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■.’were belter to live ns We should do.
And our lives with the angels (hare. 

Than do aa w« too often would do.
And fall upon trouhla and cart ;

For time ia ao full of dlBaater,
And li'e ia ao Lull of the grave.

We had better live right and be master. 
Yuan wrong and be only a clave.

We bad better have good angels guide t,» 
Than appetite tead us astray, 

lo r  always the} "re walking beaide us.
And always would ahow ua the wav;

And it we'd invite them and eheer them.
They 3 make us ao wise and ao strong.

Tfiat at tast We would feet we were near them, 
And never would want to do wrong.

We are call id to the ark on t he w aters. 
To wait for the Hood to subside.

For time, with ita trials and alsugntera, 
la a ^rlugono soul can abide;

And that ineaDa. we have but to fashion 
Our lives for theee angels to share.

To keen out the wrong and the passion— 
The ark of our safety is there.

JC*-% Orleans, June 21), 1273.

PATTY till llO S ’A STitANGE A I> 
V EN TU RES.

Exchester Cathedral is erne of the Jew 
Ruildle age ecclesiastical edifices in th 
north of England that have survived, in 
good state of preservation, the wars ef the 
Roses, the reign of the Tudors, and the 
restoration. Those who have visited Ex- 
Chester will remember the grand old pile, 
tnossy with ago and hoar with the antiquity 
of many centuries. From its enduring seat 
tin Uaddow hill it dominates the little sea
port of Ililfoid Haven, and its gray towers 
are seen far away on the German ocean 
which stretches to tlm eastward. Every 
rood of ground Is rich with tradition. Here 

. are barrows and cromlechs of the prehie 
torio Hritous; the wondering hind sometimes 
turns uftin the plowed glebe curious urns 
and drinking tups of baked clay, tnute 
telics of that long gone age. Hither 
name the Romans with their road building 
fend military works of defense. Roman 
Pricks ure built into old Exchester, and on 
The south slope of Haddow Hill the anti 
«juaiian may find the exhumed remains of 
basilica, atrium, and colonnade, the Vik
ings of the north, who, when their own 
land became too turbulent for comfort, took 
chip and sailed the main, fiuding' there the 
restand peace denied them at home. At 
euch ports as Hillord Haven they landed 
for supplies, taking With strong hands the 
corn and cattle refused them by the sturdy 
Saxons of that age. They left their ruins on 
the rocks along the shore, and the harsh 
pames of some >f the peasantry id thefre 
jjion around about betray the lact that not 
it few of the Leofrics and Tostigcs came to 
Stay.

Exchester Cathedral, however, is compar
atively a modern structure, if one thinks of 
the Druids, the invasion of Ca.sar, and the 
reign of Alfred. It was built during the 
revival of religious art which followed the 
preaching of the lirst crusade and the tak
ing of Jerusalem by Robert of Normandy 
jvtid his companions.* It was begun before 
William Rulus was slain in New Forest; it 
was not finished until after Henry I., beat
ing his breast and lamenting his sins, bad 
died of a surfeit of stewed lampreys. Its 
flustered columns and high-pointed arches 
belong to that school of architecture which 
Sir Christopher Wren called gothic, hut it 
Is known to more exact writers as the lighter 
Naraceu.

If you should ever go to Exchester you 
Wilt be spell-bound by the lofty vistas, mel
low radiance, and massive richness of the 
jnterior. Here are naves, transepts, screens,
• heirs, and pavements of marble, Caen 
Atone, and mosuic. A dim tw ilight.enriched 
With stains ot Inany-colored light from 
painted windows, tills* the vasr spaces. The 
jtcaceiul columns, standing in clustering 
groups, lift themselves like tree trunks far 
tip into fbo arboreal, foliated, and high- 
Urcliing canopy above. Under these grained 
arches aud through these long-drawn aisles 
pave swept regal and pontifical pageants,

.  the proud processions of a day. The silent 
Atdendor of the ancient cathedral is yet 
eloquent with theglory of the ages gone, 
but the heeling creatures of its earlier mag 
nificence ant well-nigh forgotten. Here, in 
monumental brass, is the vain immortality 
of the de Veres oi Northumberland; an 
here is ihe brown stain in the pay men. 
where William de Haims, fleeing for sanc
tuary after the battle nl Lincoln, was slain 
betwixt the porch and the altar. Hut for 
the most part, there seems no longer anv 
human interest in the place. Its antiquity 
Is almost supernatural.

