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en, w
tained him, and with whom he
forced to exert himself. Intensely reserved,
be hid the fact under an easy, jovial man-
ner. Anecdotes, repartees, great bursts
of Homeric laughter, these made up his
coat of armor. People geverally did npot

suspect that be wore any. Oat of the
pulpit he wams just like other men,
they said, the truth being that ooly

i the pulpit was he really himself. i
He pcarcely noticed Helen again this
evening. Not once did they speak, and he
was quite unconscious of the quick, startled
glauces with which ehe favored bim. Never
bad she looked thus at any one. From the
nt of their meeting a new iutluence
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NIN RECOGNIZED AFTER DEATH.

Ringing, ringing, ever ringivg.
Are the ehanges life is bringing:
Binging, ringing s a chime
o the oidenybelln of Time—
On the fiery, wiry bells of Fatber Time.
Now p.- elangor breaks the languor
Eusted through me from these wasted, wasted
years--
From these pent, mocking, years—
EBreaks the languor, as & pasasion breaks to tears,
Or g dincord breaks the music of & rhyme,
Bhriekiog. soweeching, ‘mid a pantomime of fears,
Como my years, come my wasled, wasted years,
Come my lost years, with thelr syren siuglog
aweet,
, At my fect, siuging, singing at my feet,
With the witchory of 8 Lappy moruing chime—
Jow turned, alss! into a funers! rhyme,
As the bitter from the over, over sweet,

i bl

From hell's secthing outer verge,
Ringing, ringing as a dirge
On the oiden bel's of Time—
©n the fiery, wiry bells of Fathér Time,
Comes the clangor once agaiu, onee agsin,
Through & very mist of paip, through & rain
Dripping, drippiug from twy joystiat now arc slain,

Crushing through me, O my tiend, 80 dainty swoet!
Bun the memories of my passion when our feet

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

years—
Of those pent, mocking, m youre;
And my soul is racked with frenzy ns they come,
And my soul is piereed with agony and dumb,
For the ringing, tinging surge
OFf the solemu, walling dirge,
Clanging trom the bells of Time—

From the fiery, wiry bolls of Father Time,
Covers me with all the mournfuiness of tears,
Asthe clangor of those unrepentant yesrs

Surges ever through wy rthyme,

And upon the varthly shore
We shall meet, we shall meet,
With eur sin-ssndaled foet
Nevermore,
—_———  —

AN ALOE BLOSSOM,

It isone of the miserable things in life that
there are peopls to whom the gift of ex-
pression is dented, :

Helen Miles was ene of thess speechless
souls. As a child xhe was pale and still,
The aunt who brought her up, and did not
love her, suspected her of “slyness,” and
openly quoted the proverb of “'still waters.”
At sixteen she was called “shy,” at twenty-
five stigmatized as cold. Shyness is not an
sdmissible excuse after twenty. Tall, with
& good figure and features, thick light
brown hair withont the least gloas or ourl,
afair, colorlees, skin, & graceful hand ana
arms, ghe was entitied 1o pass for a pretty
woman. Ip fact, women no prettier rank
often as belles, But she was not beautiful
enough for a statue, and a8 a wstatue
her acqusintance persisted in regarding
her, which certainly was not fair,
She had some dim consclonsness ot this,
and it made her upcowfortable, Her eyes
looked out at times with a pitifal, inquiring
look—the look we ses ina dog's eves or u
doo’s; 8 loock we can wot quite read. No-
body read Helen's. Two or three people,
attracted by this odd face, made little sx-
periments, fumblec at the lock of her im-
passible reticence, Lut it was in vain; all
the incantations, the “ogen sesames,” fuiled;
pothing came of it. “Cold us a stone, my
dear!” women said of her, and by general
sgreement she was st down as a person
without enthnsiaswm, * faultily faultless,
icily regular”—a person who said Jittle be-
canse she felt nothing, to whom generous
impulse was unknown. With such judg-
ment are some women judged, and wil be
to the end of the werld,

Just one crevice exiated in this armor of
ice, through which at times the real Helen
looked out and revealed herself. Did 1 say
that ehe sang! Her voice wae low and ricd,
rather soprano than contralto; its range was
limited to a few uotes, but it possessed an
extraordinary pathetic quality, She sang
no songs that other people sang, but took
scrops from this poet and that—Arnold,
Tennyson, Rosetti, Landor—and set them
to weitd little harwonies of her own
composition. Nothing of the limitation of
her paturs bulonged 10 this unique musical
fuculty, ucnrt that she conld not always
sing, or to all people, and that thers were
persons before whow she could not sing at
all. Of course this only mude every one
duore eager to hewr her.  Huppy and light
hearted people find u certain luxury in
being made wiserable. It was a fashion-
able excitement to sit in the twilight and
have Helen Miles break your heart with ber

thetic voice, and she was in great request;
in fact, her music constituted her chiot hold
on society.

Reginald Thurston remembered  long
afterward the night when first he heard
her. Mrs. Le Clere's drawing-room was
dim with firelight as be went in—the light
of a flickering wood fire, which spatkled on
the sofy where Rosulie Le Clere lay, and
sent long sudden shadews ncrvss the floor.
From thy iuner room came the sound of
singing.

He stood in shadow 1!l the music ended,
then moved forward.

“How do you dol!" said Mra. Le Clere,
her gay, triendly voice coming like reliaf
after that other. *“We are keping blindman’s
holiday, as you see, and Miss Miles has
been mingingto us.  Can yon find o chair in
shis durkness, Mr. Thurs'on?  Here's one.
Oh, Helen, don't stop; go ou

But Helen bad leit the piano and was
moving toward them. Reginald, who was
shakiog hands with the invalid Rosalie, was
glad of this. He did not care for music as
music, and he Lated to have his feelings
drawn upon in society. Beasides he had
some curiosity to see the singer,

She came forward steadily, made an jey
littls bend om introduction and sat down by
the fire. .

“Please, Miss Miles, sing something else,”

Touse Rosalie; not to-night.”
“Well,” said Mrs. Le Clerc, “it you won't

ruw %0 give ns more music, we
bave the gas." She lighted it ag she

possessed her. She did not question, cr
analyze, but drifted on its low, asking n ot
whither. -«

It is hard to be classitiod as a stone, and
vet to bave none of @ stone's immunities.
This luckless Helen of mine was no wiser
than the rest of her sex, and far leas happy.
Weeks went on. She and Mr. Thur-ton
met continually, a8 people do when once
Continually his attraction for
lier became stronger. It was not long be-
fore she knew that she loved, and (for she
never blinded herself) loved hopelessly.
This did not pain her greatly, except at
moments; she wes*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 berself capable.

