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y e 1 stand pl'ltah-xﬂi.
+ I upon his tex
) stiaral fo) 1 builds s ereed,
lAIn’ll :'llnp_ ‘1o truth? the truth? 1 need
Rome surer way than theologiaus teach
mas of the sects” 1 answered, “Each
M to Lisown believing.  Asfor me,
My erecd Iashort as any wan's may beg
Lis written in ' son on the Mount,*
ua iu the r Lacconut
4 , or' (had we lost the rest
. the brivtest aud the best

*s4iv what shall T he
Late yestern ght, wh
To graver thomes, *
Whiie tiere

uves his child ‘
would mwake them happy,  Even so
varly learn

may discern
ildren weak
‘0 seek

His smile

And
Our Heavenly Father—as we
From His dear Word, and dim
From His tair works—for us,
To wuik nubelpead, and little

In all our ways what best

Of wpy dion—cearetn all -
Wil | ine tlable, "Tis 1 o
Of s gns | venture to exnio

e
Save with the evn of Faith, With that 1 see
TAIded by Renson’s glasses) what may be
Hereafter, in that coming kingdom' when
e Kl shal! jusiify His ways with mea

On earth”
i And what * mv doubting friend inquired,

*Shall be our dostny ™

“No tongue inspired
Hath platnly told us thet, 1 ean not tell—

It is not given to know —where we shall dwell;
Tonly kno aind butably leave the rest

T Wisdom Intinite—that what is hest

Fur ench will be Lis place; that we shall weaz
In the Bevond 1he eharset r wo bear

In passing; with what ‘meliorating chauge

Of mind and eonl, within the enaless range

Of their netivities, T can not tell.

1 know *Onr Fathei® doeth all things wel',

And loves and changes not ™

“Alas? we know
thisrife with unavailing woe !
d made answer. * How can such things be?
r being perfect, we shonld see
rnment the same —-*

“Wonld be not err—
“The heaty judge, who, having seen the stir,
In the first act of Fcu | ordered play,
" and go away
four acts unseen ')
weonscquent and mean 1
ug g is,” my daughter said,
*In an old Jewish tale 1 lately read:
Te pious Bildas, deeply mourning one
Whom he had deepiy loved - his only son—
Who of the plagne had disd thet very day,
Came his friend Amos, saying ‘Tell me, pray,
What grief is this that bows thy reverend head!”
The moni ner answered, pointing to the bed
Whereor was liid the body of e youth, 2
cause, in

Aud cr

*Behol?  my friend, the cause! g
sooth,

For . weep, who sees his hopes decay—

The ot yenrs all blasted in & dav,

As thot scest ;' Amos, answering. said.

*Pis true, indecd, thive only son is dead ;

Aud as thy love even so thy grief is great ;

But tell me, triend, doth uot thy faith atate 1

1u some degree the sharnness of thy puin r

*Alas " sa1d Bildad, ‘ how can ! refrain

From these dispairing tears, when thus I find

My anxious ciare to cultivate the mind,

The wondrons g'fts and graces of iny son.

Untimely dosmed to death, is all undope ¢

Touched by his sorrow, Amos sat awhile )

In stient thoueht; then, with a beaming smile,

As one who ofters manifest relief,

He sa‘d, * O, Bitdad ! let it soothe thy grief,

Thut he who gave the talents thou Last sought

To cherigh, aud enlture wonld st have wrought

Tu highest excellence in this thy son,

Will surely finish what thou hast begun ! ™
—Galaxy.
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ABOUT A BARREL OF LARD.

BY A. T. LAMON.

My uncle, Ben Slaughter, wes an exten-
sive cattle dealer, who every full sent his
drovers with herds of beeves to Washing-
ton, Baltimore and Philadelphia. Along
the way he sold thewm in lots to farmers,
who stall fed them through the winter, and
in the spring and ecarly summer supplicd
onr markets with fut beef. In the fall of
1837, the year of a great commercial erisis,
he visited me for the first time sinee I had
married. and ls!otvpﬂl with me during his
stay in Philadelphia.

He was an early gettler in Kentucky, and
well acquainted with Booue, Fenton and
other ola pioneers, who remained for a time
after he went out. Ho was tall, well pro-
portioned, and, for a man of seventy, erect
and of easy carriage. He was also a man
of temiperate habits and simple tastes. His
chief hobby was “blooded stock.” Of courss
he was an admirer of good horsemanship.
Soone evening he went to the circus. When
we returned, a8 1 opened the street door
with my lateh key and we walked in, he ex-
claimed, *Whe e-ew! 1 smell oysters.” Then
a silvery voice from the stairway rang ount,
<Walk ‘into the diningvoom, Uncle Ben,
vou and Ajax. I'll be down presently. I
hear the baby stirring; she has some new
teeth coming through, but she will soon be
quiet.” We walked in and found a tureen
of smoking oysters and a pitcher of foam-
ing ale, with bread, butter and pickles on
the table.

My wife soon joined us, and we sat down
to supper. After it was over and the table
was cleared and set in its place against the
wall, she drew her workstand before the
grate of glowing coals aud sat down to her
sewing. I then asked the old man to repeat
to Sue—that is, my wile—a story which he
once told me in my boyhood. 8o he finished
the cigar ho was smoking and began.

“You see, I moved out to Kentucky a
long time before railroads were thought of,
or hetore the National road across the Al-
leghanies waf even contemplated. Emi-
grants from onr part of Virginia then went
shrough Winchegter, crossed the mountains
and came to the Ohie epposite the place
where the town of Marietta wow stands.
liere we made fatboats, loaded them with
our stuff and floated down the tiver. Peo-
plv i those eavs scnt back furs, bacon,
tard and whisky, il the way to Baltimore
and Philadelphia by the sawe wagon road
we traveled,

“As you kuow, 1 was a childless widower
at torty, when § married your aunt olly.
Avcordivg to our Vieginia way of farming
we metely managed to live comfortably.
DBut, as my {ather nsed to say, ‘tho hogs ate
all the comn, and ihe wiggers ate all the
hogs.” had wot got ahead in worldly
goods, and determined to emigrate. So
with v new wite, §500 iu gold, three
teamn tilled with honsehold stuff, a fow
1 ehoice horses and cattle,
Shackletord’s train at Winchester
ine morning in September. We trav
eled along wly, of course, but pretty
comfortably, eamping by the roadside at
night, and buying horse teed and provisions
at the honses of the sparse scttlers,

