
6 T*m ORLEANS REPUBLICAN, SUNDAY, MAY 9, 1875.

SrjraMian.
im c iA u o u R ^ ^

ftFIdAL JOURNAL OF NEW ORLEANS

THK DAILY REPUBLICAN
is peblitbed every day (Mondays excepted) at Ho. 
M Oamp street. Terms: *  12 a year-, 96 for six

ntba; 93  for three months—payable Invariably 
ta  advance. Single copies live cents.

O B ee-N o. 94 Cnmp stree t.

RATES OF ADVERTISING:

I9  wares. On©
month.

1 Two | Three 
rnoutbfc! months

1 Six 
months

One
year.

D M ........... 912 $  22 $30 950 9%
. 22 3ft 50

30 f f t 70 110 175
38 07 9*1 1411 225

« ▼© ........... 4b 30 105 170 275
E x ............. 54 93 VIO 200 325

6*» 105 135 230
lig h t........ 05 115 150 2«0 420

70 125 ]05 290
Y n ........... 75 135 180 320

80 145 395 350 540
85 155 210 380
9*1 105 220 410
95 175 230 430 600

100 185 240 450
W drty....... 175 330 4VI 75*» 12MI

pale lace framed in its lustreless faair, but 
be was not attracted. He liked lively, 
vivacious women, who chatted and enter
tained him, and with whom he was not 
forced to exert himself. Intensely reserved 
he hid the fact under an easy, jovial man 
ner. Anecdotes, repartees, great bursts 
of Homeric laughter, these m ad e up his 
coat of armor. People generally did Dot 
surpect that be w ore any. Out of the 
pulpit he was just l ik e  other men 
they Raid, the tru th  being tha t only 
in the pulpit w as he really himself.

He scarcely noticed Helen again th  
evening. Not once did they speak, and 
was quite unconscious of the quick, stHrtlc _ 
glances with which she iavored him. Never 
had she looked thus a t any one. From the 
moment of their meeting a new influence 
possessed her. She did not question, cr 
analyze, but drifted on its flow, asking n ot 
whither.

It is hard to be classified as a stone, and 
vet to have none ot a stone’s immunities 
This luckless Helen of mine was no wiser
than the rest of her sex, and far luss happy. 
Weeks went on. She and Mr. Thurrton
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HJN R E C O G N IZ E D  A F T E R  D E A T H .

Ringing, ringing, ever ringing,
Are the changes life is bringing:
Binging, ringing as a  chime 
On the oldenjbells of Time—

On the fiery, wiry bells of F ather Time.
Now Jbe clangor breaks the languor 

Rusted through iue from these wasted, wasted 
y ears—

From these misspent, mocking, miserable years— 
Freaks the languor, as a  passion breaks to tears, 

Or 9s discord hr, aks the music of a rhyme. 
Shrieking, sou-eching, 'mid a pantomime of fears, 
t o n e  my years, come my wasted, wasted years, 
Come my loat years, w ith th e ir  syren singing 

sweet,
, At my feet, singing, singing at my feet.

With the witchery of a  happy morning chime— 
Jlow turned, alas! into a funeral rhym e.

As the b itte r from the over, over sweet.

From hell's seething ou ter verge,
Binging, ringing as a dirge 
On the olden bel’s of T im e- 

On the fiery, wiry hells of F ather Time,
Comes the clangor once again, once again. 
Through a very mist of pain, through a rain 
Dripping, dripping from my joys th a t now a n  slain.

Crushing through me, <' my head, so daintysweet! 
Bun the memories of my passion when our feet 

Were so blazoned with the sandals of our sin: 
They are armed with trenchant spears.
Wearing yet the livery of those wasted, wasted 

years—
Of those misspent, mocking, miserable years;
And my soul is racked with frenzy as they come, 
And my soul is pierced with agony and dumb.

For the  ringing, tinging surge 
Of the solemu, wailing dirge.
Clanging from the bells of Time—

From the fiery, wiry bells of F'atlier Time, 
Covers me with all the mourufulness of tears,
As the clangor of those unrepentant years 

Burges ever through my rhyme.
And upon the earth ly  shore 
We shall meet, we shall m eet,
W ith our sin-sandaled feet 

Nevermore.

met continually, :is people do when once 
they begin. Continually his attraction for 
her became stronger, i t  was not long be 
fore she knew that she loved, and (tor she 
never blinded herself) loved hopelessly. 
This did not pain her greatly, except at 
moments; she was*used to finding herself 
locked away from the every-day experi
ences of other women, and the mere fact of 
loving brought with it a stir and a thrill of 
which she had not dreamed herself capable 

After a while a strange happiness came 
to her from the very secrecy of this unre
turned affection. In her heart she named 
Reginald by tender names; every day her 
thoughts went out toward him. She dared 
to believe that in some wav unknown to 
her, but knowD of God, his life m ust he the 
better and richer for this ceaseless dew 
of benediction poured upon it. Nob 
guessed, nobody read the lineaments of 
generous passion behind the cold veil of 
her face; none heard the prayers in which 
liis name stood first. Those who know not 
the bliss - f  receiving feel full j»y of giving; 
she thought herself—she was—content. 
This contentment would of course have 
vanished in a whirlwind had Reginald 
given sign of an intention to be happy with 
somebody, but she was not tested iu tha t 
way

Family ties have a habit of pulling when 
you least expect it. Helen had few such 
ties. An older sister, married in France, 
was her only relation. This summer, nearly 
a twelvemonth after the evening a t Mrs. 
LeClere’s, the sisterly tie asserted itself for 
the first time. Mme. Farard wrote urgently 
to claim a visit. Her husband was in bad 
health, her only daughter about to be mar
ried; if Helen would come to them for a 
few months it would be such comfort. Nor- 
uuandy was pleasanter than Cape May or 
Long Branch; and for the voyage across 
the Atlantic, what was it now'a-days ? A  
pleasure sail, a mere bagatelle. "Surely 
Helen would come.

“ Of course you'll go.’’ cried aunts and 
cousins and second cousins in lull chorus 
I t’s au opportunity; it’s a charming plan; 
it’s a plain duty. Anna needs you; you 
must go.” Helen gave consent. The a t
tractions of home were not particularly 
strong in summer, when the people of 
Emanuel Church were scattered, and its 
pastor off on his long vacation. “As well 
Normandy as anything,” she thought rather 
wearily. An escort was easily found in the 
persons of old Mr. and Mrs. Le Clero, going 
abroad in the steamship St. Main on the 
second of J udc. No better ship going, peo
ple said, and June was the very month for 
sea voyaging.

Helen’s last appearance before sailing was 
a t Airs. Duylston’s ball, on the twenty- 
eighth of May, a beautiful festival in one of 
the most superb modern houses. Flowers 
abounded, a carnivul of fragrance and color, 
from the similax-wreat.hed staircase to 
chimney pieces converted for the nonce into 
banks of roses and stephanotis. But the 
one inimitable glory of the occasion, joy  of

. D fivrkfnn'a h d u rf on.) .V __i

A N  A L O E  H L O S S O M .

I t is one of the miserable things in life that 
there are people to whom the gift of ex 
pression is denied.

