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T i l t  H A W 1S »« *** THE * RANE.
i:E«CKT W. LOUfiMLlOW.

,  . , _ ni»iii',-ic '* t<* liane til»1 rra n e . is
II,’., freuV h  i * I > *  * . lor ~ !iou i* -»« iiidB g , o r th «  

tr a t patty  S  ' lU  iu  *  uew  *

. . .  „ u arr ou t Stl'l *<>!*■ »" tlie  e 1»'»*». .
Ï  S t ‘fhrSnrfnB »IU . n . . . U » ^ t  o a A jn fo
’  t* . , ' I i ' l i ! ' le  ill“ luti'piuK of ill«  crane  
In 11... HOW lioiiF.— into :lie n igh t Hie noce  
jiiit »till tl tire upon tlie  l ita ith  b u r ts  on.

>oci 1 aloue remain.

O fortunate, O liapi'I «i»Tf .
W hen a n e w  butu-ehold tia<ls .ts 
Anion« the m.viiail hem es ot «arm .
Like, »  uew star just sprung to o itu i 
ALd lo lled  on ita harn.oiumi* w av  
Into th e  boundleaa r. aim s of 
ho »aid tlie  gu, fata in a|.( e. li and hong.
Aa in I he ehiun.e.v. h utnioa
We buuff 'be  nun «raue to-uiBni.
And m erry w as the least ana i s » - .

And now T fait and muse on «h»* »nay be.
And m m.\ » i»nm »•». or ' l j  w jth lig h t. 

Through Heating yapo « id f a d e ,
Miapea it iletei niluatr. that
Aa stiadowa jutfasiug into P 

,Smk elude sue
Kor tw o alone, there in th e  hall.
I» Si,„ ad the table round and »mad; 
Upon I be polished »liver ahme

................\ 'jumps. but more d iv ine
The iieht ut love sliiue» over all;
<1, h> ( that »avs no! mine ami th ine  
H i ,,m a tor mira is  tliiue and mine.
They w aiit no gu ests to com e betw een  
Tlieir tender g lances like » screen.
And tell them  ta les o f laud and aea.
And w hatsoever may betide  
T he great forgotten  wol id outside;
They w an t no guests; they needs w u s . he  
Bacii other's ow n befat com pany.

tin
T he p icture fades; as at a village fair 
A fahowman'a view * d isso lve into the air.

To reappear trai sttguri d ou the screen .
Ito in m v-tancy ih h : and » « »  once m o r e___
în  part trarsfiKiired, through th e  open door 

Appears tlie eell-sanie scene.

Heated I I te  the tw o again 
But not alone: they  entertain  
A litt 1*- anu**l uuaware,
W ith face aa round a« .8 the n\ool; 

ul guebt with iiaxen  lia r.» rnVssl Kiicnb "  ----- ---  ■ .
Who throned upon his lo lty  chair, 
Bruni» on the tab!., w ith  h is  »P"on.i ,r i i ! io '» i„ u c lo u ' ............I :•
Then drops it carelcb sou  th e  floor, 
Tografap at th ings unseen  befm e.
Are th ese  ce lestia l m anners I T hese
T he w ays th » r wiu, tlie  arts th at p le a se . 
Ah, ye»; considei w ell th e  guest.
And "whatsoe’er he does seem s pest;
He ru leth  by tlie  , ig lit iiiv ine  
Of helplesfaiiefa», so  late ly  born 
In purple ct amber« o f  the morn.
As sovereign  over thee and thine, 
lie  sp eak etli not, and y e t  tbers lies  
A conversation  iu hi» eyes;
T he golden  silence o f  the tirer» .
T he gra v est w isdom of th e  w ise.
Hot spoken in lauguge but in looks 
More legib le tlian printed lmohs.
As if ,h e  could  but would not speak.

And now, O monarch absolute.
T b y  power is put to proof; for lo.
R estless, fathom less and blow,
The nurse conies rustling like the ses , 
And pushes buck thy chair and th ee .
And to  good n ight I« King Canute.

]Y.

As one w ho w alk ing in th e  forest sees  
A lo v ely  landscape ih io u g h  th e  paited  tree*,

Then se c s  it not lor boughs th a t intervene.
Or as w e see  tile  moon som etim es tevealed  
Through dritting clouds, aud then  again  concealed  

So I lie held tlie sceue.

T here aro tw o gu- sts  a t  tab le now ;
Tbe kiug, depot, d, and older grow n.
No longer occup ies th e  throne—
T be erow u is on h is sister s brow;
A princess 1’roui the fairy tales,
T he very patte u girl o f  girls.
All covered and em bow ered in curls.
Rose tin ted  from th* Isle o f  F low ers.
And sailing » ith m it siikeu  sails 
From lai off Dreamland into ours, 
above tlieir bow 's with rim s o f b .u#
Four azure ey es  o f deeper blue 
Are loukiug. dream y w ith  d, light :
Limpid as p lanets iliut em erge.
Above tbe ocean’s rounded verge,
Sott Shilling th ""gh tlie  sum m er s  n igh t.
Stea fast th e . gaze, yet. noth ing see  
Beyond tl e  horizon o f tlieir how ls ;
Nor care they for tbe world that roll»
W ith all its freight o f troubled sea ls  
In to  the day» that are to  be.».

»ain th e  tossing  Vonghs shut ont th e  scene , 
gain tb e  drifting vapors intervene.
Aud tb e  moon's paint disk is hidden *j»ito |  

ud now 1 sec tlie  table «  »1er grow n.
,s round a  pebble h its  wate* throw n  

D ilates a ring o f ligh t.

I see fh e  table wid>r grown.
I see it garla' (ted w ith g u ests .
As if  fair Ariadne's crown  
tin t of the sky  had fallen dewn;
Maillet s within whose tender breast#
A thousand re*t!- ss hopes and fears.
Forth loach  ng to the com ing years. 
F lutter aw hile, then (itnet lie.
Like tim id birds th a t fain would He.
B ut do not dare to leave tlieir nests;
Aud youths, who in theii strength  e ia t»  
C hallenge the van and trout o f  1st»,
F.ager aa ebam pio, s to bu 
In th e  d ivine knight srrantcy  
»If youth , that trav« Is s„a and A lia  
Peekin'' adventures, or pursues  
Through c ille s  and through so litud es  
Frequented by th e  lyric Muse,
T h e phantom w ith  tlw  beckoning hand. 
T hat still allures and still  e ludes.
» ♦s w e e t  illusions ol the brain!
«> sudden tliril s „1 lire mid frost*
T b e world is  bright w hile >e remain,
And dark mid dead when y» »re lost!

%U
T h e  m eadow  brook. th a t seem ed to  stand Stil!, 
M uickens its  current as it nears the mill:

Aud so tla, stream  o f im e, 1 hat lingeretL  
•n  level places, and uMluh appeals,
R uns w ith  a sw ifter current »a it  near»

The glosm y m ills ell death.

Änd n a » , like t lie  m agician'» »croü.
•1 hat in th e  ow ner's keeping shrinks  
W ith «v ery  w ish  he spesk» or th ink s. 
T ill the last w is lico n su m es th e  w hole, 
Tilt) table dw indles, and again  
I b«*e tlie  tw o iilmi' remain.
T he cm w u <if stars is  hrwkea in  parts; 
I th jew* Is. brighter th a n  th e  day.
U* V» one by one been  sto len  »w ay  
T o shin# iu*ofli»-r hom es and beans»
« nie ,8 a  wanderer *iow at**- 
In Ceylon® » nr Zanzibar, 
ft>r sunny re^iou* *#1 Cothorr 
And o w  is in the boisterous rom p.
•Mid «link «»forms and horses U«*mpt 
Aud b attle's lo it ib le a n a F .