To the American, fresh from the cheap 
fewness of Lis transatlantic home, an ol 
Eogliab cathedral is like a revelation. 11 
m oppressed by Us curious antiquity, its 
enduring massiveness and its historic at
mosphere. Familiar as he is with the early 
Traditions of the nation whose kinship he 
claim s he is Weighted with the countless 
Teminiscences that crowd upon him iu th 
Awesome place. Those pavements are worn 
by the footsteps of eight centuries. Those 
sphinx-like carvings have looked upon the 
coming and the going of races of Saxons 
Angles. Normans and Mercians. This im 
incuse structure, which has outlived 
many generations, seems more like some 
wonderful miracle of nature than a work of 
InauV hands. Its dim, religious light is the 
light of the grand old forests, nnvisited bv 
man. of hfs native 'a id . The mellow hu 
I»nd infinite perspective are heavenly handi
work. not human. 'I his marvelous pile has 
lasted hundreds ot yeats; it will endun 
lorever.

■ Exchester Cathedra! made some such us 
pres-ion as this upon Miss Fatty Gibson, of 
Oshkosh, Wisconsin, when she visited it in 
The summer ol 1863. There is nothing to 
show that the male Gibsons, father and son, 
were specially moved by any sight of that 
jepository of the history and poetry of 
ages. They had seen a great many cathe
drals, prisons and olu churches. Fred Gib 
son. a smart young man, fresh from college, 
thought them “awful slow.-' Just now. he 
Would have preferred remaining at the inn 
To chad the pretty barmaid and enjoy his 
cigar; but the gentle Fatty had persuaded 
him that Exchester was the one tiling he 
must not leave unseen when he returned to 
the United States. The paternal Gibson 
doted on cathedrals. They were so nice 
and cool; aud on this bright', warm English 
rummer day, he mopped his fat forehead 
as he waddled down the magnificent vista 
-thoroughly enjoying himselt with the cool 
repose within; und occasional glimpses of 
hawthorn and lush greenness without held 
him back to the present life, to his part 
therein and to his lumber yards in Oshkosh.

Mrs. Lavinia Gibson, however, not only 
liked the calm seclusion of the venerable 
pile, but she believed it her duty to •■do” 
this and all other sights with conscientious

with a wink at his blushing sieter. The 
reader should know that Mies Patty's 
sworn knight was Lieutenant Thomas 
Uummings, at that moment bravely fight 
ing for his country before Vicksburg.

Miss Patty tossed her pretty head, but 
her eyelid quivered a little, and she did 
not look at her father. This somewhat 
irascible old gentleman did not at all an 
prove of Lieutenant Tern Cummings. He 
did not approve of soldiers in general, cor 
of Uoion soldiers in partiaular. In his ow 
country the venerable Gibson was know 
as a copperhead, whatever that may have 
been.

If Miss Fatty had not been “infatuated,1 
as her mother called it. with Tom Cum 
mings, and if her father, as a copperhead 
nad not found things quite unconilortab! 
in the patriotic town ol Oshkosh, the Gib 
eon lamily never would have gone to Eu 
rope, and you aud J would have never 
known of Miss Fatty Gibson s strange ad 
venture.