After a while a strange happiness came
to her from the very secrecy of this unre-
turned sffection. In Ler heart she named
Reginald by tender names; every duy her
thoughts went out toward him. She dared
to believe that in some way unknown to
her, but known of God, hix life must be the
better and richer for this ceaseless dew
of benediction poured wpon it. Nobody
guessed, nobody resd the lineaments of
generous passion behind the cold wveil of
her face; none heard the prayers in which
his nume etood first. Those who know not
the blise of receiving feel fall oy of giving;
she thought herself—she was—eontent.
This contentment would of course have
vanished in & whirlwjnd had Reginald
given sign of an iotention to be happy with
=omebody, but she was not tested iu that
way.

Fawily ties have a habit of Lmlling when
you least expectit. Helen had few such
tiea. An older sister, married in France,
was her only relation. This summer, nesrly
a tweivemonth after the evening. at Mrs,
LuClere's, the sisterly tie asserted itselt for
the first time. Mwe. Farard wrote urgently
to olaim u visit. Her husbend was in bad
bealth, her only duughter about to be mur-
ried; if Helen would come to them for a
few months it would be such comfort. Nor-

sndy was pleasanter than Cape May or
ﬂmg Braoch; and for the voyage scross
the Atlantic, what was it nowa-days! A
pleasure sail, & mere bagutelle. Surely
{elen would come.

“Of course you'll go,” cried sunts and

ins and d cousins in full ckaras,
It's an opportunity; it's & charming plan;
it's & plain duty.” Aona needs yon; yon
muost 20" Helen gave consent.” The at-
tractions of home were mnot particularly
strong in eummer, when the people of
Emunuel Chureh wera nc»m-rm}. aond 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 Clerg, going
abtoad in the steamskhip St. Malo on the
second of Jupe. No better ship guing, peo-
ple said, and June was the very month for
e VOyaging.

Helen's lust appearance hefore sailing was
at Mra. Doylaton's ball, on the twenty-
eighth of May, u beautiful fesiival in ope of
the wost superb modern houses, Flowers
abounded,  carnival of fragrance and color,
from the similax-wreathed ataircase 1o
chimney piecea converted for the nonee into
batks of roses and stephanotiz. But the
ooe inimitable glory of the occusion, jor of
Mrs. Doylston’s heart and despair of rival
florists, was & centary plant in full bloegom.
It stood in the middle of the drawing room,
it rpike of dusky yellow rearing itseif
from the base of jagged shapelesa leaves;
and to everyone who entered Mrs. Doylaton
eaid, “Be sure you see the aloc. It will be
@ hundred years, you know, before the
plant flowere again.”

“Bat I thought aloes diad as soon as they
had done blooming,” said* Mary Rogers to
Reginald Thurston, ae they stood by the
flower.

“They do—or 8o runs the legend.”

“Dear we! what 8 waste it seems that a
hundred years should go to perfeer o thing
which is to die ws soon as it is fuirly made!”

Helen also was looking at the aloe, She
wore & white dress that night, and looked
maore like & snow woman than ever,

“I can’t belp pitying the aloe,” went on

May, sentimentally.” “Of course, it wouldn'y

blossom at all if it knew that ite death must
the consequence,”

*Oh, do you think sol

aloe!”
“I 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.
“What a singnlar girl Misa Miles is!” ro-
marked ‘vmu_v May. “Inever can make her
ont at all. She is going abroad for the suw-
mer, you know; going next week.”

“Is she! Sosw L
“Really? Tell we about it" And the
conversation drifted away from Helen,
None the less ber strangeé sndden speech
bud made o disagreesble impression on
Reginald. He would not ask the name'of
the ship in which she was to sail, from a
disinelination to have it his own.

Nor was Helen's feeling one of unmixed
joy when, on ber third day ont, as she
“werged from the companion way under
escort of the stewardess, his face waas the
firat «he saw.  Nothing but eivilities eould
pass, however.
*“Miss Miles, I did not know that we wers
fellow-passengers. Lot we place Your chair
here out of the wind.”
“Thauke,” 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, mam,"
advised the stewardess, She tucked lelen’s
feet in, put & rug behind her back, and
having reduced her to the woolen chry-.
#alis, which must be a sailor's one idea of o
fusmonable lady, went away.
“Have you been sick! Are you going
abroad for long!" 8o the conversation
weut, never getting an inch bheyond the
commonplace.  Helen might bave shons
wore had ehe not been o busy thinking of
things which were unsayablé. It is not
casy sflecting interest in Lot weather, when
all the while you are putting inward ques-
tions, uttering secrets pust speech. At seq,
however, no one is blamed for silence. Be.
fore long they ceased to talk, Reginald
held a book in his hand, bu: he did not
read: the width and glory of the tossing
horizou tilled his eyes. And soon he forser
Helen, and into his face came what Rosalie
Le Clere had once called hLis “preaching
look,” & look which Helen knew well.
Ronsing suddenly, he caught her eyes
fixed upon him with an intensity which
made him start.
“What is it !” he asked involuntarily,
“1 beg your pardon; 1 did not speak,”
answered Helen, with a tiery biush,
1 lwg yours; must have been half
asleep,” ulimost as confusedly. He tried to
luugh it off, said something about ses wir
and its efiects; but the enbarrassment con-
tinued.  Soon he walked away., Helen was
abjectly miserable,
“How did I look! What did he mean I”
So bier 1estless thoughts ran.  Matters were
not mended by the little episode, Next
duy Reéginald avoided her, aud she sat, ool
anl unconcerned to all outward appear-
avce, but wretched at heart.
Itis wot easy, however, 1o avoid people
altogether in the close quarters a steamship.
Every day these tw met, bowed, spoke,
exchanged  Becessary Yacilities, or sat near
each other in mutual silence, Once, when
they Lappened to bein a dim and shaded
corner of the woonlit deck, Helen began to
sing, It wans the first cunscious effort she
bad ever made to attract the man slie loved,
and it was punished as such efforts often
are. Her voice blended fingularly with the
waves and the Jow shudder of the sails,
“*Come not whe
To shed thy floolish tears upos my n:-:: ——
To ves the unquiet dust thou wouldst not ssve.”
Never had she poured such passionate
meaning into the lines. Esch note wag
charged with disdainful woe, with ghostly
tears—if ghosts weep. inald could not
endure it. At the lust, “But thouhco by,"”
obuir,

I don't. Poor

Reginald glanced st the ch

ke from
ln"::'il’;::hvflbm a word. Helem wept

lﬂ- t. “Nothing will ever

nearer,” she sobbed. ‘‘Eves

lkn ho:m shall be far away from him. I
now it.”

How glibly we talk of heaven' how easily
we invnio Ie.!h! And suddenly there he
ie, in dreadful nearnesa! In the darkness
that followed that wmoon:setting, in the
enrliest hours of morning, came a sudden
and tremdéous crash. A bark at full sail
had struck the St. Malo amidshipe. and in
& brief moment every soul on d bad
waked to consciousness of calumity.