Helen Miles was one of these speechless 
souls. As a child she was pale and still. 
The aunt wlio brought her up, and did not 
love her, suspected her ot ‘'slyness,” and 
openly quoted the proverb of “still waters.” 
At sixteen she was called “shy,” a t twenty- 
five stigmatized a6 cold. Shyness is not an 
admissible excuse after twenty. Tall, with 
a  good figure and features, thick light 
brown hair without the least gloss or curl, 
a  fair, colorless, skin, a graceful hand ana 
arms, «he was entitled to pass for a pretty 
woman. In fact, women no prettier rank 
often as belles. But she was not beautiful 
enough for a statue, and as a statue 
her acquaintance persisted in regarding 
h«r, which certainly was not fair. 
She bad some dim consciousness ot this, 
and it made her uncomfortable. Her eyes 
looked out a t times with a pitiful, inquiring 
look-*the look we see iu a dog's eyes or a 
doe's; a look we cau not quite read. No
body read Helen’s. Two or three people, 
a ttrac t!d  by this odd face, made little ex
periments, tumbleu at the lock of her im
passible reticence, but it was in vain; all 
the incantations, the “09011 sesames,” failed; 
nothing came of it. "Cold as a stone, my 
dear!" women said of her, and by general 
agreement she was sett down as a person 
wiihout enthusiasm, “ faultily faultless, 
icily regular”—a person who said little be 
cause she felt nothing, to whom generous 
impulse was unknown. With such judg
ment are some women judged, and wi.l be 
to the end ot the world.

Just one crevice existed in this armor of 
icie, through which at times the real Helen 
looked out and revealed herself. Did I say 
tha t she sang! Her voice was low and rich, 
rather soprano than contralto; its range was 
limited to a few notes, but it possessed an 
extraordinary pathetic quality. She sang 
no songs that other people sang, but took 
ser ps from this poet and tha t—Arnold, 
Tennyson, Iiosetti, Landor—and set them 
to weifd little harmonies of her own 
composition. Nothing of the limitation of 
her nature belonged to this unique musical 
faculty, except that she could not always 
sing, or to all people, and that there were 
persons before whom she could not sing at 
all. Of course this only made every one 
more eager to hear her. Happy and light 
hearted people find a certain luxury iu 
being made miserable. It was a fashion
able excitement to sit iu the twilight and 
have Helen Miles break your heart with her 
pathetic voice, and she was iu great request; 
in fact, her music constituted her chief hold 
on society.

Reginald Thurston remembered kmg 
afterward the night when first he heard 
her. Mrs. Le Clerc's drawing-room was 
dim w ith firelight as he went in—the light 
of a flickering wood tire, which sparkled on 
the sot'% where Rosalie Le Clerc lay, and 
sent long sudden shadows across the" floor. 
From thp inner room came the souud of 
singing.

He stood in shadow till the music ended, 
then moved forward.

“ How do you do?” said Mrs. Le Clerc. 
her gay, Iriendly voice coming like relief 
after that other. "W ears  keping bliudman's 
holiday, as you see, und Miss Miles has 
been singing to us. Can you find a chair in 
this darkness, Mr. Thurs on? Here’s one.
Oh, Helen, don't stop; go on "

But Helen had lelt the piano and was 
moving toward them, Reginald, who was 
shaking hands with the invalid Rosalie, was 
glad ot this. He did not care for music as 
music, and he hated to have his feelings 
drawn upon in society. Besides he had 
•ome curiosity to see tue singer.

She came forwaid steadily, uiade an icy 
little bend on introduction und sat down bv 
the fire.

“Please, Miss Miles, sing something e lse ."  
"Excuse me,.Rosalie; not to-night.”
“Well,” said Mrs. Le Clerc, “ if jo u  won’t 

be persuaded to gu e ns more music, we 
will have the gas.” She lighted it as she 
spoke. Reginald glanced a t the copl

Mrs. Doylston’s heart and despair ot rival 
florists, was a century plant in full blossom. 
It stood in the middle of the drawing room, 
its spike of du6ky yellow rearing itself 
from the base ot jagged sbaueless leaves; 
and to everyone who entered Mrs. Djylston 
said. “ Be sure you see the aloe. I t  will be 
a hundred years, you know, before the 
plant flowers again.”

“ But I (bought aloes died as soon as they 
had done blooming,” said’ Mary Rogers to 
Reginald Thurston, as they stood by the 
flower.

‘ They do—or so runs the legend.”
“Dear m e! what a waste it seems th a t „ 

hundred years should go to perfect a thing 
which is to die as soon as it is fairly made!'

Helen also was looking a t the aloe. She 
wore a white dress that night, and looked 
more like a snow woman than ever.

"I can 't help pitying the aloe.” went on 
May, sentimentally. “ Of course, it wouldn't 
blossom at all if it knew that its death must 
be the consequence.”

“Oh, do you think so! I don’t. Poor 
aloe'"

bitterly th a t night. “ Nothing will ever 
bring ns any nea rer/’ she sobbed. “ Even 
m heaven I  shall be far away from him
lrnnw it.know it.

How glibly we talk  of heaven! how easily 
we invoke death! And suddenly there he 
is, in dreadful nearness! In the darkness 
tha t followed th a t moon-setting, in the 
earliest hours ot morning, came a sadden 
and tremdM ous crash. A bark a t full sail 
hod struck the St. Malo amidships, and 
a brief moment every soul on hoard had 
waked to consciousness of calamity.

A mass of half-clad frightened passengers 
thronged the deck. Screams, wails, impre
cations tilled the air; the ship’s officers lost 
all sell possession, and rushed aimlessly to 
and fro. Through the great rent in the 
steamer's side the water came washing in. 
In an inconceivably short time the tires 
were extinguished: the bark which inflicted 
the injury had vanished in the blackness of 
the tight.

“Lower the boats,” “lower the boats 
shouted voices.

“Oh, why don’t they lower them ?" sobbed 
poor old Mrs. Le Clerc, clutching her bus 
band's arm.

“ Hash, Mary, they will.” But precious 
moments passed, tbe confusion deepemns 
with each, and the boats were not lowered 
Frantic men with clasp knives flung them 
selves upon the davits, cut, tore, cast wide 
tbr, ropes. The first boat fell, struck the 
water, tilled, and instantly went down 
second, a third, shared the same fate. S raw 
of the sailors seized the lifeboat anti pushed 
off in her, regardless of the frenzied pas
sengers. A yard came crashing from above 
and smashed the launch.

I t was a scene to try  the metal of a man 
Reginald Thurston worked like a hero. Ex 
postulating, directing, soothing, eDcourag 
iug, be rushed to and fro, Helen keeping 
near him like a silent shadow. Under his 
orders three boats were successfully 
launched, and women and children, the old 
and the weak, hurried iDto tfcem. Helen 
took the shawl from her shoulders to put 
round Mrs. Le Clerc, who, through all this 
scene of lrantie terror, had never let go 
her husband’s hand.

“ Aren't you comiDg, too?” sobbed the old 
lady.

There is no room,” replied Helen 
briefly, as the boat pushed oft. At that 
moment a shout announced a fresh acci 
dent. The last remaining boat had cap 
sized, half full of passengers. Forty per 
sons remained on the steamer’s deck. The 
water gained every moment. Helen was 
the only woman lelt.

You here!” said Reginald. “ I thought 
yon safe in the first boat.”

“No,” said Helen, with a strange, sweet 
smile, which, even a t that moment, aston 
if Led him.

He tied a life-preserver round her waist. 
"You are cold,” he said; “perhaps 1 can 

find yon a shawl.”
Oh. what does it matter! it will soon be 

over.” she replied, with the same quietude.
“Will the parson give us a bit of a 

prayer?” asked a grizzled old sailor, touch
ing his hat.