You would have liked Fatty it you had 
known her. Possibly, suets is the unreason 
able fastidiousness of the human race, you 
would have liked her better if her name hail 
not been Fatty. In fact that unfortuna 
name, bestowed on her in baptism, when 
her father was imly foreman ot the Empire 
lumber mills, had cist poor little Fatty 
many secret tears. While a school girl, de
vouring “ The Sorrows oi VVerther’’ and the 
charming talcs of Mrs. Kadcliffe, she had 
tried various expedients of disguise. The 
modernized form of "Fattie’* pleased her 
right well nut.il malicious playmates called 
her “Oyster Fattie,” when she relinquished 
it with great indignation.

“ Fatty you are, and Fatty you must re 
main,’* was the stern fiat of her mother, who 
finally added, as years and wealth came on 
••Them as has cash can afford to besing’lar 
and now your pa’s 1'orehaDded. it won 
make so much difference, I allow.”

The Fatty of Exchester cathedra!, whom 
we are glad to know, hail outlived these 
girlish weaknesses. She was a fresh, bright 
young woman, with all her wits about her, 
well bred, well poised, and witbacomline 
that could not. be outshone in fourteen 
counties of Wisconsin—which is savin 
much. That lithe, agile girl, pacing” the 
sombre aisles ol Exchester, gazing with 
revential awe at the stony saints and sin
ners overhead or on the marble monuments, 
was not a hot-house flower. She was a good 
skater, and Tom—poor old Tom in the hard 
fighting Union army !—had so well taught 
her to row that Fred offered to "hack her” 
against the stroke oar of his own college 
club.

All this Was very far off new, and Patty, 
as she sauntered liowD the cloisters, thought 
of Tom Cummings with a little pang. Her 
indulgent lather, and fat, fond mother, 
were dear to her; they loved her as other 
animals love their young. Aud oven Fred, 
when he wbb not Too much occupi-1 with 
gun. dogs and cigar, was a good fellow. 
Hut she thought that w h ^  he brought up 
the one little lamily trouble about Tom he 
was too provoking for anything.

Miss Fatty choktd down a bit of a sigh 
and looked into the beautiful chapel of St. 
Thomas with a faint blush on her check. 
She would not acknowledge to herself that 
there was something like a suggestion in 
the name of the gentle saint to whqni this 
chapel was dedicated. Hut it was a nice 
name for all that, and if she dearly loved 
that name, why—but Fred was so very 
rude. She must really see the chapel.

The rest of the Gibson family grumbled 
and found fault with the tiresomeness of 
their journey about the cathedral. Papa 
iibson wished the snn would go down, so 

they might walk back to the inn comfort
ably. Fred thought it a hard ease that 
smoking was not allowed in Exchester 
cathedral. “It would purify the old she
bang,” he thought; and his mother calmly 
wondered what they would have for dinner.

Miss Fatty, having exhausted the other 
attractions of the chapel of Sf. Thomas, sat 
down before the monument of u knightly 
crusader. It was an upright tomb, rich in 
tracery and paneling, and hearing in quaint 
letters the name aud deeds of the knight 
whose effigy, sculptured ia stone, lay're- 
cumbent on the slab which formed the' top. 
The wordy epitaph set forth how Thomas 
de Comeyn, Norman, knight, went to the 
holy war in 1189; how he took part in the 
siege ot Acre; how he slew many infidels 
with his own hand; how he died in the 
triumphs of faith, uml now besought “Jesu, 
Son of Miirv.” to nrar for hi a i.ml

seem to the involuntary prisoner “awful 
poky.”

Hut Mias Patty’s sense of fun Was strong 
upon her, and, as sheAhought of her strange 
adventure, she laughed softly to herself. It 
was not an echo of her subdued giggle that 
smote npoc her ear. She was sure she 
heard a breathing, a sigh. There’she heard 
it once more, and this time it seemed to 
come from behind the crusader's tomb, 
Pshaw! it was the wind breathing through 
the broken Window. Hut the night was 
still, and the giewsome silence of this vast 
cavern was unbroken by any disturbance 
from without.