*We got to the Little Kanawha and I was
driving the hindmost team, one atteravon,
when my off wheel horse cast a shoe. We
roon passed » blacksmith’'s shop, and |
stopped to get the shoe puton. The smith
was & big, gruff, red headed, pocs marked
man, nmf eye  me very elosely. 1t was
eome time before he eould find” a shoe to
fit, and by the time § got off the other
wagons wast have beeh more than a mile
shead. Se ¥ hurried my team somewhat
to eateh up before they mede camp for
the night., When § got to the ford 1
heard & lond, sbrill whistle. and turning
and looking back 1 saw two men eross
the roud and go into the blackswith shop.
» no account ef 3t at the time, but
the river and drove up the long hilt
on the west side. It was tough pulling,
und 1 had to chock my wheels every hun-
dred vards or so, and 16t my horses blow. 1
had gone vearly a mite, and had got on a
level road, when [ stopped at a fine spring
which eame out tfrom under a voek »8 gh
ar the (op of iy wagen tent, As | was
watering wy horacs, whe should atep from
behind the rock but the ugly blackswith, 1
wondered how Lie came there; he must have
taken 8ome near ent to get to the spring
betore ¥ did. When this eceurred to me 1
didn't like it atail. Steppiug up close to
me as § set down the horse bucket by the
spring, he asked the time of day. 1 wounld
have pretended that I had ne wateh, but
there was my father’'s big seal and watch
key dangling by the chain trom my fob; se
1 told bim it had stopped. He thea palled
ont a battered old silver wateh about the
size of a good sizedt turnip, and bantered
e for a trade, 1 did hot care to show
my old timepiece within his reach, and
felt a good deal riled at his impudence.
*Trade with your grandmother,” said
I: and throwing the bucket into the front
of the wagon, I cracked my whip aud chir-
ruped to wy leader,

“As T started, he ran ahead, and crook-
ing his tinger and putting it into his mouth,
gave the same devilish whistle I had heard
atthe ford. Then twomen ntq}p«l into the

walked across the blacksmith shup when I
looked'b'fek “before crossing the river. I
saw there was going to be trouble, so I put
my hand under the wagon eover and drew
out my ritle and cocked it. As the black.
smith tarned to come toward me, Isaid,
‘Halt, or you're a dead man!' and with that
1 raised my gun, the bairel feil into the
palm of my left band, and I had a dead
sight on him right between the eyes. One
step more and I drew the trigger. There
was no report, but a dull sound—a kind
of a ‘cluck’--as the pan flew open. My
eye fell on the cock, and in an instant
1 understood it all.  The flint had been res
moved and a piece of black walnut to re-
wemwble it had been putin ite place. This
had all been done by the blacksmith, when
I went down the hill hehind his shop to
drink a% his spring. The fellow had re-
placed the gua io the wagon just as I left it
to avoid creating suspicion. 1 woald have
given ten years of my lifetime it I counld
have held in my hand one of your double.
barreled pereussion rifles. However. it was
my life or my money, pethaps both; so
clubbing my r tle, as the foremost advanced
with a long horse pistol, I determined to
fight it ont to the end. On he came, cock-
ing and raising his pistol; but stumping his
toe against a #tone he stubled toward me,
Before he recovered my old ritle, as it
whirled, came in contact with his weapon
and sent it spioning across the road. He
dodged a gecond blow which I aimed at his
head, and ran to recover his pistol.  Here [
was, for a moment, like a buck at bay. Two
rascals. one armed with a bar of jron and
the other with a big cudgel, were afrand
to come within reach of my clubbaed rifle,
I had but a short respite. The red shirted
man soon recovered his shooting-iron and,
advancing witliin five yards, fired. 1jumped
to one side, but there was a namb, dead
feeling in my righe arm, and it fell as nse-
ls% against my eide as the sleove that
encased it. 1 had now bat one arm, acd
that my left, so, of courss, there was a
short scuftie. 1 eaw one of them approach-
ing, a large stone in Dboth hands, reised
above his head, as another was pulling we
down. There was a heavy thud on my
head, and I remembered no more,

“When I came to—as I did, of course, or
I would not be here to tell the story—it
reemed as if [ was gradually awakening
from a long, confused dream, a dream of
years, in which I had lived over my whole
life. But how I came where I was lying I
could not tell. Then, as my faculties re-
turned, I called to mind my starting from
homwe, and the journey all along until I
stopped to get my horse shod. Then I
thought of the blacksmith and his viliianous
face, and realized my situation. The vil-
lains had dragged me for a dead man away
from the road,—I did not know how far,—
and covered me with leaves. 1 counld not
move wy right arm, but brushed away the
leavea irom my face with my left. In a
short time I shoved them from the lower
part of my body, and felt for my mouney
belt. Tt was dangling by one of the strings,
which had becoms entangled in a button of
my pantaloons. Of course it was empty;
and the money I had in my peckets, and my
watch, were also gone. I did not know how
long I bad lain there; it might have been
for hours or days, for what I knew. As it
was hazy, there was no sun visible to tell
me whether it was morning, noon, or even-
ing. I was quite numb, but presently felt
my body all over to find if I was bleeding.
Much to my relief I was not, but there
was a great deal of clotted and dried blood
on the back of my head and down the
back of my neck. There was also a large
gashon the top of my head, and the hair was
matted over it. Then 1 felt all over head,
and the ekull reemed to be sound. Sol
was convinced that the terrible blow I had
received, although it had cut my head dread-
fully, had only stunned me. The loss of
blood had in all probability saved my life.”

Here Sue laid down ber sewing and drew
a long sigh. Uncle Ben, putiing a fresh
quid of tobaceo in his mouth, continued:

After a while I found that I could rise,
though with dificulty, and my wounded
arm, when I stood up, was not as bad I had
supposed. The ball had struck that partof
the elbow known as the ‘crazy bone,” and
had glanced. Although bruised and sore, I
had some use of it; I conld raise and lower
it, and conld open and close my hand and
work my fingers. Of course Ilamented the
loss of my money. It was all I had to pay
Shackleford for the land I had agreed to
buy of him. I also regretted deeply the
anxiety and grief my absence would caunse
my wife. My immediate care, however,
was to know where 1 wae, and to find the
road.

“There was a small greeneward in front
of we, probably an old wind-clearing. The
cattle of the few neighboring settlers had
likely grazed here, and kept down the
bushes. Walking torty or fifty yards down
hill to the edge of the sward, I came to a
preeipice of about ten feet, and below it
heard the sound of running water, Peering
through the trees I also saw a bright, spark
ling brook. I was very thirsty, and clamber.
ing down with much difficulty, went to the
brook, took a hearty drink, and after a
while drank again, and then again,

“By this time I realized that it was even.
ing, for it began to grow dark. 1 did not
know on which side of the road I was, or
how far from it, baut felt certain that if I
could even find the spring where I was
robbed, it would still be threa or four miles
to the place where Shackelford intended to
camp; 1 concluded, therefore, in my weak
condition, to spend the night where I was,
and to find the road and push ouin the
morning.