All knelt, while in%solemn tones Reginald 
commended their souls as dying men to the 
ail mercilul Father. A beautiful confidence 
breathed through the prayer, and a deep 
hush followed, all the more impressive from 
the wild clamor which preceded it.

“ You are tu re  there is no chance for us!” 
asked Helen, when lie returned to her side.

“ Humanly speaking, none. I do not see 
the least.” The words were firmly spoker : 
his face wore i*s usually hap'py look" 
W orthy living makes worthy dying, an old 
saint has told us. “Are you much afraid!” 
he asked.

“No, not v e rr,” with a slight shiver. "B ut 
you are sure, quite sure?”

“ I think so. I see no hope whatever.” 
W hat a face she turned upon him as she 

spoke! The binnacle light darned full upon 
r, and showed it plainly. Her eyes 

shone, a deep flush was in the cheeks, 
every line was grown inexpressibly tender

inv
than

‘You are not frightened!" he exclaimed, 
voluntarily, “ le u  look happy, happier 
in I ever saw you look before! ’

"1 feel as if it. was the happiest flower in 
the world," said Helen, in an abrupt tone
She turned as she spoke and walked away" 

“ W hat a singular girl Miss Miles is!” re
marked pretty May. “ I never can make her 
out a t all. She is going abroad for the sum
mer. you know; going next week.

“ Is she? So am I.”
“ Really? Tell me about it." And the 

conversation drifted away troin Helen. 
None the less her strange sudden speech 
had made a disagreeable impression on 
Reginald. He would not ask the name of 
the ship in which she was to sail, from a 
disinclination to have it his own.

Nor was Helen’s feeling one of unmixed 
joy when, on her third day out, as she 
emerged from the companion wav under 
escort of the stewardess, his face" was the 
first she saw. Nothing but civilities could 
pass, however.

“Miss Miles, I did not know that we were 
fellow-passengers. L -t me place your chair 
here out of the wind.”

" Thanks," said Helen, in her deep meas
ured voice, hating herself for being un- 
able to say any thing more apropos than 
“ thanks.”

“ You’d best pin your shawl fast, mum.” 
advised the stewardess. She tucked Helen’s 
feet in. put a rug behind her back, and 
having reduced her to the woolen chry-. 
salis, which must be a sailor’s one idea 0! a 
fashionable lady, went away.

“ Have you been sick! Are you goinc 
abroad for long!” So the conversation 
went, never getting au inch beyond the I 
commonplace. Helen might have shone 
more had she not been so busy thinking of 
things which were unsayable. I t is not 
easy affecting interest in hot weather, when 
all the while you are putting inward ques
tions, uttering secrets past speech. At sea, 
however, no one is blamed for silence. Be
fore long they ceased to talk. Reginald 
held a book in his hand, hut he did uot 
read: the width and glory of the tossing 
horizon tilled his eyes. And soon he forget 
Helen, and into his face came what Rosalie 
Le Clerc had once called his “preachin-z 
look." a look which Helen knew well.

Rousing suddenly, he caught her eyes 
fixed upon him with an intensity which 
made him start.

"W hat is it ?” he asked involuntarily.
"I beg your pardon; I did not speak,” 

answered Helen, with a fiery blush.
” 1 beg yours; I must have been half 

asleep," almost as confusedly. He tried to 
laugh it oft, said something" about sea air 
and its effects; but the embarrassment con
tinued. Soon he walked away. Helen was 
abjectly miserable.

"How did I look ! W hat did he mean ?”
So her icstless thoughts ran. Matters were 
not mended by the little episode. Next 
day Reginald avoided her. anil she eat, cool 
and unconcerned to a!! nu t in,,.....

“ I am happy,” she replied in a voice so 
soft tha t he hardly recognized it as hers. 

We have hut a few moments to live—we 
e almost spirits! I can fell vou now what 
never could have told had we lived—that 

1 love you—have loved you fora loDg time.” 
“Miss Miletl You!"
“Don’t be surprised—don’t be shocked," 

she pleaded. "Ob, if you know what is in 
my heart! All my life I have longed to 
speak, and 1 never could. We are dead 
now, and at last I con!”

On the edge of eternity Reginald Thurs 
ton was conscious of embarrassment a t this 
avowal. Helen detected it.

“ You do not know what to say to me,” 
she went on, with a sort of disembodied 
frankness. "D ear friend, say nothing. I 
am not ashamed that I have loved yon, aDd 
by-and-bv you will not be sorry. *We are 
going where love is life and law"; mine can 
not harm or inconvenience you there.” 

"Poor child!” he murmured, inexpres
sible touched.

“No, not poor. I have been much happier 
for knowing you, and now we are going to 
tbe next world together. I never thought 
that anything so wonderful as tha t could 
happen.”

A cry came from the forlorn group on the 
other side of the deck.

“ What, was that? W hat did they sav?”
“ I think they said ‘A ship.” ” replied Regi

nald, straining his eyes into the. darkness. 
“ Oh, surely not! How could I live now!” 
There was real terror in her lace.
“ Do Lot be frightened,” he said gently,

’I am Dot w o rth y  of fbe affection  you have 
g iv e n  me, but w h eth er w e liv e  or d ie, I 
shall a lw a y s  th an k  you  for i t .”

She did not answer, but there was a 
beautiful look in the eyes she turned upon 
him.

Ju st then the si ip gave a heavy lurch, 
downward plunge. Reginald clasped 

Helen’s baud firmly.
“Woic/" he said.
The next moment they were in the sea. 
H alf an hour later he was recovering his 

senses on board the Curlew, the Iasi man 
rescued from the ill-fated steamer. (AH the 
interval was black eclipse. He nul' knew 
that somewhere in ocean depths Helen’s 

and had been torn from his, anil tha t he 
rose to the surface without her. Poor 
Helen ! Lonely iu death as in life, she has 

companionless into tfre unknown
world !

FAREW ELL TO MEXICO.

By WHS. MART AMLBT TOWXSSSD (XAKIFVA).

True heart*—staunch friends—dear Mexico, fare
well;

Would I could pluck from mj oertlowinc 
heart

Some rare bouquet of word* whose depths might 
tell

W hat lips can speak not, nor these tea rs irnDart. 
Between me and the shore the widening blue

Tells of the  deepening seas to  which I go;
From lessening barks floats hack a faint "adieu"— 

My soul replies, farewell to Mexico '

I came a pilgrim to  thy  storied strand,
1 go like oue who into exile goes;

Surely I’ve found in th is  enchanted land 
Some region wheie tbe tabled Lotus grows. 

1 sigh not that so fa r across the deep 
Fair Louisiana's orange blossoms Mow—

I only watch tiiy  fading shores and weep, 
Because I bid farewell to Mexico.

Bright picture land! My thoughts like trailiug 
vines

Wind back, thy bib's, th y  vales, th y  lakes 
aloDg:

Cling lound thine altars and thy ruined shrines. 
And twine where mysteries and wheie memories 

throng.
Ye 6kies, in which resplendeut sunsets burn,

Ye plains, ye palms, ye p. eriess peaks of suow'
From what rare realms of loveliness I tu rn ,

To sigh and say, farewell to Mexico.
Not laint and fainter grows th e  line of shore, 

i'pon our path springs the pursuing wind;
Our plunging prow tastes the blue brine once 

more,
While :ike a  plume our w hite wake stream s 

behind.
Like one last frieud. proud Orizaba stands 

Against the sunset 'neath his crown of snow;
We call aloud, we wave to him our hands—

He fails—Re fades- farewell to Mexico!
Steamship Citv of Havana, off Veia Cruz, Thurs

day, January 22, 1875.

unconcerned to all outward a rip oar 
anee. but wretched a t heart.

