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re out. and gone are al! the guesta

At 1he hanging of 1he erane

1o ew houge—into the night are goLe
Fut »till the fire upon the heatll burus on,
Aund I alone remiait.

O fortunate, @ happy day’
When a new ho

Amopg the myriad hem
Like & new stsr just s
Aud so'led on its harn.
Into the boundiess r
Bo said the guosis 10 s
A8 inthe chunney, bun
We hung the 1mon erane (0 0§g
And merry was the tenst and

me of space’
b and song;
1 loright,

And inmy
Through ti
Nhapes i1 det
As shadows paesing into ¢
Nink and elude she sight.

am and fade,

wo alone, there in the hall,
v':':—f..z.'.‘u the 1abie tound and small;
e polished s ver shine
but more divy
irhit ver all;
@) Jon e thist sn) e aud thine
B.t ouls, lor ouis is and winc.
Tuey want no Furlls 1o come between
Their llcimllrr g
And tell the
Aund whatsoever may br[:‘dn- o
The great forgotten woild outside;
'I‘Im\kwunt no guests; they needs wust be
Bach other's own best coupauy.
nL
The picture fades; as at & village fuir
u's vie issolve into the sir,
gl gured ou the screen,
in my tancy 1 and wow ouce more
'l‘:p:rt transfignred, through the open door
Appears the self-same scent.

. ( I s¢¢ the two sgain,
;‘-‘;‘t‘;ut alore; they entertain
ittle angel nnaware,
Gll‘l‘l:lm:’e.;l round as is the moon,;
A royal guest with fuxen har,
Who, thiroued u*:uu Lis lofty chalz,
Drums on the ti hi with hle'»: ng.::;,
ops it careless on the Loor,

Then dom things unsecn before.
Are these celestial mawners? These ’
The ways tha! wiu, the arts that plense
Ah. yes; consider well the guest,
And whataoe'er he ¢ 0es reems best;
He ruleth by the jight civine
Of helplessuiers, so lately born
1o purple et Amln-r:lut U.ul:‘xlnlo’n;,?

vereign over thee an hine,
e h) not, and yet there liea
cyeation in his eves;
*he golden silence of the Greek,
The gravest wirdom of the wise,
Mot spoken in languge. but in looks
More legible than printed books,
As if, he could but would not speak.

And now, O mousrch absolute, "
Thy power is put 10 proof; for lo!
Reatiess, tatlomless and slow,
The purse comes rustling like the ses,
And pushes bick thy chuir and thee,
And 8o good night te King Canute.
w.
e who walkingin the forest sees
:'l::rlv landecape through the parted trees,
Then sees it not for buughs that intervene.
Or as we 8e6 (e MouT Sumelimes Teves ed
Through dritting elouds, aud then again conc
80 1 beheld the scene.

here are two gu-sts at table now;

$h: king, depon d, aud older grown,

No longer occupies the throne—

The crown is on his sister's brow ;

A priucess frouw the flntrfy t
very patie n girl of girls,

I:.lero:e{e,u and embowered in curls,

Rowe tinted from the 1sle of Flowers,

And sailing with o1t siiken eails

Yrom tar off Dreamlund into ours.

above their bow's with rims of blue

Four azure eyes of deeper blue

Are looking, dreamy with delight

Limpid as planers that ewerge,

Above the ocean's rounded verge,

Soft shining th ough the summer's night,

Stea fast the, gaze, yet nothing see

Beyonud t! o borizon of their bowls ;

Nor care they for the world that roile

With all its freight of troubled souls

Buto the days that are 10 bes

.
Again the tossing hmxhs‘nh ut out the ecene,
he drifting vapors intervene,
“A‘x::i llhI: muul‘.'n‘palul dizk is bidden quile
And now 1 see the table wiler grown,
4As round & pebble fute wates thrown
Diletes a ning of lights

1 see the table wider grown,
1 sew it garlar ded with guests,
A= if fair Ariadne's crown
Out of the sky bad fallen dewn;
Maider s within whoae tender breaste
A thousand re-tl: ss hopes and feare,
Forth reach ug tothe coming years,
Plutter awhile. then quiet lie,
Like timid birds that fain would fi¥,
ut do not dare 1o leave their nests;
And vouths, who in their streugth elate
«hallenge the van and trout ate,
bager as champio: s to bo
In the divine knight errantsy
®f youth, that travels scs and land
Reeking adventures, or pursuce
Through citics and through solitudes
Frequented by the Iyric Muse,
¥he phantom with the heckoning hard,
*That still allures and still eludes,
i the brain!

© sudden thril 8 of fire snd frest?

The world is bright while ye remnin,

and dark and deasl when yo ave lost!

L
The meadow Brook, that seemed to stand stil!,
Quickens its current as it nears the miii:
Aud 50 the stream of .ime, that lingereth
t level places, and re aiull appea s,
Rups with a swifeer curren® @ it
The gloemy mills of destl.

And new, like the magician's serol?,
% haet in the owner's Keeping ahrinke
With every wish he speaks or thinks,
Till 1he 1ast wish consumen the whele,
“She table dwindles, and agein

9 1 see the two alone remain.
The exown of s'ars 18 hreken i parts;
Its jewe 18, brighier than the day,
Huve one by one been stolen away
“To shine 11 oth, « homes and hearis,

i wanderer now atas

In€ey
©Or punny segous ul!-.l ®

And one 18 i1 the boisternus camp,
*Mid elink of arms sud Lorses’ ramp,
Aud battle's teitiblearray.

1 see the patient mother
With sching hea
Disabled en thise ¢ as
O 0! 8cme great, heroi

d
On baitleficid, where i eissuds bleed
T'o litt ene Lici® inte tame
Aunxious ahe bends her graee 1l head
Above these ¢l i e
And trembive with a secret 4 ,
Lest these among the diowivd of slaln
Blue tind She vlie brioved disine,

i
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Hmiles on
Fheu like a v
Prope dowi wite ibe sighte

What see 1now? The night is fair.
The storw of grie?, the ¢l uds of carey
The wind the v ln.‘hn"- puencd aways

The laup: ar the tizes buen bright,
“he house hight—

1t in the & .

“The gue | Onee More,
Quiek foo! lie tioor,

:ud'i’ ane .vu!' \
Flashes along th aridor
The sunshine of 1o golden haig,

The light ¢
:I'lwx: unate Y
The Yeople sing A

The nm"-vn' bodegioon a d the bride,
Rerene Iy smiiz g ou the scene,

Rehold weil ploasoe o cvery side
Theiv forma a0d teatures muli plied,
As the neilee

Divorces wnd Democracye
A Mewmphis puper »
that & great Wars of

otory:
Radicals oi this vt}
eral negro wolen
because their hus
adie ticke? at th
» bard working Con

leiy Who wlwess .
‘wein bank, 1w
= uy with lus wile
went hotes ane

rvati

LI}

sdminst

& devire to p
inte eluvery.
and tonnd that bis wite
eratic tickow.”