I  nes th e  p a tie n t  m o th e r  re ad .
W ith aching heart, »'f w reeh s th a t Cost 
l* id s h ie s  *»u th se 8* »* rem ote .
Or of S« n»e * ie * i . heroie «!• «I
Ou b a ttle  tie I«}, wfc.ro *' «i^sU iU  h!«*4
T o  lilt mi« h* >w nit*» fam e
An* ioi*8 «In- bend» he* graceful btsul
A bove ft hose clifouietafc o f  pa in .
And f ie  talée* » ith  *  secret or# ad,
Lest there auioi g lh e  «lrowued o l sU!a 
Hno tuai 1 he cue brlovcd l . u r .

After a da» e f . Tor,I an. wii.il anal raia  
Home tim es fit«, eet iing ,.uu sTiiiws ou t WgSitl

And teua-hirg ali tiia a 1.sumo waaoda w ith  ligh t, 
F m iles  en  the th Ids uu ' ' .  ey laugh aud sing , 
T h e n  like a  ruby tr tn l i  e  hail :«a>a's l in g  

H ropedow p u.ta (La' a igtat.

W liaf s»w ! now • T he n igh t is  fair.
T he tlonai aif grie», a tie e! 'lids a f care; 
T h e w ind the r  iu. h sa e  passad away; 
T he lauipt are lit Ilia- lira » hn»ii b lig h t. 
T he lim ise ia full a,f li e  anal lig h t—
It is  th e  Holden Wa de inn day.
T h e  gu ests earn» Ihaamgiug in a>naw m ore, 
ADiU'k footsteps > 'Ui.ll along tlie floor.
T he Mssopiiigclnlalra a  f t " » i l  th e  sta ir, 
Aud in anal amt ana eaei.vwharw
F la sh e s  a long th e  < »lidu
T h e  aucsl'iue a,' l !  • a  goldeu  h a il.

*>n »he tuaiT.Ai fa!»« m ft*  hall 
A nother Ariadne'» a,ra>wia 
•  >ut of the a.k* haï h fallen  down;
Mule thaï- «ne in mai b aif th e  rntaca 
B  drummit.M e il*  fiasilva'i' sta'cta;
T tie light c f  love fal.ii.a s  o v e r s l i .
*> fort unate l> happ alay •
The peupla sing llle  peuple #v*.
The ananetif bnalegiu 1» »' d th e  bride. 
Fei.il*  1v s iiltc l g a'U Ih . eceue .
Fehaild well ph • an every sida> 
Thei* fan ins a ,d lea tille s  m i l;  p.il'ff, 
As tim ra tlactia.a: a*» a ugliU

. dg. a
lino:» gleams,
night, 

the sight,
•  eins.

( l i t o n e ,  wild lle a iio a 'r n r r .
A Mcui|'hie l"J« r >..va; "WV all know 

ftlHt a  gl a ;at Ilia»- ad l.a gr-H'» a re  ignn ia llt 
• n i t  »nil a re  reaai.v ta» lo liev e
anvllm ig t«l»i : tl* "t *> fhe wliitt* liejnil 
lii'ans,'* lind tall 
•tor* : "W r  11,1

a  lia ta i w ad U r  g
ia . .< V V i ll .al w

»iS w h it« readers this
'••stand that tho wlnto
* life'i«‘ in“tigatod e e v -
Ut l '« lHi. •» •er »divorce
a m i» %*»!«*•t «he Dem»
A u g « st et ion. There
C-n ( l Y.ltivo negro iu

ib M • ■ '• w hundred
HP* M i . •g in perfect

*i!r. «•ut r. few nights
-• a m i found hi» doors,  he weut ha-Mie dll .

barritnaileal. Ills wi " sternly rstiwed turn 
jultui^Hni* fit- lif had v*»t**«l
•lie Ueuioctaiif ti* U. 1. and tliera by sboweai 
^  Up pia**** t** f 4U«* h rr ch»lur«*ti lftsu.*k
int« staverv. He n*x' vi iteii th» bstik. 
«lut teiuDJ that k,» wile ! a<l cha cked »ut 
A60, »»hioh atuouut alia* had psid * 
lawyer ta procura" a at»» ■ rce froui tier lms- 
tiau'd f o r  the criuii" ut" votifÄ tU«> l)t au>- 

«.ratio tkUst.’’

[For th e  .Sunday Republican.!
t U l K B  F A L K S ’ C O U .M * .

Sketch  So. il .

The next author alter Coadinon was Beile, 
wht» van »tyled the “V’enerable.” This 
writer ie justly ectitled to stand at the head 
ot tlie list ot Anglo-Saxon biographers and 
translators. He was born about the year 
650 an«i led an exemplary life, devoting 
him faclf to his tabois with little or no cessa
tion. His works consisted of twenty-four 
vol turn ». He was so desirous of completing 
a book he had begun that upon the very 
day of death he dictated to hi* secretary 
the latter part of the work. Only a tew 
hour* elapsed after hi* »vork was per. 
formed when he closed hi* eves upon tli« 
world. This event occurred during the year 
7:15. His was a good and pious example, 
aud hi* name is never uttered save with 
res peef. Hade was accustomed to occupy a 
certain chair, placed in almost the same 
siiot, while engaged upon his duties, 
have seen drawings of this chair, and we 
little folks would laugh heartily if such an 
unga nly, straight-back, uncushioned piece 
of furniture were introduced into our 
houses. We would beg mamma to put it 
away in the loft, just as 1 have known some 
fashionable people of tbe present day pu 
aside an old family portrait because it was 
loo ridiculous to be looked upon by their 
e xquisite frends. Perhaps those same in 
divi duals who were so anxious to rid them 
selveB of the picture might at that very 
m ornent be indebted to the original of that 
east oil portrait for the luxuries they en 
joyed, just as we, aro indebted to the au 
thors of olden times for iniorniation re 
eciv ed. But I am digressing, and I hasten 
on, as a distinguished individual awaits my 
att ention—in fact, royalty itself, in the per 
sou of King Allred, who was born in 848. 
In this enlightened and brave monarch 
w ho was surname^d the “Great,” we find a 
highly cultivated taste, combined with 
bravery and justice. His well balanced 
mind enabled him to perform his duties 
wit h skill and precision, never permitting 
his pleasure to interfere with anything cal 
culated to promote the welfare of his sub 
jects. As an author ho confined himself to 
translation of different writers into the 
Anglo-Saxon tongue. Among his works we 
find a full translation of the “Psalms of 
David,” and to him is also credited a trans
lation of “Æsop’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 
s uperior to his feeble companions, but as a 
warrior and statesman, he had few equals, 
During his reign tbe Danes invaded Eng- 
lanal, and he drove them back in every bat 
tie, to the number of eight. It was also by him 
that England 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 means em 
ployed for ascertaining the guilt or innocenee 
of th% prisoner was either cold or hot water 
or heated iron. The prisoner was required 
to put his hands into a vessel containing 
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, bis hands were wrapped up, 
aud if alter three days had elapsed and no 
trace of tbe burn remained, he was pro
nounced innocent and allowed freedom 
The cold water test was performed in a 
somewhat different manner. The culprit 
being bound hand aud 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 humaD justice in those 
days! Too much praise can not be given 
the monarch who freed his people from such 
su perstitious and barbarous practices, and 
gave to posterity the trial by jury, which 
mode has been generally adopted by civil 
ized countries. King Alfred founded the 
famous Oxford University, which institu
tion ranks among the tiist in the world' 
Like our Washington, he was called the 
“ f ather of his country,” and in him we find 
the rare combination ef intellect, bravery, 
piety and justice—qualities which consti. 
tute [rue royalty. He died in the year 901