A mass of half-clad frightened passengers
thronged the deck. Screams, wails, impre-
catious filled the air; the ship's oflicers lost
all eelf possession, and rushed aimlessly to
and fro. Through the great rent in the'!
steswer's side the water came washing in.
In wn inconceivably short time the fires
were extinguished: the bark which inflicted
the injury hud vanished in the blacknesas of
the vight.

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

*Ohb, why dou't they lower them " sobbed
poor old Mrs. Le Ciere, clutching her Lus-
band's arm.

*Haush, Mary, they will” Bat precions
motuents pussed, the coutfusion deepenmg
with cach, and the boats were not lowered.
Frantic wen with clasp knives fang them-
sclves upon the daviws, cut, tore, cast wide
the ropes. The first boat fell, struck the
water, tilled, and instantly went down. A
second, & third, shared the same fate, Some
of the sailors seized the lifeboat and pushed
off in ber, regardless of the frenzied pus.
sengers. A yard came crashing trom above
uud smashed the launch.

It wag a acene to try the metal of a man.
Regivald Thorston worked like & hero. Ex-
postulating, directing, soothing, encourag-
ing, be rusbied to and fro, Helen keeping
vear him like a mlent shadow. Under his
orders  three  bosts were successfully
lauuched, and women and children, the old
and the weak, hurried ioto them. Helen
tock the shawl from her shoulders to put
round Mra. Le Clere, who, through all this
scene of frawtic terror, had never let go
ner husband's band.

“Aren’t you coming, L00!” sobbed the old
lady.

“There is mo room,” replied Helen,
brietly, as the boat pushed off. At that
moment a shout announced a fresh acci-
dent. The last remaiping boat had eap-
sized, half full of paesengers. Forty per-
sons remamned on the steamer's deck. The
water gained every moment. Helen was
the only woman left.

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

*'No,"” said Helen, with a etrange, sweet
smile, which, even at that moment, aston-
tshed bim.

He tied a lite-preserver round her waist.

“You are cold,” he eaid; *perbaps I can
find you a shawl.”

*Oh. what does it matter! it will soon be
over.” she replied, with the same quietnde.

“Will the m give us a bit of a
prayer?” asked a grizzied old sailor, touch-
ing his hat. »

All knelt, while in solemn tones Regivald
commended their souls as dying men to the
all mercitul 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 ture there 15 no chance for us?”
asked Helen, when he returned to her side,

“Huomsunly speaking, none. I donot sce
the least.” The words .were firmly spoker;
his face wore i's usually happy look
Worthy living makes worthy dying, sn old
suint has told us. “Are you wuch wiraid?”
he asked.

“No, not very,” with a slight shiver. “But
¥ou are sure, quite sure?”

**1 think so. I see no hope whatever,"

What u face she turned upon him us she
spcke!  The binnscle light thamed fall upon
her, and showed it plainly. Her eyes
ehone, a deep flush was in the checkas,
every line was grown inexpressibly tender!

“You are not frightened!” ho exclaimed,
involuntarily. *“You look happy, bappier
than I ever saw you louk before!’

“1 am bappy,” she replied in a voice so
#oft thut he bardly recognized it as hers.
“We have but a few moments to hive—we
are almost spirits! I can tell vou now what
I never conld bave told had we liyed—that
I'love you—have loved yon fora long time."

“Misa Miles! You!" .

“Don't be surpriscd—don't be shocked,”
she pleaded. “Ob, if you know what is ia
my heart! All my Iife I have longed to
#peak, and 1 never could. We are dead
now, and at last I can!”

Oun the edge of eternity Reginald Thurs
ton was conscious of embarrassment ot this
avowal. Helen detected it.

“You do not know what to say to me,"
she went on, with a sart of disembodied
frankness, “Dear friend, eay nothing, 1
am not ashamed that I bave loved yon, and
by-and-by yon will not be sorry. "W are
going where love is Itfe and law: mine can
Got tarm or inconvenience you there,”

“Poor child!” he murmured, inexpres-
siblv touched.

*No, not poor. I have been much happier
for knowing you, and now we are going to
the next world together. 1 never thought
that snything so wonderful as that could
haxpen."

cry came from the foriorn group on the
other nide of the deck.

“What was that! What did they say!"”

**1 think they said *A ship! " replied Rogi-
nald, straining his eves into the darknesa,

**Oh, surely not! How could I live now?"

There was real terror in ber face.

“Do rot be frightened,” he eaid gently,
“I am not worthy of the aflection you huve
given we, but whether we live or die, 1
shall always thank you for it.”

Sbe did not answer, but there was a
l|;3*xuuilul lovk in the eyes she turned upon

im.

Just then the slip gave a heavy lnreh,
# downward plimge. Reginaid ‘clasped
Helen's band firmly.

* Now!" he said.

The vext moment they were in the sea,

Haulf un hour later be'wus recovering his
senses on board the Curlew, the last wan
rescued from the ill-fated steamer, (A1l the
interval was black celipse.  He only knew
thut somewhere in ocvan deptha Helen's
haud had been torn from his, and thut he

bring us an

“1 thought

rose t'o the surface withont her, Poor
Helen! Lovely iudeath as in life, she hus
gone  compauntonless into the unknown
world !

This was years sgo. Reginald Thuraton
hias been @ ruccess'ul man snud a hupey one,
He has never married.  This is no tribute to
Helen's memory. He thinks, and perhaps
rightly, that his work is better done with
out the incumbrance of a wite. It way be
that 8 his lair grows gray, and the
thadows grudually lengihen over the road,
his xh-.ugiu £0 back, aud he realizes that
the truest iove which blessed his manhood
was quenched on that wild night beneath
Atlantic waves. But why do [ say
yuenched ! Do we not all believe, with
Helen, that * love is life and law” in the
Jand where ghe is gone ! And even in that
land of compeneation, wherever, whatever
she may vow, she must be happier.
Eternity, it would seem, wust be sweeter
for ber cve aloe blosscm of speech—that
for once she spoke, just once bLefore she
died.— Harper's Bazar., z

—
Just Like Him,

Phiilips, ot the Kokowo Tribune, who ia
ove uf the editors gecompary i g the excur-
sion, is a fine looking wan, with military
uwpprarance and senatorinl bemring.  Seroli-
ing in the promenade in the hotel, be unfor
tunately becamwe mixed up with the senato-
rial party, and from sppearanees it wis hard
to tell whether he was a Senitor, au editor,
or gome other man. A reporter ajpprosched
him und ssid:

“Are you a Senator, sir "

*1 sw!” Phillips said, and he ke knew all
the time he wasn't.