I ’ is not easy, however, to avoid people
altogether in the close quarters a steamship. 
L \e ry  day these two met, bowed, spoke, 
exchanged necessary%cilities, or eat near
each o ther in mutual silence. Once, when 
they happened to be in a dim and shaded 
corner ot the moonlit deck. Helen liegan to 
sing. I t was the first eunseious effort she 
had eve r made to attract the man she loved 
and it was punished as such efforts often 
are. H er voice bit nded singularly with the 
waves a im  tlie Jow shudder of the* sail*.
_  ‘Come not when I am dead
To shed thy  floolish tears upou m v grave,
To vex th e  unquiet dust thou wouidst uot save.”

This was years ago. Reginald Thurston 
has been a success'ul man and a hup.vone. 
He has never married. This is no tribute to 
Helen’s memory. He thinks, aDd perhaps 
rightly, that his work is better done with 
out tbe incumbrance of a wife. I t may be 
th a t is his hair grows gray, and the 
shadows gradually length- u over the road, 
his thoughts go back, and he realizes that 
the truest love which blessed his manhood 
was quenched on tha t wild night beneath 
A tlantic waves. But why do I sav 
quenched ! Do we not a l l ' believe, with 
Helen, th a t • love is life and law” in the 
land where she is gone ? Aud even in that 
land of compensation, wherever, w hatever 
she may be now, she must be happier. 
E ternity , it would seem, must be sweeter 
tor her one aloe blosst m of speech—that 
for once she spoke, ju.-t once before she 
died.—Harper's Bazar.

Never had sbe poured each passionate 
meaning into the lines. Each note was 
charged with disdainful woe. with ghostly 
*«•*»—if  ghosts weep. Reginald could not 
endure it. A t the last, “But thou go by,” 
he W9nt, jumping suddenly from his chair, 
and vanish ing  without n word. Helen wept

Just Like Him.
Phillips, ot the Kokomo Tribune, who is 

one of ihe editors accompany ii-g the excur
sion, is a fine looking man, with m ihtsrv 
appearance and senatorial bearing. S'mli- 
ing in tbe promenade in the hotel, he unfor
tunately became mixed up with the senato
rial party, and from appearances it was hard 
to tell whether he was a Senator, an editor, 
or some o tte r  man. A reporter approached 
him and said:

“Are you a Senator, sit ?”
“ 1 am!" Phillips said, ami he Ue knew all 

the time he wasn't.
Reporter (in a very knowing manner)— 

810 !̂ enator A:ith°ny. I be-

“1 am!” said Phillips, when he knew lie 
wasn't.

“ Of course, you are accompanying the 
senatorial party!”

“Certainly I am ,” said Phillips, when he 
knew he wasn’t.

"Let me see, where do you go?”
“To Mexico.”
“ Ha! to Mexico. W hat is the object of 

your visit to the famous capital of Monte- 
zumas—what is its political significance?”

“ None of your d—n burinei-s,” said the 
eloquent editor; and the reporter went away 
as it be thought so. I t  won’t do for these 
metropolitan newspaper fellows to tool 
around country editors from Indiana.— 
Correspondence Cincinnati Enquirer.

A  C a ll fo r  th e  D o c u m en ts .
In remapkiDg the readiness of D< moc 

facies to resort to arbitrary power, and that 
spells of Democracy, alternating with dic
tators, was theorigin.il idea, we mentioned 
that great Jacobin Democrat, Thomas Jef
ferson, as an illustration, who in regard to 
so tremendous au occasion aw the abandoned 
and dispersed flathoat expedition of Burr 
against Mexico, "argued tu a t the best way 
to save the constitution might be to roll it 
up and stow- it away in a pigeon hole for 
a while. Upon this a sod of Jt-ffeison in 
thp Enquirer calls upon us for citation from 

fferson, as follows:
"W ill our contemporary have the good 

ness to cite the le tter or document, in which 
Mr. Jefferson usqd the language given above 
as comiDg from his pen ? We supposed 
ourselves tolerably familiar with bis w rit
ings, but we have no recollection of any
thing like tha t w hich the Gazette attributes 
to him.”

We have generally found tha t the adm ir
ing children of Jefferson are ignorant, of 
his works; but they are our delight, aud we 
take pleasure in laying liis written wisdom 
before his political ott'.-pring. We did not 
pretend to quote words, but the substance 
of what we stated is found in Jefferson’s 
letter to Dr. James Brown, in his works, 
Vul. Vi, p. 378. I t  seems tha t Dr. Brown 
had been suspected of complicity in the 
Burr expedition. Long enough after the 

flair for its passions to cool, he wrote Jef
ferson, in 1808, disclaiming any participa
tion with Burr. Jefferson accepted his dis
claimer, hut expressed his implacability 
toward those'w ho interposed constitution 
and law against his giving Burr and his 
friends what they deserved. He wrote:

" I did wish to see these pe iple get 
what they deserved, and, under the maxim 
of the law itself, that inter anna silent leges, 
tb i t  in an encampment expecting daily a t
tack from a powerful enemy, self-preserva
tion is paramount to all law. I did expect 
that instead of invoking the forms of law to 
cover traitors, all good citizens would have 
concurred in securing ibem. Should we 
have ever gained our revolution if we had 
bound our hands by the manacles of tho 
law, not only ia the beginning, but in auv 
part cl' our revolutionary cotilict? There 
are extreme cases when the laws become 
inadequate to their own preservation, aud 
when the universal resource is a dictator or 

artial law. Was New Orleans in that 
tnation?”
Here is the doctrine laid down, with more 

words, but as broadly as we expressed it. 
Law m utt be silent when the public safety 

quires it, and in time of pu alic danger the 
ws become inadequate io even their own 

preservation, aud the natural resort is to a 
dictator or martial law. And what was 
this emergency in which Jefferson argued 
tha t law should be silent! Burr’s men" bad 
dispersed*and his flxtboats were uunk. If 
there bail ever beeu any danger it was 
over. Yet Jefferson wanted to construe the 
whole country iato a military camp, and 
make himself dictator. In tiiis letter be 
argues as if it were a camp in which self- 
preservation was paramount to all law 
Yet the courts everywhere were in peaceful 
possession of their jurisdiction save as he 
broke in upon it.

He seized lour prominent citizens at New 
Orleans in the presence ofVhe courts, and 
had them carried by sea to Baltimore, and 
from thence two of them to Washington, 
where he tried to conceal their arrival and 
to keep them in custody of the marine 
guard while he procured the introduction of 
a bill into Ihe S'-nate, and its passage by 
suspension of the rules in one secret session, 
to suspend the habeas corpus in tbe whole 
country. But this bill was hindered in tbe 
House, and the two kidnapped persons at 
Washington, Bollman and Stvartwpm, wore 
brought before the Supreme Court on ha
beas corpus and discharged. I t was this 
judicial action, aud his failure to force Chief 
Justice Marshall to set aside law to convict 
Burr, tha t Jefferson was still inveighing 
against wheD he wrote this doctrine, which 
virtually was tha t w henever he thought the 
public safety required it be should be 
allowed to make himself dictator and to 
silence all law.