The next name of any importance is that 
of “Aline,” Archbishop of Canterbury 
This learned divine was ambitions of iin 
parting knowledge tv the poorer classes  ̂
and endeavored to introduce among them 
a style of reading s» simple that the most 
igno rant might comprentnd. To effect this 
end he wrote some tales and translated the 
first seven books of the Bible into Anglo 
Sax on tor their benefit, leaving out all big 
words and making others easier for them. 
II« was the author of a Latin grammar, 
and was styled the “Grammarian.'* As I 
«hall soon tuke leave of the Saxon writers 
iu o rdcr to introduce their successors, 1 can 
not refrain from giving you an extract from 
the lauiams “.Saxon Chronicle,*’ which work 
was the production of various authors of 
that period (1151). 1 have nearched in vain 
tor a n aitiiiisiug subject, so I have come to 
the conclusion that the taste of that period 
was much snore inclined to the serious than 
the comic. For my patt 1 like tunny pieces, 
but yon must be satisfied with the folio wing 
ext ract, and amuse yourself by spelling it 
out. and parsing it too if you like, thereby 
displaying a knowledge for ancient lore:

“•In this yoer uoed the King Stephen,ded 
an d bedyried there his uif Sc dune uaeron 
be dyried aaet Taurisfield. That ministre 
hi* makiden: Tha the King was ded. tha 
was the earl beionde sie Sc na druste man 
dam other but gude for the micel cie ot him 
Tha lie to England came tha uas he under- 
fragen mid uorripe A the meng bletcbed in 
Lundine in the sursnen dace befoe tuid 
wiutcr daice.” The liter»! translation of 
the toreguing is this wise: “In this year was 
King Sta phon dead and buried where his 
wife and son were buried at Tourernistiold. 
That minister they made. When the Kiug 
waa alcad then was the carl beyond the sea 
aud cot drust no man do other than good 
for gn at la-arof him. When he to England 
came then was he received with great wor
ship anil the King consea ruted in London 
am the Nutiaiay before midwinter, which is 
Christinas day.”

Naiw we draw to a close with the old 
Sax a>u writers, as a uly a few unimportuut 
ones u| pt ated after this tinia* up to the 
conquest ui Eugland by the Norm aus, 
when the language again underwent 
changes. We may well be pratud ol amr 
Nason faitclathers when wc refleet upon the 
coud itia>n ot Western Europe during the 
middle ag- *. and milch useful knowledge 
might be obtained if we wouM acquain 
ourselves with it* history. Ia my next 
will b< gin with the Normans.

EINXIJL

BOHEMIAN 0 A V 0 .

BY M  M CRINKLE.

Il„w far cremation should affect the doc
trine ol the final resurrection of the body 
w a s  beautifully, yet simply, told by the 
B'-hop ad Manchester, when be «aid it was 
enough fa* him to know that his personal 
identity, inraiughuut eternal ages, rested 
with his Maker. .

When I was a poor Bohemia* (of course, 
you understand that I am not a poor Bohe
mian now) and lived on a third floor front
in Peikins row (“Chambers” was what we
n a m e d  it then), there were strange goings- 
on in the apartments downstairs, which I 
now recall with tender reminiscent pleas- 
ure.

1 suppose there never liveal a man whose 
whole soul went oat in love to bis wife as 
did Barney McGinnis*'. It was a life pas
sion burning with a fitful but unquenchable 
fiarue and sheddiDg an unsteady and ruddy 
glow upon the homely and lowly lives of 
the McGinnisses. If Bridget, his wile, 
coming home after a day's scrubbing, was 
led (poor, overworked thing), to the use of 
stimulants—as the best ot us are sometimes 
compelled to do when the exhaustion ol 
fibre is too great—and, in one ot those mo
mentary fits of despondency 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 fiappiug 
there, Barney, with his great heart goii g 
out to her in love and pity, would pull her 
in ofi the window-sill by her legs, and with 
bis brawney protecting banal round her 
throat, would choke her firmly and surely 
back to reasoD and duty.

Many's the time I have heard his strong, 
vibrating tones break in upon the stillness 
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 shajie 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 saints. Mind 
that!”

How often in those old Bohemian nights 
I lay listening after this speech for the soft 
thud of the falling bundle that was sure to 
strike the awning a moment later ! Iiow 
well I recall the confused sounds that fol
lowed: the rattle ot the old sashes and the 
shake of the floor, as if Mr. and Mrs. Mc
Ginniss were dancing a gallopade; 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 efforts to paciiy it 
afterward.

Barney McGinnis never in his normal mo
ments doubted the affection of his wife. 
That love was deep and strong and unas
sailable. It was one of those placid pas
sions, flowing on like a great stream, which 
no pebble ot wifely humor could more than 
ripple, certainly could not dam or divert. 
But Barney had his abnormal moments. 
He often came home with a rod gleam in 
the corner of his eye, and a half humorous, 
half desperate look round his mouth, as if
tempted to try the luxury ot throwing “the 
kid” out of the window himself. Besides,
Mrs. McGinniss was a good deal of a co
quette. 1 think she liked to flirt too well to 
preserve the placidity of her household with 
anything like regularity. This much I 
know, Dennis O’Reilly was often sitting on 
the stairs with her, passing the empty 
blandishments and flattery of society, when 
Barney was away carrying the peaceful hod 
in unsuspecting docility. I could see that 
for a matron she was too much given to 
those little vanities of dress which catch 
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 ot mild or a dhrap ot whisky 
for the child; and her habit of wearing only 
one stocking, and sometimes oDiy 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
literated all the ingenuity of the virgin.

Perhaps Barney knew all this. Or per
haps bis occasionally stumbling over Den
nis O'Reilly, snoring loudly and odorously 
in his hallway with some suspiciuus souve
nir ot Mrs. McGinniss’ (generally a cold 
potato) in his hand, may have aroused him 
to the exercise ot hi» husband's preroga
tive. On sueh occasions, if doubts entered 
his breast, he had a quiet, trank way of 
seizing the table leg.

I could hear his voice very plainly, lying 
there in tn.v lonely Bohemian bed.

“Mrs. McGinniss, do you love me ?”
“lndade, you know I do, Barney !”
Whack !
Do you ? Begorry, I'm not sure of it mo- 

self.”
Whack !
In my silly Bohemian «ou! I used to think 

harshly of Barney. On one occasion, I 
remember, I got up and put on a wrapper 
and shouted down the chimney a neighbor
ly remonstrance, adding something in my 
idiotic style about the man that lay* his 
hand upon a woman save in the way of 
kindness.

Whereupon Mrs. McGinnis* intimated 
that I was a “scutniullion” and had best be 
minding my own business.

1 have often thought of those jolly old 
times with their fresh, wholesome intima
tions ot duty, and their revelations of 
human nature. Jolly day* indeed, when 
the awful mysteriea of life were like a 
pageant, and when the relations ot the 
sexes could be equalized with a table leg. 
But how little 1 profited by thorn ! Like 
everybody else, I have drifted away from 
the plain essentia) truths that tbe Barney 
McGinnesses and all the rest of them taught 
me. I darp say if I 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 incongruity of tastes, and 
then go and blow my brains out, or do some 
other equally conventional aud cowardly 
thing, i don’t believe •  table leg would 
ever occur to me.

