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e v e n i n g .

Tbe ebadows of the tell tree» He upon the 
ground.

The parting day. lingering, »miled a bright fare
well—

The last sun-raya, like kisses, on the hill top fell; 
gave the soft rustling of the leave», there 1» no 

eound.

Tbe earth own» the gentle »Dell of tbi» quiet 
home.

The »weet »pirit of Best is comlDg with the night— 
Y en now her white wiEgs glimmer in the morning 

ligh t
[  The angel Peace watches from her heavenly 

tower.

Bhe guards the hearts of alt the innocent and 
true.

In mom ents like these, she sends them messages 
o f love—

Tender thoughts and feelings, as tokens from 
above. »

Her e.\es beam fondly on them—eye» of gentle»t 
hue.

The innocent and true ! It here are those noble 
hearts 1

gom e d well in palace halls, some by the wayside 
rest,

As glad in beggar's bosom, as in royal breast 
The ju st law of Heaven equality imparts.

There, where pride is not, is no striving after 
rank.

Tbe saints in the lower places envy not the higher 
Here the low est m ay  to the loitiest seatasoiro—

A  king has drained the cup from which a beggar 
drank.

Equal happiness is decreed for all mankind.
To each is left the choice of evil or of good,
And Heaven is the reward when sin’s  withstood. 

The Heaven of a pure heart, of an upright mind.

And joy in HeaveD was bora to be immortal,
H e 1» th e genius of the sacred stream that springs. 
W here'er the smile of God, its glory flings,

He greet» the risen soul at the heavenly portal.

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

grave,
He y e t may die, aa 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 win.

One thouglitle»» move, o ra  false one at tbe start. 
May ruin all, and leave a sad remorseful heart.

Be wary then, young players, so eager to begin-

H O W  1 W E N T  O CT TO  S E R V IC E .

BV LOUISA M. ALCOTT.

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

“What shall I do ?” was still the question 
that perplexed me. I was ready to work, 
eager to be independent, and too proud to 
endure patronage. But the right task 
seemed hard to find, and my bottled ener
gies were fermenting in a way that threat
ened an explosion before long.

My honored mother was a city mission
ary that winter, and not only served the 
clamorous poor, but often found it in her 
power to help decayed gentlefolk quietly 
placing them where they could earn their 
bread without tbe entire sacrifice of taste 
and talent which makes poverty so hard 
for such to bear. Knowing her tact and 
skill people often came to her for compan
ions, housekeepers, and that class of the 
needy who do not make known their wants
through an intelligent e office.

One day, as 1 sat dreaming spienuia 
dreams, while I made a series of little 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 possessed an impressive nose, a 
fine flow of language, and a pair of large 
hands, encased in black kid gloves. With 
mach waving of these sombre members, 
Mr. R. set forth the delights awaiting the 
happy soul who should secure this home. 
He described it as a sort of heaven on earth. 
“There are books, pictures, flowers, a piano, 
and the best of society,” he said. “This 
person will be one of the family in all re
spects, and only required to help about the 
lighter work, which my sister has done her 
self hitherto, bu» is now a martyr to neu 
ralgia, and needs a gentle friend to assist 
her.”

Sly 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 call do it well. I should have time fo 
enjoy the books and things I love, and
D---- is not far away from home. Suppose
1 try it ”

So, when my mother turned to me, ask
ing if I could suggest any one, I became as 
red as a poppy and said abruptly:

“Only myself.”
“Do you really mean it?” cried my aston

ished parent.
“I really do, if Mr. R. thinks I should 

suit,” was my steady reply, as I partially 
obscured my crimson countenance behind a 
little ilaDnel skirt, still redder.

The Rev. Josephus gazed upon me with 
the benign regard which a bachelor of five 
and thirty in ay> accord a bashtnl damsel of 
eighteen. A smile dawned upon his coun
tenance, “sicklied o’er with tbe pale cast of 
thought,” or dyspepsia; and he softly fold
ed the black gloves, as if about to bestow a 
blessing, as he replied, with emphasis:

“I am sure you would, and we should 
think ourselves most fortunate if we could 
secure your society, and—ahem—services 
for my poor sister."

“Then I’ll try it,” responded the impetu
ous maid.

“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---- arose:
“What wages do you pay?” ,

“My deaf madam, in a case like this let 
us not use such words as those. Anything
Î ou may think proper 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 
at any moment; so 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 oar 
feeble household will not be forgotten in 
tbe end, I assure you.” And, with another 
pensive smile, a farewell wave of the im
pressive gloves, the Reverend Josephus 
bowed like a well sweep and departed.

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

“Of course I am. Why not try this ex
periment? It cau but faii, like all the 
others.”

“ I have no objection: only I fancied you 
were rather too proud for this sort ot 
thing.”

“I am too proud to be idle and depend
ent, ma’am. I’ll scrub floors and take in 
washing first. I do housework at home for 
love; why not do it abroad for money? I 
like it better than teaching. It is healthier 
than sewing and surer than writing. So 
why not try it?”

“I t  is going out to service, you know, 
though you are called a companion. How 
does that suit?” . .

“I 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 find 
it  is my mission to take care of neuralgic old 
ladies and lackadaisical clergymen. It does 
not sound exciting, but it s better than 
nothing,” I answered, with a sigh; for it 
was rather a sudden downfall to give up 
being a Siddons and becomes Betcinder. 