Lang the erane, is
se-watming, or the

g enme with meniment aud jests

with light,

“Wea all know
roes are ignorant
nd ure ready to believe
w ooy the white Repul-
Him i white readers this
*We unrderstand that the white

Leve instigated sev-
petition W o divorce
nin voled the Demo
Angust election,  There
ive negro in
w hundred
in perfeet
ut o few nights
tonud Diie doors
Hin wie siernly refused him
. on the gronnd that he bad soted
ghe Demoeratic 1eked, and ther by showed
jace bt ma her eldren back
He next vi-ited the bank,
Yad (‘h"l"'l:-d out

50, whick smouut she had puid 10 a
l‘::'ver to procure a divores Srom her hus-
band for the crite of voting the Demo-

. e

[For the Sunday Republican.|
YOUNG FOLKS' COALUMN,

Skeech No. 3.
The next suthor after Coadmon was Bede,
who was styled the “Venerable.” This
writer is justly eptitled to stand at the head
of the list ot Anglo-Saxon biographers and
transiators. Me was born sbout the year
650 and led an exemplary life, devoting
him relf to his labors with little or no cesea-
tion. Iis works censisted of twenty-four
volumee. He was so desirous of completing
a book bhe bad begum that upon the very
day of death he dictated to hia secretary
the latter part of the work. Only afew
hours elapsed after hin work was per.
tormed when he elosed his eyes upon the
world. This event occurred during the year
735, His was a good and pious example,
and Lis name is never utteged save with
res pect. Bede waa accusto?ﬂ to occupy &
certuin chair, placed in almost the same
spot, while engaged upon his duties. 1
have seen drawings of this chair, and we
little folke would luugh heartily if such an
unganly, straight-back, uncushioned piece
of furniture were introduced into our
houses. We would beg mamma to put it
away in the loft, just as I have known some
fashionable people of the present day put
aside an old family portrait because it was
too ridiculous to be looked upon by their
e xquisite frends.  Perbaps thoge same in-
divi duals who were 6o anxious to rid them-
aslves of the picture might at that very
m oment be indebted to the original of that
cast off portrait for the luxuries they en-
joyed, just as we arc indebted to the au-
thors of oldem times for information re-
ceived. But I am digreesing, and I hasten
on, as a distinguished individual awaits my
att ention—in fact, royalty iteelf, in the per-
son of King Alfred, who was born in 848,
In this enlightened and brave monarch,
w ho was surnamed the “Great,” we find a
Lighly cultivated taste, combined with
bravery and justice. His well balanced
mind enabled him te perform his duties
wit b skill and precision, never permitting
Lis pleasure to interfere with anything cal-
culated to promote the weltare of his sub-
jects. As an autbor he confined himself to
tranelation of different writers into the
Anglo-Saxon tongue. Among his works we
find a full transiation of the “Psalms of
David,” and to kim is also credited a trans-
lation of *Feop's Tables.” His object was
to introduce among the people generally a
taste for literature of more civilized na-
tions. Not only was Alfred intellectually

e o

BOHEMIAN DAYS.
BY RYM CRINKLE.

When 1 wae a poor Bohemian (of eourse,

you understand that I am st & poor Bohe-
ian now) and lived on a third floor front
in Perkins row (“Chambers” was what we
pamed it then), there were strange goings-
on in the apartments downstairs, which I
pow recall with tender reminiscent pleas-
are,
1 suppose there never lived a man whose
whole soul went out in love to his wife as
did Barney McGinniss’. It was a life pas-
sion burning with a fitful but unquenchable
tlan:e and shedding an unsteady and ruddy
glow upon the homely and lowly lives of
the McGinnisses. 1t Bridget, his wife,
coming bome after a day's scrubbing, was
led (poor, overworked thing), to the use of
stin:ulants—as the best of us are sometimes
compelled to do when the exhaustion of
fibre is too great—and, in one ot those mo-
mentary fits of despundency to which her
sex is liable, broke the furniture and threw
the baby out of the window upon the dirty
canvas awning that was always flapping
there, Barney, with his great heart goivg
out to her in love and pity, would pull her
in off the window-2ill by her legs, and with
his brawney protecting hand round ber
throat, would choke her firmly and surely
back to reason and duty.

Many's the time I have heard his strong,
vibrating tones break in upon the stiliness
of the night, coming as they did in gusts of
emotion up that back chimney.

It was the urgent, almost passionate pro-
test of a staunch, incorruptible nature that
took shape in these words:

“Brigit McGinniss, if yu chuck the babby
out agin I'll hit ye over the nob with the
table-leg, by all the howly eainte. Mind
that!”

How often in those old Bohe¢mian nights
1 lay listening after this speech for the soft
thud of the falling bundle that was cure to
strike the awning a moment later ! How
well I recall the confused sounds that fol-
lowed: the rattle of the old sashes and the
shake of the floor, asif Mr. and Mrs. Mc-
Ginnies were dancing a gnlloﬁnde; the
crack of the table-leg, and then the sudden
silence, undisturbed save by the paternal
efforts to fish the offspring into the window
and the almost maternal eftorts to pacity it
afterward.

Barney McGinnis never in his normal mo-
ments doubted the atfection of his wife.
That love was deep and strong and unas-
suilable. It was one of those placid pas-
sions, lowing on like a great streaw, which
no pebble of wifely huwor could more than
ripple, certainly could not dam or divert.
But Barney had his abnormal moments.
He often came home with ared gleam in
the corner of his eye, and a half humorous,
half desperate loock round his mouth, as it
temPM to try the luxury ot throwing *‘the
kid” out of the window himself. Besides,
Mrs. McGinniss was & geod deal of a co-
quette. I think she liked to flirt too well to
preserve the placidity of her b hold with
anything like regularity. This much I
know, Dennis O'Reilly was often sitting on
the stairs with her, passing the empty
blandish and flattery of society, when

superior to his feeble but as &
warrior and statesman, he had few equals.
During his reign the Danes invaded Eng-
land, and he drove them back in every bat-
tle, to the number of eight. It was also by him
that Epgland was divided into counties,
and the first trial by jury instituted. Be-
fore this, all criminals were tried by a pro-
cess called the “ordeal.” The meansem-
ployed for ascertaining the guilt orinnocence
of the prisoner was either cold or hot water
or heated iron. The prisoner was required

Barney was away carrying the peacefal hod
in unsuspecting docility. I could see that
for a matron she was too much given to
those little vanities of dress which ecatch
the eye of designing men. She had a
voluptuous trick of trailing her red hair
down her back when she went out for a
pennyworth of mild or & dhrap ot whisky
for the child; and her habit of wearing only
one stocking, and i only one shoe,
it struck me then, in my callow, Bohemian
days, betrayed the artfulness of a woman
whose sense of wifely duty had not ob-
li d all the ingenuity of the virgin.
Perhaps Barney koew all this. Or pee-

toput his hands into a vessel g
boi ling water and draw from the bottom a
stone, or to carry a piece of heated iron a
certain distance. Having undergone the
required test, his hands were wrapped up,
and if after three days had elapsed and no
trace of the bura renained, he was pro-
nounced innocent and allowed freedom.
The evld water test was performed in a
somewhat different mannes. The culprit
being bound hand and foot, was thrown
into a pool. If he floated he was taken out
and punished; if, on the other hand, he
sank and was drowned, he was pronounced
innocent. Alas for human jostice in those
daye! Too much praise can not be given
the monarch who freed his people from such
su pesstitious and barbarous practices, and
gave te posterity the trial by jury, which
mode has been gemerally adopted by civil-
ized countries. King Alfred founded the
famous Oxford Uaiversity, which institu-
tion ranks among the fisst in the werld:
Like our Washington, he was called the
“father of his countsy,” and in him we find
the rare bination ef intellect, bravery,
piety amd justice—qualities which consti.
tute true royalty. He died in the year 901.