«f found on searching my waisteoat
imrkez that I still had flint and steel, which

generally ecarried. 8o gathering a handful
of furze from a birch tree, and peeling off
some of the bark, 1 struck a light and kind-
led a five. 1 had selected a spot for this pur-
pose on & bare (lat rock some yards in ex-
tent, immediately below the slight preei-
pice 1 have just mentioned. On the fiat
rock there were several cavities, or shallow
holes, I might ¢ali them, about the size of
the top of a hogshead, and filled with dry
leaves, One ol these holes was on thie lett-
band side of a bed of dry mosa, on which I
had made up my mind to sleep. {was very
hungry, which I considered a good sign,
and lay down as a retiet to the uneasiness it
gave me, Here 1 bemoaned the loss of my
money, instead of feeling grateful to God
that my life had been spared. I turned
from side to side n great many times, and at
last fell asleep. 1 had many wild, wander
ing dreams, waking occasionally iust long
enough to tind out that I had been dreaming.
I remember the last one 1 had very distinetly.
Iimagined 1 fought with the robbers aga;
that 1 killed one and drove another off, arnd
followed bim at a distance through the
woogs, and saw him go to a place very wuch
like the flat rock where 1 was lying, and
put money, which I supposed Le had taken
from travelers, into holes like those around
me; that when he went away I groped in
one of the holes and found the ill-gotten
treasure,

“In my joy I woke up, and I was really
clutching the leaves in the hole on my left.
1 withdrew my hand with a peevish excla-
mation, and found something entangled
around my fingers. Was it a etring? No, 1
could not break it. It was pliant, and, as I
thought, was formed of small liks. Idrew
it from the hole, feeling it. Then I put it to
my topgue and then between my teath, and
sure enough it was a chain such as ladies
and clhildren wear aronnd ther necks. But
what was my astonishment when something
attached to it dangled against the back of
my hand, I put this also to my tongue and
between my teeth, It waseircular, fat and
hard. lionnd it was a coin about ghe size
ot a doubloon,

1 was frightened at my dream thus
becoming a reality: and then, again, doubt-
ed whether I wasdreaming or resliy awake
Turning over on wmy wounded elbow, I
found I was truly awake, and still held the
chain and coin. [ sprang to my feer, put
the c¢hain around vy neck, and the coin
in wy waisteoat pocket. Iraked the leaves
from the holes and heaped them over the
smoldering coals of my almost ¢ xtinguished
fire. The tlames ascended and lighted up
the woods around me. It occurred to me
that if 1 set fire to the leaves in the holes,
there might possibly be bank notes in them,
and they would be burned, so { thurst my
hand deeper in the hole on the left of my
bed of mess, and gras| hard money. 1§
drew out a handful jingled the p
on the flat rock, and rabbed one and thea
another on my coat-sleeve until they ware
bright, and by the light of the blazing fire
found them all yellow, true gold—guineas
and half eagles.

“Then came the thought of my im-
gnpdnneo.n the risk I had incurred in
unilding the fire. If this was a place where

his red shirt, as ome who

bighwaymen big theis mogey, they eould

not be fag.off;.and the bright light would
certainly attract them to the epot. 1 pulled
the burning leaves away with the limb of a
tree that had 1sllen close by, and trawpled
out the fire. Then I removed the leaves
from the bole, and in the dark put all the
eoin 1 could lsy my hands on into my hat,
and clambered up the precipice. There I
covered my Lat with leaves by the side of
a biz stone, and, biding under a bush near
by. waited to see the reault of my foily in
building such s fire. I thought that day-
light would mever come, but was appre-
hensive the robbers would. While 1 lay
under the bush I had opportunity, how-
ever, of eollecting my thoughte. 1 rea-
soned thus: It would be a poor place to
eonceal money for any length of time.
Highwavmen are not euch tools. Some
poor fellow has been wurdered, and the
money has been concealed in the hole
with the intention ot removing it soon.
Whiile 1 was turning the matter over in
wy mind time slipped away, day breke
at last, and the bright sun peeped over
the river bottom lands to the east, and stiil
no 0ne came,

o] cilambered down the ledge once more,
and carefully removing the leaves trom the
depressions in the rock, examined thew. I
found no bank netes, but only thirty halt.
eagles more in the hole where | found the
other zold., Feeling quite feeble, I picked
up what 1 supposed was the splinter of a
broken log, intending to use it as a cane,
and to make a shapely stick of it and keep
it ns & memento of my good luck. I walked
this time around the ledge, got my hat,
counted my gold and placed it carefully in
my old money belt, which F still retained.
The treasure 1 found amounted to $I1515,
tederal money. 1 tied my belt around my
body noder my shirt, and started to tind
the road.

»1 retraced my steps to the place
where the robbers bad covered me with
leaves, and walked around the bushy top
of a tree which had fallen during the
summer and stiil retained its withered
foliage. Judge of my astonishment to find
I was just on the side of the road, and op-
posite the spring where I had the fight with
the highwaymen. I thoughtI would survey
the battleticld before I took the road west
ward. As I crossed, | heard the souund of
horses’ feet coming rapidly up the rowd. In
& few moments Shackelford appeared in
gight, ritie in hand. Then followed a dozen
of my old neighbors. On they came, and
such shouting and yelling, when they saw
we, you never heard. They had given me
up for murdered, and Poily Siaughter had
made up ber mind that she was a widow.

“The rascals had driven my team into a
timber road a little distance ahead, cut the
traces, and immediately left for parts un-
kuown. Shackelford ‘hunted them up with
a sharp stick,’ but to no purpose. The wagon
and horses were found the day after I was
missing. [ had come to and had wandered
away to the brook, while they were scour-
ing the woods at some distance in the
hoilow on the other side of the road. I
wondered that Driver, my old deer hound,
who was with me then, had not scented me,
but I suppose the fresher trail of the men
and horsea put bim at fault. Some of the
men forded the river in search of the black-
smith, for he had a bad name in the neigh-
borhood, and threatened to burn bis
house; and they would have done so but
for his wife and her little cotton headed
children.

“When we got to Kentucky and Shackel-
ford found I had money to pay for the land,
notwithstanding 1 had been robbed. I had
to tell him the whole story about tinding
the gold, but bound him to eecrecy, as
had a fear that I might be traced and way-
laid by the robbers to recover their gold.
It was at my own cabin I made the con-
fession, and showed bim the stick 1 had
picked up by my money hole and used as
a cane, He scauned it carefully for some
time, and then laid it down, saying it was
part of the stave of a barrel, and looked as
if it had been gnawed by bears,

“After paying Shackelford for my
farm 1 bought government langds on

speculation, and was very successiul, sell-
ing them in two or three years at four er
five times as much as I gave. I was a good
woodsman and a good jundge of land, and I
explored and afterwards located, and then
ot warrants for tine lands koown in those
days us the Barrens in the Green river
country, which was not then appreciated.
People thonght that because of its growth—
pine, oak, and so forth—it was poor land;
but I soon found out the contrary, and
profited by their mistake,

+As I was saying, 1 was exeeedingly for-
tunate in my land speeulations, and the
money 1 found in the hole donbled and
doabied itselt every few yeara. When I let
out the secret of being such a gainer by
being robbed, few or none believed my
story. It was gonerally thought a hoax got
up by Shackelford in his mischiet—for he
was a deuce of a fellow at practical jokes—
and that | indorsed it tor the fun of the
thing. Ieven advertised the money when [
got well ahead in the world, for 1 was
anxious to return it to the rightiul own-
er, Bu? I was unly langhed at for pub.
lishing such an improbable story. Prentice
often ridiculed it in the Louisville Jour.
nal after he started that paper. To this
day the story—although } was the chief
actor in the drama—goes by the name of
‘Shackelford’s yarn."