How my sisters laughed when they heard
the new plan! But they sjton i ^ ^ ^ th e m -
selves, sure ot fun, for Lu’s 
the standing joke of the family. Ofoonrse, 
the highly respectable relatives held up 
th»ir ||l»d» in holy horror at the idea of 
one of the clan degrading h e r s e U  by going 
out to service. Teaching » private scnooi

was the^roper thing for an indigent gentle
woman. Sewing, even, if done in the seclu
sion of home and not mentioned in public, 
could be tolerated. Story-writing was a 
genteel accomplishment and reflected oredit 
upon the name. But leaving the paternal 
roof to wash other people’s teacups, nurse 
other people’s ails, and obey other people’s 
orders for hire—this, this was degradation, 
and headstrong Louisa would disgrace her 
name forever if she did it.

Opposition only fired the revolutionary 
blood in my veins, and I crowned my im- 
iquity by the rebellious declaration:

“It doing this work hurts my respecta
bility, I wouldn’t give much lor it. My 
aristocratic ancestors don’t feed or clothe 
me, and my democratic ideas of honesty 
and 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 a penny; so, 
it' I never do succeed in anythiog, I shall 
have the immense satisfaction of knowing I 
am ander 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 
and uncompromising blue apronB and three 
tidy little sweeping-caps; for I had some 
English 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, firmly 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 ehe won’t, for she has promised to 
stay the month out, and she will keep her 
word,” answered my mother, who always 
defended the black sheep of her flock. ”

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

Josephus, meantime, had written me sev
eral remarkable letters, describing the dif
ferent members of the family I was about 
to enter. His account was peculiar; but I 
believed every word of it, aud my romantic 
fancy was much excited by the details he 
gave. The principal ones are as follows, 
condensed from the voluminous epistles 
which he evidently enjoyed writing:

“Yon will find a stately mansion, last 
falling 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 rooms from ruin; and here 
I 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 minister to vour 
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, 
as you will soon see. Also, I hope by your 
means to rescue her from the evil influences 
of Puah,who, in my estimation, is a wretch. 
She has gained entire control over Eliza,
and warps her mind with great 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 is faithful aud kind to them, so I sub
mit, and remain to guard them, even at the 
risk of my life.

“I tell you these things because I wish 
you to know all and be warned, for this old 
hag has a specious tongue, and I should 
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 djsport 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 au 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 chill froze the marrow of my bones 
in the most approved style.

“The romance opens well,” I thought, 
and, peeping in at an opposite door, beheld 
a luxurious apartment, full of tbe warm 
glow of firelight, the balmy breath of hya
cinths and roses, the white glimmer'of 
piano keys and tempting rows of hooks 
along the wails.

The contrast between the two rooms was 
striking, and alter an admiring suney l 
continued my exploration, thinking that I 
should not mind being “ministered to” in 
that inviting place when my work was dime.

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

The old lady greeted me kindly, but I 
tancied her faded blue eye had a weird 
expression, and her amiable words were all 
a snare, though I own I was rather disap 
pointed at tbe commonplace appearance of 
this humble Borgia.

She showed me to a tiny room, where I 
felt more like a young giantess than ever, 
and was obliged to stow away my posses
sions as snugly as in a ship's cabin" When 
I presently descended, armed with a blue 
apron and “a heart for any fate,” I found 
the old man awake, and received from him 
a welcome full of ancient courtesy and 
kindliness. Miss Eliza crept in like a timid 
mouse, looking so afraid ot her buxom com
panion that I forgot my own shyness in 
trying to relieve hers. She was so envel
oped in shawls that all I could discover was 
that my mistress was a very nervous little 
woman, with a small button of pale hair on 
the outside of her bead 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 you see, 
are ot the simplest. We eat in the kitchen, 
and all together, in the primitive fashion; 
for it suits my father and saves labor. I 
could wish more order and elegance; but 
my wishes are not consulted, and I submit.
I live above these petty crosses, and, 
though 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. I am used to poison; but I can 
not see the coats of this blooming girl’s 
stomach destroyed, as mins have been. And 
speaking of duties, I may as well mention 
to you, Louisa (I call you so in a truly fra
ternal spirit), that I like to find my study 
in order when I come down in the morning; 
for I often need a few maments of solitude 
betöre I face the daily annoyances of my 
life. I shall permit you to perform this 
iight task, for you have some idea of order 
(I see it in the formation ol your brow), and 
feel sure that you will respec t the sanctuary 
of thought. Eliza is so blind she does not 
see dust, and Puah enjoys devastating tbe 
one poor refnge I can call my own this side 
of the grave. We are all waiting for you, 
sir. My father keeps up the old tormalities, 
you observe; and I endure them, although 
my own views are more advanced.”

The old gentleman hastily finished his 
tea and returned thanks, when his son 
stalked gloomily away, evidently oppressed 
with the burden of his wrongs, also, as I 
irreverently fanoied, with the seven 
“green” flapjacks he had devoured during 
the sermon.

I helped wash up tbe cups, and during 
that domestic rite Puah chatted in what I 
should have considered a cheery, social

way had I not been darkly warned against 
her wiles.

“You needn’t mind halt Josephus says, 
my dear. He likes t« hear himself talk 
and always goes on so before folks. I some 
times think his books and new ideas have 
sort of muddled bis wits, for he is as lull of 
notions as is a paper of pins, and he gets 
dreadfully put out if we dou’t give in to 
’em. Bat gracious me! thev are so redieklus 
sometimes and so selfish I can’t allow him 
to make a fool oi himself 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 doings; for I try to 
keep the old gentleman comfortable, and 
have to manage ’em all, which is not an 
easy job, I assure you.”

I h ad a secret conviction 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 not a lively 
one, tor the old gentleman nodded behind 
his newspaper; Eliza, with her head pinned 
up in a little blanket, slumbered on the 
sofa, Puah fell to knitting 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 
conscious of mv existence and beckoned me 
to approach the “sanctuary of thought” 
with a melodramatic waft of his large baud.