The next name of any importance is that
of *“Alfrie,” Archbishop of Canterbury.
This learned divine wss ambitious of im_
parting knowledge to the poorer classes
and endeavored 10 introduce ameng them
astyle of reading se simple that the most
igno rant might comprenend. To effect this
end he wrote seme tales and translated the
first seven beoks of the Bible inte Angle
Sax on for their benefit, leaving out all big
words and muking others easier for them.
He was the author of a Latin grammar,
and was etyled the *‘Grammarian.” Asl
shall soon take leave of the Saxon writers
in o rder to introduce their suceessors, I can
not refrain from giving you an extract from
the lamons *Saxon Chrenicle,” which work
wus the production of vurieus authors of
that perivd (1151). 1 have searched in vain
tor an amusing subjeet, so 1 have come to
the comelurion that the taste of that period
was wuch anore inclined to the serious than
the comie. Foruy part 1 like funny pieces,
but yon must be satisfied with the following
extract, and amuee yourself by spelling it
out, und parsing it too if you like, thereby
displaying 8 knowledge for ancient lore:
*On this yoer uoed the King Stephen, ded
and bedyried there his uit & dune uaeron
be dyried aaet Taurisfield. That ministre
his mukiden: Tha the King was ded, tha
was the ear]l beionde sie & na druste man
don other but gude for the mice} eie of him
Tha he to England eame tha uas he under-
fragen mid vorcipe & the meng bletched in
Lundine in the sursnen dace befoe mid
winter daice.” The literal translation of
the toreguing is this wise: “In this year was
King Stephen dead and buried where his
wile and eon were buried at Tourernistield.
That nimister they made. When the King
wan dead then wae the earl beyond the sea
and not drust ne man do other than good
for great tearof bim. When he to England
came then was be received with great wor-
ship und the King ecnsecrated in London
on the Sunday betore midwinter, which is
Christwas day.”
Now we draw to a close with the old
Sax on writers, us culy a few unimportant
ones apprared after this time up to the
conquert of England by the Normaus,
when  the language again  underwent
changes. We may well Le proud of our
Saxon forefathers when we retlect npon the
coud ition of Western Europe during the
middle ages, and wuch useful knowledge
ght be obtained it we would acquain
‘es with its history. In my next

i » Nora
wiil b gin with the Norwana, RERNEA.

PUSSERSES——-
How far cremution should affect the doe-
iriue of the final resurreetion of the body
was beautituily, yet simply, told by the
Bishop ot Manchester, when he eaid it was
euvugh fos him to know that bis personal
ideutity, throughout eternal agos, rested
with bis Maker. .

haps his lly stumbling over Den-
nis O'Reilly, snoring loudly and odorously
in his hallway with some suspicious souve-
nir of Mrs. McGionies’ (geperally a cold
potato) in his band, may have aroused him
to the exercise ot his husband’s preroga-
tive. On such ocecasions, if donbts entered
his bLreast, he had & quiet, trank way of
seizing the table leg.

1 could bear his voice very ‘:’!rnin!y, lying
there in my lonely Bohemian bed.

“Mys. McQinniss, do you love me !”

*Indade, you know I do, Barney !

Whack !

Do you? Begorry, I'm mot sure of it me-

1.

Whack !

In my #illy Bohemian soul I used to think
harshly of Barney. ©On one occasion, I
remember, I got up and put en a wrapper
and shouted down the chimney a neighbor-
iy remonstrance, adding something in my
idiotic style about the inan that F&_\'l his
hand upon & woman sive in the way of
kindness.

Whereupon Mrs. McGinniss intimated
that 1 was a “scutmullion” and had best be
winding my own businesa.

1 have often thought of these jolly old
times with their tresh, whelesome intima-
tions of duty, and their revelations of
human mature. Jolly days indeed, when
the awful mysterics of life were like a
pageant, and when the relations ot the
uexes could be equalized with a table leg.
But how little 1 profited by them! Like
everybody else, I have drifted away from
the plain essential truths that the Baruey
McGinnesses and all the rest of them taught
wme. I darp say if ¥ had a wife now, and she
had a Dennis O'Reilly, I'd rush in some
day and have a talk with her about incom-
patibility and ineongruity of tastes, and
then go and blow my brains eut, or dosome
other ﬂ‘mlly convemtional and eowardly
thing. don’t believe & table leg would
ever oceur to me.

And yet bow beautifal in its simplicity is
the primitive philosophy eof Barney! It
gave an immutability to love that nothing
vlse can. He eonld alwayw restore the
connubial streats, #oto epeak, to its orig-
inal purity and vehemence by a few tiour-
ishes. To him a table-leg became a sheet
anchor of affection. It seems to me now
that the old sounds that came np the black
chimney were patriarchal and holy.

I did think once during that golden Bo-
hemian epoch of writing & French play
with Barney in it. It scemed to me that
the idea of a man winning a woman's af-
tection by elubbing her and exciting her
soul’s adoration by choking her was a good
one. It occurred to me that it would be an
entirely eoriginal thing te have a Lusband
keep Lis wife's affection up to the melting
point by a system of evenly graduated
thrashings.

You know how a woman worships a man
who is-her master! 1 believe if the truth
were known the strongest of thom yearn at
times in the bottom ot their souls for a table
leg or a stufted elub, It is the glory of
womanhvod to suffer. And hLave we de-
prived them of every opportunity—set them,
indeed, to inventing opportunities of their
owa—and foreed them, for want of the
chanee to suffer shemselves, to study how
they can make everybody etse sutfer!

Perhaps these dainty and vernal thoughts,
clustering as they do about the McGinnisses
and my Bobemian bed room, have been set
buzzing like honeyed beesin my brain by
that beautiful play of “The Sphinx.” And
it is beautiful, isn't it?