Reporter (in a very knowing manper)—
"()hlsz you are Senstor Authony, I Le-
Tie

“1 am!
wasn't.
01 course, you are sccompanying the
senatorial partyi”

“Certainiy 1 am,” said Phbillips, when he
knew be wasn't.

“Let we see, where do you gol”

“To Mexico.”

“Ha! to Mexico. What is the object of
your visit to the famous capital of Monte-
zumas—what is ita political signiticance!”
“None of your d—n buriners,” said the
eloquent editor; and the reporier went away
as il Im thought so. It wun't do for these

n"?.per fellows to tool

"said PLillips, when he knew he
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FAREWELL TO MEXICO.
BY NNA MARY “u—'—r-uwgn.vn (xAmiFwA).
True bearts—staunch ;mh-dur Mexico, fare-
"n‘ﬁ":l could pluck from my o'erflowing
Some rare bouquet of words whose depths might

What lips ean not, nor thess tears impart.
Betweaen me and the ahore the widening blue
Tells of the despening s«as to which I go;
From lesseuing barks flosts back o faint “sdieu”—
My soul replies. farewell to Mexico!

I came & pilgrim to thy storied strand,
1 g0 like ate who into exile goes;
Burely I've found in this enchanted land
Some regiou whete the fabled Lotus grows,
1 8igh not that &0 far Across the aeep
Fair Louisiana's orange blossoms blow—
T ouly wateh thy fadiug shores and weep,
Bucause I bid Tarewell to Mexico.
Bright pioture laod! My thoughts like traliug
Vikes
Wind buck, thy hills, thy vales, thy lakes
lon,

& -3
Cling 10und thine altars and thy rained shrines,
And twine where m§steries and whete wewories
throng.
Ye skies, in which resplendent aunsets burn,
Yo plains, ye palmws, yo prerless peaks of snow’
From what rare realws of loveliness [ turn,
To sigh and say, farewell to Mexico.
Now faint and fsinter grows the live of shore,
Upon our path eprings the pursuing wind;
Our plucgiog prow tasies the blue brive once

more,

Wm.l:X |k; a plume our white wake streama
Like nm-ll:m. friend, proud Orizaba stands

Agalust the sunset ‘ueath his crowa of snow;
Weo eall aord, we wave to ii'u our Liaude—

He tails—ke fades— farewell to Mexieo!
Stenmslip City of Havana, off Vein Cruz, Thurs

day, Janusry 22, 1475,
e —
A Call for the Docamentw,

In remagkiog the readmnesa of Dimoc
rieivs to resort to arbiteary power, and rhag
speils of Democracy, aiternuting with die-
tutors, was the original ides, we mentioned
that great Jacobin Democrat, Thomas Jef-
ferson, as an illustration, who in regard to
80 tremendoos au occssion as the ubandoned
and dispersed tlathoat expedition of Burr
against Mexico, “arzned tuat the best way
to save the constitution wight bs to roll it
up sand stow it away ina pigeon hole for
a while. Upon this & son of Jefferson in
the Laquirer calls upon us for citation frowm
Jeflerson, as follows:

*Will our contewporary have the good
Dees to cite the letter or docuinent in which
Mr., Jitterson us¢d the language given above
as cowing from his pen! We supposed
ourselves tolerably familiar with his wris-
ings, but we bave uo recollection of any-
thing like that which the Guzette attributes
to biw."

We have generally found that the admir-
ing children of Jefferson are ignorant of
Lis works; bus they are our delight, aud wo
take pleasure in layving his written wisdom
before his political offspring. We did not
pretend to quote words, but the substance
of what we stated is found in Jeflerson's
letter to Dr. James Brown, in his works,
Vol Vo, p. 378, It geems that Dr. Brown
had been suspected of complicity in the
Burr expedition. Long enongh after the
affair for its paseions to cool, he wrote Jaf-
ferson, in 1808, disclsiming any participa-
tion with Burr. Jefferson aceepted his dis-
claimer, but expressed Lis jmplacability
toward those "who interposed eonstitution
and law against his giving Burr and his
friends what they deserved. Ile wrote:

“1 did wish to see these peple get
what they deserved, and, under the maxim
of the law iteelr, thut infer arma silent leges,
that in an encawpment expecting daily at-
tack from a powerful enewy, self-pregerva-
tion ia paramount to all law. I did expeet
thut instead of iuvoking the forms of law to
cover trators, all good citizens would have
concurred in securing 1 Should we
buve sver gained onr revolution if we had
hound our hands by the manacles of the
luw, not ouly im the beginoiog, but in any
part (f our revolutivnary contlict? There
ave extrewme cases when the laws begome
inadeqaate to their own preservation, and
when the universal resource is u dictator or
wartial Jaw. Was Nuw Orlesns in tuat
sitnation!™

Here is the doctrine laid down, with more
words, but as broadly as we express-d it,
Law muet be silent when the pubBe safery
requires it, and in time of puolic danger the
!nws become inadequate 1o even their own
preservation, aud the natursl resort is to a
dictator or martizl law.  And what was
this emergescy in which Jefleraon argued
that law should be sileni! Barr's men had
dispersaed, and his tlatbouts wers sunk. If
there hud ever been any danger it was
over. YetJefferson warted to eonstruae the
whole country into a military camp, and
maks bimselt dictator. In s letter he
argues as if it were u esmyp in which self-
preservation wuas persmount to all law,
Yet the courts every whers were in peaceful
possession of their jurisdiction savo ue he
broke in upon it,

He seized tour promivent citizens at New
Orleana in the preseuce of Mhe courts, and
had them carried by sca to Baliimore, and
from thence two of them to Washington,
whern Le tried to conceal their arrival and
to keep them in custody of the marine
guard while he procured the introduction of
a bill into the Senate, aud ita passage by
suspension of the rules in one secret session,
to suspend the habeas corpns in the whole
country. But this bill was lindered in the
Honse, and the two kiduapped persons at
Washiogton, Bollman and Svartwour, were
brought before the Suprewe Court on ha-
heas corpus and dicebarged. It was this
judicial uction, and his failare to force Chief
Justice Marshsll to set aside law to convict
Burr, that Jefferson wus still inveighing
against when he wrote this doctrine, which
virtually was that whengver he thought the
public safety reqmred it he should be
allowed to make hiwself dictutor und to
silence all law,

And here is the jaunty way he spasks of
his arbitrary arrests wnd deportation of eiti-
zens, i 4 letter o Governor Cluiborne, in
I807:

“The Feds and ths little band of Quila
in opposigon will try to make sumething of
the miringoment of Liberty by the nalitary
witest und deportation of eirizens, but if it
does not go beyond sneh offendors s Swart
Bollman, Burr, Blenverhasset, Tyler,
#y wiil be supported by the publie
aprrobaiion,”

Is the Enguirer satisfied ! Have we sus-
tatned our rewirks that Jetferson held that
there were times when the best way to save
the constitution was to roll it up aod stow
it axay in & pigeonchole? Probably the
Enguirer thought the arrests of Vallaadiz-
hauw und of some pereons in Indiana were
the first military arrests of eiviliana in this
conntry, avd thut Vallandigham'’s was the
first deportation. Aud these were in time
of great war, and thess men were notoriously
eivieg aid and comiort to the engmy; while
Jiflerson wanted to mwake a copstruetive
state of war in the whole country, when
not & blow had been striuck and there was
potan enemy 1o arws. —Cincinnati Gazette,
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Give the Boys n Chance.