I went, took possession of an easy chair, 
and prepared myself for elegant conversa
tion. I 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 safiron countenance, 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 he generally useful, 
to take his sister’s place, aud see that the 
flame of life which burned so feebly in this 
earthly tabernacle was fed with proper fuel 
Mince pies, Welsh rabbits, sausages 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 phoulders.

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

I was up betimes next morning and had 
the study in pertect 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 sur
veying the 6cene.

“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 

eg you will wear theiy often, for it re 
freshes, my eye to see something tasteful, 
young and womanly about me. Eliza 
makes a bundle oi herselt, and Puah is 
simply detestable.”

He sank languidly into a chair and closed 
his eye6, 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.

After 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 ior a stronger arm 
than Puah’s and a more methodical head 
than Eliza's.

Everything was dusty, mouldy, shiftless 
and neglected, except the domain of Jo
sephus. Upstairs, the paper was dropping 
from the walis.the aneient furniture was all 
more or less dilapidated, aud every hole 
aud corner was full of relies tucked away 
by Puah, who was a regular old magpie. 
Rats and mice reveled in the empty rooms, 
and spiders wove their tapestry undis
turbed, for the old man would have nothing 
altered or repaired, ana bis part of the 
house was fast going to ruin.

I longed 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 he expressed it, the frail reed would 
break.

I regret to say that a time soon came 
when I ielt 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 disappearance of all 
the romantic delusions I had indulged in 
for a time. A week's acquaintance with the 
inmates of this old house quite settled my 
opinion, and further developments only con
firmed it.

Miss Eliza was a nonentity and made no 
more impression on me than a tiy. The old 
gentleman passed his days in a placid sort 
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 
motherly old soul, with no malice in her. 
The secret of Josephus’ dislike was that 
the reverend tyrant ruled tbe house and ail 
obeyed him but Puah, who had nursed him 
as a baby, boxed his ears as a boy, was not 
».'raid of him even when he became a man 
and a minister. I soon repented of my first 
suspicions and grew lend of her. 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, ieeling 
that when m y  «lay’s work was done I had 
earned a right to rest and read. But 1 soon 
fouud that this was not the idea. I was not 
to read; but to be read to. I was not to 
enjoy the flowers, pictures, tire, and books; 
but to keep them in order for my lorn to 
CDjoy. I was also to be a passive bucket, 
into which he was to pour all msuiner ot 
philosophic, metaphysical and sentimental 
rubbish. I was to serve his needs, soothe 
his sufferings, and sympathize with all his 
sorrows—be a galley slave, in fact.

As soon as I clearly understood this, I 
tried to put an end to it by shunning the 
the study and never lingering there an in
stant alter my work was done. But it 
availed little, for Josephns demanded much 
sympathy and was hound to have it. So he 
came and read poems while I washed 
dishes, discussed his pet problems all meal
times, and put reproachful notes under my 
door, in which were comically mingled 
complaints of neglect and orders fordinner.

I bore it as long as 1 could, and then 
freed my mind in a declaration of inde
pendence, delivered in the kitchen, where 
he 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 ielt grateful for the intense discom
fort of that moment, since it gave me cour
age to rebel outright. Stranded on a small 
island of mat,-in a sea of soapsuds, I bran
dished a scrubbing 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 reports 
he had given me of the place and its duties, 
and assuring him than I should not stay 
long unless matters mended.

“But I offer you lighter tasks and yon 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 consider 
them much worse than hard work,” was 
niy ungrateful answer, as I sat upon my 
island, with the soft soap conveniently 
near.

“Do you mean to say you prefer to scrub 
that hearth to sitting in my charming room 
while I read Hegel to you ?” he demanded, 
glaring down upon me.

“Infinitely,” I responded promptly, and 
emphasized my words by beginning to 
sc-rnb with a zeal that made the bricks 
white with foam.

“Is it possible !” and, with a groan at mv 
depravity, Josephus retired, full of ungodly 
wrath.

I remember that I immediately burst into 
joennd song, so that no doubt might remain 
in his mind, and continued to warble eheer- 
iolly till my task was done'. I also remem
ber that I cried heartily when I got to my

room, 1 was so vexed, disappointed, end 
tired. But my bower was so small I should 
soon have swamped the furniture if I had 
indulged copiously iifc 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 accuse one of the 
nobler sex of spite or the small revenge ot 
underhand annoyances and slights to one 
who could not escape and would not 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 hands; for Eliza was too poorly to help 
or direct, 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 kindlings, made tires, and sifted 
ashes like a true Cinderella.

There hail never been any pretense of 
compauioDship with Eliza, who spent her 
days mulling over the fire, aud seldom ex
erted herself except to find odd jobs for me 
to do—rusty knives to clean, sheets to 
turn, old stockings to mend, and. when all 
else failed, some paradise of moths anil 
miee to bo cleared up; for the house was 
full of such “glory holes.”

It I remonstrated Eliza at once dissolved 
into tears, and said she must do as she was 
told. Puah begged me to hold on till spring, 
when things would be much better; ami 
pity pleaded for the two poor souls. But I 
don’t think I could have stood it it my 
promise had not bound me, for wt<-n 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 har«l. especially in the matter 
oi bootblacking. I really don’t know why 
that is considered such humiliating work 
for a woman; but so it is, ami there I drew 
the line. I would have cleaned the Oldman’s 
shoes without a murmur: but he preferred 
to keep their native rustiness intact. Eliza 
never went out, and Puah affected carpet 
slippers of the Chinese junk pattern. Jo
sephus, however, plumed 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 himself at first; but soon after 
the explosion I iliscovered a pair of muddy 
boots in tbe shed, set suggestively near the 
blacking box. I did not take the hint, feel
ing instinctively that this amiable being 
was trying how much I would bear for the 
sake of peace. ' *

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

“Why are not mv bouts attended to?” de
manded Josephus, one evening, when 
obliged to go out.