I suppose it was that scene in which De
Savigny seizes the wretched woman Blanche
by the arms and threatens to throw her in
the lake to prevent her from doing any
more mischief that led me of the
MeGinnissea,

I seemed to be back in my old Bohemian
quartera as I looked at the desperate man
pulling the poor.creature about. When he
cauglit her by the bhair, and vowed by
Lieaven to fling her into the water, tears
started to her eyes; they were tears of joy
supernal, for then she knew he Joved ler.
It secmed to me, I eay, that a1l this was
coming up the old back chimney along with
the emell of cabbage and whisky, and that
I could hear the eitin tinkle of the hand-
organ round the corner at the butcher's,
aud that all the air was heavy with the
odor of the ailanthus,

So etrong was the illusion npon me that I
actually thought De Savigny had a table-
leg under his coat, and that it he would
only kick Blanche her bappincss would
wount inte ecsiasy.

Strange, subtle necromancy of the mind,
thus te weave the present into the past, and
vut of the French crystal to raise me these
phantoma of 4 ouce joyous reality,

You know how it is—a little whiff of
heliotrope in & murky room, and away you
go back to the day you leaned on'the
garden gate and talked 1o the dear girt in a
blue dress, but who wore the suwmmer days
in her glad tace.

Just o Morris has wafted me with her

Freuch 1an, as lightly as a thistie-down,

tlowery meads of asphodel in Perkina row.

Those were blithe days, believe we. Did
I not worship with a heart full of idolatry
the French milliner who lived on the first
floor, and who wus always wont to rush cut
into the hall-way to see where the wind
came from, or it her dear little Feedo had
run away, whenever she heard we comng
in, and who blushed very red and hung Ler
eyelids (they were long drooping lids, with
friuges like the cilia of a stag beetle) when
she sawme ! Shell I ever forget the look
of radiant joy with whish siae once bounced
out when { was stealthily (so I thought)
bringing in my crackers and cheese and
bottle of Bass' ale, tied np 8o as to look like
a roll of manuscript? How sho «trusgled
to conceal her disappointwent when she
found it whe not a sowetink for her, ¢h, and
how my heart bled for ber aficr tiiit, the
poor little dear, with nobody to bringz her
sometink! and how I commenced wodestly
with ten cent nosegays, and, gaining
etrength with her smiles, mounted to twen-
ty-tive cent soap, and then, taking a bolder
tlight, roee to Lubin's extracts, aod finally
soared recklessly into the illimitable space
of French confectionery and cheap jewelry!

1 suppose it was s purely Boheniian illu-
sion, but I coddled it in those days; lying
there in my smoking jacket, histening to
the young McGinniss on the awniny. and
picturing my French milliner steppiug out
of her coach with proud and dainty air, the
erowd falling back aud the little boys hoid-
ing their breath and the sbrewd people
saying in whispers, *Mrs. CAiuI_iln, the peer-
less peri of the period,” or giving expres-
#ion to some other natural and alliterative
form of admration.

Then what pangs of suspicion when I saw
her,as I looked over the balusters, rush
out snd drop her iringed lids aud blush
when Dick Wing came! What arrowy
agony shot through me when I found out
that Tom Darling, who bad the fourth floor
back, was buying ten-cent nosegays regu-
larly, and that Charley Alcott (poor fellow,
Le's dead and gone now) had actually
reached the stage of scented ecap!

creature managed to convey to me throug'
her drcoping lids a ely intimation th eo
fectionery was liable to become mon.
nous. I think she said it was “playcc ¢
Cream caramels 1 had to acknowle:!

the recesces of my heart, no longer

the blood to ber cheek. I think 1tn
boxes of sardines for nearly a weck with
only a slight improvement. Sardiner did
not touch her deeply—and they wero firty
cents a box. To stir the emotional matare
of this angel, I said, requirea the ingeunity
of a manzger and the exchequer of a Roths-
child.

Then I experimented with geraniums in
pots, with beautiful little bisque Cupids,
with bananae, with eysters in sweet little
paper boxes. Alas! what a stream of deli-
cacies, of Neufcharel checse and tortoise-
shell combs and monogram paper poured at
her feet. And all the while I was building
her a marble palace in the air. It was
some satisfaction to know that Dick Wing
and the rest of them were torturing their
brains in the same way. It was with devil-
ish joy that I learned that Tom Darling
had tried a papier-mache clock and had
not founa peace, and that Charley Alcott
had endeavored to purchase a smile with
pomatum and had failed. Tom, however,
who had & brilliant imagination, opened a
new vein. He it was that discovered that
the road to ner heart lay through silk
dressee and ehampagne suppers.

What a triumph was his in that hallway
when he gave Ler the first bundle, and she,
tearing oif the paper wrapper, exclaimed,
“Mon Dieu! I am yours, take me!” and
then leaned, gasping with emotion, against
the greasy wall paper, and Tom had to lead
her in to her old mother and fan her, agd
give her brandy and water.

Why, I ask you, should “The Sphinx"
recall all these old memories—remind me
how the strong, impulsive nature of that
dear girl led her to expect presents every
time Tom came to see her; how ehe once
told him that ehe had a devil in her, and if
he would mot rouse it he must wvot fail to
bring her something every sime he eame;
and then how she got up one morning and
ran away with the end man of a nigger
show, and Tom and 1 pulled down eour
castles and wore downcast looks for a week;
and how one day we weat to the Morgue,
and saw a pinched face, blue and bruised,
lying there under the drip, and the man
said it was a case of Paris green, and Tom
said it was a Frama?

Why should the “Sphinx,” with ita blaze
of light and its eoft purfumes and its bril-
liant costumes, whirl me thus inevitably
back to the morgue, and the livid, wasted
form of the poor wretch Iying there cold
and friendless in the starlight of death ?

Nobody ean answer these questions. Im
the dense pertume of the French boudoir
there is @ taint of the gntter. The road
that leads to certain kinds of Leroisw leads
also to the kennel.

1 met Tom at the theatre the other night.
He’s a nabob now and lives on the avenue,
and has four girls prettier than any French
milliner that ever yearned for presen.s.

*It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Isaid. A bit of
heaven's truth fished out of the puddle.”

“Yes,” said he, *“some people go abont
looking for the reflection of heaven in pud.
dles, when if they would only hold their
heads up they’'d see the real thing beaming
beatifully forever im the ealmness and
majesty of the universe.—New York World.

An Ol4 Maid Badly Fooled.