And here is the jaunty way he speaks of 
his arbitrary arrests end deportation of citi
zens, iu a letter to Covet nor Claiborne, in 
1807:

“ Tbe Feds aud the little band of Quids 
in opposition will try to moke something of 
the infringement of liberty by the military 
airest and deportation of citizens, but if it 
does not go beyond such offenders as Swart 
wont, Bollman, Burr, Blenuerhasset, Tyler, 
e tc . bey will bo supported by the piiblio 
apytonation.”

Is the Enquirer satisfied ? Have we sus 
tained our rt-maiks that Jefferson held that 
there were times when the best way to save 
the constitution was to roll it up and stow 
it an ay in a pigeon-hole? Probably tbe 
Enquirer thought the arrests of Vallandig- 
hmu and of gome ptrsons in Indiana were 
tbe tilBt military arr.-sts of civilians in this 
country, aud that Vallandigham’a was tbe 
first deportation. Aud these were in time 
ol gieat war, and thes- nu n were notoriously 
giving aid and comfort to the enemy; while 
J; ftetsou wanted to make a constructive 
state of war in the whole country, when 
not a blow bad been struck and there was 
co tan  enemy in arms.—Cincinnati Gazette.

lawyers or the pbyeiciaaa of any locality 
have to agree upon the ra te  of the ir fees 
and the other regulations which are custom
ary with them. B at the undertaking to say 
th a t other people— boys or grown up men— 
shall not avail themselves of their own legal 
right to labor as they please, or th a t others 
still shall uot employ those whom they pre

f e r ,  this is a wholly"unwarranted proceed
ing, and is, in fact, the very essence of des
potism, which never ought to be encouraged 
or allowed in a republic.

Aside from its dread 11! arbitrariness, it is 
detrimental in every point of view. I t  pre 
vents tho various mechanic trades from 
keeping up with thtf progress of tho age by 
excluding that free competition among the 
bright, ambitious youth of the country, 
which is the best hope of progress a t our 
command. The consequence is a marked 
falling off in dearly all branches of median 
ieal industry, too much disposition to shirk 
in the amount of time and skill given in 
return for pay, and less of that honest pride 
in his vocation which used to characterize 
every workingman, and command the 
respect of all.

Again, when native boys are thus ex 
eluded from the mechanic trades, their 
places are largely applied for by foreigners 
who can rarely take the interest in their 
work or attain  to tha t mastery of their busi
ness which would have been the case with 
American youth, growing up among the 
strongest incentives to do their best.. Too 
often now the la tte r have to join the 
altogether over-crowded throng Who are 
pushing for clerkships and other de 
pendent situations which do not begin to 
open the chance for usefulness and self- 
reliant manhood which might have been 
furnished by the mechanic arts in the coa
lition which they properly ought to occupy 
under our free institutions. This is a luiit-

r which pecuniarily interests our working 
men whose families are growing up around 
them, aud it is astonishing that they should 
allow themselves to be blinded thereto by 
temporary influences or the instigations of 
artful demagogues. W a believe th a t in 
time they will grow wiser, and. in looking 
out for the welfare of their children, will 
beni-tit the whole community.— Washington 
Chronicle.

M elancho ly  T a lk  w ith  th e  P ro p rie to r  
o f  n  H a rd w u re  s>tore.

He entered a hardware store on Wood
ward avenue about ten o'clock Saturday 
morning, and taking a sear by the stove he 
beckoned to tbe proprietor and said:

"Sit down here; I want to speak with 
you.”

He was a man who looked sad from the 
crown of his hat to the toes of bis boots. 
There were deep care hues on liis lace, his 
eyes were red and anxious looking ami his 
tattered overcoat was drawn in a t the waist 
by a wide leather belt.

“ Can we do anything for you today?” 
asked the merchant as he sat down.

The ead man slowly wiped his nose, slowly 
turned around and slowly said:

"Sir, it makes me feel sad when I reflect 
th a t we have all got to die!”

"Yes—um,” replied the merchant. 
“ Christopher Columbus is dead,”  contin

ued the sad man, “and who feels bad about 
it—who sheds a tear over his loss? He is 
gone, and we shall never see him more! 
You aud I must follow him, and the world 
will go on just the same.”

“ Then you don’t want anything to-day?” 
queried the merchant, a l te ra  painful pause.

“And King James is dead!” exclaimed 
the sad man, wiping his Dose again. “ Is 
anybody weeping over his los.-? Don’t 
folks laf and lai, and don 't the world go 
on just the same? Sir, it may not be a 
week before you aud 1 will be called upon 
to rest from tbe labors of this life. 
Doesn’t it make you feel sad when you 
think of it?”

"O f course, we've got to die,” replied the 
merchant, as he tossed a stray nail over 
among the eigbtpennies.

“Andrew Jackson is dead," continued the 
sad man, a tear falling on his hand. “ Yes, 
Andrew has been gathered, and a good man 
lias gone from among us. Were you ac
quainted with him !’’

“ I believe not,” was the answer.
‘ V\ ell, he was a fine m in. and manv a 

1 have laid awake aud cried to thiuk

A WOMAN’S ANSWER TO A MAN’S 
QUESTION.

Do you know you have asked for the costliest thing 
Ever a s d e  by the hand above—

A woman’s heart and a woman’s life,
Aud a woman’s wonderful love I

Do you know you have asked for th is  priceless
thing.

Ab a  child m ight ask for a  toy. 
Demanding wliat o thers have died to  win, 

With the reckless dash of a boy 1

You have w ritten  my lesson of du ty  out, 
Man like you have questioned me—

Now stand  a t  th e  bar of my woman's sou., 
Until I shall question thee.

You require your m utton shall always be hot, 
to u r  socks'ai d your sh irt be w h o le ;

I require jo u r  heart to  be tru e  as ugd e stars, 
Aud pure as his heaven your soul.

You rt quire a  cook for your m utton  and beef,
1 require a  fai greater th ing ; •

A seam stress you're w anting for socks and lor 
shir s,

I look fur a  wan and a kiug.

A king lor th e  th e  beautiful realm oa.leci home, 
Ano a man th a t the  m aker, God 

Shall look upou as he did on tu e  first 
Aud say " It is very good."

I  am fair and young, bu t the  rose will fade 
From my soft youug cheek oue day—

>Mi!l you love me then, 'm id th e  ta iling  leaves, 
As you did mid the bloom of May*

Is your h eart an ocean, so strong and deep 
f uiay launch my all on i 's  tid* S 

A lovmg woman hude heaven or hell,
On the day she is m ade a  bride.

I require all tliinya th a t  are grand and true , 
All things th a t a  man should be;

It you give this all I would s 'a k e  my ilfe 
To be all you demaud of me.

If vou can not be this—a laundress and cook 
You can hire, with little to pay:

But a woman’s liea-t and a  u union's life,
Are uot to be won th a t way.

T im e fo r  th e  P a r so n  to  S w e a r — T h e R e s 
cu e  o f  R ig  J a c k  S m n ll.

The camp to which Big Jack  Small’s 
freight was consigned was a new tine, and 
of eouree the last days of the trip  led the 
team over newly broken roads, which fact 
increased the labor of Mr. Small, and gave 
to face his and language a somewhat serious 
expression. Dating the last day’s drive be
fore coming to camp, the road was particu
larly uneven, and on the down grade caused 
the long, high wagon boxes to reel to and 
fro like boats a t sea. Often tbe wagons, 
despite tbe strong friction of .tbe howling 
brakes, pressed upon the cattle and crowded 
them upon each other en messe. Then again 
the hindmost wagon, in making a turn, en 
croached so far upon the inner side of the 
circle tha t the brake must be let up to 
avoid sliding further and overturning, as a 
rolling wheel slides less than a wheel which 
is locked.