“I'm sure I don’t know,” was Eliza’s 
helpless answer.

“I told Louizy I guessed you’d want 
some of ’em before long,” observed Puab, 
with an exasperating twinkle in her old 
eye.

“And what did she say ?" asked my lord 
with an ireful whack of his velvet slippers 
as lie east 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.” 

"Louizv” heard it all through the slide, 
and could have embraced the old woman 
for her words, but kept stiil till Josephus 
had resumed his slippers with i growl and 
retired to the shed, leaving Eliza in tears, 
Puah chuckling, and the rebellious 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 sinful soui 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 bard russets with a dull knife, much 
cheered by the ehoebrush accompaniment 
played in the shed.

Thunder clouds rested upon the martyr’s 
brow at breakfast, and 1 was as much ig
nored as the eat. And what a relief that 
was 1 The piano was locked up, so were 
the bookcases, the newspapers mysteriously 
disappeared, and a solemn silence rt igued 
at table, for no one dared to talk when that 
gifted tongue was mute. Eliza tied from 
the gathering storm anti had a comiortable 
fit of neuralgia in her own room, where 
Puah nursed her, 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 about all day and amused my dreary 
evenings as well as I could; too proud even 
to borrow a book, lest it should seeui like a 
surrender. What a long month it was, ami 
how eagerly I counted the hours of that 
week, lor 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 touched, anti 
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 m.v mother, telling her to send a 
substitute quickly, or I should do something 
desperate.

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

Three mortal weeks I waited: for. though 
two other victims came, I was implored to 
set them going, ami tried to do it. But 
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 alter the second in
capable lady, I tarried not ior 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 ot the whole affair by 
shutting himself up in his own room and 
forbidding me to say farewell because he 
“could not bear it.” I laughed and fancied 
it done for efiect then; but I soon under
stood it better and did not laugh.

At the last moment Eliza nervously 
tucked a sixpenny poeketbook into my 
hand ami shrouded herself in the little 
blanket with a sob. But Puah kissed me 
kindly and whispered, with an odd look, 
“Don't blame us for anything. Some folks 
is liberal and some ain't.” I thanked the 
poor old soul for her kindness to me and 
tiudged gaily away to the station, whither 
my property had preceded me on 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, 
so like Josephus that I could not resist 
throwing a snowball at him. Behind me 
stood the dnll old house, no longer either 
mysterious or romantic in my disenchante«! 
eyes; before me rumbled the barrow, bear
ing my dilapidated wardrobe; ami in my 
pocket reposed what I fondly hoped was, if 
not a liberal, at least 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 ami 
beheld four dollars.

I have had a good many bitter minutes 
in my life; but one of the bitterest came to 
me as I stood there in tbe windy road, with 
the sixpenny pocket-book open betöre me, 
and looked from my poor, chapped, grimy, 
chillblained hands, to the paltry sum that 
was considered reward enough'for all the 
hard and humble labor they had done.

A girl’s heart is a sensitive thing. And 
mine had been very full lately; for it had 
suffered many of the trials that wound 
deeply yet can not be told; so I think it 
was but natural that my first impulse was 
to go straight back to that sacred study 
and fliDg this insulting money at the feet 
of him who sent it. But I was 6 0  boiling 
over with indignation that I could not trust 
myself in his presence, lest 1 shbuld be un
able to resist the temptation to shake him, 
in spite of his cloth.

No, I would go home, show my honor
able wounds, tell my pathetic tale and leave 
my parents to avenge my wrongs. I did 
so; but over that harrowing scene I drop a 
veil, for my feeble pen refuses to depict the 
emotions of my outraged family. I will 
merely mention that the $4 went back, and

the Rev. Josephus never heard the last of 
it in that neighborhood.

My experiment seemed a dire failure, 
and 1 mourned it as such for years; but 
more than once in my life I have been 
grateful for that eerio-comico experience, 
since it has taught me many lessons. One 
of the most us«.ml of these has been the 
power of successfully making a companion, 
not a servant, of those whose aid I need, 
aud helping to gild their honest wages with 
the sympathy and justice which can 
sweeten the humblest and lighten the 
hardest task.—Independent.

D O L O R E S.

H er old  b o a t loaded  w ith  o ranges.
H er baby  tie d  on h e r  b re a s t,

M inorean  Colore» ben d s to  h e r  oars,
N oting  e a c h  reed  o a  tb e  slow  m oTing shore»;
B u t th e  w ay is long, an d  th e  in le t  w ide—
C an I wo sm all b a u d s  overcom e th e  tid e  

S w eeping  up  in to  tb e  w e»ti

F o u r l i t t le  w a lls  o f  coqu ina  sto n e ,
B ude th a tc h  oi im m e tti i  leaves;

T h e re  h a v e  th e y  n. s iled , lik e  b u d s  in  a  tre e ,
F rom  w iu te r , an d  labor, an d  h u n g e r  free ,
T a k in g  from  e a r th  t in  ir  sm all need , h u t  n o  m o re  
No th o u g h t  of th e  m oirow , no la y in g  in  » to re .

No g a th e rin g  p a tie n t  leayes .

A lone in  t l ie i r  so u th e rn  Island  hom e.
T h ro u g h  th e  y e a r  o f su m m e r <la>s,

T h e ; wo love ou: a n d  th e  b o u n tifu l beach  
C lu ste rs  i t s  sea-food w ith in  h is  reach ;
T h e tw o  lo v e  on. au d  th e  tro p ic a l lan d  
Drops u s  wild f in it  in  h e r  in d o len t h an d ,

And lile  is  a  su n sh in y  h ase .