It any class of the cowmunity shonld
have a chance, says & seusible writer, it is
the boys. They are to continne longer on
the stuge thun any others, and the welfare
of society is pecwiiatly bousd up in their
right etarting and training. Particularly
ovgit they to bave, in the fullest degree,
that ordinary right of earning their hiving
or of getting ready to earn it. [t is well
known that many of the so.cailed labor
organizations are hostile to this, as is seen
n their frequent attempts to forvid employ-
ers takimg apprentices, or to linit the nam-
ber of the latter in the various branches of
the business.

To such an extent has this domineering
assummption reached, accompanied by such
#ots ob lujustice and even violence, that the
ury comwittee of the Penpsylvania
[ lature has reported o on the sub-
Joet. Ir declares all combinations or asso-
cintions unlawiul which have fur their pur-
pose the prevention or discoursgement of
the apprenticiug of winors in any trade or
occupation. Under its provisions any per
son who, either 88 an individual or as a
wember of any association, shull “attempt,
by any mesns whatever, to prevent any
wechanie, employer or person having charge
of any wanuiacturioyg businesa, from taking
## un Bpprentice any winor whose parent or
cuardinns are desirons of apprenticing said
ucner,” shall be guilty of & wisdeweandr,
and liable to tine and imprisonment,

Probably the statutes of most Statea as
they stand are sufficient to guard against
the abuse aimed st 1 this Peansylvania
Lill; if mot, they vught to be amended. No
one quesons the right of every American
lsborer, éliher alone or in association with
others, to protect Lis own privilege to work,
to say what wages he shal! ask, how many
bours he shall labor, whose offer of employ-
ment he ahall aceept, ete.

" He bhas as much right to do this as the
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Jawyers or the physicians of sny locality
ve to agres upon the rate of their fees
other ng which are custom-
m 'il.? lhcm.' Bnblo the nndeﬂlﬂﬂl::_!
t other people— boys or grown up ’
shall not uvnilpﬂn\mulmof their own legal
right te Jabor as they plesse, or that others
still shall not emrloy those whom they pre-
pfor. thia is & wholly unwarranted proceed-
ing, and ie, in fact, the very essence of des-
potiem, which never onght to be encouraged
or allowed 1n & republie.

Aside from its dread ul arbitrariness, it is
detrimental in every point of view. It pre-
vents the various mechanio trades from
keeping up with the progress of the age by
excindiog that free compatition among the
bright, ambitious youth of the ocountry,
which is the best hope of progress at our
comwand. The consequence is a marked
falling off in dearly all branches of mechan-
ical industry, too moch disposition to shirk
in the amount of time and =kill given in
return for pay, and less of that bonest pride
in bis voeation which used to characterize
every workingmun, and comwand the
respeet of all.

Agaif, when native boys are thus ex-
clu-i:-d from the mechanic trades, their
places are largely applied for by foreigners
who ean rarely take the interest in their
work or attain to thut 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
olten nvow the latter haye to join the
altozether 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 wanhood which might have been
furnisbed by the mechanic arts in the con-
dition which they properly ought to oceupy
under our free institutions. This is u mat-
ter whieh pyeuniarily interests our working-
wen whose families are growing up around
them, aud it is astonishiog that they should
allvw themselves to be blinded thereto by
temporary iotluences or the instigations of
artful demagogues. We believe that in
time they wiil grow wiser, and, in looking
ont for the welfare of their children, will
benrtit the whole community.— Washington
Chronicle.

FESNIE TS ST A
A Melancholy Talk with the Proprietor
of n Hurdware Store.

He entered s hurdware store on Wood-
ward avenue sbout ten o’clock Saturday
morning, and taking a seat by the stove he

beckoned to the proprietor and said:

“8it down bhere; I want to speak with

on.”
¥ He was a man who looked sad from the
crown of his hatto the toesof his hoots,
There were deep care lines on bis tace, his
eyes were red and auxions looking and his
tattered overcoat was drawn in at the waist
by u wide leather belt.

*Can we do anytbing for you to-day!"
asked the merchant as he sat down.

The xud man slowly wiped his nose, slowly
turned around snd slowly said:

“Sir, it makes me feel xad when I reflect
that we bave all got to die!”

“Yes—um,"” replied the merchant.

“*Christopher Columbus is dead,’’ contin-
ued the sad wan, “and who feels bad ahout
it—who steds a tesr over his loss! He in
gone, and we shall never ece him wore!
You aud 1 must follow him, and the world
will go on just the same.”

*Then you dou't want anything to-day!”
aueried the merchant, after s prinful pause.

“And King Jumes is dead!” exelaimed
the sad wan, wiping bis nose again. *ls
auyhodvy weeping over his loas! Don't
folks laf and laJ, and don't the world go
on just the eamel Sir, it may not be a
woek before you and I will be called wpon
to rest from the lubors of this finfe.
Dorsn’t it muke you fee! sad when you
think of iti"

“Of conrse, we've got to die,” replied the
merchant, a8 he tossed a stray nail over
among the eightpennies,

“Andrew Jackson is dead,” continned the
sad man, a tear ialling oo his hand, “Yeu,
Audrew has been gathered, and a good man
has gone from smong us. Were you ac-
quaiated with him 1"

“I believe not,” was the nnswer.

“Well, ho was a fine wun, m;‘d many a
night | have laid awnke aud cried to thiok
that he woald be seen among us no more
ferever.  Does anybody secm to care a
cent whether Andrew Jackson is dead or
ving ! Yonor! wey be 1he next o go,
aud the world will move on just the same
as 11%¢ had never lived.”