*I have kept a regular accoun?, principal
and compound interest at ten per cent, that
I may pay it scwe day to thevightful owner
or his heirs, if they should ever turn up;
for it was the foundation of my fortune.
If they never appear, the amount at my
death is to go to certain institutions mens
tioned in my will for the benetit of my
fellow men. "For [ have ever eonsidered it
a loan trom the Giver of all good, and I in-
tend to return it.”

When my uncle had finished his story 1
looked at my wife The bloows on her
cheek had faded. There was a singularly
wild though serious expression in her
face. She arcse from her chair, and,
approachinging the old man, Lilted her
hands, and laying one on each shoulder
looked with her lerge gray eyea fuil into
his. *Uncle Ben,” she said, **1 think you
are sincere, and that you are honest, that
you are noble by nature, and that you will
keep any promiae vou make to your tellow-
man or your Maker, God belp us, my deas
uncle.””  When she said this she kissed his
wrinkled cheek, aud bidding him good
night went up-stairs.

After talking with Unele Ben a ehort
time and lighting him to bed, I found Sue
in her chawber. She was sitting on the
lounge by the sida of the baby's crib,
wrapped in eerious thought. Moticning to
we to take a seat by her side, she said—

“Ajax, this is a strange story that Uncle
Ben has been telling us. If there waus any
reason for doubting it b think I could pro-
duce corroborative evidence to prove it.”

“Why, how you talk, Sue! and if you
could, what of itl™

*$Well—no matter about it now.” Then,
suddenly changing the subject, *“What
amount did you tell ue this house was
mortgaged forl”

“Eight thousand dollars, my Sue. The
bond is now overdue, and the bolder is
struggling to maintain himself, and says he
must go to vrotest if it is not paid within
ten days. { have tried my best to have the
mortgage renewed in other hands, but no
one seems disposed to invest during this
terr'ble erisis, =0 in a few days I fear we
shall have the sheriff's placard pasted
against our front. You see those wiid
speculations in Mississippi and Texas lands
in which my New Orleans partner invested,
and the worthless bills of exchange he has
remitted me have got us into all of this
tronhle.”

*What amonn? of Com!y & Co.’s hillsdid
you hold, and where are they now?!™”

* Thirty-twe thonsand tive hundred
dollars, when we went to protest. They
have been discounted by the Farmers
and Mechanics” Bank. But Mr. Pat
tou, on whose intluence with the presi-
dent and directors I can depend, assures
me Le ¢an make that all easy. A kinder
heart for an unfortunate debtor never
amongst the tirst to open accounts with the
new bank. He put his kegs of silveron a
dray, and I put my gold in a copper pan on
# wheelbarrow, and covered it with my
leather apron, and walked alongside np
Cliesuut street, while Tom Waiaer, my
oldest apprentice, wheeled it. When we
got to the bank, and were waiting to have
our money econnted, Patton handed us the
sighature beok and we wrote our npames
down.

* ‘Halloo” sy Patton: ‘that won't do.”
+ «What won't do!’ says Lewis.

* ‘Why, those names,’ said Patton,

% ‘What's the matter with the names?

¢ ‘Why, you must change therma some how.

We bave just bad @ Samuel Lewis sad

a_ Jo! Cook to open accounfs bnere.
We sl?&l get _v’o'n‘g“ mi'x%d up. You would
n’t hke the other Lewis and the other Cook
to have ixm.lr meaey placed to their credit,
or to cheek against your accounts, would

oul’

“Then Patton laughed until he got as red
in the face as a turkey-cock. and called
Clay, the cashier, and he lavnghed too, and
we all laughed.

«+I'll tell you how to fix it,"said Clay.
*You, sir, sign your name Samuel Loewig, C;
and you, sir, sign yours Jobhn Cook, C.
That means Samuel Lewis, copperswith,
and Jobn Cook, coppersmith: the otber
gentlemen of your names are both mer-
chanta’

+%) we appended ‘C’ to our names,

**Where's your money, gentiemen i' said
>atton.

+ +Here it comes,” said Lewis, as his man
rolied in his kegs,

“Well, at last, with some help, Patton
counted Samuel’s money. Then lLe counted
mine, and laughed like fury when he was
done. *Why,’ said he, *Covk, you had more
in your copper pan than Mr. Lewis had on
bhis dray.’

“When he counted the money I couldn’t
help smiling. He kept wiping hie hands,
for the picces were sfippe-r.\' and bothered
him a good deal. As was going
out ot the bank he halloord to me,
“Couk, don’t bring any more greasy money
here. Wash if, before you muke a deposit,’

“The way it cawme to be greasy was this.
You see, I frequently had my remittances
come in a barrel of bacon or lard. Old Mr,
Whittlesey, my ageunt in Kentueky, would
send me, say, twenty barrels of either, and
in one of the barrels he would pack wy
money, and advise me what was the nume
ber on the head of it. The barrels would be
numbered from one to twenty, tor instance,
80 a4 not to execire curiosity

Uncle Cook, perhaps< thinking he lad
nothing farther in the wav of a story to tell,
was about to stop here. My wife looked up
from her sewing uneasily, then laying it
down and folding her hands, asked him if
he ever met with any loss by such manner
of conveyance.

“Only once,” he continned, “and a pretty
round snm it was too. 1did not thmk it
worth while pepeatingz the story to Mr.
Siangnter. 1 will do sv, however, it it will
interest him and Ajax. There is a deal of
mystery abont the watter, which I suppose
will never be cleared up. Perhaps 1 did
not follow it up as 1 ought to have done. It
bhappened in this way,

+My old agent in Kentucky died having
a smart euw of woney in hand, To con-

io1m to law I had to apply and make eer-
tain oaths ir person, aud therefore went
out. After a delay ot two or three weeks I
got it from his executors. I bought ten
barrels of lard and put them in the ware-
honse of Whittlesey's suceessor,  Oue day,
alone, pretending to examine the guality
of thelard, I took the head out of one of
the barrels, put in my gold, and headed it
up. I marked the nuwbers on thew, and
this one was number s ven,

*I had promised Mr. Leawis that T would
come home by way ot Pittsburg and the
Monongahela rive nd coli BOILE 1Woney
dne him trom distiliczs theres so I sent wmy
lard home by a-trusty Lancaster eounty
Dateh  wagoner, who had ecome out
from Philadelphia  with a load ot
goods for the awan  who  succeeded
Whittlegey. 1 was< a good while on the
way, and found when 1 got howe the lard
had arrived the dayv betore. Glancivg at
the barrels, number seven «id not lvok like
the others. It was not my marking, aud
was of rather & i rent ehape.  With inuch
anxiety I opewed it and to my disia)
found no moueyv. I then examined them
all with as litile snccess,

“[immediately wrote out to the man in
whose warehouse I bad opened the barrel
to put the money in. I waited a month for
an apswer, and then wrote vo his brother,
informing him of my Joss.  After some delay
he answered that Whittlese)'s successor
had gona west of the Mississippi on & trading
expedition. Six months later the news
came that he was kilied by a drunken In-
dian ui one of the traning posts.