L uis, Dolores, an d  b ab y  brow n  
W ith  d r e a m : . p ass io n a te  eyes—

F a r  in  th e  p a s t, lu re d  by S axon  w iles,
A sim ple folk cam .- from  th e  S panish  sea  isles,
Now, tin g ed  w ith  th e  blood o f th e  creo le  quo d ro o n , 
T h e ir  ch ild re n  live  idly alo n g  th e  lagoon,

U nder th e  F .o iiila  sk ies .

Lui?., Dolores, an d  baby  brow n .
Ah, tb .-ii b lossom ing life o f love!—

B u t f iv e r  fa lls  w ith  i ts  w ith e r in g  b lig h t:
D olores k ee p s w .iti h th ro u g h  th e  s u l t ry  n ig h t.
In  v ain  h e r  poor herbs, iu  vain  lie r poo: p ra y e rs— 
H er L u./. is m o u n tin g  ilm  s p ir i t  w in g ed  s ta irs  

T h a t ieau  to  h e r  h ea v en  above.

Bo. h e r  old b o a t lo ad ed  w ith  o ran g es,
H er b ab y  tie d  on h e r  b re a s t,

D olores ro w s otf to  th e  a n c ie n t tow n ,
W h e re  th e  b lue eyed, so ld iers  com e m a rc h in g  dow n 
F rom  th e  fa r  co ld  N orth ; th e y  a r e  m en  w ho k now — 
T h u s Dolores th in k s —how  to  c u re  a ll yvoe ;

N ay, th e i r  v e ry  to u c h  is  b les t.

“ O ra n g -s  ! o ra n g es  !”  h e a r  h e r  c ry ,
T h ro u g h  th e  s ad e d  p laza  p a th  ;

B ut th e  N o rth e rn  so ld iers com e m a rc h in g  in 
T h ro u g h  th e  old  B pauish c ity , w ith  s t i r  a u d  d in  ; 
Anil th e  s ile n t peop le s ta n d  su llen  by.
To see th e  old flag m oun t ag a in  lo  th e  s k y —

T he Hag th e y  had  tra m p le d  in  w rath."

Ah. b row n  Dolores ! w ill n o  one h e a r ,
And by  th y  poor l i t t le  s to re  ?

Now n o rth , now  so u th , on  th e  old sea  w a ll—
B ut h e r  p itifu l toDes u n h ee d ed  fall ;
Now e a s t , now  v e s t ,  th ro u g h  th e  an g ry  tow n , 
P a tie n t she  jo u rn e y s  lip  aim  dow n,

N or m isses one su rly  door.

T hen  d e sp e ra te , u p  to  th e  d re ad e d  ra n k s  
She c a n ie s  h e r  p ass io n a te  s u i t ;

“ I h av e  uo m oney, for no ,.e  w ould b u y  ;
B u t com e, fo r G od’s sak e , o r h e  w ill d ie  ! 
s a v e  h im —m y Luiz—h e is so y o u n g !”
Bhe p lea d s iu h e r  iqu id  M inorcan  to n g u e,

Ami p ro ife rs  lie r s to re  o f  fru it.

B u t th e  N orth e rn  to 'd ie r s  m ove s te a d ily  on, •  
T h e y  h e a r  n o t n o r u n d e rs ta n d ;

T he la s t b lu e  ra n k  lias  passed  dow n th e  s t re e t ,
She s e ts  b u t  th e  d u s t  o f th e i r  in a rc h in g  feet;

A nd m a rk e d , w ith  th e i r  blood, e v e ry  s te p  o f th e  
w ay ,

To c o n q u e r th is  S o u th e rn  land .

T h e y  a re  gone—O d esp a i;! She tu rn s  to  th e  
ch u rch .

H a lf-ta in ting , h e r  f r u it  w e t w ith  teatB; 
‘‘P erh a p s  th e  old s a m t, w ho is a lw a y s  th e re .
M ay w a k e u p  au d  ta k e  th e m  to  pay  for a  p ra y er; 
T h e y  a re  v e ry  sw e e t, as  th e  s a in t  w ill see. 

h e  w ould b u t w a k e  up, au d  liB ten  to  me;
B u t h e  s leeps  so, h e  n e v e r  h e a rs .”

Site en te rs ; th e  c h u rc h  is filled w ith  m en ,
T h e pallid  m en o f  th e  N orth;

E ach  d in g y  old pew  is a  s ick  m an ’s  bed,
Kacl. b a t te r e d  old bench  bo ils a  w e ary  head ,
T he a l ta r  ca u d les  a re  sw e e t aw ay  
F or v ia  s  a n d  k u iv es  in  sh in in g  a r ra y ,

Aud a  new  s a in t  is  s tep p in g  fo rth !

He m u st he a  sa in t , fo r ho  com es from  tb e  sh rin e , 
A sa in t o f  a  N o rth e rn  cree d —

Clad iu a  un ifo rm —arm y  b lue,
B ut su re lv  th e  sa in ts  m ay  w e ar a n y  h u e  
Dolores th in k s , as  h e  ta k e s  h e r  haiid s 
Aud h e a rs  all h e r s to ry , a n d  u u d e rs ta u d s  

T ile c ry  o f  h e r  d e sp e ra te  need.

An o ra n g e lie  g ives to  each  w e a ry  m an,
To freshen  tile  fevered  m o u th ,

T hen  fo rth  t h t y  go dow n th e  old sea  w all,
And th e y  h e a r  in  th e  d u sk  th e  p ic k e t’s call;
T h e row boat is m oored  on th e  sh ad o w y  th e re ,
T h e N o rth e rn  sa in t can  m an ag e an  o ar.

And th e  b o at g lides la s t  to  tb e  so u th .

A h e a lin g  to u e lj an d  a  h o ly  d rin k ,
A b rig h t l i tt le  h ea v en ly  knife .