“The world cad’t, of courae, stop for the
death of one man, Bo wstter how great,”
eaid the merchant,

*That's what mukes me sad—that's why
} weep thesa tears ! answered the mun,
wringing his long, peaked nose with vigor-
grivt, “William Penn ie also dead.
in & great while b Lear some one ex-
press sorrow, bat as a genoral thing the
world bas forgotten William  with the reat.
Don't it wake you feel sad when yon reflect
that you will never see himi again?! Doa't
fou feel ke erying when you think ho has
gona from dmoug us 1™

“1 mever have time to think of these
things,” answered the merchant, fondling
the corl ctove'shaker,

*Aund Shakespeare's gone, too!" exclaimed
the man, his ehiu quiveriog with sgitation,
“We way eizh, and sigh, and sigh, and
wish, und wish, and wish, but poor Shaky
will never be seen moving with us again!
They have laid him away to sleep his long
sleep, and a bright lamp bus been extin-
guished forever,”

“We'l, did vou want anything in the line
of hardware!” asked the merchant as he
rose up,

*Cun you speak of hard ware to me at such
A time as this!” exciaimed the sad man.
“Know my sud feelings, rosing these
teara, and listening to my broken voioe, can
You have the heart to try and force hard-
ware upon mel"

The werchant wen® over to hia desk and
the wad man wrung his nose sgain and went
—Detroit Free Press,
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Words Wil Not Be Put Down.

Allu<ions w the introdaotion and changes
Ol words meet us constantly in our reading
Thus “banter.” “mab,™ aily,” “bubble,”
vshem,” “shuflling.” and “palming” were
new words in the ‘er's day, who writes:
“1 bave done Wy ultiest for some years
past stop the progress of ‘mob’ and
‘hanter,’ but have been plainly borne down
by vnmbers, and betrayed by those who
promised to ussist me.”  Keconnoitre, amd
or French terms of war, are ridienled as
innovations in the Spectator, *Skate” was
a new word in Switi's duy,  *To skate,' if
you know what that means,” he writes to
Stella. “There is auew word ccined within
a tew months,” saye Faoller, “called *fa-
natics."”  Locke was accused of sff-ctation
m usiog “idea” instead of “notion.” “Wea
have been obhiged,” saya the World, “to
adopt the word ‘police’ from the French.”
Where we read in another nuamber, “I as
sisted ot the birth of the most significant
word ‘tirtation,” which dropped from the
most brautitul mouth in xxhr world, aud
which has reeeived the manetion of our
most accurate Laureate in one of his come-
dies"” “lenore” was onee sacred to grand
juries. “la the ‘“mterest’ of” has been
quoted in our time as a slang phrase just
coming mto weaniong. “Bore has wormed
itself into polite vse within the memory
of mwan.  “Wrinkle” is quietly growing
into use in its secondary slang eense,
“Mul? we have reud from the pen of a
grave luly, writing on s grave subjeet, to
vxpress her serious scorn.— Blaekicood's
Meyuzine

- ———
Cupid in the Heart of n Priest,
Several Catholic puets have powerfully
tol certain priests who,
cing uuited 1o the church, and having
1iuto their profession und made therr
eternal vows, binding them to chastity and
renunciation of the pleasures of love and
the joys ot the family, meet in the world
L woman, perbaps destined by Provi-
o complete sod besunfy their life,
aud thus pass throngh wll the eircles of hell
—hopelvss love, vnreasoning jealousy, a
dropsical thirst of fueling without satisfac-
tion, of intinite desires without alleviation
on earth; tora by ardent passions, insuffsr-
able reworse; vietims of the strife between
the voice of the heart and that of the
temple; excited by the very scenes to which
they give consecration, the celebration of
warrizge between beings happier than
thewselves, the baptism of chiloren born of
sacred loves, the enchantment of the f; ily
in which the priests appear to blm“‘
felicity which never can be theira, until, in
this tremendous conflict, they either fail
and fall forsaken of God, er die martyrs to
their religion and thei- do‘v. — Magtelar.

Nnvr; & Ominer’s Ching Paiaoo opens

Monda;

M ANSWER TO A MAN’S
- QUESTION.
you have asked for the costliest thing

A WOMAN

Do you know
made hand above—
Am'- o "2'.4 » woman'a life,

And » woman's wenderful love | g
Do you know you have ssked for this priceless

thing,
1:/1d might ssk for & toy, .
D:m.:nfllng 'I-El others have died to win,
With the reckless dash of & boy ¥

have written my lesson of duty out,
“'lllx‘n lLike you have questioned me—
Now stund ist the bar of my womau’'s §ot,
Uniill sha'l question thee.

1 ire your mutton shall slways be hot,
h;:\::q;:cklym d your shirt be whole:
1 require yoar heart to ba trne ue God's stars,
And pure as his heaven your soul.

You ri quire a cook for _vnlm' mutton aud beef,
A far greater things .-
A li::“ll‘::‘l‘:"‘ you're wantivy for socks and for
ahir s,
1 look for & man and & king.

A king for the the beautiful realm called home,
Aud & wan that the maker, Gol

Shall lovk upon 4a he did vn tue tirst
Aud say “It 18 very good.

I am fair and yonng, but the rose will fade
From my soft young check one dey—

Weill you love mé then, "wid the talling leaves,
As you did 'mid the blovm of May:

Is your heart an ocean, so strong aud deep
1wy Inuneh my all on ite tidi§

A loving woman tinds beaveu or hell,
Ou the duy she is made s bride.

d and true,

I require all thinze that are
All things that a man sho
I you give this all I would
T be all you demand of we.

e wy iife

If vou can not be this—a laundress and cook

You calt hire. with Iittle to pay: . i
But s woman's hea t and » wondan's lite,

Are uot 1o be won that way.

SRR T LA A ST
Time for the Parson 1o Swenr—The Res-
cue of Big Jnck Smnil,

The cump to wnich Biz Juck Small's
fre:ght was consigned wis a new bne, and
of course 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 lsngnage a somewhat serious
expression,  Duning the last day's drn'a_be-
fore cowming to camp, the road was particu-
lurly upeven, und on the down grade cauced
the long, bigh wagon boxes to reel to and
fro llke boats at eew. Often the wagons,
despize the strong friction of the howling
brakes, pressed upun the cattle and cmwd::d
thew upon each other en mesce. Then again
the hindmost wagon, in wakivg a turn, en-
croached so far upon the inner side of the
cirele that the brake must ve let up to
avoid sliding further and overturning, a8 a
rolling wheel slides less than w wheel which
is locked.

On one of these sideling turns, on the
brink of & sballow dry wuter-wash, Mr.
Small was compelled to stop. hia team to
prevent the overtirow of the rear wa, on.
As ho proceeded to release the brake, which
on this partionlar wagon had its lever low
down aud between the forward and hind
wheel, the wheels, from the slight move
they made after beinig released, settled the
wagzon just a littie, but fur epough in its
nearly poised position to torn it over sud-
denly, betors Mr. Swazll could fly for safety.