*In the meantime I gquestioned the Dutch
wagoner frequently and closely, He declared
that the barrels were the same that the
storekeeper had helped him to put into Lis
waron., The Dutchman's character was
aboave suspicion, and hevisg no proof that I
had money ioto any barrel bhe brougnt frem
Kentucky, 1 bhad no legul claim agninst
him even if 1 had been disposed to
prosecite him. Three years after this he
was taken sick and expected to die, so he
sent for e and made this eonfession,

*Ile came home by the Wineh ster ronte,
Ou the way hiz wagon broke down, and he
was oblized to unload o the roadside and
take it to a blackswith shop, a4 few miles
away. to have it repaired. When he re-
turned next day the barrels ot lard and
bacon had been kunocked uhout, and one of
them was missing. To preserve his repn-
tation as an honest and careful teamster he
bought another barrel ot lard in Winches-
ter and put the same number on it When
he arrived in Philadelphia and found me in
such an anxious state of mind about the
missing barrel, he concluded it had woney
in it, for he had brought remittances in
this way for me before. Fearing he
would Le accused of theft, he insisted,
up o the time that he was taken so dane
gerously ill, that unone of the barrls
had been exchanged or rveplaced vn the
way. Now hd wishiced to die with a elear
conscience, and acknowledged that he had
lost a barrel, and had yepluced it with an
other. To the surpris himself and everye
body else he recovered; but he always in-
gisted that his lust statem.nt was the trath,
the whole truth, and nothin g but the trath.
No» in the end, all that [ ever got from my
old collector’s estate by going out to Keu-
tucky was a queer sat of a gold prece,
which 1 earried in my pocket for a good
many years, and whea Sue, there, was a
bahy, I gave it 2o Ler to ent her teeth on
think it must have been an old medal ot
some kind, but the iuscription bad some-
how been obliterated.  As il was abont the
gize of a donbloon 1 teok i for that in
settlement. | always rold it 1 ever got
the moucy back that I jost in thut barrel of
lard, it ‘should belong to her, And don’t
vou think the jade breaght a paper out to
Germantown this woerning all formally
drawn up by alew hinding we to my
promise. I think, i 2

turning to her,
*vou inust have a soit place in your head.
Why, blegs you, ehild, I would have signed
it twenty times, and in presence of ten
witnesses instead of 1wo, for all the good
that will ever cowe of it

1 laughed at Uncle Cook’s story: for my
wife, althongh she was a portioniess bride,
had frequentiy told me in her merry moods
that she had a fortnne somewhere, if she
could only find ite . Unele Ben did not join
in my merriment; he appeared to be very
seriousn.

Looking around at Sue, I aaw what 1 had
not noticed until then. There was a blue
ribbon around her neck which belonged to
the old medal that Lulie, our bahy, had
been mouthing, and cutting her litde teeth
againat, just as Sue had done twenty yeurs
betore—the =ame wedal that Uncle Cook
had given her.

“Uncle Cook,” maid Sue, “how wnch
}nan«y did you say was in that barre) of

ard I'"*

“Rifteen hundred and eighteen doilars,”
he replied.
throbbed, He promisea to have it o ar-
ranged that the bank will hald the protested
bills as eollateral. it Lean only pay ten per
cent on thewm every ey davs  Although
hie blames us, as e sous, for ‘putting so
wany ezzs into one baket” he hos nodonbt
th ymly s paper Wil o ventually be worth
enrs on the dolte.™
1d about the rest of vour ervdditors?*

o1 exhibit & baisneestecr o wineh 1
show, in assets—available at farthost in
twelve wonths—at leuer twa to one. and all
have agreed to a fuir «xtension of time, ex
cept one obstinate Foench honse. They
have sued and obtained jodgment for sme
thipg over #6000, 10 1 i funds to satisfy
that ¢laim and pay «fF the martzage on our
honse, my ereditors, 1o addition v the ex
tension of time, would g give ua liheral
eredits, and we could 2ocn within a week. ™

My Sou was a deveut Meitodis, had un-
flinching faith in prayer I thoughe,
queer potions about special providene s, As
1 zave her this brief sketeh of my finaneral
ailiculties, her eyes were brimming with
tears. Bhe kneeled down ano fervently
prayed with upturned face. Her words to
me were inarticulate. Whien she arose, her
face was less sad. A faintemile even lighted
up hee features. .

The following mofning, g+ we sat by the
gnto waiting for breakfast, the servant

roi

ughs in the daily pap-r. My wife seized
it eagesly, 304 50 Iy astonishwent furped

to the column of public amuse) )
reading a few moments she !llgm
Uncle Ben, pointing with her finger to_the
place. Uncle Ben read alond: “The whole
to conclude with the langhable equestrian
burletta of The Hunted Tailur, or & to
Brentford. The part of Billy Button by Mr.
John Cook.”

“Ajax,"” said the ¢ld man, a3 he folded up
his spectacles, “I must go and see that to-
night. I haven’t had a langh at Billy But-
ton for twenty vears.”

“Certainly, Uncle Ben,” I replied. 1
would like to go with you, and have a
good laugh also; and ss you have in-
timated that you will be detained at the
drove-yard all day, we will neet at ‘tea-
time,"”

. In the early durk of avening, as | entered
the ball, I heard sue at the piano. Ap
proaching the door of the back parlor I
iound her singing, to anold fashioned cross-
hand accompaniment, a song, the name of
which I need not repeat when 1say the
words she uttered just then were—

“Thou hast ealled me thy angel in moments of

DII8RE
Thy angel I'll be *mid the horrors of thia™

I had not heard the old song for years; 1
used to langh at its quecr sentimentalism.
But now there seemed to be pathos in the
words, and a depth of feeling in their ex-
pression auite nnusual in Sne’s singing, not-
withstanding my appreciation of its quaint
drollery. Walking np softly behind her,
x!mtl. lluyiug wy hand gently on hershoulder,

saia:

*“Whose angel will you be, Sue ¥

“Why, yours of conrse, my dear unso-
phieti('mpﬂ." she replied, looking up; and
her face flushed as if she had betrayed some
closely kept sceret.  Reeovering herself
quickly, she continued:

*But your better angel is in the other
room, tending the baby.”

Louking through the folding-doots, there
sat Uncle Cook at the window, with Lnlie
on his knee.  She had 80 completely danbed
‘and smeared the window-panes with her
little “patties,” that I did not ohserve the
happy pair as 1 walked up the front door
steps.

l'ﬁmml that my wife had passed the day
at Germantown with her unele, and had
prevailed on him to accompany her home.

Unele Cook was a short, stout, square-built,
old man, a little stoop-shouldered, in whose
face mwantled the same rich Dutch blood
that usually shone in Sue’s cheeks. T bad
scarcely time to shake hands with him be-
fore the street door bell rang. Sue flaw to
the door and ushered in Uncle Ben. Iutro-
ducing them, she faid:—
Unele Ben Siaughter, this is my Uncle
John Cook. He is as fond of going to the
¢irens as vou are, and intends to siay all
night with us, and go with you and Ajsx to
see Billy Button.™

The two old men shook hands, and our
uncle on my wife's side said:

*Bat I amm not John Cock the elown. 1
don’t look mucl like a circus rider, do 11"

*No,” suid Uncle Ban, in his blaff way,
tooking down at Unele Cook’s portly figare.
*f think you are built more for dodging
than jumping fences.”