A nd th is  s tra n g e  N o ith e m  sa in t , w h o  p ra y s  no 
p ra y ers ,

B rin g s b ac k  th e  soul from  th e  sp irit-w in g ed  s ta irs , 
And o n ce  m ore M inorcan  Luiz’s d a r k  eyes.
In w hose d e p th s  th e  w a rm th  o f th e  tro p ic s  lies, 

R es t ca lm  on tb e  a w e-s tric k en  w ife.

“  O ';, d e a r  N o r th e rn  sain t! A s h r in e  w ill I b u ild ' 
W iid roses I ’ll b rin g  from  afar.

T he je ssam in e , o ian g i-lio w e r, w oed-tu lip s  b rig h t, 
And th o se  w ill i w o rsh ip  eacli m o rn in g  an d  n ig h t.” 
“ Na y , n ay , p o o r Dolores. I tun  b u t  a  m an,
A s  n rg e o u . w ho h in d s u p  w ith  w h s t  sk ill h ^ c a n  

T he w ounds o f  th is  h e a rt-b re a k in g  w ar.

“ See, b u ild  m e no  sh rin es , b u t  t a k e  th is  sm all 
book.

And te a c h  th e  brow n  b ab y  to  re a d .”
He is gone; an d  D olores is le f t o n  th e  shore ,
I he w a tc h e s  th e  b o a t t i ll  she  sees i t  no  m ore,
She h e a rs  th e  q u ick  m u sk e try  a ll th ro u g h  th e  

n ig h t,
She ho lds th e  hook in  h e r  p in e  k n o t ’s  re d  

lig h t,
T h e book o f  th e  N o r th e rn e r’s  creed .

T he sad  w ar is  over, th e  d e a r  p eace  h a s  com e. 
T h e h li e -co a te d  so ld iers  d ep a rt;

T h e brow i baby  re ad s  th e  sm all book, a n d  th e  
th re e

Live ou in  th e i r  is le  in  th e  F lo rida  sea;
T h e b re w n  baby  le a rn s  m an y  th in g s  w ise an d  

s tran g e ,
B u t a ll h is  new  E nglish  w ords n e v e r  ca n  ch a n g e  

T h e fa ith  o f  D olores' fond  h e a rt .

A b o a t w iih  a  load  o f o ran g es 
In  a  flow er d ec k ed  sh rin e  d o th  s ta n d  

C arved  in  coqu ina , a n d  th i th e r  she  goes,
To p ra y  to  th e  on ly  re a l sa in t  sh e  know s.
T he N o rth e rn  su rg e o n  in  a rm y  blue;
And th e re  she  w h s  found  in  th i s  m o rn in g ’s  dew , 

D ead, w ith  th e  hook in  h e r  han d .

A V ocal W o n d e r,
I would have little to say about Parisian 

theatricals at this Senegalitn heat, says a 
Paris correspondent of the New York 
Her.ild. were it not for a wonderful discov
ery, carefully kept secret up to this very 
day, and which has 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 consists 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 lyric 
stage is suftering from a daily growing 
scarcity of interpreters worthy of the im
mortal chefs-d'œuvre composed by Rossini, 
Meyerbeer, Mozart, Halevy, Verdi, etc. A 
good tenor, more especially, has become, 
like the blue bird with a green tail, im
possible te be found for the past fifteen 
years, the last one having been Roger, the 
creator of Jean de Leyde, in Meyerbeer’s 
"Prophet.”

Even tenorini like Capoul, whose vocal 
powers are quite insufficient for the great 
opera style, are not common, and we are in 
fact threatened with the complete extinc
tion of tbe male soprano, and you should 
remark that it is just the moment when 
the first French lyric troupe will soon have 
to exert their powers iu a house by one- 
third larger than any other hitherto used 
for operatic performances—the new opera 
building—where the orchestra and choruses 
alone will require numerous additions. 
Here the question arose, where are we to 
get a tenor possessed with steel lungs, in 
order to make himself heard in such a vast 
and costly structure? To solve this rather 
unsolvable problem Mr. Halanzier, the 
smart manager, sent emissaries to every 
corner of the globe, with full powers to se
cure at any price an ut de poitrine. One of 
them who in despair had joined 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 Otelio, perfectly suited to the 
color of bis skin. Bnt the fanny Kalkah 
wonld not listen to any suggestion unless 
Mr. Halanzier should first come and take 
his place on the throne of Asbantee, which 
the perplexed manager declined to do, not
withstanding that royal purple is tempting 
to a Frenchman. So that the potentate of 
our first lyric scene had nearly given up 
all hope of discovering a tenor, and numer
ous artists were already engaged, alter hie 
orders, in transposing all the tenor roles 
into eontralti bassi, when Providence ap
peared to him a fortnight ago in the person 
of yonr countryman, Mr. Eliae Winkel, a 
native ol Portland, Maine, where he enjoys

a well-deserved reputation as a practical 
engineer and organ builder. In a true 
American fashion Mr. Winkel went straight 
on to the object of his visit without any of 
those fastidious circumlocutions so much a 
la mode in Europe. “I know your per
plexity,” said he to Mr. Halanzier (not a 
little surprised at the assurance exhibited 
by the stranger), “yon are in need of a 
tenor, and you can not find one, of course, 
our age being no more devoted to fine arts, 
hut to science, industry and politics; and 
for my own part I’ll always deplore that 
General Butler, whom heaven has gifted 
with a Splendid baritone voice, deserted his
narural vocation and became ---- . Bnt
never mind Ben Butler; I guess you don’t 
care tor him. Perhaps you have heard, at 
the time of the last Paris exhibition, of a 
u steam organ whose powerful sounds gave 
a very nice idea of the trumpets of the last 
judgment, which will awake the dead and 
strike down the living. Well, I was the 