And yet how beautiful in its simplicity is

over tbe years, and landed me in the 
flowery meads of asphodel in Perkins row.

Those were blithe days, believe me. Did 
I not worship with a heart full of idolatry 
the French milliner who lived on tbe first 
floor, and who was always wont to rush out 
into the hall-way to see whore the wind 
came from, or it her dear little Feed» had 
run away, whenever she heard lue coming 
in, and who blushed very red and hung her 
eyelids (they were long drooping lids, with 
fringes like the cilia of a stag beetle) when 
she saw me ? Shell I ever forget the look 
of radiant joy with which she one bounced 
out when I was stealthily (so 1 thought) 
bringing in my crackers anil cheese and 
bottle of Bass' ale, tied up so as to lo„k like 
a roll of manuscript ? How sho «ti uggled 
to conceal ber disappointment when she 
found it wns not a sometink for her, eh, and 
how my heart bled for ber after tii tt, the 
poor little dear, with nobody to In mg her 
sometink! and how I commenced modestly 
with ten cent nosegays, and, gaining 
strength with her smiles, mounted to twen
ty-five cent soap, aud then, taking a holder 
flight, rose to Lubiu’e extracts, and finally 
soared recklessly into the illimitable space 
of French confectionery and cheap jewelry!

I suppose it was a purely Bohemian illu
sion, but I coddled it in those days; lying 
there in my smokiog jacket, listening to 
the young McGinniss on the awning, and 
picturing my French milliner stepping nut 
of her coach with proud and dainty air, the 
crowd falling back aud the little boys hold
ing their breath and the shrewd people 
saying in whispers. “Mrs. (hinkle, the peer
less peri of the period,” or giving expres
sion to some other natural and alliterative 
lorm of admiration.

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

By what mesmerism I know not, the dear 
creature managed to convey to me through 
her drooping lids a sly intimation th „' c- 
fectionery was liable to become ai m' 
nous. I think she said it was “playco * 
Cream caramels I had to aoknowlei! 
the recesees of roy heart, no longer 
the blood to her cheek. I think 1 t"; , 
boxes of sardines for nearly a week with 
only a slight improvement. Sardines did 
not touch her deeply—and they were fifty 
cents a boy. To stir the emotional nature 
of this angel, I said, requires the ingenuity 
of a manager and the exchequer of a Roths
child.

Then I experimented with geranium» in 
pots, with beautiful little bisque Cupids, 
with bananas, with oysters in sweet little 
paper boxes. Alas! what a stream of deli
cacies, of Neufchatel cheese 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 wav. It was with devil
ish joy that I learnetl that Tom Darling 
had tiied a papier-mache clock and had 
not found peace, and that Charley Aleott 
had endeavored to purchase a smile with 
pomatum and had failed. Tom, however, 
who had a brilliant imagination, opened a 
new vein. He it was that discovered that 
the road to ner heart lay through silk 
dresses and champagne suppers.

What a triumph was hi» in that hallway 
when he gave her the first bundle, and she, 
tearing off the paper wrapper, exclaimed. 
“Mon Dieu ! I am yours, take me !” and 
then leaned, gulping' with emotion, against 
the greasy wall paper, aud Tom had to lead 
her in to her old mother and fan her, and 
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 she once 
told him that she had a devil in her, and if 
he would not rouse it he must not fail to 
bring ber something every time be fame; 
and then how she got up one morning and 
ran away with the end man of a nigger 
show, and Tom and I pulled down our 
castles and wore downcast looks for a week; 
aud how one day we went 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 i! was a Fratua ?

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

Nobody can answer these question». I* 
the dense perfume of the French boudoir 
there is a taint of the gutter. The road 
that leads to certain kinds of heroism leads 
also to the kennel.

1 met Tom at the theatre the other night. 
He’s a nabob now and lives tin the aveuue, 
and lias four girls prettier than any French 
milliner that ever yearned for presents.

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

“Yes,” said he, “some people go about 
looking for the reflection ol heaven in pud
dles, when if they would only hold their 
heads up they’d see the real thing beaming 
beatifully forever in the calmness and 
majesty of the universe.—AVu- York World.

BA ND IT AND P R IE S T .

BY HATTIE TYÎÎO «R18WOL®.

The Teeper b e llt  clanged  su dd en ly  o u t. 
O ver th e  dull Campajena’a reach.

Just as the sun dropped o u t o f  s ig h t , 
Adown th e  horizon's lev e l beach.

T be tirt-liies ligh ted  tlie ir  golden  lam ps,
And luarcheu forthw ith  to  storm  th e  n ig h t. 

Till all th e  grav and som ber plain  
• tlearned w ith  th e  fairy aud titful lig h t.

T lie cr ick et sa t in  th e  lorg  drv grass* 
W inding h is m erry horn w ith sk ill, 

Ai d th e  w h ite m alaria rose around 
W ith sw ift and su btle pow er to  kUf.

T here waf. not a  aonnd in th e  e t ir les i a ir. 
Till suddenly the cry  o f  a child  

Pierced th e  s t illn e ss  w ith  îa p ier  point 
A th ru st o f sound tw o-edged and wild«

l o s t  or d eserted , a  three-years habe 
Lay bobbing a June w ith  a  fa ilin g  breath. 

W hile co ld ly  and cam ly  th e  s ta rb  bout down  
> ev e r  m ade cad by tu e  t ig h t ot a  death .

And a priest ju s t  then  cam e hurrying by. 
Urged to  speed  by the en im e ol b e ll i,  

A friar he o f  the orders grav.
Well used to  penance in a ilea t ce lls .

W ho k new  th e  rosary bead by bead,
And said more prayers than a thousand mes. 

W ho out in the hurry and hustle of life  
b o penance w ith sw ord and a \  and pen .

.And now  h e w as h asten ing hom e w ith  speed. 
And saying h is  aves under h is breath.

W hen he sp ird  th e  w ee ch ild , dow n a t h is feet, 
V ery near to  th e  griin ; gaunt arm s o f  death .

* W hat is  this?” cried he, as he crossed  h im self. 
Aud bent for a  m om ent over tlie  child;

B ut th e  bells d in g e d  ioiidt-r than  ev e r  then ,
And th e  se rv ile  p rie s t  looked  a ta r i  led  and wild.

* Late, I am  late by th e  holy sa in ts *
And if  1 don’t h asten  m y steps along, 

A p retty  penance I soon m ust do. 
i ,  who am neither h earty  nor strong.

1 And ns for th is  w retched  l ittle  tiling.
It w ill surely  d ie e ie  I reach th e  tow n, 

Arid a live ly  storm  o f question  and tau n t
Wnl su ie ly  bring ou  jny old pate down.*'

So h e  h u rr ie d  on , s t i ll  m um b lin g  p ra y e rs .
Till he reached th e  sh e lte r  o f  sacred  w alls. 

W here I trust h is  devotions were not »listu bed  
B y  th o u g h ts  o f  a  B uttering c h ild 's  sh ri l l  Cftlia.

An Old M nil Bndly Pooled*
A phenixville maid, quite old, becoming 

anxious about ber matrimonial chances, re
cently concocted a plan to deceive a young 
fellow as to her age. This is the way she 
tried it: The old family Bible contained a 

Al * ... » , * « . - , faithlul record of all births, marriages and
th« primitive phdosophf ol Barney! It deathj>. This volume the maiden took to 
guv« an lniinuta.nlity to love that nothing |ier chamber, and selecting the birth paire.
else can. He euuld always restore the 
connubial stream, to to speak, tu it» orig
inal purity and vehemence by a few flour
ishes. To hiui u table-leg became a sheet 
anchor of affection. It seems to me now 
that tlie old sound» that came up the black 
chimney were patriarchal and holy.