On one of these sideling turns, on the 
brink of a shallow dry water-wash, Mr. 
Small was compelled to stop his team ’to 
prevent the overthrow of the rear Wagon.

W rite •  note an* send i t  down to  camp by 
the Injun—the boys’ll come up and gu  me 
oat, alive o r dead.”

“Do you think m e  weak or impractical 
Mr. Small,” replied Mr. Sigbal, with o d e 
termined ring in his yoioe. “ Tell me what 
to do and I will do it, God being judgs ot 
my intentions.’*

"Can yon cuss, parson?”
“ I t  is many years since I have nttered an  

oath of profanity. W hat is i t  1 am to do?” 
asked the parson, sternly.

“Go round to them cattle, commence on 
the leaders, an ’ brad ’em all w ith tha t steel 
iu the end of th© whip stock—the way 
you’ve seen me do it; then raise the whip 
above your head, s ta r t ’em on tue gee pull
nn’ inar Ijv  whip 1ipm.i1 hark ;tn’ nn.u n.a ]o.wian’ just lay your head back an’ cuss as loud 
an ' strung as you can holler.”

The Rev. Mr. Sighal went round to “ them 
cattle .” There was audible <0 Mr. Small’s 
ears a hustling of ox feet upon the earth, a 
creaking ot ox bows, mixed with an occa
sional short bawl; then the sound of tbe 
parson’s voice elevated w ith great vehe
mence—aud the wagon 6l»wiy arose enough 
to perm it Mr. Small to crawl out into the 
free air. The parson was still shouting a t 
the straining cattle, when Mr. Small limped 
quickly to where he stood, and taking the 
whip from him with one hand, extended 
his other, which Mr. Sighal grasped in both 
of his, and, turning his eyes, now full of 
tears, toward heaven, eloquently thanked 
Cud for His great mercy in the preserva
tion of a life which he hoped might yet be 
dedicated good and holy works.

Thank yc, parson,” said Big Jack , as he 
dropped his hand and turned to the cattle; 
“you’re a  good one—th a r  ain’t no go back 
to you’” And then, easing the cattle back 
from the pull, he said: "Parson, when 1
m arry tha t solid, square-built gat, you shall 
do the ceremony el it costs me a thousand 
dollars to fetch yer where I am!”

Ab! Mr. Small, this lesson should teach 
us tha t we know not what a day may tiring 
forth .”

“Well, we’ll take the chances, anyway^ 
parsfin!” .

W hat language the Rev. Mr. Sighal used 
to the cattle is not reported by Mr. Small; 
the Indian, being accustomed to much he 
does not understand, made no note of it; 
and the wide, gray silence of the desert ie 
no babbler.—Overland Monthly.

Magnificent 
China Palace.

decorated d inner sets a t

T r a n s p o r ta t io n  in  B o n d .
The recent circular ot the St-eretarv of 

the Treasury, relative to the suspension of 
damage allowances, under the act of Ju ly  
14, 1870, is widely misunderstood in the 
West. The customs officials authorize the 
following denial of the charge th a t  the cir
cular is designed to destroy the interior 
ports of en try  created by tha t act. Thev
say in substance: The act of Ju ly  14 makes 

L . , no change in the status of any port therein
As be proceeded to release, the brake, which named. I t  simply designated certain ports 
un fins 1 (articular wagon had its lever low I t0 / roni wliioll transportation Under the

that he would be seen among us no more 
forever. Dues anybody seem to care a 
ci-nc whether Andrew Jackson is dead or 
living ? You or I m aybe tbe Dext to go. 
aud the world will move on ju s t the same 
as if Ve had never lived.”

“The world cad’f, ol course, stop for the 
dea’h of one man, no m atte r how great,” 
said the merchant.

' That's what makes me sad—th a t’s why 
1 weep these tears ?” answered the man, 
wringing his long, peaked nose with rig o r
ous grief. “ William Penn is also dead. 
Once in a great while I hear some one ex 
press sorrow, but us a general thing the 
world has forgotten William with the rest. 
Don’t it make you feel sad when yon reflect 
th a t you will never see liifu again ? Don't 
you l'eel like crying when you think ho has 
gone from iltnoug us ?”

"I never have time to think of these
th.-ngs," answered the merchant, fondling 
the coal stnve'shaker.

"And Shakespeare's gone, too!” exclaimed 
the man, his cluu quivering with agitation, 
"W e may sigh, and sigh, and sigh, and 
wish, and wish, and wish, but poor Shaky 
will never be seen moving with us again! 
They have lard liim away to sleep his long 
sleep, and a bright lamp has been extin 
guished forever.”

•'Well, did vou want anything in the line 
of hardware?” asked the m erchant as he 
rose up.

“ Can you speak of hardware to me a t such 
a time as this?” exclaimed the sad man. 
“ Knowing my sad feelings, seeing these 
tears, .rud listening to my broken voice, can 
you have tbe heart to try  and force hard 
ware upon me?”

The rnerch m i wenf over to his desk and 
the sad man wrung his no-e again and wfent 
out.—Detroit Free Press.

on this particular wagon had its lever low 
down and between the forward and hind 
wheel, the wheels, from the slight move 
they made after being released, settled the 
wagon just a little, but far enongh in its 
nearly poised position to turn it over sud 
denly, before Mr. Small could fly for safety.

Mr. Sighal had bet'll anxiously and pray
erfully observing, from tbe rear of The
rain, the attitude of things. He heard a 

sudden shout, a crash, aud then all was 
silent and. Jack  Small invisible. The un 
conscious cattle stood quietly in the yoke: 
Mr. Sighal ran wildly from one side of the 
wagon to the other, endeavoring to discover 
some clue to Mr. Small; while the Indian 
walked gravely up fr* in tho head of the 
team, where he had been stationed to keep 
it iu check, and stolidly observed, pointing 
to the prostrate wagon, "Ugh! one um 
wagon heap ketch np Big Jack!

Mr. Sighal looked in the imperturbable 
face of ihe Indian, the Indian iooked into 
the face ot Mr. Sighal, and they both looked 
at the wagon. Then the Indian sat down 
op the hillside, and Mr. Sighal stood pale 
and sad, turning his hands nervously 
through each other, vainly trying to deter
mine what to do next. Suddenly he called 
the Indian, and began actively" unloading 
the unfortunate wagon, with the intention, 
as he afterward explained, of lifting it 
back by hand; which feat, considering its 
great size and weight, was nearly as far 
beyond tbe available power there present as 
to lift the whole load.

While thus fiercely engaged, and urging 
the Indian to increased exi rtion iu the 
same direction, h» heard a voice as of one 
crying from the depths:

Hullo, par*v>n!”

conditions of the act might be made. That 
act gives the importers the right to trans
port their goods im mediately to interior 
ports without entering a t warehouse a t the 
first port.