. inventor of that Dew factor of harmony, one 
of the greatest attractions of your splendid 
universal lair. But, you know, our motto 
is ‘Go ahead,' and, after five years of the 
hardest work, combinations and experi 
meats, aud at a considerable expense ot 
money, I have just succeeded in completing 
an invention which, I am proud to »ay, shall 
be called the wonder of our wonderlul cen
tury, a steam singer 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, nur, indeed, about any kind 
of stnger, either male or female. The whole 
question lies in getting good pantomimists 
who silently open their mouths 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 such a perfection that the 
illusion ought to be complete. I intended 
to keep this marvel of miue a secret till tbe 
great Centennial exhibition at Philadelphia 
opens its doors, but 1 am, before all, a 
philanthropist and a friend ot arts, aud 
your 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 specimen of mv steam 
singer, ard 'those stupid fools took meat 
first lor a Communist agent sent to France 
with an infernal machine, intended to ex
terminate at once tbe Natioual Assembly, 
the ministers and MacMabon himself. 
Pooh! But, rather come with me to the 
Grand Hotel, so that yon 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 of 
Winkel’s servants and machinists. At a 
sign given by the inventor, the eDgine was 
put in motion, the automatical tenor parti
tion of “Robert le Diable” was adapted to 
the key-ring, and for nearly two hours the 
inmates of tbe hotel and the people iu the 
neighborhood were struck with surprise 
and admiration at the almost divine voice, 
which made itself distinctly heard, in all its 
purity and powerfulness, 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 right 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 
music in the world, anil Mr. Halanzier is 
here to recuperate a hundred times the 500,- 
000 francs which he has paid to the Ameri
can inventor.

W h ite  and  B la ck  in  L o u is ia n a .
The folly of the course of the white na

tives of Louisiana, in keeping up the agita- 
tiou over the “race issue” daily receives 
fresh illustration. It is certain that noth
ing but a sound and active commercial 
policy can save the State from utter ruin; 
yet Conservatives and Republicans sit with 
folded hands, in an attitude ot intense sus
pense, each party accusing the other of 
hurrying the commonwealth, by fatal per
sistence in a useless quarrel, to its doom. 
The eound 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, to crowd the ne
gro out of all the avenues of trade and poli
tics; but the voice ot wisdom is not heard 
above the clamor of the mob. Railway invest
ors, who have unlimited confidence in the ca
pacity of the State ior a gigantic material 
development, if its people would all unite 
in a genuine effort to develop it, are de
terred by the perturbed condition of local 
politics from making favorable recommend
ations to the capitalists whom they repre
sent. New Orleans is daily losing trade 
because the white people of this State cau 
not spare the time to look into the trans
portation question, so pre-occupied are 
they with the invention of measures to pre
vent "negroes from drinking at the same 
soda fountains with whites. They even ne
glect to build the railroads by which the 
cufton and grain of Northern Louisiana 
and certain sections ot Texas can be 
brought to the Crescent City, and embark- 
eil for Liverpool in two «lays, instead of 
being sent out, as is now the case, north
ward huudreds cf miles to St. Louis, and 
thence down the Mississippi to New Or
leans.

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 doubts that the 
whites have been subjected to tyranuy. 
But that does not justify them in carrying 
out a vindictive policy. .The mass of the 
negroes robbed and tyrannized because thep 
were ignorant and degraded. The severe 
criticisms which they have received at the 
hands of Northern Republicans have shown 
them the folly of this course. They have 
been frankly told that it is their duty to 
deal justly by their old masters, and to de
sert the rascals who have 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 and reap its har
vests, just as they recognize that the whites 
must conduct its trade; and they are there
fore bnt 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 faces. 
Koblesse oblige. Let the superior race show 
its generosity by forgiving the negro for the 
wrong he has done, on one condition, viz: 
That he shall heartily assist in rebuilding 
the State’s fallen fortunes. If this attempt 
at a compromise could be made in a proper 
spirit, the negro would fulfill the above 
condition.. The moment the Louisiana Con
servative says to the black Radical, “I shall 
henceforth 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 se«j that 
the real crisis in the relations between the 
two rapes in the State is past. He shakes 
bis head gloomily as he talks of the civil 
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 tbe other day to a North
ern visitor that “hb had abetter civil rights 
law” now than any Congress is likely to 
pass. Under this law, in lull operation ia 
the S’ate, the Conservative must have per
ceived that but a verY small per cent of his 
black fellow-citizens have made themselves 
really disagreeable. Out of the 361,000 
blacks in the State, how many could the 
Conservative name who would have ever 
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 recognition? His 
obstinate refusal is doing as much to injure 
tbe State as was done in the worst days of 
carpet bag rule. E«iuality before the law 
does not mean social equality in New Or
leans any more than in New'York. What

is the dreadfni bugbear at which the Con
servative is so frightened ? Is it anything 
more than an absurd prejudice which ob
structs his vision and belies'his real nature? 
Would it not be worth while to sacrifice 
that prejudice, if by so doing the best men 
of b«ith races eonld be put iu power, tbe 
Stale debt be funded, the railways needed 
throughout the State be built, the thieves 
banished, and tbe commercial prosperity of 
New Orleans put on a solid basis ? Or 
would it be wiser on the part of the whites 
iu the State to completely ruin it because 
tliev can not rule it alone ?—iVcto York 
Tribune, August 8.