A phenixville maid, quite old, becoming
anxious about her matrimonial ehances, re-
cently conevcted a plan to deceive a young
follow as to her age. This is the wayv she
tried it: The old family Bible eontained a
faithiul record of all births, marriages and
deathe., This volume the muiden took to
her chamber, aud selscting the birth page,
she managed, by dint of scratching and
writing, to change the date of her birth toa

eriod eleven years later than it had been
egitimately recorded. Then the Bible was
placed on the sitting room table in a con-
spicnous manner. That evening came along
the lover. He soon bezan to finger with the
Bibie pagen, and finally reached the birth
record‘, where and when he discovered, to
his surprise, that his Angelina was just one
vear vounger than he. Me thought it
strange, as she appeared older. He kept
his mouth shut and continued to fumble
over the pages. Next he began reading the
death list, and made the very astonishing
discovery that the radiant maiden, aceord-
ing to the Bible, had actually been born
ton years after the decease of her father.
The young mwan quietly arose and bid
Angelina goodby, and now swears thut
“eternal vigilance is indeed the price oi
liberty."—Pottsville Miners' Journal,

A Murderer Kifled,

In our issue of January 2, ISTY, we
chrenicled the assassination of Mr. Jolin K.
Thowmas, a quiet, inoffensive citizeu of this
parish, by some unknown person, on the
evening of December 25, 1873, Until re-
cently ne clue has been had to the perpe-
trator of the murder, nor its object. A few
days ago information was received by the
authorities that a boy, about sixteen years
of age, named “Bud” Cook, had confessed
the eommission of the murder, being forced
to commit the deed by his mother and one
Richard L. Hollman. Immediately war-
rants for the arrest of these parties were
issued and placed in the hands of Sheritt
Lee. Mr. Lee arrested the boy, Cook, and
brought him to town, while Deputy Sheritf
H. M. Lee, procedced, with a posse, to ar-
rest Hollman, who was known to be a
desperate man. _About ten o'clock on Mon-
day night last, the posse sarrounded Holl-
man's house, and he, being ecailed ont by
one party, was informed that they had a
warrant for his arrest. He proiessed to
surrender. but on the appearance of another
of the posse, armed with a shotgun (ried to
wake his escape by ruuning, but stopped on
being told that he would be shot. e then
attempted to wrest the gun from the hands
of the man holding it, and in ihe souitle was
shot in the body, from which wound he died
in a few miontes. Mrs. Cook was arrested,
and placed under gnard, being too teeble
from recent illness to be removed.

No blame for the deah ot Hollman is at-
tached to Depury Sherit! Lee and his posse.
Hollmann wuas a notorious desperate man,
and Mr. Lee was infermed by all who knew
him, that ke would have troable in making
the arrest. The tatal shot was fired by Mr.
George D. Thomas.— Union Record,

The most_serious consequence attending
the death of an auther is that every penny-
a liner is ready to finish his books, i
Guizot's “History of France” will be com-
pieted by stranger hands, commencing

where ho fniebed the reign of Louis 1V,

By what mesmerism I know not, the dear ¢
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BY WATTIE TYNG GRISWOLD,

The veeper delle clanged suddenly out,
Over the dull Campaguna's reach,

Just as the sun dropped out of sight,
Adown the horizon's level besch.

The fire-flies lighted their golden lamps,

And marched forthwith te storm the pight;
Till all the gray and somber plain

¢rlcamed with the tairy ans titfol lights

The ericket 8at in the leng dry grass,
Winding his merry horn with skill,

A1d tho white malaria rose sround
With swift and subtle power to kilf.

Thire was not asound in the stirless air,
i1l suddenly the ery of a chil

Piereed the st'liness with rapier point

A thrust of wound twe-edged aud wild.

Lost or deserted, i three-years babs
Lay sobbing glone with & falling breath,
While eoldly and cam!y the stars bent down
Never made sad by the siglt of a death.

And a pricst just then eame hurrying by,
Urged to speed by the coime of the bells,
A friar he of the orders gray,
Well used to penance i stieat cells,

Whe knew the rosary bead by bead,

And said more prayers thau s theusand men,
Who sut in the hurry and bustle of life

Bo penavee with sword and ax and pen,

And now he was hastening home with speed,
And saying his aves under his breath,

When he spied the wee child, down at his feet,
Very uear to the grim, geunt grms of death.

“What is this!” cried he, 28 he crossed himseld.
And bent tor a moment over the ehild;
But the bells clinged londer than ever then,
And the servile priest looked startled and wild.

* Late, I am late by the holy saints®
And if I dou’s hasten my steps along,
Arn-ny penance I soou must do,
» Who @ neither Learty uor strong.

* And as for this wretched little thing,
It will surely die ese I reach the town,
And a lively storm of question and taunt
Will srely bring en my old pute down™

S0 lie hurried on, still mumbiing prayors,
Tiil he reached the shelter of sacred walls,
Where I trnst his devotions were not distu bed
By thoughts of & ruflering chila's shrili cglis,

#ut now eomes a rider over the plain,

Belted and spurred fike su vld time Enight,
Tundil, they say at the Vatican,

©utlaw, enemy, child of the uight,

But Lis horse stops short at the child's low ery,
And he folds the amall young thing to his heart,
Till warmed at the breast. it nestles there,
And sweetly sleeps eso they fairly swart,

And T wonder wuch what God wiil sav
In the figal Hour te the priest and knight;
Whether the deed or the prayer will stand
iu the bioad glare of the great white light,
—Womasn's Jourual.

THE ROSE OF CAROLINA,

A colored print of this eelebrated beauty
was struck off about twenty years ago, and
you may tind a fiy-blown copy of it in every
log hint or unpainted pire board farm house
in the mountasins of North Carolina. Her
eves, blue as delft, and heratiff laxen curls
beam down on you from among the bunches
of dried herbs, the etrings of red pepper,
the rolls of white wool ready for epinning,
on the wall, surrounded by half sheets of
brewn paper, or of the Buncombe County
Guzette, pasted like herself where they can
hide the larger cracks. Sbe is tlanked by a
cut of General P. G. T. Beauregard, Con-
federate States army, and a photograph ef
your host's oldest son, also in the uniform of
the Contederate Statss army—this last in a
irame, with a bit of evergreen above it. If
you are ¢urious enough to look in the big
Bible on the ehest ot drawers in the moth-
er's room, you shall find in faded ink the
record of the boys' birth, and below fresh
and black, the fatal word “Chattanooga” or
*Chickamaunga,” and afterward, carefully
written and misspelled, “Tu the hope of a
blessed immortality.” They are a devout peo-
ple, above all things, these mountaineers;
God-fearing, affectionate acd dirty. This
besmirched Rose was the one hint of beauty
or refinement known to the boy who lies
dead somewhere beyond the balsam
heights. The square coarse print was his
gallery of art, his opera, his one glimpse of
the gay, lovely world, commonplace to city
lads. If he had lived, he would have found
the living Rose, eourted her at camp meet-
ing, and have esitablished her by this time
in a log hut, te be to her faithful as was
Isaac to Rebecea, while she to the end of
her days sheuld cook his fried chicken
and hot biscuit, pin and weave his coat
and trousers, and nelp him and his bired
m«-lr; to hoe the ¢orn and plow the potate
field.