I did'think once «luring that golden Bo
hemian epoch of writing a French play 
with Barney in it. It seemed to me that 
the idea of a man winning a woman'» af
fection by clubbing her and exciting her 
soul's adoration by choking her was a good 
one. It occurred to me that it would be an 
entirely original thin)» to bave a husband 
keep hi» wife’» affection up to the melting 
point by a system of evenly graduated 
thrashings.

Y'ou know how a woman worships a man 
who is-her master! I believe if the truth 
were known the strongest ot them yearn at 
time* in the bottom ot their souls for a table 
leg or a stuffed club. It is the glory of 
womanhood to suffer. And have we de
prived them ofevery opportunity—set Them, 
indeed, to inventing opportunities of their 
own—and forced them, for want of the 
cliauee to suffer themselves, to study how 
they can make everybody etee suffer!'

Perbap» these dainty and vernal thoughts, 
clustering as they do about the McGinnisses 
aud aiy Bohemian bed room, have been set 
buzzing like honeyed bee# in my brain by 
that beautiful play of “The Sphinx." Anil 
it is beautiful, isn’t itf

I suppose it wa» that scene in which De 
Savigny seize» the wretched woman Blanche 
liy the arms and tlireateus to throw her in 
the lake to prevent her from doing any 
more mischief that reminded me of the 
McGinnisses.

I seemed to be hack in my old Bohemian 
juarteis a» 1 looked at the desperate man 
[lulling the poor,creature about. When he 
caugbi her l>y the hair, and vowed by 
heaven to fling her into the water, tears 
started to her eyes; they were tear» of joy 
supernal, for then she knew lie loved her. 
It seemed to me. I say. that ail this was 
coining up the ohl back chimney along with 
tlo- smell of cabbage anti whisky, and that 
1 could hear the elfin tinkle Ji the hand- 
organ round tlie corner at the butcher's, 
aud that all the air wa» heavy with the 
odor of the ailauthus.

8« strong was the illusion npon me that I 
actually thought De Savigny had u table- 
ieg under his coat, and that it he would 
on.y kick Blanche her happiness would 
mount mtu ecstasy.

St range, subtle n e c r o m a n c y  of the mind, 
thus to weave the present into the past, and 
out ot tilt rri:U(*!i crystal to raise uju* tli€S6 
phantom» of •* once joyous reality.

You know how it is—a little whiff of 
heliotrope in » murky room, and awav you 
go back to the day you leaned ön the 
garden gate and talked to the dear girl in a 
iilue dress, but who wore the summer days 
in her glad face.

Just so Morris has wafted me with her 
French fas, aa lightly aa a thistle-down,

she managed, by dint of scratching aud 
writing, to change the date of her birth to a 
period eleven years later than it had been 
legitimately recorded. Then the Bible was 
placed on the sitting mom table in a con
spicuous manner. That evening earne along 
the lover. He soon began to finger with the 
Bilde pages, and finally reached the birth 
record, where and when he discovered, to 
his surprise, that his Angelina was just one 
year younger than he. He thought it 
strange, as »lie appeared older. He kept 
his month shut and continued to fumble 
over the pages. Next he began reading tbe 
death list, and made the very astonishing 
discovery that the radiant maiden, accord
ing to the Bible, had actually been born 
ten years after the decease of her father. 
The young man quietly arose and bid 
Angelina goodby, and now swears that
“eternal vigilance is indeed the prie« of 
liberty."—Pottsvilk Miner»’ Journal.

A M urderer Ktttrd.
In cur issue of January ”, IST I, we 

chronicled the assassination of Mr. John R. 
Thomas, a quiet, inoffensive citizen of this 
parish, by some unknown person, ou the 
evening of December '.'5, 1873. Until re
cently no 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 commission of the murder, being forced 
to commit the deed by his mother and one 
Richard L. Uoliman. Immediately war
rants for the arrest of these parties were 
issued and placed in the hands of Sheriff' 
Izee. Mr. Lee arrested the boy, Cook, and 
brought him to town, while Deputy Sheriff 
II. M, Lee, procedeed, with a posse, to ar
rest Holliuan, who was known to he a 
desperate man. About ten o’clock on Mon
day night last, the posse surrounded lloll- 
nian's house, and he, being called out by 
one party, was informed that tiiey had a 
warrant for his arrest. He professed to 
surrender, hut on the appearance ol another 
of the posse, armed with a shotgun .tied to 
make his escape by running, but stopped on 
being told that he would lie shot. He then 
attempted to wrest the guu from tlie hands 
of the man holding it, and in the souffie was 
shot in tho body, from which wound hedied 
in a few minntes. Mrs. Cook was arrested, 
and placed under guard, being too ieeble 
from recent illness to be removed.

No blame for the dea;h ot Hciim.tn is at
tached to Deputy Sheriff Lee and his posse. 
Hoffmann was a notorious desperate man, 
and Mr. Lee was informed by ali who knew 
him, that he would have trouble in making 
the arrest. The latal shot was tired by .Mr. 
George D. Thomas.—Co io« Retord.

The most seriou» consequence attending 
the death of an author is that every penny- 
a liner is ready to finish bi« books. M. 
Guizot's “History of Franc.” will be com
pleted by stranger hands, commencing 
where he finished the reign «f Louis IV.

Sut iiow com es a  rider o v er  tlie  f>l»iti,
Ai--1 ted  and spurred like au old tim e àiai^nl* 

i Bandit, th ey  â.y at the Vatican,
I *>utiaw, en em y, cln ld  o f  th e  n igh t.

B ut h is  korsc slop* bliort at th o  ch ild ’* Tow ery , 
And lie folds the sm all young th ing  to h is h eart, 

Till warm ed at the b reast, it n estle*  there,
Aud sw e etly  sleeps er e  they  fairly s ta r t.

And I w onder m uch w hat God w ill ea r  
In th e  hour to th e  p riest and knight; 

W hether the deed or the p rajer  w ill stand  
lu the b ioad g lare o f  th e  great w hite light.

—W oman * J >urua2.

T U B  fttO S B  O P  B A R d l i O A .

A colored print of this celebrated beauty 
was s'ruck off »bout twenty years ago, and 
you may find a fly-blown copy of it in every 
log hut or unpaiuted pine board farm house 
iu the mountains of North Carolina. Her 
eyes, blue as delft, and ber stiff flaxen curls 
beam down on you from among the bunches 
of dried herbs, the strings of red pepper, 
the rolls of white wool ready for spinning, 
on the wall, surrounded by half shee.ts of 
br.wu paper, or of the Buncombe County 
(iazctlr, pasted like herself wlo-re they can 
hide the larger cracks. She is flanked by a 
cut of General P. G. T. Beauregard, Con
federate .States army, and a photograph wi 
your host’s oldest son, also in the uniform of 
the Confederate States army—this last in a 
irame, with a bit of evergreen above it. If 
you are curious enough to look in the big 
Bible on tbe chest ot drawers in tbe moth
er's room, you shall find in faded ink tlie 
record of the boys' birth, and below fresh 
aud black, the fatal word “Chattanooga” or 
"Chiekumauga,” and aiterward, carefully 
writteu and misspelled, “Iu the hope of a 
blessed immortality.” They are a devout peo
ple, above all things, these mountaineers; 
God-fearing, affectionate and dirty. This 
besmirched Ros» was the one hint of beauty 
or refinement known to tho boy who lies 
dead somewhere beyond the balsam 
heights. Tbe 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, courted her at camp meet
ing, and have established her by this time 
in a log hut. to be to her faithful a» was 
Isaac to Rebecca, while she to the end of 
her days should cook his fried chicken 
ami hot biscuit, spin and weave his coat 
and trousers, and nelp him and his hired 
men to hoe the corn and plow the potato 
field.