They both laughed at this witticism, and
we then sat down to tea. When it was
over we went to cree “the grand entree;” the
+gtill vauiting by the whole company;” the
stranze man who came staggering out of
the pit into the ring and wanted to ride a
certain vicious horse, and was allowed to
do =0, and after throwing off innumerable
ragged garments as he rode, at last stood in
a long white shirt, which hé also eventually
threw off, appearing in spangles, and then,
“The Hunted Tailor, or a Trip to Brent-
ford.” I had a heavy heart on account of
my business troubles and it was a great
reliet to join with these two simple old men
in the laugh at the mishaps of Billy Button.

The performanee was over early, and as
we entered the hall on our return, Uncle
Ben exclanned, as he did the night before,—

“Whe-e-ew! I smell oysters.” It strack
me a8 a strange coincidence; and then Sue,
from the stairway, called out pretty much
in the same words as she did the night
before, *Walk info the dining-room, Uncle
Ben, yon and Uncle Cook and Ajax; I'll be
down presently.”

This evening, however, her voice was
tremulous, and had not its usual silvery
tone. 5

It appeared to me that Sue had an object
in ull this, There was the same set-out we
had the previous eveniug: oysters, ale,
bread, butter, and pickles, und some eigars
in the baby's gilver e¢np which Uncle Cook
had given i, sitting on the mantel-piece.

After supper my wife took her sewing
and gat down to her workstand as o the
night before. She was pale now, and evi-
dent)y pervous, but still tried to look com-
pused. 1 feit anxious about her, and sug-
gerted that she should go to bed. If we
had been alone 1 would have insisted on it.

As soon as Unels Cook had finished his
¢igar, she laid down her sewing and got up
and came ronnd the workstand and sat on
his kuee, with her arm around his neck, and
kissed him. Then she asked him to tell
Uncle Ben and myself the story he used to
tell her when she was = little girl and sat
on bis knee as she did .then; to tell about
his being coppersmith, and how he received
his meney for the whisky stills he sold out
to Kentucky—Uncle Ben was from Ken-
tucky. The old man cleared his throas,
and as Sue resumed her seat at the worke.
stand, he said:

“Well, it’s not much of a story, but when
Sue was a little girl 1 frequently amuosed
her by telling about my eld boss, Samuel
Lewis. When 1 had rerved ont my appren-
ticechip with him, and set up for myseli, we
were neighbors in Front street, and
friends for many vears. We did not inter-
fere with each other in trade. He sold his
coppers mostly to Western Penusylvania,
and I sold mine in the main to Kentacky. He
recetved his s pretty noeh in silver, ana 1
got mine, whenever 1 could, in gold, as it had
to be bronght farther. Sometimes it was
srueer com, and it was hard to get at the
exact value of it. A remittance was fre-
quently composed of French, Spanish, Eng.
Lish and American coin, and occasionslly a
littie ¢t sitver; that is Spanish dollars or
haif dollars, divided into two or four equal
pauris, to make small cuange. There were
ne hankaout there then, and no such things
as bills ot exchange, and so we had to geg
onr money of this sort, and in this way.

I remember when the Farmers’ and
Mechanies® Bank started. 1 forget
whether Joe Taggert was presidest or
not, bat I %know that Clay was cashier,
and Billy Patton was teller. That was
in the vear IS0i, and a queer, fjolly
fellow Patton wae, Lewis and 1 were

Then ¢oming round her workstand she
lai® her hand on the shonlder of the old
Kentucekian, and gaid, “Uncle Ben, when 1
asked you to change me @ dollar this morn-
irg, 1o pay the milkman, you had asingnlar
looking old pocket-piece amongst the loose
change you held in your hand; will you
allow me to ook at ir?™

Urele Ben, spparently wrapped in deed
thought, pulled out the old pocket piece
and plm-mri' in her hand.

*Now, uneles,” eontinued Sue, drawin
the bsb:’s medal from her bosom, an
placing the two side by #ide on the work-
stend, “both of you put on yonr epectacles
and look.”

1 ~aw a* a glanee vhat one was an exact
ipiicate of the other. There was the same
wtar in the eentre of each, and on the
reverse sides the sewme wreath inclosing
what—until it had beeun tiled or cut out—
v s o supesseription. or motto.

s (ood God!” excluimed Tnele Ben, as his
exes rested on  the two wedals, snd elap
ping Lis hand to his forehead, ho stood as
oue hewildered.

Unelie Cook ulso looked, and raising his
Vott hand to Lis elin and {eeling it with an
abstracted air, was muie,

Sue then placed the tip of her forefinger
i two sinall links fasteued io a loop brazed
to the edge of the baby’s medal.  Then her
Lreat gray eveas sought ihose ot Uncle Ben.
Sus atid not speak, bhut pgazed deep into
thein an she did the mght betore. The lan-
ot ber eves was plainer to the old
than words. Unbuitoning his waist-
he pulled over hia he d a long gold
ard chain, and laid one end of it close to
the twosmall inks. He nodded his head

hree times aflivatively, and turning to
Tuele Cook, sard:—

“When yu packed your money in that
barrel of lard. you broke the chain that held
these two medals together, and packed one
and put the other into your pocket.”

Uncle €Cook was still speechless, but
nudded his head in assent.

“Now tell me'” continmed Unele
B.-n, “did you ever trave! that road and
se# the place where your barrel of lard was
stolen " .

“{ did,” replied Uncle Cook, “ten yoars

“

ing on the identical spo
“:?fc' ‘was' afi mniense llmestone roc

t. Oa the opposite
5 K, a8
high as this ceiling. 1t stood above a very
fine spring. A
story about the lost barrel of lard, which be
said was generally believed at the time he
setiicd there. "

“The story was that a Pennsylvania wag-
oner, going east once, broke down, and
placed his load just where the house after-
wards stood, while he went across the Little
Kanawha to get his wagon mended. When
he returned there was a barrel of lard mise-
ing. The following winter the hoops and
staves of the barrel were found at the foot
ot the precipice. 5

*\We walked to the botton: of his garden,
and he showed me the Prc-ci;:irc. He raid
that a blackswith at the ford, when Linnting,
the next winter, found the staves sticking
above the snow, and collected most of
them to make a barrel, All of them were

asy, aud some of them gnawed. The eon-
clusion that the people vame to was that
the bears, which were then numerous there,
liad found the barrels of lard during the
wagoner's absence, and in trying to get at
the inside of one of them had set it rolling
down the hill, and it had gone over the
ledge and lodged in one of the holes on the
flat rock below. As it was partially broken
in the fall, the bears pulled it to pieces and
ate the lard. 1 was foolish enough to grope
in the holes to see if [ could find any of my
lost gold.

*The iandlord then told me that the same
blacksmith robbed and murdered a man
who was driving hia wagon on his way to
Kentucky the next autumu, and threw his
body over the precipice and ran away with
his money: of course he got my money out
of the barrel that rolled over the preeipice,
and took that along also.”