Tbe revenue act of the last Congress 
increased tbe duties on certain articles. To 
determine the operation of tucb increase, it 
became necessary to define an importation 
within the meaning of tue act of July 14, 
1870, because, if the importariou is not com
plete on the arrival at the first port, goods 
transported under the act of July,'”187 0, 
arriving a t the iijst port before the passage’ 
ot the act of 1875, but not arriving a t the 
interior port until afterwards, would be 
subject to the increased duties attaching 
uuder thb act of 1875. The ac t or Ju ly , 187 
creating tbe interior ports, speaks ol the 
merchandise to be forwarded as having 
been imported a t  tbe port of the first 
arrival, and provides th a t it be examined 
a t the interior port in tbe same manner as 
would have been required a t the port of an 
original importation. I t  is claimed that the 
language ot section twenty-nine of that act 
shows th a t there was no intent to change 
the fundam ental rulings of the revenue 
system, which is tha t an importation is 
complete on the arrival of the importing 
vessel within the limits of a port of entry 
with intent to unload. This ruling is recog
nized by several decisions of the United 
States Supreme Court. The pretense th it  
such acts may be treated as origiua! impor
tations on arrivals at- interior ports is with
out Inundation. Goods so imported must 
be treated as importations a t tho port of 
first arrival.

The Secretary of the Treasurv, in his
‘•Oh thank God, my dear Mr. Small, you le tter of April 34. 18T5, with
111 n » e  , i . . .  . . . . . . .  .........  ..........1 . ,stiil reierence to
"Yes, sir. I hain’t dead y it.’
“Ate you seriously injured? And do tell 

me what to do, Mr. Small.”
“ Guess not. I ’m down yere in the holler; 

but i t ’s mighty close quarters—like a fishin’’ 
worm under a boaru. E f tbe wagon box
dun’r settle down on me I reckon I ’m 'bout 
al> 'ight. W hat're doin,’ parson?”1*' -------- t. .. ..nioading the wagon, Mr. Small.”

“H —1 That  hain’t no use. Git the 
eoupiin’ chains from the other wagon—but 
chock the wheels fust—pass ’em round the

the new revenue act, took the ground that 
all importations must be regarded as com
plete on the arrival within the limits of a 
port of en try  with intent to unload, and 
th a t all previous decisions conflicting there
with must be overruled. This, of course, is 
not compatible with the idea of a voyage 
df importation term inating in the port of 
first arrival, but a t tbe port of final destina
tion, such voyage embracing fts a part there 
of transportation by rail ol goods unloaded 
from the importing vessel. As un obvious

box lroiu end to end 7,„V^T.r 1*™ I consequence of this decision, the question uf
T 1:  hout quarter way | allowance for damages on the voyage ofdown from the top, then bring the ends to

gether on the side o’ the box. Sabe ?”
“ I hope I do, Mr. Small.”
“ Then take five yoke o’ cattle an ’ another 

chain—an extry chain, more’n what would 
do to hitch lor common with—drive the

importation assumes an entirely different 
phase under the previous ruling of the 
departm ent. W estern m erchants could 
claim for damages incurred not only on the 
sea voyage, but during the transportation

cattle roun’ to the other side o7 th « w ag o 7  I l*Ild’ although the act of Ju ly , 1799, an 
an’ n’in t ’em straight r......  .■___K I act Pas8ed "h en  there was no apeh thing as

ihain

W o rd s W ill N ot B e  P u t D o w n .
Allu ious to the introduction and changes

of words meet us constantly in our reading 
Thus “banter.” “ uiob,” "b u lls ,” “ bubble,” 
"sham,” “ shuffling.” and “ palming” were

G iv e  th e  B o y s  n C h a n c e .
Il any class of the community should 

have a chance, says a sensible writer, it is 
tbe buys. They are to continue lunger on 
the stage than any others, aud the welfare 
of society is pecuiiaily bound up in their 
right starring and training. Particularly 
ought they to have, in the fullest degree, 
th a t ordinary right of earning their living 
or of getting ready to earn it. It is well 
known that many of the so-eailed labor 
organizations are hostile to this, as is seen 
in their trequent attem pts to forbid employ
ers taking apprentice-, or to limit the num
ber ot tbe latter in the various branches of 
the business.

To such an extent has this domineering 
assumption reached, accompanied by such 
acts ot injustice and even violence, th a t the 
judiciary committee of the Pennsylvania 
Legislature lias reported a bill on the sub- 
j<cr. It declares all combinations or asso
ciations unlawiul which have for their pur
pose the prevention or discouragement of 
the apprenticing ot minors in any trade or 
occupation. Under its provisions any p er
son who, either as an individual or as a 
member of any associarion, shall "attem pt, 
by any means whatever, to prevent any 
mechanic, employer or person having charge 
ot any manufacturing business, from tak ing 
as an apprentice any minor whose parentor 
guardians are desirous of apprenticing said 
minor,” shall be guilty of a misdemeanor, 
and liable to tine and imprisonment.

Probably the statutes of most States as 
they stand are sufficient to guard against 
the abuse aimed at in this Pennsylvania 
bill; if not, they ought to be amended. No 
one quesrisms the right of every American 
laborer, either alone or in association with 
others, to protect his own privilege to work, 
to say what wages he shall ask, how many 
hours he shall labor, whose offer of employ
ment he shall accept, etc.

He has as much right to do this as the

palming" were 
to w words in the Tutlcr's day, who writes: 

I cave done my utmost for some years 
I’ast to stop the progress of ‘mob’ and 
•banter,’ but have been plainlv borne down 
by numbers, and betrayed bv those who 
promised to assist me.” Reconnoitre, and 
other French terras of war, are ridiculed as 
innovations in the Spectator. “ Skate” was 

w word in Swill’s d«y. “ ‘To skate,’ if 
you know what th a tm e au s ,” he writes to 
Stella. “There is a new word coined within 

few ruunths,” says Fuller, ‘ called ‘fa
natics.’” L eke was accused of affectation 
in using “idea” instead of “ notion.” “ VVe 
have been obliged,” says the World, “ to 
adopt the word ‘police’ from the French. 
Where we read in another number, “ I as. 
sist.ed at the birth of the most significant 
word ‘flirtation,’ which dropped from the 
most beautiful mouth in the world, aud 
which has received the sanction of our 
most accurate Laureate in one of his come
dies.” “ Ignore” was once sacred to grand 
ju ru s . ” lu the ‘in terest’ o l” has been 
juoted in our time as a slang phrase just 
•< tiling into meaning. "Bore has wormed 
itself into polite use w ithin the memory 
(1 man. “ VVriukle is quietly growing 
into use in its secondary slang sense. 
'Muff” we have read from the pen of a 

grave lady, writing on a grave subject, to 
express to r serious &corn.~lilaekKood's 
Magazine.

hitch that^tryc'haffiffito 'rile c ^ a f f i^ th e  I tr?n®!l0rtiUlon in bond; provides tor such---------  ... .. . ,u. Tne cnaln °n the allowance only as far as damage is incurred
to | during the voyage, on application a t the 

port where such merchandise has been 
.. ... g.o uiai none noner to me i !itnde'1’ and  nf t  a t any port a t which

Don’t hurry. Work richr ,1 l}  lnay have been subsequently trans-
their wasn’t nothin’ wrong.” 0ug ferrejl. This act allows ten days within

The parson conscientiously ™ t I wlll<-'fi app!tcation8 inu8t be heard. More-

wagons, then hitch the ca ttle’s 
tha t extry chain. Sibe ?”

“I ritink I do, Mr. Small.”

S t " ‘51 ffif: «* «f w  inSiSd
when he bad all ready, and the cattle strung I 7,.w.!^ , " . UR!>r.t a a d l8 ’i,action as to
out a t right angles with the roudT e stemied I S T *  lrausPorted >•* bond, with respect to 
,0. t.. . u  ..........  -  , ' “e stepped | damages incurred during suuii trausporta-up to the prostate wagon, and, turning" as 
one woo listens down a well, he shouted' 

"Mr. Sm all!”
“ Hullo-o I"
“ I believe I have don" as you told me.”