But the real Rose, when you find her, is 
not at all like her portrait. She is black
haired and eyed, her feature» sharply cut. 
without, how'ever, any hint of shrewdness 
in their meagre, compact ontlices; tho skin 
pale and thick, and reddening with diffi
culty. She has the one voice, the sweet 
thin falsetto, which is common to all 
Virginia and Carolina women. They pipe 
•and plead in talking, on precisely the 
same key note. Our Rose has a small, 
undulating body; a firm, alert step, a con
trolled eye; she keeps both body and 
mind, in fact, well in hand, and manages 
them with a self-possession that gives them, 
little as they both are. more apparent 
weight and force than is their due. If she 
belong to the middle or upper class she 
will by some magic art discover in season 
the stylo of dress preferred by the liest 
people in the Northern cities and, with a 
little exaggeration in tone, wear it. You 
may meet her coming out of tho hot 
wooden village church, where she lias 
been broiling through the Sunday afternoon 
service in a lilac or lavender silk, puffed 
and looped de rigueur, a dramatic little lac« 
bat set on the coils of her jetty hair. Her 
father, the Colonel or General, gray whisk
ered and erect, waits on her chivalrously. 
Th« gentle men, as she calls them, are an 
object of as much thought and desire to her 
little soul »» to any flirting New York belle, 
and you may bo tbe first of the eligible un
married she ha» seen for a twelvemonth, 
but she receive» you with a grave, modest 
simplicity and innocent dignity which her 
Northern sister might envy. You enter 
the big, old-fashioned carriage, go home 
to dinner; iu thirty-six hours, when 
your intimacy with the beauty of 
Madison Square would have advanced 
only to the leaving of a card, you shall 
have waited beside the Rose, as, fluted and 
frilled in a muslin wrapper, and with a bas
ket ot keys dangling at her belt, she washes 
the breakfast cups, crosse» the tobacco field 
to visit her mare in tbe stables, or rattles 
over the keys of her Knabe “Grand.” She 
will sing anything tor you. from “Casta 
Diva" to “Ah inn. giunge;“ did she not win 
the half wreath of immortelle» in tbe music 
class when she graduated at the Catholic 
convent a year ago? But her favorite 
sougs are “No one to love" and “Ever 
of thee,” which her bosom friend 
has lately cent her as lovely new 
things. Yon can not satisfy yourself 
as to the other branches of knowledge in 
which ehe probably obtained the halt- 
wreath. Most of the familiar fields of con
versation over which the “superior girls” 
of the North scamper at will like unbridled 
colts, are to lier utterly undiscovered land. 
She never heard ol Huxley or Darwin or 
Kuskin; lias no opinion to give on moral 
insanity in re Jessee 1’oumieroy; or the 
moral injustice of legal marriage apropos 
to the last indecent divorce case. She 
never saw any pictures better than the old 
family portraits in the dinning room, or the 
“Santa Cecilia” presented by some pious 
strolling artist to the Ladies *of tho Visita
tion, lor their chapel; nor heard liner 
innsic than sisters Francise» and Kusodia 
made in tlieir Sanions duct upon piano and 
harp. She inadvertently betrays a belief 
that all Bostonians are atheists and free 
lovers, headed by Tom Paine and Parson 
Brownlow; and soon after lets slip a query 
whether there “are any wild beasts in Ire 
land, bears and wolves, and that kind of 
thing; she knows there are no snakes.”

Yet 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 temjier in all that the little hilly 
savs: she is quite sure of her footing both 
socially and in her opinions; stands at ease 
even o’u Iter tittle ignorance» without cuu 
ceit or anxiety.

By this time. too. you arc at liotne with 
the rest of the household; the Rose'» 
brother has made up a hunting party for 
y o u  to the Black mountains: her mother 
has given you her receipt for peach brand v; 
all the children (there are eleven) ar« 
friends with you; the Colonel, who lost an 
arm at Appomattox Courthouse, has gone 
over the war. its causes and results, the 
civil service bill, and the position of the 
white and negro toward each other, in the 
fullest, frankest fashion You tell yourself 
as you turn into bed that there i» a weight, 
of practical sense in what he eays. aud 
presently (kept awake by tiea« and the

howling of the dogs below), wish that the 
other side ot tbe story had such clear 
and moderate expounders before the war. 
You a re  sure of one thing—that you have 
never fallen before among such people as 
the Rose and her kinsfolk, men or women, 
who took life with such easy, lazy good 
humor, who carried their opinions, their 
jovs and woes so out of doors, or who in 
their every day habit recognized the people 
who on earth do dwell as one great family 
partv, whose privilege it wan to be helpful 
and friendlv together. Trying to reconcile 
this with your ancient doctrines concerning 
slave owners and Legrees, you fall «sleep, 
the Rose forming a bewildering, alluriug 
centre to the kindly little drama.

With the new day these trivial perplex
ities renew themselves. Y'ou closely observe 
the colored bov who wirit» upon the Col
onel at breakfast, or the saucy-looking mu
latto maid behind the Rose » chair, for auy 
sign of arrogance or chagrin on the part of 
white or black, at their change of position, 
but find noue. Whatever may he the con
dition of affairs in South Carolina or Geor
gia, Itère both parties have accepted the 
situation with the passive good humor pe
culiar to them. The Rose, it is true, rates 
her maid, but now. in her piping compas
sionate tone, assures you that tho "pooh 
ero et tires’* are utterly unable to care for 
themselves: that Papa assures lier the ra- 
ace must become extinct out of slavery: 
Papa says t liera is no real civilization for 
any of the colored races; the Indiau will 
always be a wild animal, the negro a do
mestic anim»!. “It’s terribly sad, is it not Î” 
pinning» bud ot pi tk laurel eoquettishly 
in her bosom.

But if you chance to talk to one of theso 
domestic animal»yon tiud tlieir shrewd in
telligence far in advance ot the same class 
of servants in tlie North, white or black. 
You can not make any animal the object of 
a bitter struggle for years without educat
ing him at least in regard to his importance 
and chances. The hoy behind the Colonel's 
chair confides to you his plan of "buyin’ 
a small place in do fall, a few 
acres of mountain pastur', and lookin' 
somethin’ uv hisse’f.” Rose’s maid thinks 
“ef she was Nawth.and eabnin’ twelve dol- 
luhs a mouths instill uv live, she could make 
sumetbin' uv herself.” That something caa 
be made of themselves is the point where
in they differ from the Colonel and his 
daughter.

