals. From Lere
he went to Tyler, Texas, where he still held
the position of ordnance officer. At the
close of the war he was at Marshall, Texas,
but returned to this ¢’ty. He was compli-
mented at the first term of the existing
Legislature by the naming aftér him of the
new county of Faulkner.

At the convening of the present constitu-
tional cen i e was elected doorkeeper,
which position, together with that of magis-
trate for Pulaski county, he held at the
time of his death.— Little Rock Gazetle.

Gosh and Gush.

A correspondent of the New York World,
after reading the published report of Mrs.
Tilton’s cross-examination, writes that jour-
nal as follows:

I have been reading the testimony of Mrs.
Tilton, and I must say it is as loathsome a
piece of reading as I ever undertook,
Through a whole page of fine type, her
“gvidence” extends, evidence of which &
quarter of a column would hold all that
would be admitted as relevant to the case
in any court in Christendom. And what is
it?! The bulk of its revelations of conjugal
privacies which human beings not dead to
human decencies regard as so sacred that
tortares could not draw from them the
revelation of such sacredness, and half of it,
nay. nioe-tenths of it, the revelations of
little petulancies and little i patibilities
such as 1 supgoaé occur in happy homes,
but in decent homes never pass the lips of
those in whose ears they are uttered.”’This
wretched gabble is poured out into the ears
of half a dozen persons, and taken down in
shorthand and prepared for the press as
evidence bearing on the question whether
Beecher 1s an adulterer or not.

It is an indecent exposure, which an Irish-
woman in a tenement,honse, who had been
compelled to have her husband put under
bonds for whacking her over the head with
the shovel when he was in liquor, would be
ashamed to make; which every human
being in whom even the mnatural, unculti-
vated sense of shame has not been pervert-~
ed would be ashamed to make. The first
story we read is of Adam and Eve putting
on a fig leaf. The last we read is of Theo-
dore and Elizabeth Tilton pulling it off,
Not only are they naked and not ashamed;
they are naked and climb on pedestals to
let the publio look at their nudity—and un-
clean nudity at that. Great beavens! Is
it the natural impulse of & man when
he learns that he is a euckold, to
take the story into thé newepapers and
send his wife's love letters after 1t! Is it the
natural impulse of a woman, when she
learns that the man in whose bosom she
has lain for twenty years is a madman or a
knave, and has slandered her, to go before
a ‘“‘committee of investigation” and lay bare
all the secreta of those twenty years of
married life?

The Man Who Made a For une.

Not long ago the papers of the country
were filled with accounts of the sreamer
Faraday and the new cable she was landing
on the coast of New Hampehire. This
calls to mind the history of a young jour-
nalist of this eity, and I repeat it as of in-
terest. Twe ycung man referred to came
here soon after the close of the war to cor-
respond for the Chicago Post and Albsany
Journal. He was very young and inexpe-
rienced, but a good telegraph operator.
Failing to secure the news he wanted by
personal observation and investigation, he
adopted a method which was as novel as it
was successful. He could read the Merse
alphabet by sound. This was his stock in
¢rade. Upon it he operated, and for months
was recognized as one of the most clever
and enterprising news-gatherers at the
capital. And all without any lubor on hia
part. He would rise late, stroll down to
the Capitol about noon (just when the other
correspondents were sending off their dis-

tches), wander into the telegraph office,
K:wn to the click of the wires, and then
write and send a telegram containing all
the important items the other men had
gathered. It was easily done and emi-
nently successful. Complaint was made of
him, but it was unavailing.

He overreached, however, and fell. The
Washington treaty was being congidered in

tive of the Senat: e doors
and window were closed; but nothing could
hinder our hero. He climbed to the top of
the building, crept over the Senate cham-
ber, and laying flat on his face short-hand-
ed every word of the treaty as it came from
the lips of the clerk and arose to the ceiling.
He sold it to the New York Zribune. The
New York Tumnes correspondent was angry,
:pd exposed him, and his papers dismissed

im.

Unwilling to lie idle, he set Lis active
brains at work inventing telegraph instra-
ments. When the French cable had been
laid he had been eommissioned to report
the event. He boarded the cable hip and
watched the operations of the telegraphers.
The method is this: A needle, like thay of a
compass, swung on a pivot. The current
of electricity cowing over the wire moved
it to the right or left. A deviation to the
right meant a dot; to the lelt a dash.
Thus the Morse alphabet was used. The
movements of the needle were so slight
that a mirror of great magnifying power
was_necescary for its profitable reading.
Even then but fifteen words could commu-
nicated in & minute. Our hero thought he
could do better. S0,as I said, he set his
wits to work and after two years’ labor has
just produced his fnachine. By it he can
take fifty words a ‘minute, or three times
the number that eould be received by the
old process. A company of New York cap-
italists has been formed to operate the pat-
ent, and our hero is a millionaire and but
twenty-five years old.
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The will of the late Earl ot Dalhousie
provides that all his political correspond-
ence and confidential papers counected
with his official life shall be placed in a
locked box by themselves, sealed up and
deposited in the family charter room at
Panmure, and not be opened until the year
1900.
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