*No, sir,” said Uncle Ben. “When the
bears ate the lard, as they bad no use for
the monay they left it in the hole. The
leaves of antumn and then the snows of
winter covered it up snugly, and the black-
smith ovly got the staves and hoops, The
man who, as they told yon, was murdered,
§ut your money and now stands before you.

onr loss, Mr. Cook, has been wy gain. The
guineas avd halt-eagles that came out of
that barrel of lard made my fortune. I have
kept a strict account with you for twenty-
nine years, and tomorrow I will you a
check on the Bank of Kentucky for prin-
eipal and compound interest at ten per
cent. ] am your debtor for nearly $3,000.
I may add that the pleasure of returning it
is doubled by knowing that Suae, there, and
Ajax are to be made happy by its posses-
aion.”

The bloom, after fitful visits and flighta,
presently settled in Sue’s cheeks. The tears
dropped from her long eyelashes. She
laughed and wept by turns. At last she
laid a hand on each shoulder of the old
Kentuckian, and looking once mere into Lis
eyes, said:

“I knew it, Uncle Ben, Tkoew las® night
it was Uncle Cook's money you found. And
all alone, by God's help, I have worked out
this deliverance from our troubles. Blessed
by His name!” Then she kirsed the two
old men and bade them good night.

As we sat silently gazing into the grate
after Sue had gone, my mind reverted to
her nervousness as the conclusion of Unele
Ben’s story the previous evening, and her
impressive act and words before bidding
him good night: her allusion in our chamber
to corroborative evidence of the truth of
Uncle Ben's story; her sudden!y avoiding
the subject; and her earnest, supplicating
prayer. Then I thought of her seizing the
newspaper before breakfast and drawing
the old man's atteation to the circus adver-
tisement, the day spent at (sermantown,
and the two lines of that old song, This
guileless girl, with a woman's intuition,
had size upon an incident in the narration
of the old Kentuckian's adventures, and
connecting it with a story heard in her
childhood, had *“worked out this deliver-
ance from our troubles.”

Why did she not confide her plans to her
hna!:and, and scek his counsel and coopera-
tion? . .

Would she raize him to heights of hope
for a few briet hours, perhapa only to
plunge him deeper back into the slough of
desponed!?

Such, no doubt, were her thoughts as she
sat by the baby,s crib the night before,

I placed the baby’s silver cup, with some
oigara in it, before my uncles, and bade
them good night, a3 the old Kentuekian
commenced telling Unele Cook the story of
his adventure with the robbers, and his
finding the money.,

As I entered our chamber Sue arose from
her knees, and putting  ker arm around my
neck, said:

*You wonlin’t believe me, Ajax, when 1
told you, after we were married, that I had
a fortune scmewhere, if I could only tind ite
Now you can pay those obstinate French.
men, ard I will hold the mortgage 6n the
house, and we will have $16 000 left,”

Then Lalie stirred in her crib and opened
her large gray eyes, so like Sue’s. Then
we both kisssed her, and kissed the dear
old medal, and hung it around the bLaby’s
neck.—. Hantic.

Publie Health,

The discussions before the Amerlean
Health Association, now In session in Philae
delphia, are of the deepest interest, Some
of the facts brought to light are of startling
importance. It is stated, for example, that
sixty years ago one-half the deaths which
occurred in New York city were of persons
twenty-tour yvears of ageand upward; nowe
adays one-half the deatas in the city are of
children under five years of age, and more
than one fourth the mortality is among in-
fants léss than one yesr old. Iu New Or
ieans the deaths per annum among infants
under one year of age amount to nearly
one tourth of .he wnole number. This
frightful mortality is attributed to causes
ecomplotely within human control, and are,
consequently, the result of eriminal negli.

enee on the part of the civil anthorities,

Ie who calmly looks on and permits a bhu-
man being to perish for the want of assist-
ance within the compass of Lis power to
furnish is coneeded to be a2 murderer, The
authorities of our erowded cities who compla-
cently permit the mfants of the commnnity
to be cartied to the grave on aceount of
miasma and malaria within their power to
remove ars in fuct as much encmies of the
human fumily as were the emissaries of
Herod while engaged in the slaughter of in-
fants two yeurs of age and under. And that
the causes of epidemic ard endemio diseases
are largely subject to the ¢ontrol of medreal
science is no longer a subjeet of dispute.
General Butler changed the sanitary char-
acter of New Orleuns, whoss n-putaiion for
mortality was the worat of any eity in the
Union, in a single season by the vigilant
“police” of the streets and “alleys, (using
that word in its military eense,) waking it
eqnal in that respect to the most healthiul
city in the North. And the sanitary condi-
tion of nearly ali the cities of the ('nion is
steadily improviug under the vigilant and
enlightened efforts of health associations
and sanitary commissions,

Washington city, under the supervision
of our energetic and ever watchful board of
health, has in this respect led all her pister
cities of the Unior. The mortality ratio
bas been greatly redueed, and the city has
been absolutely fres trom all epidemic and
endemie diseases for moge than a full year,

Of course all has not yet been achieved
'bich medical acience is eapable of accoms

lisbing for the people of this District. The

vard  of Health  encounter the usual
amount of opposition vecasioned by the
prejudices ol'ltl.»s ignorant and the aheence
ot support from the enlightened, Every.
body wanis evervbody else to have his ten-
ements renovated and his gronnds and sur-
roundings properly eleansed, but nobody is
willing to tolerate personal interference
with his own affairs eves for the purpoese
31‘ :lel:w\ ing causes of malania, diseass and

For example, the board re
the eontinnation of the use of x:;;?iu:ﬁa::;
wells in the erowded portions of the eity.
They bave analyzed the water and know
that & large proportion of them are ime
pregnated with wseepage from the upper
suriace of grounds, yards, and stables, as
well as from sewers, privies, and slaughtes-
houges. and, in some instances, from eem-
eteries, and must he unlLealthy as a bever-
age, or for cooking purposes, although
Jjudged by the unaided senscs the waterap-
pears to be exeellent. Of eourse the poorer
classes will drop the use of these seurces of
supply, and resort to the use of the Potomae
water with great reluctance,

And yet no portion of the eommanity s
80 much interested in the enforcement of
sanitary resuxmou a8 the clase who resort

and springs for a supply of water

sfter it bappened, ayd toynd » tavers stend-

The Jandlord told me » queer |

bave the Potomac water introduced inta
: be Ler, and e nl'.
menay of the weal and consequently
::* mmi byany pr::‘vnlliug
disease, and less able 1o resist its encroach

ments.

This embarraesment can be pemoved by
che: ing water rents when introduced
into #mall tenements for domestic nse, orby
furnishing 1t free of cost at convenienl

thus substituting bydrants for weils
and epringe. With such an arrangement for
the convenience of the poor ne dissatisfacs
tion would probably be manifested with the
prohibition of the use of seepage tmpregs
nated with all sorts of filth, called well
water, by the gnardians of the pablie
health.— Washington Chronicle.

Comparative Morality.