Another puzzling observation you make, 
which is, that the Rose, unlike her North
ern sister, is totally unconcerned to “keep 
up appearances.” The Colonel, in old times, 
was wont at this season to visit tbe White 
Sulphur Springs in state, with a superb 
display of equipages aud servants. The 
Rose’» mother blazed in diamonds and 
Parisian dresses. She herself, then a child 
of five summers, dainty in costly em
broidery and lace, her hair flying free, and 
her white feet bare, looked as if born to 
command. She does not pretend to com
mand now; there is no effort to hide the 
lack of jewels by cheap finery, or to eonoeal 
the patched furniture, table linen, or 
cracked mirrors that till the scrambling, 
unpointed, unthrifty house. She tells you— 
the Colonel tells you a dozeu times a day 
with high composure and complacency, 
that “this part of Nawth Cabolina is much 
impohvehisiied by the waw—as you se«." 
and there is an end of it. When they will 
cease to enjoy their tattered garments as 
badges of honorable warfare, and try to 
earn whole ones, is difficult to decide. The 
Rose’s cousin in Vtrgitiia. a more delicate, 
cleverer girl, is teaching iu Richmond. Rose 
has no thought ol any such selt-sacrifice; 
her father refuses loftily to sell tlie black 
walnut timber on his mountain land to a 
dealer from Chicago at a large profit. “The 
[fine lie may have for nothing, but I can not 
see the creaui of our Southern produce 
earned any longer to the Nawth Let the 
black walnuts stand. My grandchildren 
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 is not 
ready to give you » cheerful, sincere Wel
come. Rose's sister (who was the Rose in 
I8f » and 1809) used to keep watch from her 
chamber window upon tbe bouse of a poor 
farmer, whoso sons were Union men hid
ing in the mountain» fur three vears. It 
was she who saw these boys stealing home 
to see their old mother one niqht, and who 
sent word to the home guard. When she 
heard the shots an hour after, and the ter
rified negroes rushed in to fell her that the 
men, her neighbors all her life, lay dead 
outside the very door, she coolly bade them 
go help to bury them, as though it had been 
dogs or mountain boomer» she spoke of.

She is a fair, plump, tender-voiced wo
man now, with half a dozen soft-eyed, well 
bred children crowding about her. 8he 
stops at tbe farm Uou»e for a bit of kindly 
gossip with the mother of tho dead boys 
whoever she passe» it, and whoa the old 
woman is sick makes her nice little dishes, 
for she stays with her at night, leaving her 
baby t« the nurse. When you tell her ol' 
any call ot suffering iu the North. Chicago 
tiré or Pittsburg flood, tbe qtiitds tears rush 
to her eyes, and her porteiuuunaie (very 
thin and limp) in out.

Then you bethink yourself of a certain 
gentle cousin of yours in Boston or Phila
delphia, who would not see a mouse bann
ed without pity, but whose patriotic zeal 
against tlie rels-Is ten years ago was bitter 
and murderous beyond that of tuen: and 
you close the mutter with the usual mas
culine reflection on woman as an insolvable 
problem. Meanwhile, you And » broken 
cannon in the Blue Ridge passes, green, 
inch deep with moss, while the gray squir 
rel hides its winter store of nuts in 'if, and 
pass n chubby-cheeked boy whistling a» 
lie pastures his cows on tho plaiu of Man
assas, and think reverently of the great 
Heuler at work for us all, le neath time and 
nature.

Y'ou wish when you turn northward, and 
leave the mountains rising behind you, 
range on range, that you could bring* the 
Rose and these ready-witted, warm hearted 
cousins of yours closer together, aud lane y  
that the effect would be wholesome, both 
npon themselves and the generations to 
corne after them.

Y'ou do not find when yon have gone 
back to the North that y„t: forget fhe Rose 
as ypu have forgotten so many brilliant 
women, from Boston or N ow  York, women, 
too, who wore the cordon bitn in the ranks 
of intellect or fashion. When you fall to 
speculating (as a young fellow sill over his 
cigar now ami then) about man läg e , aad » 
home, you find yourself going Kielt îothi» 
girl with her sweet voice ati.l decisive little 
nod presiding over the coffee urn and cups 
at breakfast. The inevitable biscuit, honey, 
and fried chicken, at which you used to 
swear inwardly, luako jiart now of I he 
homo like picture, and it is well if Rose, 
whom none of her neighbor« woo'd cal) 
more than "pleasant gill,” does not rise be
fore you as an alluring mountain nymph.

N A SB Y .
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streams and pink lame 

If you would chose to go back »nd win 
her, however, you will find it is no nymph 
whom you have taken to wife, but «ne «f 
the most real and practical of American 
women. Her table will he noted for it« 
choice di«hes, if her lions« bo not tidy; she 
will be always posted in the fashions, if not 
in the politic* of the day. You may be 
sure that site will receive your friends with 
the gracious courtesy of a thoroughbred 
lady, but that she will elojie with itoiie of 
them, aud that, while she may not instruct 
her daughters in either science or art, she 
will teach them to love G.mI and honor 
their husbands.—-Scribner'» Magazine.

N ot to  be D on e .

The Court Journal tel!» the following: 
Previous to the lato Duke of Buccleuch 

quiliug his princely iuan*ion lie had oc
casion to visit a certain burgh lying some 
ten or twelve miles to the northwest. On 
this occasion he preterreu rid.ng on horsi - 
back and unattended. He cam« to the to1.- 
gate. "The toll, *ir, gin ye please.” !;.» 
grace immediately pulled up, uud, while 
fatsarchin "or the 'neeiltul to satisfy so just 
a demi. d. be was thus accosted hi the 
gatekeej. “ Heard ye onv word «.* ne 
Duke corn." his way. tlie day, sit ?” “Yes,” 
was the re, . " lie will he this Way to-day.

Will he he ti: a coach an* lout, or only in a 
o’think ye?” “In all probabil*coach and tw.. ------. ... ...

ity on hoist-back,” was the brief rejoinder. 
“ Ia that case do you think lie wad be 
offended if 1 ofielen him back the change 
should he gae mo a sax pence or a shillin'* 
to pay wi* aa lie passed!” The Duke 
stretched lortb bis hand to teceiro his 
balance, and, with an arch and kuowine 
look, replied: “Try him. Iriend, try him,'’’ 
and pocketed tha coppers muttering to 
hiiU9elfj to bo douo iu tbét voj,*p

The Diuiocrisy uv .uw w m cq nevuf, 
and do let 1, that whatever they may h0u 
ez tlieir private opinyuns ez to men 
things, they hev no rite to jepardiz« «5 
prospex uv the party :u the Northern Stati 
wich, after all, is to he the battlefield intw 
contest wich is comin on, wich willdecfl. 
the fate uv the party.

The Corners is liberal, like other Den,, 
cratic localities, in the matter oi resolo» 
shens. We kin resoloot with a loosen» 
that hev never yet been ekalied, and do it 
with sich sincerity ez wood carry convict 
shun to any sole—wich never seed us.

Feelm that the people uv the North ought 
to be disabused uv the idea that the Diuo! 
crisy ur the Corners wuz not friendly t» 
the colored people whose lot is cast amongst 
us. and feelin that the fact that we cherish 
a abitliu aff'eckshun for ein ought to b« 
uuderstood, I called a convenslmn uv the 
white Diuiocrisy, that our troo seutimenc« 
on this question might lie given to th» 
world. We gathered in force. I took the 
cheer, and the lollowin resolooshens wni 
yoonanimously adop ed:

The Dimocrisy of the Confedrit Cron* 
Roads iu convensliun assembled, beleevin 
that the troo feelin uv the Duuocrisy nv 
the South toward the colored people is'mii- 
uuderstood, and leeliu anxshns that the ted 
uiisapprebenshuu shood be removed, and 
that the Corners espeshelly ehootl be eej 
rite afore the world, tlo h reliy set forth the 
follcriu ez their platform uv principles:

Resolved, Tuat the Dimocrisy uv Confed
rit X Roads accept the result uv the late 
onpleasantness in good faith, und pledge» 
theirSelvcs to stand by the same forever 
and ever.

Resolved. That the Dimocrisy uv Confed
rit X Roads hev alluz accepted the abo- 
lishuu uv slavery as final, and hev neither 
desire nor disposisbun to agin see their 
colored brethren iu bondage uv any kind 
whatever.