As she looked and Wondered at her own 
timidity, a tremor ran over the figure of 
the sleeping knight. Was it a quiver of 
moonlight! There it was again* Is came 
and went as if some wave had stirred be
neath the marble surface. And as she gazed 
with speechless wonder, Sir Thomas de 
Comeyn actually drew tip one ot his stony 
legs, let it fall again, and sighed like one 
awakening from a heavy sleep. There was 
no mistaking the movement this time. 
Poor Patty telt a ripple of cold glide down 
her spine, and she involuntarily put up her 
hand to see if her back hair were actually 
rising on her head, as it seemed. With an
other sigh, which Miss Patty thought very 
much like a grunt, the knight drew up both 
knees; unclasped his praying hands, and let 
his stony gauntlets fall w'ith a rude clatter 
by Lis side. Miss Patty restrained a shriek, 
and furtively pinched herself to see if she 
were really awake. Painfully assured of 
this, she sat rooted to the spot. A mo 
ment'e reiiection gave her back all her wits, 
and she said to herself, with wild bravado, 
“Come, now. this is getting interesting!”

Thomas de Comeyn, Norman knight, 
having contemplated his aristocratic knees 
for several minutes, lifted his head stilfly, 
drew his arms up with a grating sound, 
elevated his shoulders, detached his feet 
from the slab where they bad lain for so 
many centuries, end painfully swung him
self round as on a pivot, letting his 
greaved legs drop over the edge oi' the 
monument. His armored hands fell on his 
knees with a sullen clash, and the knight 
gave a little groan, which, as before, re
sembled a giunt.

“He has the rheumatism.** thought Miss 
Patty, recalling Rip Van Winkle awaking 
from" his sheep of years.

The awful apparition had come over her 
so by degrees that she was already becom
ing familiar with it. If the crusader had 
bolted from his tomb when she first awoke, 
she would Lave probably screamed ami 
fainted on the pavement. It was too late 
now. It is the suddenness that kills.

With a somewhat battered lace, which 
even a warm reflection from the figure of 
St. Thomas in the painted window failed to 
endow with much intelligence, the crusader 
' >oked down upon the young lady from 
Oshkosh. lie  rested his iron-clad heel in 
the sculpture of ths tomb, and grurnly said;

vnnnit TCAman*’*

painstaking. If she had been as young as 
her daughter, she would have been more 
enthusiastic, perhaps: if she had been
lighter of foot, she would have more en

joyed the cathedrals. As it was, she was 
compelled to sit down and rest herself with 
a frequency that sometimes irritated Fred, 
and even troubled the gentle Patty. Hut 
benches were few, and the bases of gothic 
columns are not comfortable roosting places 
for fat people.

“These stone floors do make a person so 
leg-weary,” sighed poor Mrs. Gibson, drop 
ping on the oaken steps of the noble choir.

“If a fellow only had his velocipede, now, 
Le could see this old tomb on . wheels, jnst 
as you took in Niagara Falls, mother, lrum 
Suspension Bridge," was Fred's amiable bit 
of conversation

The figure of the portly Mrs. Gibson 
careering through Exchester Cathedral on 
a velocipede tickled the fancy of the 
worthy lather of the family, and he 
laughed a husky laugh until 'the dusky 
arches rang again, and a stone effigy of 
Edward the Mprtyr looked down upon'him 
in great amaze!

“Hush, hush, pa," pleaded Miss Fatty, 
“ we haven’t half done the cathedral ve'r, 
and we must see all of the chapel. The 
guide book says that that of St. Thomas is 
one of the finest specimens of medieval art 
in the British isles.”

“Patty is thinking of her St. Thomas in 
the army of the Tennessee,” laughed Fred,

son of Mary,” to pray for his soul.
This brief story of The crusader’s life—a 
fe spent so far away in time—touched the 

young girl’s heart as Rho sat down at the 
base of a cluster of columns and regarded 
the sleeping figure of the knight. His efligv 
seemed pathetically human as it lay there 
extended on the s to D e , with praying hands 
meekly upraised across tlie breast. Help
less enough now is blustering, fighting Sir 
Thomas de Comeyn, Norman and crusader. 
He tills a little space in the world. Only a 
lew feet of carved marble, a handful of 
ashes, remain of the doughty wairiorwho 
longht with Richard the Lion-hearted, and. 
doubtless, made much noise in his time.