But the real Rose, when you find her, is
not at ail like her portrait. She is black-
haired and eyed, Ler features sharply cut,
without, however, any hint of shrewdness
in their weagre, eompact ontlines; the skin
pale and thick, and reddening with diffi-
culty. She has the ome veice, the sweet
thin falsetto, which is e¢omwon to all
Virginia and Carolina women. They pipe
and plead in talking, on precisely the
rame key note. Our Rose has a small,
undulating body; a firm, alert step, a eon-
trolled eye; she keeps both body and
mind, in fact, well in hand, and manages
them with a self-pessesrion that gives thew,
little as they both are, more appareni
weight and force than is their due. If ehe
belong to the middle or upper class she
will by seme magic art discover in season
the style of dress preferred by the best
People in the Northern eitics and, with »

ittle exaggeration in tome, wear it. You
way meet her ¢oming out of the hot
wooden village church, where she has
been broiling througzh the Sundsy afternoon
service in a lilac or laveunder sk, pufted
and leoped de rigueur, a dramatie little luce
hat set on the coils of her jetty bair. Her
father, the Colonel or General, gray whisk-
ered and erect, waits on her chivalrously.
The gentle-men, as she ealls them, are an
object of as muca thought and desire to her
little soul as to any flirting New York belle,
and you may be the first of the eligible un-
married she has seen for a twelvewonth,
tut she receives you with a grave, modest
simplicity and innecent dignity which her
Northern wister might envy. You enter
the big, old-faskioned carriage, zo home
to dinner; in thirty-six bhours, when
your intimacy with the beauty of
Madison BSquare would bave advanced
only to the leaving of a eard, vou shall
have waited beside the Rose, as, tluted and
frilled in a muslin wrapper, and with a bas-
ket of keys dangling at her belt, she washes
the breakfast euns, erosses the tobaeeo fiold
to visit her mare in the stables, or rattles
over the keys of her Knabe “Grand.” She
will sing enything tor you, from “Casta
Diva' to Al aon giunge;” did she not win
the half wreath of imwortelles in the musie
¢lass when she graduated at the Catholic
convent a year ago! But her favorite
songs are “No one to love” amd “Ever
of thee,” which her bosom friend
has lately eent her as lovely new
things. Yon ecan mot satisfy yourself
as 1o the other branches of knowledge in
which she probably obtained the half-
wreath. Most of the familiar tields of ¢on-
versation over which the "suﬂmrior girls"
of the Northscamper at will like unbridled
colta, are to her utterly undiscovered land.
She never heard of Huxley or Darwin or
Ruskin; has no opinion te give on meral
insanity te re Jesses Pommeroy; or the
moral injustice of legal marriage apropos
to the last indecent diverce ease. She
never saw any pictures better than the old
{amily portraits in the dinning room, or the
“santa Cecilia” presented by some pious
strolling artist to the Ladies of the Visita-
tion, tor their chapel; wmor heard finer
music than sisters Franeisca and Eusodia
made in their famouna duet upon pianoe and
harp. She inadvertently betrays a belief
that all Bostonians are atheists and free
lovgrs, headed by Tomn Paine and Parson
Brownlow; and soon after leta slip a query
whethier there “are any wild beasts in Ire
lund. bears and wolves, and that kind of
thing; she knows there are no snakes.”
‘et when you leave her you are ready
to assert that she has rare powers in con-
versation. There is common sense and a
fine sweet temaper in all that the little lady
says: she is quite sure of her footing both
sociaily and in her opinions; stunds at ease
even on her little ignorances without con
ceit or anxiety.

By this tite, too, you are at home with
the rest  of the household; the Rose'a
brother has made up a hunting party for
you to the Black mountains: her mother
has given yor her receipt for peach brandv;
all the children (there are eleven) ure
friends with you; the Colonel, who lost an
arm t Appowattox Courthouse, has 2one
over the wurl, its causes and results, the
eivil service bill, and the position of tha
white and negro toward each other, in the
fullest, frankest fashion You tell yourself
as you turh into bed that there is a weight
of "practical sense in what he eays, and
presently (kept awake by fieas and the
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howling of the dogs below), wish that the
other Eide ot tbe‘ story had such clear
and moderate expounders before the war.
You are sure of one thing—that you have
nover fallen before among such people as
the Rose und bLer kinsfolk, men or women,
who took life with such easy, lazy good
bumor, who carried their opinions, their
joys and woes 80 out of doors, or who in
their every day habit recognized the people
who on earth do dwell as one great family
party, whose privilege it was to be helpful
and *riendly together. Trying to reconcile
this with yonr aucient doctrines concerning
siave owners and Legrees, you fall asleep,
the Rose forming @ Lewildering, alluring
centre to the kindly little drama.

With the new duy these trivial perplex-
ities renew themselves. You closely ebserve
the colored boy who waits upon the Col-
onel at breakfaat, or the saucy-looking mu-
latto maid behind the Rose’s ehair, for any
sign of arrogance or c¢hagrin on the part of
white or black, at their change of position,
bur find none, Whatever may be the con-
dition of attaive in South Carolina or Gaor-
wia, here both parties have accepted the
ritnation with the passive good humor pe-
euliar o theam. The Rose, it 18 true. rates
her muid, but now, in her piping eompas-
gionate tone, assures you that the “pooh
ere otures’” are ufterly unable to care for
themselves: that Papz assures her the ra-
ace must become extinet out of slavery:
Papa says thera is no real civilization for
any of the eolored races; the Indian will
always be a wild animal, the negro a do-
meatic animal. “}'s terribly sad, is it not 17
pinning » bnd et piak laurel coyuettishly
in her bosom.

Bat if yon chance to talk te one of these
dowestic animals you fiud their shrewd in-
telligence fur in advance of the saius elass
of servauts in the North, white or black.
You can uot make any aniinal the object of
u bitter struggle for years without educat-
ing him at least in regard to his 1mmportance
und ¢hances. The boy behind the Colonel’s
chair coutides to you his plan eof “buyin’
a small place in de fall, & few
acres of mountain pastur’, and makin’
somethin' uv hisse't." Rose's waid thinks
“¢f ghe was Nawth, and eahnin’ twelve dol-
lahs a months instid av five, she could make
suinethin’ uv berself.” That something can
be made of themselves is the point where
in they differ from the Lolonel and his
daughter.

Avother puzzling ebservation you make,
which is, that the Rose, unhke her North-
ern sister, is totally unconcerned to ‘‘keep
up appesrances.” The Colonel, in old times,
was wont at this season to visit the White
Sulphur Springs in state, with a superb
display ef equipages and servavts. The
Rose's mother blazed in diamonds aund
Parisiap dresses. She herself, then a child
of five summers, dainty in costly ew-
breidery and lace, her hair tlying free, and
her white teet bare, looked as if born to
command. She does nmot pretend to com-
mand now; there is no effort to hide the
lack of jewels by cheap finery, or to conceal
the patched furniture, table linen, or
cracked mirrors that fill the scrambling,
unpainted, unthrifty house. Ske tells you—
the Colonel tells you a dozen times a day
with high composure and complacency,
that “this part of Nawth Cabolina is much
impohvehished by the waw—as you ses,”
aud there is &n end of it. When they will
cease to enjoy their tattered garwents as
badges of honorable warfare, and try to
carn whole oneg, i= diflicult to decide. The
Rose’s cousin in Virgivia, a more delicate,
cleverer girl, is teaching in Richmond. Rose
has no thought oi any such seli-sacritice;
her tather refuses loftily to sell the black
walnut timber on his mountain land to a
dealer from Chicago at a large profit. *The
pine he may have for nothing, but I can not
see the cream of our Southern produce
earried any longer to the Nawth  Let the
black walnuts etand. My grandcehildren
may be able to use them.”