Mr. Sighal had beer anxiously and pray-
eriuily observing, frowe the rewr of the
train, the attitude of things, He heard a
sudden shout, a crash, uud then all was
silent und. Jack Swall invisible, The un-
couscious cattle stood quietly in the yoke:
Mr. Sighal ran wildiy from one side of the
wagon to the other, endesvoring to discover
some cloe to Mr. Small; while the Indian
wialked gravely up from the bead of the
tea, where he bid been stationed to keep
it in check, and stolidly observed, poiuting
to the prostrate wagon, “Ugh! ons um
wazon heap keteh up Big Jack!”

Mr. Sizhal looked in the importurbable
facs ot the Indian, the Indian looked into
the face of Mr. Sichal, and they both looked
ut the wagon, Then the Indian sat down
oo the hillside, ard Mr. Sighal stoed pale
and sad, turning Lis bands nervounsly
through each other, vainly trying to deter-
e what to do next.  Suddeniy he called
the Indien, and began actively unloading
the unfortnnste wagon, with the intention,
us lie atterwurd explaioed, of hiting it
back by hand; whict feat, considering its

Teat size mod weight, was nearly as far

wyoud the available power there present as
to lift the whola load.

While thus fiercely engaged, and urging
the Indian to increused exirtion in the
rame direction, e heard a voice us of one
crying from the depths:

*Hullo, parmn !

& thank God, wy dewr Mr. Smail, you
ve

“Yew, gir. I hain't dead yit.”

“Are you serionsly injureal
we what to de, Mr, Smali."”

“Guess not.  I'm down yere in the holler;
but it mighty close quarters—like u fishin’
worm under a board. Ef he wngon box
don'r getti® down on me I reckon I'm ‘boat
al' right.  'What're doin,’ pargon{"

“{uioading the wagon, Mr. Small.”

“H—I! That buin’t no use. Git the
coupiin’ chains from the other wagon—but
ehock the wheels fust—pass 'em round the
box from end to end, 'bout quarter way
down from the top, then bring the ends to-
gether on the side o' the box.  Sabe !

“I hope I do, Mr. Small."”

‘hen tuke five yoke o' cattloan’ another
chain—an extry chain, more'n what would
do to hiten for common with—drive the
cattle ronn’ to the other side o the wagon,
an’ n‘mt 'em straight seross from the road;
hitch that extry chain into the chain on the
wagons, then hitch the cattle’s chain o
that extry chain, Sabe 2"

“1 think I do, Mr, Swall.”

“When yer git that done, holler to me.
Don’t hurry., Work right abead as though
their wasn’t nothin' wrong.”

The parson (-nmci.-n-.uu.-]y. vot with
much misgiving, went shout his ‘task, and
when he bad all ready, and the cattle strong
oat at right angles with the road, be stepped
up to the prostate wagon and, turning as
one who listens down & well, be shouted:

“Mr. Bmall "

And do tell

I have done 58 vou told me,”

“Got everything bitehed strongt Don't
want no shps in this game, yer know!?
"Cause f this wagon box slides much,
you'll have a mighty tlat corpse o preach
u funeral on!™

“Ou, dear! dear! Mr, Small,” exclaimed
the parson. vexed and horrified. “What
next shall 1dot”

“Give Gov aetrong bar'l, ef yer kin git
oue. or git & big stone ef yer eun't &£it no
bar'l, an’ place it to the edgo of the wagon
box, ko "at he kin pat it under when the
cattle jifrit.  Sabe!”

“Yen, pir. Ali done, Mr, Small.”

., "Now, then, start up the cattle, an’ keep
em to it when they sart, An' Gov, you
lock ont an’ heap fix up,”

“Yash, me sabe,” suid the Indian, taking
hig position, whils Mr. Sighal gathered to
himseit the terrible whip, and proceeded to
try his powers in & role in which he had
faint bopee of muccess. He swung the whip
round Lis head, bringing the heavy lash
with & rake like that ot a dull TRSP A0ross
bis own neck, aud shouted at the cattls,
Slowly they tightened the chaios, and then
;tutm‘lmm the 3ulling a;ti'udu-; but pulling

o ® pound more than j b
streteh !lﬂe t'hainn.o el G20

Oxen which will pull tfye euouzh in the

beaten track huve doubts about pulling
acrosa country through the brush.,
"Gt up! Gee!” sliouted the Rev, Mr.

Sigha!l aLthe top of his voice, und rying in
viun to jerk an explosion ont of the grest
wl.'xp. as e had seen Mr, Small do. “Get
up! (ee! Go long." Apd then, Rering
himself vusuccesstal, and Ivﬂ'ummg heated
with the exertion, he udded, by wuy of ter-
:ur”!n‘nhlh“ cattle, L(:.m(,uu,‘d you! Get up!
St € wagon box lay faf g
gy g ¥ Hat on the top of

Hearing a continged rattlin f i

s g of chains,

ana much shouting with no gy o
g kot Ao sppurent result,
“Hullo! Parson!”
“Sir."”
b ;lhal's xll:o watter 1"

“The eattle can't draw 12, Mr. § i
phied the parson, sadly. -

“Cau’t draw it, be d—.g!
with the brad, su' cuss ‘em !
It €usy enough.”

“Curse them, Mr. Small 1" cried the par-
80D, in & voice of impressive solemnpity,

“Yes, cusa’em ! shouted Mr. Small, “y
wlngll :u om‘.‘l there, d—n 'em ! 3

“Mr. Small, don't swear needlessly. i
is an occasion of life and dell.h."{;id'rthi::
parson, desisting from his eff)rte at urgin,
the cattle, whereat he bad grown hog unﬁ
md.“t;lﬁllzd lrd vexed.

“Well, well, don't fret, parson.  Bery
men than me ha'died in a hmruu:

Go for ‘em
They kin pull

, an’ sead it doWH to
mmy:m ..2’-'{.«“3-.

*Do you think me weak or impracties]
Mr. Sa{all." lzlhd Mr. Sighal, with s de-
will

termined ring in his voice. “Tell me whag
todo and I do it, God being judge ot
wy intentions.™ 5

*Can you cuse, parsoni” ]

*It is many since I bave nttered an
oath of profanity. What is it 1 am to go3”
asked the parsom, stemuly. _

“Go round to them csttle, commence on
the leaders, an’ brad 'em all with thut steel
iu the end of the whip stock—the way
you've seen me do it; then raise the whi
above vour head, start "em on the gee Pﬂﬁ
un’ just lay your hesd back u'n' cuss as loud
an’ sirong as you can holler.”

The Rev. Mr. Sighal went round to “thepa
cattle.,” There was uudible o Mr. Small's
eurs u hustling of ox feet npon the earth, o
creaking ot ox bows, mixed with an ocea-
sional short bawl; then the sound of the
parson's voice elevated with great vehe-
mence—and the wagon elowly arose enongh
o permit Mr. Small to crawl out into the
free wir. The parson wse still shouting at
the siraining cattle, when Mr. Swall limped
quickly to where he atood, and tuking the
whip from bim with one hand, extended
his other, which Mr. Sighal grasped iz both
of his, and, turping his eyes, now fuil of
tears, toward heaven, eloquently thanked
God for His great wercy m the preserva-
tion of a lite which he lLoped might yet be
dedicated fo good aud holy works.