D ea th  o f  th e  O r i g i n a l  A rk a n s a s  T r a v e le r .
Colonel Faulkner was born in George

town, Scott county, Kentucky, Marcn 3, 
1803, and was seventy-one years ot age at 
the time ot bis death. * He came to Arkansas 
in 18Æ, and settled in Chicot county, on the 
Mississippi river, as a cotton planter. The 
wife oi the decease«! passed awuy before 
him, in June, 1871. His family consisted of 
four children, two eons and two daughters. 
On the twenty-sixth of July Colonel Faulk
ner was baptized by Rev. T. B. Lee. and 
with God before him, his death was easy.

It is well known throughout the South
west that Colonel Faulkner was the orig
inal personator ot the “Arkansas Traveler,” 
and it was his pride to be known as such. 
The story, it is said, was founded on a lit
tle incident which oocurred in the cam
paign ot 1840, when he made the tour of 
the State in company with the Hon. A. H. 
Sevier, Governor Fulton, Chester Ashley 
and Governor Yell. One day, in the Bos
ton monutains, tbe party approached a 
s<[uatter’s, for information of the route, 
and Colonel “Sandy” was made spokesman 
of the company, and it was upon his witty 
responses the tune and story were founded.

On the return to Little Rock, a grand 
banquet was given in the famous “bar
room” which use«i- to stand near the An
thony House, and Colonel “Sandy” was 
called on to play the tune and tell the story. 
Afterward it grew in popularity. When he 
subsequently went to New Orleans, the 
tune oi the “Arkansas Traveler” had gone 
before him, and at a banquet, amid click
ing glasses and brilliant toasts, ha was 
handed a violin by the then Governor of 
Louisiana, and requested to favor them 
with tbe favorite Arkansas tune. At the 
old St. Charles Hotel a special room was 
devoted to his use, bearing in gilt letters 
over the door, “Arkansas Traveler.”

Daring the war between the States, 
Colonel Faulkner was captain of ordnance 
at tbe arsenal in this city, until the place 
was abandoned to the fédérais. From here 
he went to Tyler, Texas, where he still held 
the position of ordnance officer. At the 
dose ot the war he was at Marshall, Texas, 
but returned to this c’ty. He was compli
mented at the first term of the existing 
Legislature by the naming aftèr him of the 
new county of Faulkner.

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

G osh  an d  G ush .

A correspondent of the New York ft oWrf, 
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 line type, her 
“evidence” extends, evidence of which a 
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 
tortnres could not draw from them the 
revelation of such sacredness, and half of it, 
nay. nine-tenths of it, the revelations of 
little petulancies and little incompatibilities 
such as I supposé 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, aud taken down in 
shorthand and prepared for the press as 
evidence bearing on the question whether 
Beecher is an adulterer or not.

It is an indecent exposure, which an Irish
woman iu a tenement.house, who had been 
compelled to have her husband put under 
bonds for whackiDg her over the head with 
the shovel when he was in liijuor, would be 
ashamed to make; which every human 
being in whom even tbe naturai, unculti
vated sense of shame has not been pervert
ed would be ashamed to make. Tbe 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 public look at their nudity—and un
clean nudity at that. Great heavens! Is 
it the natural impulse of a man when 
he learns that he is a cuckold, to 
take the story into thé newspapers and 
send his wife’s love letters after it? Is it the 
natural impulse of a woman, when she 
learus that the man in whose bosom Bhe 
has lain for twenty years is a madman or a 
knave, and has slandered her, to go before 
a "‘committee of investigation” anil lay bare 
all the secrets of those twenty years of 
married life?

T he  M an  W h o  M ade a  F o r  une.
Not long ago the papers of the country 

were tilled with accounts of the steamer 
Faraday and the new cable she was lan«ling 
on the coast of New Hampshire. This 
calls to mind the history of a young jour
nalist ot this city, and Ï repeat it as ot in
terest. Tue young man referre«! to came 
here soon after the close of the war to cor
respond for the Chicago Post and Albany 
Journal. He was very young and iriespe- 
rteuceii, but a good telegraph operator. 
Failing to secure the news he wanted by 
personal observation and investigation, lie 
adopted a method which was as novel as it 
was successful. He could read the Morse 
alphabet by sound. This was his stock in 
trade. Upon it he operated, and for mouths 
was recognized as one of the most clever 
and enterprising news-gatherers at the 
capital. And all without any labor on his 
part. He would rise late, stroll down to 
the Capitol about noon (just when the other 
correspondents were sending off their dis-
flatches), wander into the telegraph office, 
isten to the click of the wires, and then 

write and send a telegram containing all 
the important items the other men had 
gatbereii. It was easily done and emi
nently successful. Complaint was made of 
him, but it was unavailing.

He overreached, however, and fell. Tho 
Washington treaty was being considered in 
executive session of the Senate. The 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 Tribune. The 
New York Times correspondent was angry, 
and exposed him, anil his papers dismissed 
him.

Unwilling to lie idle, he set his active 
brains at work inventing telegraph instru
ments. When the French cable had been 
laid he had been commissioned to report 
the event. He boarded the cable ship and 
watcbeil the operations of the telegraphers. 
The method is this: A needle, like that of a 
compass, swuDg on a x»ivot. The current 
of electricity coming over the wire moved 
it to the right or left. A deviation to the 
right meant a dot; to the left a dash. 
Thus the Morse alphabet was used. The 
movements oi the needle were so slight 
that a mirror of great magnifying power 
was necessary for its profitable reading. 
Even then but fifteen words could commu
nicated in a minute. Our hero thought he 
could do better. So, as I said, he set hie 
wits to work and after two years’ labor has 
just produced his inachine. By it he can 
take fifty words a minute, or three times 
the number that could 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.

The will of the late Earl ot Dalhousie 
provides that all his political correspond
ence and confidential papers connected 
with his official life shall he placed in a 
locked box by themselves, sealed up and 
deposited in the family charter room at 
Panmnre, and not be opened until the year 
1900.