But you shall not hear from him, nor
any man or woman of his class in this
region, a bitter or unkindly mention of the
war, There is not a hand which 18 not
ready to give you a eheertul, sincere wel-
come, Rose's sister (who was the Rose in
1502 ana 1863) nsed te keep watch from her
chamber window upon the house of a poor
farmer, whose eons were Union wen hid-
ing in the mountains fer three years. It
was she who saw these buys atealing home
to see their old mother one nicht, and who
sent word to the home gnard. When ahe
heard the shots an hour afier, and the ter-
ritied negroes rushed in to tell her that the
meu, her neighbors all her life, lay dead
outside the very door, she evolly bade them
go help to bury them, as though 1t bad been
dogs or mountain beomers she spoke of.

She is & fair. plump, tender-voiced wo-
man now, with half a dozen soft-eyed, well
bred children erowding about her. Bhe
stops at the farw bhouwe for a biv of kindly
goseip with the mother of the dead boys
whnever she passes it, and when the old
woinan is sick makes her nice little dishes,
for she stays with her aut night, leaving her
baby to the nurse, When you tell her of
any call of suffering in the North, Chicage
fire or Pittsburg tlood, the quidk tears rush
to her eyes, and her portemonpaie (very
thiu and limp) is out.

Then you bethink yourself of a eertain
gentle cousin of yours in Boston or Phila-
delphis, whoe would not see a mouse harnn-
ed without pity, but whose patriotic zeal
against the rebels ten years ago was bitter
and murderous beyond that of wmen: sand
you ¢lose the matter with the usual mas-
culine retlection on woman as an insolvable
problem. Meanwlile, you find a breken
eannon in the Blue Ridge passes, green,
inel; deep with moss, while the gray sqnie-
rel hides its winter store of nuts in it, and
Lnu- a chubby-cheeked boy whistling as

e pastures hs cows on thoe plain of Man-
assay, and think revercntly of the great
Healer ay work for us all, bepesth time and
nature,

You wish when vou turn northward, and
leave the mountsins rising behind youn,
range on range, that you eould bring the
Rose and these ready-witted, warm hearted
cousins of yours elosor together, and faney
that the effect would be wholemome, both
upon themselves and the generations to
come after them.

You do not iind when you have zone
back to the North that you forget the Rose
as you have forgottem so many brilliant
women, from Boston or Now Yeoik, women,
too, who wore the eordon blen in the ranks
of intelicct or fashion. When ;ou fall to
speculating (29 a yonng fellow will over his
cigar now and then) about mawiisge, aad @
hoine, yeu find yeursclt going back to this
girl with her sweet voics and decisaive little
nod presiding over the coflve urn and eups
at breaktast. Tle inevitable biscuit, honey,
and fried chicken, at which you nsed to
swear inwardly, maks part now of the
home like picture, and it is well if Rose,
whom wmone of her neizhbors wou'd ealt
more than “pleasaut girl,” does not rise be-
fore you as an alluring mountain nymph,
hedged in and weiled by her owa glittering
streams and pink laure{ .

If sou would ¢hose to go back and win
her, however, you will find i* is no nymph
whom you have taken to wite, bui one of
the most real and practical of Ameriesn
women. ler table will be nowed for ite
choive dishes, if her honse be not tidy; she
will be always posted in the f2shions, if not
in the politics of the day. You may be
sure that she will receive your triends with
the gracisus courtesy oi a thoroughbred
lady, but that she will elope with none of
them, and that, while she mav not instrucs
her daughters in either scicnee or urt, she
will teach them to love God und Louer
their husbands.—Seriliner’ i

w=Nerilner's Magazine,
Not to be Done.

The Conrt Juurnal tells the following:

Previous to the late Duke of Buceleuch
quiting Lis princely mansion he had oe-
Casion to visit @ certan burgh lying some
tew or twelve miles to the north On
this occasion he preferiea rid
back and unattended. He cama to the toli-
gate, ““The toll, sir, gin ye please.” Lin
arace lwmediately pulled up, and, whils
searchin: ‘or she nevdtul to satisly ao just
a dema ot he was thus accosted by the
“Heard ye ony word o e
his way, the day, sit?* Y,
o *he will b this way to-dagy,
wut, or only ina

was the e,
*Will Le be an a coach a
coach and two' think ye!' *In all probabil.
ity on horacback,” was the brief gejoinder.
“In that case do you think lLe wad be
offended if 1 offereq him back the change
should he gae me a suxpence or a shilling

te pay wi' ea lie passed!” Th .
stretched forth his Ibuml to :30&?"#5.
balance, and, with an arch and knowing
lo(:‘k. ;ep{letli:d ""l“ry him, friend, try him, "
and pocketed the cuppers mutterin,

himeelf, “Not to be doge in thay ilj’-"" e

NASBY.

The Democracy of the Corners Meey
Convention and Kesolve—How mt 0
Lived Up to Their itesolutiens, N

Conrxprna
(Wich 18 in the State of x::m!?"‘
o September 13, 113,

The Dimocrisy uv the Corners hey
and do feel, that whatever they may holg
ez their private opinyuns €z to meq
things, they hev no rite to jepardize
prospex uv the party in the Northern
wich, after all, 18 to be the battlefisld inthy
contest wich is comin on, wich will decigy
the fate uv the party. i

The Corners is liberal, like other
eratic localities, in the matter of resoly,
shens. We kin resoloot with a loggep
that hev never yet been ekalled, and doig
with sich sincerity €z wood earry convigy.
shen to any sole—wich never seed us,

Feelin that the people uv tize North o ¢
to be disabused uv the idea that the Dj
erisy uv the Corners wuz not friendl’“
the colored people whose lot is cast amon,
us, and feehn that the fact that we chengy
» abidin atfeckshan for em ought to py
understood, I called a convenshun uy the
white Dimoerisy, that our troo sentimency
on this question might be given to the
world. e gathered in foree. T took thy
cheer, and the followin resolooshens wy
yoonanimously adop ed:

The Dimoerisy of the Confedrit Crog
Roads in convenshun assembled, beleevig
that the troo feelin uv the Dimocrisy uy
the South toward the colored people is miy.
understood, and feelin anxshus that the seq
misapprehenshun shood be removed, ang
that the Corners espeshelly #hood be seg
rite afore the world, do h-reby set forth the
follerin ez their platfurm uv principles:

Resolved, That the Dimocrisy uv Confed-
rit X Ruads accept the result uv the late
onpleasantness in good faith, and pledges
theirselves to stand by the sawme forever
and ever.