“Thank ye, parson,” said Big Jack, an be
dropped his hand and turned to the cattle;
“you're & good one—thar 2in't no go back
to you!' And then. earing the cattle back
from the pull. he said: “Person, when 1
marry that solid, square-built gai, you sbail
do the ceremony ef it costs me a thousand
dollars to ferch yer where I aw!”

“AL! Mr. Smuall, this lesson should teach
us that we know not whut & day way bring
forth,”

“Well, we'll tuke the chances, anyway,
parabn!"” S

What language the Rev. Mr. Sighal used
to the eattle is not reported by Mr. Swall;
the Iudian, being wecustomed to much he
does not understand, made no note of i
and the wide, gray eilence of the desert is
no babbler.—Overland Monthly.

Magniticent decorated dmper sets st

Chins Palace.
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Trausportation in Bond.

The recent circuinr of the Sceretary of
the Treasury, relative to the suspension of
damage allowances, under the act of July
14, 1870, is widely misunderstood in the
West. The customs officials suthorize the
following deniul of the churge that the cir-
cular is designed to destroy the interior
ports of entry created by that act. They
say in substanee: The actof July 1! makes
no chunge in the status of any port thersin
pawed. It simply designated certain porta
to and from which transportation under the
conditions of the act might be made. That
act given the importers the right to teans-
port their goods immediately to interior
ports without entering st warehouse at the
first port.

The revenue act of the last Cougress
increased the daties on certain articles, To
determiue the operation of euch increase, i
became necessary to define an importation
within the meaning of tue act of July 14,
1870, becense, if the importation i3 not com-
plete on the arrival a1 the first port, goods
tran=ported under the uct of Jaly, 15:0,
arriving at the first port before the passage
of the act of 15875, but nol arriving at the
interier port until afterwards, would be
subject to the incressed duties attaching
under the act of 1875, The actor July, is70,
creating the interior ports, speaks of the

been imported at the port of the firs:
arrival, and provides that it be exawineq
at the inkerior port in the sume wunner as
would have been, required at the jort of sn
original importation. It is claimed that the
language ot section tweuty-nine of that aes
shows thut there was wo intent to change
the fundamentsl rulings of the revenus
system, which is that an importation is
complew on the arrival of the iwportiog
vessel within the liwits 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 this
such acts way be treated as origival impor-
tations on arrivals av interior ports is with-
out toundation. Goods #o imported muss
be treated as importations at the port of
firet arrival.

The Sceretary of the Treasury, in his
letter of April 24, 1875, with recerence to
the new revenue act, took the ground thag
all importations muet be regarded a8 com-
plete on the arrival within the limits of &
port of entry with intent to unload, and
that all provious decisions coutlicting there-
with must be overruled. Thi-, of course, 18
not compatible with the idea of a voyage

importation termioating in the port of
firat arrival, but at the port of fir ] desting
tion, such voyage embracing As u part there
of trausportation by rail ot goods nonloaded
from the importing vessel. As an obvious
coneequence of this deciston, the question of
allowance ior damages on the voyage of
importation ussumes an entirely different
phate under the previous ruling of the
department. Western merchants conld
claim for damages mncarred not only on the
sea voyage, but during the trunsportation
by land, although the act of July, 17599, an
act passed when there was no spch thing as
transportation in bond; provides tor such
allowance only as far ae damage is incurred
during the voyage, on application at the
Imn where such merchundise has been
anded, and mot at any port ut which
it way have been subsequently  trans-
ferred. This act allows ten days within
which applications mnust be heard. More-
over, the act of 13654 [Revised Statutes,
281 wakes an jmportant distinetion as 1o
goous transported in bond, with respect to
l[alulag:-n incurred doring such transporta-
tiun, by restricting the allowasce to dumage
occasioned by accidental fire or other
casualiy, thus making it imperative upon
the Secretary of the Treasury to oliserve
the distinction between damage oceurring
in the voyage of hmportation, irom causes
necessarily meidental to such voyage, sud
damage caunsed by casuulty by subseqoent
transporiation. Hitherto thé departient
bias practically extended it eo as to include
the timo occupied in transportation by rail,

merchandise to be forwarded as having ”

during which the percentuge of original
dawage may be largely inereased. If the
law presenta an twpracticabliiity, the pro-

per remedy is further logiglation, but the
Secretary of the Treasury can not be held
responsible for a defect in the law.—( Yoo
Tribune,

Twe Opinlons of a Muo.

Two travelers from distant parta of the
¢ountry met, the other day, at a hotel in
Philadelphia, and one Proposing a visit to
Laurel Hiil, the other accoipanied hun, I
bad, in fact, no other object in stopping in
the city,” said the first, “than ‘o find »

»

EF‘“‘ i this cemetery,” “You have a
insman buried here?”” “Moye than that—
the best friend I ever hud. A gueer old
fellow, a Quaker merchiant, in whose house
I was an errand boy. He took u fancy to
me, educated me liberally, aet we up in
business in New Orleans, wud, us long as he
lived, never ceased to watch over me with
the care and tenderness of a tuther.” The

man's voice began to grow husky and his
vyes wet, 1 tell you," he enid, “God has
left some genaine sult in the world. When
I think how many people are the better and
bappier because that man hos Lved: when !
remeémber the sluves whoem he helped to
free, the ssylums that be fuunded, the
strait economy lavish  almsgiving
of his home, 1 ully feel, wir, ne if
this ground under onr fiet wis mude holy
because his old body lies in it." They were
walking then through the dusky wileys of
the cewetery. His companion was silent
from eympathy, a few mowents, “I never
kaew but one Philadel hian,” he said pre-
eently, “and he is de«avj. A Quauker, too—
sugar importer. Lsed to transset a good
deil of business with ur firm in New York,
the very closest, shurpest mwan in g bargain
everknew—a very grect trap of a man—
would argue an hour aloug a4 penny. An
iwplacabls old Shylock, ruo. There was
young Girave, a'fust young fellow, who
cheated him of & few dollars, Well, be
pushed tLut matter iexorably in spite of
all we could do. Graves was the only #on
of l'n- mother, t0o, and she 4 widow. ~ Jus-
tice! justice! that was bis cry, until he sent

the lad to Sing-Sing and tu perdition, But
l“a!"- the old wan’s dcm’i*now. Hillo!
here's his grave, and & marble shafs over
bim?” “I raised’ that over my benefsotor.”
#aid his friend.—Rebecca Harding Davis in

s for Mag.
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