)t everything lii ched strong? Don’t

Cupid in the H e a r t  o f  n P r ie s t .
Several Catholic poets have powerfully 

described the conflict of certain priests who, 
alter being united to the church, and having 
entered into their profession and made their 
eternal vows, funding them To chastity and 
renunciation of the pleasures ot Jove and 
the joys ot the family, meet in the world 
with a woman, perhaps destined by Provi
dence to complete and beautify their life, 
and thus pass through all the circles of hell' 
—hopeless love, unreasoning jealousy, a 
dropsical thirst of feeling without satisfac
tion, ut influitc desires w ithout alleviation 
on earth; tort) by ardent passions, insuffer
able remorse; victims of the strife between 
the voice ot the heart and th a t of the 
temple; excited by the verj scenes to which 
they give consecration, the  celebration of 
Diarriage between beings happier than 
themselves, the baptism of children born of 
sacred loves, the enchantm ent of the family 
in which the priests appear to blew 
felicity which never can be theirs, until, in 
this tremendous conflict, they either fail 
and fall forsaken of God, or die m artyrs to
their religion and thei- e\n v .—r asUlnr

want no slips in this game, yer know? 
Cause et this wagon bqx slides much 

you 11 have a mighty flat corpse to preach 
a funeral on!”

"Ob, dear! dear! Mr. Small.” exclaimed

nextPshail,1Id o !” ed ^  hu’riti°d ' “ W hat 
"Give Gov a strong bar’], ef yer kin git

one, or git a big stone el yer can’t g it no 
bar J, an p ace it to the edge of the wagon

Su.at he k,n »,ut under when the cattle ntr, it KuinsZ” tuccattle lift it, Sabe!
"Yes, sir. Ali done, Mr. Small

turn, by restricting the allowance to damage 
occasioned by accidental fire or other 
casualty, thus making it imperative upon 
the Secretary of the Treasury to observe 
the distinction between damage occurring 
in the voyagp of importation, from causes 
necessarily incidental to such voyage, and 
damage caused by casualty  by subsequent 
transportation. H ith e r to 'th e  department 
has practically extended it so as to include 
the time occupied iu transportation bv rail, 
during which the percentage of orin-inal 
damage may be largely increased. If the 
law presents an im practicability, the pro
per remedy is further legislation, but the 
Secretary of the Treasury can not he held 
responstble for a  defect in the law .— Chicago 
Tribune.
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^ 0.W!’. t^ t n’_8tart 11 the cattle, an’ keep
’em to i t  when they s art. An’ Gov. you 
look ou t an heap fix up.” *

T w o  O p in io n s o f  a  ->Iun.
Two travelers from d istant parts of the

S&’Ŝ &S'tS.SSl! SEra? ££». » ter...^ a n d r f r o n ^  *° I K Urel ' i h e ~ o t h « " a ^ o S T ^ d  h um  “i
try  his powers in a roie’in which h e " ^ ^  I t h e “t oppi ng in
faint hopes of 'succeesV“ He“sw"ung“ he whip I g r a v e ^ ’" ' f “ id th“ ^  “ than
round Lis head, bringing the heavy ’lash 
with a rake like tiiat ot ~ J ^wuu a runo tike tha t ot a dull rasu across M Z V. Ji , , V , * lore llian ‘■hn
L.s own neck, aud shouted a t the ,^ ,1  hn best ‘n e? d 1 ever had. A queer
Sluwiy they tightened the chains and then a ^ uak(',r Merchant, in whose hostood in u ,u n.. 11: _ ana then I was an errand hmz .. 1------
noT on e"  p oun cT m ore th an ^ iM t* e n m ^ h  t*  I P e ’. ed u ca te d  m e llb e r a liy r & e t
stretch the chains. ’ J 1 enou8h to | business in New Orleans, and, as long as he

, ,, . .......... — — find _
in this cem etery.” “ You have a 

kinsman buried her e l” “ More than th a t -
old
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as an errand boy. He took a fancy to 
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Oxen
beaten t^ e k  u’’1' r”,lU Jrue eriou*h in the jeattu  track have doubts about pulline 
across country through the brush. K

Get up Gee!” shouted the Rev. Mr 
Stgba. a t the top of his voice, ami trying in
vain to jerk an explosion out of the great 
wffip as be had seen Mr. Small do. “ Get 
up. Gee. Go long.” Ami th»n __

*  0 S a m ’a cM a» <>Peu

Mr Small.
Hearing a continued 

anu much shoutm 
Mr. Small called:

"Huilot Parson 
“ Sir.”
"W hat’s the m atter ?”
‘•The cattle can’t draw it. Mr. Small ” re 

plied the parson, sadly. ’ e
“Can’t draw  it, h e 'd -----d ! Go for ’em

ueasy en o u g h .”11’ ^  ^  kln P«U
"Curse them, Mr. S m all!” cried the par

son, in a voice of impressive solemnity.
Yes cu ss ’em !” shouted Mr. Small “ I 

wi.-b I was out there, d —n ’em !"

livid, never ceased to watch over me with 
the care and tenderness of a la ther.” The 
man s voice began to grow husky and hie 
eyes wet. “ I tell you,” lie said, “God has 
le lt some genuine salt in the world. When 
I think how many people are the better anil 
happier because tha t man has lived; when .1 
remember the slaves whom he helped to 

the asylums th a t lie founded, tho 
economy and lavish almsgiving 

his home, I .actually  leel, fir, as if 
ground under our ft ‘ 

because liis old body lie

A  of

by tin

‘b e t  was made holy 
1 i»- •» -8 in it.’ They wero

tinned rattling  of chains tT e  , fhen tk ; ou* h the dusky alleys of

1!” ka,:'T’ but °Pe. Philadelphian.” he sa iii nr«-=i.„t i .1 , . hiladelphian,” he said pre-
sen.fly, and he is dead. A Quaker, too— 
sugar unporter. Used to transact a  good 
deal ol business With ou> firm iu New York,

Ihev Irrknow9eSt’ 8ha,pest ,uan in a bargain 
wonbt 4 Vf r3 ste.-I trap  of a man—
would argue an hour about a penny An

VOUngac *  ° ld St,* lock- too- There was young Grave, a  fast 
cheated him of

p a r
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<Janal r 
trict ci 
twelve
to 1

tht

TWo
ingai

jo u u g  fellow, who 
imiahori av T  ~~a. “  dollars. W ell, he 
a ll w e “ att5 ? J? “ or»bly . in « I 'ite o f■ " * "■»» one  m ere , u —n em !” I could do. Graves was "the only son

“Mr. .Small, don’t swear needlessly. This I tieeilf„Î ° ,; 1 r ! t00’ and she a widow. Jus-Rfl f / x f  1»G. J 1 . , .. * U18 I LlCt. nt,. „ LI _ . - i s  a.is an occasion of life and dea th ,” said the the 1 ♦tlcJ’-* tk a*1 was his ery, until he sent
P,a: 80“ V,deSI8: 1D« his eS ’ft« a t urging iuckilw ta  Sln« ;^lng and to perdition. But
the cattle, whereat he had gr ,wn hot and >7. the old m an’s dead now. Hillo! 

-------  -  - a and here a- his grave, and a  marble shaft over
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red, excited and vexed.
"W ell, well, don’t  fret, parson B ert- , th a t ujy benefactor.”

.en than me ha’ died in 2 better canJY ~  '  ' 'better cause. S c r ib n e E s M M a g ^ ^  2>8' i* ^
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