Resolred. That the Dimocrisy uv Confed-
rit X Roads hev alluz accepted the abo
lishun uv slavery as ftinal, and hev neither
desire mor disposishun to agin see their
colored brethren in bondage uv any kind
whatever.

Resolved, That the €ross Roads challengs
any lokality in the North uv ekal populs
shun to show more people wich kin acceds
to the sentimeuce uv these resoloshens with
more heartiness.

Resolved, That, we hearily concede the
entire ekality uv the colored men uv the
€orners with the Cancasian Dimoerisy, and

uarantee to em all the ritee, privileges and
imwmunities that we possess, and pledge
ourselves to a-e em pertected in em.

Resolved, That the rite uv the colore¢
men uv the Corners to ¢xercise the sacreg

rivilege uv the bailot, we not only concedg
ut we pledge ourselves to protect em inj
at all bazards,

Resolved, That we are not the enemie,
but the friends, of our colored brethres,
and we put the seel of our everlastin cog.
demnpashen on all attempts to bring abont
anythin that hez the slitest appearance uy
& War uv races.

Resolved, That we econdemn vehemently
and unreservedly all acts uv violeng
toward onr colored brethren; and ws

ledge the Corners that, lovin our colored

rethren as we do, nothin uv the kind shel
ever oceur here, but that the colored men
uv thiy visinity shel live under their own
vines and fig trees (ef they have em to live
under), with none to meliest or make em
afeered.

These resolooshens wuz passed yoonani-
mously.

Bascom insiated that there shood be no
di for di , be remarkt, took
time, and to him time wuz money.

While the Corners wuz in the meeting
house discussin, the Corners wazn't at the
bar a drinkin, and he despised discushen,
The resolooshens wuz all rite, enyhow,
And so they wuz adopted, and the meetin
ad{nurned.

went awar from that meetin honse tol
lably well pleased. I bLed got the Cornen
cowmitted to a line uv polisy whieh wood
satisfy the people uv the North. Them Re
publikins wich wuz soured with Repub
kinism, but wich dussent trust us to tap
keer uy the pigger, voodent find no falt
with these resulooshens, and mite safely
trust themselves with us, on a platform &
broad and comprehensive. To me the pros
pex uv the Democrisy wuz never so brita

But my pleasure wuz uv sbort durashen,
While we waz ut Buscowm's tukin a soshe
drink, Issaker Gavitt saw passin a nigger
wagon maker who lives at the lower end av
the village.

“That villin,” sed Issaker, grittin his
teeth, “dunned me for £10 for repairs onto
my wagon yesterday, and my tather yoozed
to own that nigger !"

*Infamons!” shout they all in korus.

“And only nite afore lastl had aham
etolen from ay smoke house, which, I am
satisfied, that nigger must have stolen.”

2 wuz glad to bave that bam tastened onto
& nigger, for § hed panl Bascom a ham on
akkount the worning Issaker missed it. It
takes good financ-erin for we to live here.

By this time the nigzer hed got home, but
fssnker’s rage wuz a bilin feendishly,

*4'm goin tv hev pay for that ham out av
that niggea!* yollod #:saker, drawing his re
volver.

“But the nizger is home and eafe by this
time,” § sed. hopin to stew the tide uy bit
wrath and save ourselves. Lot it rest.®

“Never!” sed Yasaker; “never? § owes
dooty tosoeety. ‘Fhat nigger suay be hom
and out av reseh, but there are enuff other
layin around loose. Shel miggers steal w
bams and 2o nupunished 1

And Issuker sallied out, followed by %
entire Coruere. They didu'’t find the ind
vidule nigger that kssaker beicoved st
him ham, but they found » brother-in-law of
hizzen, wich B<asker shot at site, but dide®
quite Xill him. The wretch bad no moe
seuse that to stugier te Lis det aud seent
a atun and heeve 1t ot §-saker. The crowd,
uv eoorse, condent stund apy rich uignsd
insnbordigashen on the past uv this inferie
raee, and they elubled bim till his tnferics
skuil Lot ite eartbiy reacment and winj
ite way to wherever the sonls of niggers go

The blovd uv the Cuoruern bein up, shere
wuz Do yoose attemptin te atop it. The
wrongs infiicted on Iscaker €Gavitt de
manded prompt reparashen, aad it ¥
had. The nigger he had secoosed wasnt
found, but some six ethers wus, and the
sutfered in his sread, Wot vemorse
hannt that figger’s swund when he o
tewplates the tact it Lis keepin out 0¥
the wav uv eing Sillod cost pig others theid
lives! Qtia jest tike em.

Tne trouble it om late mte the pite

The niggess hev » trick of keepin outu®

the way whem the bived av the §ornerd

biles, But they cun’t tuke their echook
houses with e, nor all sheir portable prop
erty. The schoolbouse at the edge uv
village wuz burned, and quite & numbes u¥
wagons and wheellrarress and sich belongin
to em, Wich we guthered, wnz eonsoom
to make a deceut bontfire, Lz this fire 00®
cugred at ubout 5 in the mornia, «nd ¢z the
mail closed at 7, 1 dida’s stay to see it oul:

1 got back to Bascom's and made a fair

copy of my geso henn, thae they might

i{(’ up North ter publication in good shape

I espesielly desite te reusboor our friepd

in the Swr{».

PETROLEUN V. NASBY,
(¥ e wae Pestimaster.)
———

A Moderp Pygmationy

The Parie irveit sisien thist & wan et
just died in the Biette Asyium whose 8
nacy had & very sinpgular osiging  Iis nans
was Justin, und ne exlibited wax wol
figures at Montreitze, bis gallery eoisisting
of cotemporary cole hrities and preat ering
nals. Oona pedestal 1 the eentre was t!
tizuro ot a young giul, rauarhable fog Lé
gracefu! tizure and perte featurem b
har fulling in bz curls ever ber »ik
shoulders, Justin kad ntemed Ler ko
and was «o struck by ber heanry that b
passed houts is eoutemplating Ler, S
seemed  to bim 1o speak, and e
blue eyes, with thep long eveloshes
teemed  to gestone te bis P
sion.  Under he wfluence of 309
illusion he negleeted i business, otid
want of a showtum 1o puil st peeple s
longer vidited the gulliry, Poveity su@
r.r.-:dr-l £A8y  Circtmstancesy the medest
Premalion coula ve' sepetato husselt 508
Ehza. His wite was obliged to siecp o8 8
bare matiress, und whom she pemonstrate
he ilttreated ber. Ireitated at she wnfus
barshness, eke ons day destroyed the Wi
figure, Justin was tutivis on sceing W
fragments, and seizing a broowsfick
suruck his wite and wonld have hilled be
had pot her ctiew strawn the neighbors ¥
her assistancw. Justiu, who had Jost B
feason, had ta be ewvured, and was @8
mate of Bicetre for five yeats, liviog U
the Jast under the chaiwuf Elza, W
image seomed ulwaye before bime
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