Resolved. That the Cross Roads challenge 
any lokality in the North uv ekal populs- 
shun to show more people wich km accede 
to the seiitimeuce uv these resoloshens with 
more heartiness.

Resolved, That we liearily concede the 
entire ekality uv the colored men uv the 
Corners with the Caucasian Dimocrisy, and 
guarantee to em all the rites, privileges and 
immunities that we possess, and pledge 
ourselves to «• e em perfected in em.

Resolved, That the rite uv the colored 
men uv tho Corners to exercise the sacred 
privilege uv the hailot, we not only concede 
but we pledge ourselves to protect em in^ 
at all hazards.

Resolved, That we are not the «nemiei, 
but the friends, of our colored b'etlirei, 
and we put the seel of our everlustin con- 
demnasheu on all attempts to bring abont 
anythin that hez the elitest appearance or 
a war uv races.

Resolved, That we condemn vehemently 
and unreservedly all acts uv violence 
toward onr colored brethren; and we 
pledge the Corners that, lovin our colored 
brethren as we do, nothin uv the kind »bei 
ever occur hero, hut that tlie colored men 
uv this visiuity shel live under tlieir own 
vines and fig trees (ef they have em to live 
under), with noue to molest or make em 
afeered.

These resolooshens wuz passed yoonani- 
rnously.

Bdscom insisted that there shood be no 
discushen, for discushens, be remarkt, took 
time, and to him time wuz money.

While the Corners wuz in the meeting 
house discussin, the Corners wazn't at th# 
bar a drinkin, and he despised discushen. 
The resolooshens wuz all rite, enyhow. 
And so they wuz adopted, and the rneetin 
adjourned.

I weut away from that rneetin house to]- 
lably well pleased. I led got the Corner» 
committed to a line uv poliey which wood 
satisfy the people uv the North. Them Re 
publikins wich wuz soured with Repu) 
kinistu, hut wich dussent trust us to l»A 
keer uv the nigger, uoodeut find no fault 
with these resolooshens, and mite safely 
trust themselves with us, on a platform M 
broad and comprehensive. To me the pros- 
pex uv the Democrisy w uz never so brite.

But my pleasure wuz uv short durashen. 
While we wuz at Biscoiu's tukin a soshel

graceful figure and perfect teuton«* luf 
hair falling in long cu

drink, Issaker Uavitt saw pussin a nigger 
wagon maker who live» at Ilie lower end nr 
the village.

“That vitlin," setl Issaker. grittin hi» 
teeth, “dunned me lor §10 for repairs onto 
tuy wagon yesterday, aud my father yoozed 
to own that, nigger !”

•■Infamous!” snout they alt in torus. 
“And only nite »tore last 1 had a ham 

stolen from my smoke house, which, I am 
satisfied, that- nigger must have stolen.” 

t  wuz glad to have that ham I listened ont# 
a nigger, for I hed paid Bascom a ham on 
akkount the morn in g Issaker missed it. It 
takes good tinanc-eiin for metis live here.

By this time th . nigger hed got home, bat 
fssiiker's rage wuz it biliu tcendisbly.

“I’m gorn to hev pay for that ham o u t  UT 
that nigge»!'* yelled I-saker.drawing his r» 
v o l  ver.

“But tLe higgee is home ant! safe by thi» 
time,” I sed. hopin to eteui tho tide uv fail 
vrath and save ourselves. “ Let it rest.* 

"Never!” »ed Issaker;‘'never? I oww i 
dooty to society. That nigger may be hon» 
and out uv reach, but there are euuff other 
latin around loose. She! niggers steal a 
hams and ”<» unpunished ?”

And Issaker sallied out, followed tiyü» 
efitine Comer». They didn't lint) the imi- 
vidule nigger that Issaker beimved stois 
hi» liutn, but they found a brother-in-law ay 
hi/.z« n. wich I-Rakcr shot at site, but didn't 
quit« kill him. The wretch had no mot* 
sense than to sTiijjgerti* Ms fc-et aud seem 
a stun aud heeve it at f-soker. The crowd, 
uv course, coud en t stand any sich signs oi 
iusiiborilinashen on the past uv this inferior 
race, and they clubbed him till hi* tuleriof 
skull l.dt its earthly tenement aud wiui’el 
it» way to whererer the soul* of niggers go.

The blood uv the Corner» kein up# thru 
wnz nu yoose atteiupriu t .  stop it. Xhe 
wrong» inflicted cu Issaker Gavitt dn- 
maiided prompt repurashcn, und it 
hat). Thetiigger lie F;ot wcoosed wasn’t 
found, but some »ix .fhers win, and they 
suffered in his s’e.ad. Wot remorse will 
haunt that nigger’s tinnd when ho con
template« tlie tact that bis kuepia out 
tho way uv l«eing killed e s t  ait«tiier*theii 
lives! It is je»» liU.cnu.

Tue triMibh* tan on late le t. the tit«' 
The nigger» hev a trick of keepin i»ut uf 
the way etn-m tbe b lo o d  uv the Corner» 
biles, hint they can’t fake their school' 
house, with eiu, tior all »heir portable prop
erty. The Mchoolhouse at the edge uv th» 
village wuz binned, and quite m nuntbef av 
wagons and wheel harre»« aud «ich belungin  
tu em, tvicli we gathered, wns cons"onie<* 
t« make » decent tooufite. Itz this fir* oc* 
curred at «bout f* in th»» tuornui,«nii ez th® 
tnai) closed at 7. I didn't stay ft* see it out. 
I got back t<» Bascom'. mid made ai#1* 
copy of my resolooshens. that they might
f t» up North for publication ip good shape' 

espeshelly desite t .  reasfioor cu? Bicpdf 
in th« North. _  .  . „

PETROLEUM V. NASBY,
|V »ei we» P.bt'aaster.J

A Modert» Fj(nmi!toix 
Th« Pari» ifrmt w iaie» »hat ■  Winn ta?

just died iu tn«* Bicett* Asyiuut whose It 
nacy had a v-ry »mgwlar <wigia. 11 is nan*' 
wa» Justin, and lie exhibited Wax weA 
figure» ut Montrouge. I> » gallery consistm* 
of coternporary ei h hritiesand great crind 
nais. Ou a pedestal in the eentr. was tlik 
figure ot a young girl, remarkak!« h* l é

ml» .Yet ht-r » u  
shoulders. J  until» k.»d lutueil le» l. »J* 
and was so struck by io-r hean v that h* 
passed Louts in contemplating Le». M* 
seemed to Liu» i>, speak, and M 
bim» eye», will» the*» long evclusheW 
seemed  ̂ to testiotiw t« L.» ja*1 
siou.. Under 'h» influent'« of thi* 
illusion ho negîeeted Lin b.ciues*, utid fit 
want oi a ehuwtium »»* puli d peoples? 
longer visited tho gullejy. Poverty 
•reeded easy rirtunistuntosi th* a"e(M 
Pygtnalh'U cotllil i.o eepatatt* himselt im® 
Eliza, His wile wasoUliged tw eieej» »ff ® 
bare mattress, utul wlu a sho r*tn -jistraf«? 
h** ilt-treated her. Irritated at the vnfurf 
harshness, eh« on» »lay destroyfd*tb. w*1 
figure. Justin lut ion» on seeing th*
lragtneuts, and seizing a broomsOck & 
eu tick his wile anil would have Iiilfed h«*1 
had not her crie» drawn the neighbors ? 
lie? assistance. Justin, who had lost #* 
reason, Lad tu tie, secured, and was 4n **' 
mate of IWetr» for five years, living upJJ 
the last under tho charm of Eliza, wi«?1 
image seetutd alway# be fur« biuu