Some censorious journale, and among
them & number net taking special Interest
in dramatic art, have been making severe
strictures apon the action of & portion of
the clergy in Philadelphia in regard to a
deceased actor, Julius Constans Fink re
cently died at his parents® residence in
Philadelphia, twenty-three vearsold, He
was for some time a mewher of the come
pany of the Chestnnt Sireet Theatre, Philae
delphia, under Mr. E. L. Davenpors, and of
late was connected with Albaugh's Opera
Housa in Albany, New York, where lie wae
taken ill. No less than seven members o
the clergy were successively asked e bury
him, but all refused, and his friends would
have beea compelled to lay his ¥ in the
groucd without religions ceremony had nog
the Rev. Samuel Durborrow, of ils Epie
copal Church, came forward and pertformed
the rites. A great deal of indignation
has been expressed at the action of
the seven who refused, and it hae
been attempted to make invidious cows
parison, but to our mind proper cone
sideration is mnot shown for the motives
of these clergymen. That they should res
fuse to give countenance to a professiom
deemed irreligious in its character and pere
micious in 1ts effects, even by go much as te
hold funeral services over one of its mems
bers, is doubtless perfectly consistent with
their conseientious opinions upon the sube
ject. They doubtless find plenty ot preces
dent for such action and opinion. The does
trine of the Church in the middle ages on
this subject was positive and explicit,. The
theatre was unequivecally condemned, and
all professional actors were declared to be
in a condition of mortal sin. The canon
law in Fraoce distinctly pronounced thay
sctors were, by their very amployments

ily icated, Rites of burial
were refused thew, and in Franes at one
time, the clergy were cven forbidden to
marry them, every means being adopted te
make the profession an infamous one,
and make it worthy of a'l the censnte d»
rected against it. Adrienne Lecouvreur, the
brightest ornament of the French stage, was
refused burial in consecrated ground, and
was interred in a field for cattle on the
banks of the Seine. Some persons may cone
sider that amends were made for this ignoe
miny laid on her by the clergy by the ine
dignant and eloquent ode of Voltaire which
has conseerated her mewmory in the hearts
of the French people. In this severity the
clergy only followed the views of wmany eb
the early writers of Christianity, among
whom Tertullian attacked the theatre with
great wrath, arguing that the Almighty can
never pardon an actor who, in detiance of
the evangelical assertion, endeavors by
high heeled boots to add a cubit *o his
stature, makes his hair white or bfack as
suits his purpose avd habitually talsitics

is face.

But, on the other hand, it appears that
even in these eariy days there was not an
entire unanimity on the subject, for St,
Thomas Abuinias, in a passage that exclted
fierce controversy in the seventeenth ecene
tury, declared that the profession of an
actor was not heceesarily sinful, because
recreation was necessary ta mankfnd, and
also because “it had been revealed to the
blessed Paphutius that a clown was to be
his eompanion In heaven,” Even during
the time when In France the dramatie pros
fession was made infamous, the theatre had
a measure of toleration in Spain, although
operatic performances were proscribed, cer
tain theologians having attributed a season
of drought and pestilence to their inflnence,
On the whole, however, the weight of
medieval authority supporis the view of the
severe, although if the inlaence of modern
progress on_theological epinion in those
countries where ficrcest intoleration fore
merly existed should bs considered, the
fact might be adduced that when Rome
was under the Papal government, on the
opening night of the leaaing theatre, the
Cardinal Governor of Reme would be prese
ent a8 the representative of the Pope, to
sanction with his presence the productions
of a refined and elevating art,

Something which the actors take particns
lar exception to,und for which they will
doubtless obtain much sympathy, is the
comparative ignominy heaped upon them
an regards the other wicked <Yasses of men.
The great abundance of clerfeal attention,
consolation and sympathy which snurdere
ers, ravishers or other condemned crimfnals
enjoy ie a matter of frequent remark, Close
intercourse with such characters secms
often to insrim great consideratlon and
even esteem for their quickness of intellis
gence and emotional capacity, In the case
of a oold-blooded murderer, hung In this
city not a great while ago, it was remarked
that he weuld have made a good exhorter

» lived. Membere ot the dranmtie
profession find great diificulty In wndege
standing how some clergymen can stratn ag
an actor and swallow a criminal with gusto,
It is probably due to this jealousy and mise
understanding that exists between the twe
professions that there are puch acrimoe
nious pontroversics between stage and
pulpit at times. "Thus i* was that Mr, Chan
frau waa led into his absurd offer to wagep
a sum of money that there was relatively
more great criminals produced from among
the ranks of the clergy than from the drae
matio profession, and probably a similaw
pique led Mr. Davenport to make » reply
from the stage of the Brooklyn Theatse to
the recent denunciation of ‘the theatricad
profession by the Rev, Mr. Talmage. The
generous appreclation of the capabilitice
for in the drama displayed by many
of the New York clergymen in expressing
their views upon Sunday amuw ments
should, however, assuage some of the bite
terness engendered by the action of others
of the clergy; and as regards the igueminy
of any profession, we tellow-sinners would
do well to gemember the noble precept:

"ll:i :ell your part—there all the honor lics.®
the Maaster of the play gives Hin a
proval, it matters lltllnp how the cas Jx'l.
vesture of mortality msy fare.—ZLHallimery
American,

How ta Put Children to Bed,

Not_with reproof for any of that day®
ains of omission or commission. Take any
time but bedtime for that. If you evep
= hittle oreature sighing or sobbing in

its sleep you will never do this. Seal theip
closing eyelids with a kiss and a blessing,
h vi_ll come when, all too &oon, they
will lay their heads on their pillows lacking
both, Let them, then, at least have this
sweet wemory of happy childhood, of whicly
no future sorrow or trouble exn rob them,
Give them their rosy yonth. Nor need this
involve wild iicense. " The jndicious parens
will not sa mlstake my mearing. It vou
bave ever met the man or the woman whose
eyes have suddenly filled when a little ehild
has crept trustingly to its mother’s Lreast,
ou have seen one in whose childhood’s
ome “dignity” and “*severity” stood where

. love and pilg should have béen, Too mich

indulgenca has ruined thousands of ehil
dren, toa much Jove not ona.—Laumy Lorm

e e e

The Jovial captain of one of the ateam-
ships tells a atory relative to the May and
December marriages s0 commron in Brazil.
Aﬂ Brazilian gentleman, apparently eves
fi y{urﬁ:::ge. was a pamw-':)gf-r on his
A 8 accompanied by twe yirl:

oﬁ. about fifteen and the oxh{r ,\'uun;.w:
L4 tleman was seasick in the cabin
snd the girls were on deck, wherenpon the
:;p’-lin endeavored to amuse them—tovk
;m on his knee and told them stories,
while he enjoyed thelr prattle and pretty
tmilea. In the midst of this pleassut occe
Pation the gentleman came on deck. With
i expression he gazed upon the sccne
10r & moment, and then inquired in a hareh
b ueky voice: #You, sir, are lv,-on married I’
‘Yes, I have 4 daughter older than yous
girl here,” eaid the captain. *'She ree
fninds me very much of mine.” Here he

the heek. T Ii irl,
EREEEL R
Wite, Gr T Tho sopimin scllapeeds 7
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