Miss Fatty Gibson thought there was 
something appealing in the crusader's atti- 
tuue, lying there with his battered legs 
stretched out so very awkwardly. There 
was a great dint en his corselet, which was 
not made by any Faynim lance; one of his 
marble tots was broken off, and his maimed 
foot did not enhance the dignity of Lis fig
ure. The young girl laughed quietly to 
herself as the grotesqueness of her Tom 
ever being laid out in stony state like this: 
Tom's regimentals would not look pictu
resque in marble. Bur, on second thoughts, 
would not Tom have been a kindly and 
noble knight and soldier if he had lived in 
those old days f 8 he was certain that he 
would; and she busied herself with think
ing of Sir Thomas at the tourney, under his 
lady's window with a song, sweeping on to 
the Holy Land in the glorious train of Rich
ard the Lion-hoarted, or mingling iu the 
royal procession made by the weak and 
wicked King John through his dominions.

We rs these old days so much better than 
our own ? Where is the high emprise. the 
lol'ty chivalry, and the noble prowess of 
the gallant gentlemen ot Sir Thomas de 
Comeyn's time! Our American girl felt 
that she belonged to a cheaper age and 
country, as, sitting there iu her sheltered 
nook, she looked out upon the middle ages. 
The silent figure before her called up a pan
orama crowded with gay pageants, tented 
fields, brilliant tournaments, and castled 
pomp and pri le. It was a noble age that 
of the de Veres, de Courevs and de, 
C’omeyns, It is a pity that it has gone. Hut 
there was no fresh, bright Wisconsin girl 
iu de Comeyn’s time; and Fatty thought 
there could have been no more gallant 
chevalier than Lieutenant Thomas" Cum
mings.

Exchester cathedral is coo!, but a"»toried 
inilow richly dight " warms the nook iu 

which stands S.r Thomas de Comeyn's 
monument. Miss Fatty was tired; her 
journey about the vast building had wearied 
her, aud ita awful majesty somewhat op
pressed her. Insensibly confusing Tom with 
the mute crusader before her. and half won
dering if she were in the ninth or nineteenth 
century, she settled herself comfortably 
against the stoiie shafts behind her, anil 
slept the sleep of the innocent.

How long she slept she was never quite 
able to say. The snn was ap. hour nigh 
when the Gibsons, convinced that she had 
returned to the inn without them, went 
away from the cathedral. The moon was 
pouring a fiood of light into the chapel, 
when she awoke with a queer little star: 
and stood on her feet. The warm sun was 
gone iron; tho tall windows; the a:r vyas 
chill, and as Miss Fatty began to take in 
the circumstances of her situation she shiv
ered a little. She was locked up for the 

iglit in Exchester cathedral. Many girls, 
perhaps many men would have been fright-’ 
ened, Tfce surroundings were not all reas
suring. There was a musty odor of d*-ath 
and a general flavor of mild decay about 
the place. The grinning laces on the coi

ls above looked uncanny in the obscurity 
night. The stark figure of the crusader 

wore a ghastlier air in the weird moonlight, 
and many a shrouded abbot and Sriar 
gleamed white ia the shadows of the 
chancel.

Hut Miss Patty had a stout heart, though 
it did now flutter a little beneath her bo~d- 
dice. She put her band over it uncon
sciously, and sat down again to think. It 
was very selfish, so it whs, for Fred and pa 
to go away and leave her so. Wbat could 
they have been thinking ot! Would not 
they return and search tor her! Could she 
not find her way out to the great door, and 
so make her way to the inn! The case was 
by no means hopeless. She would collect 
her wits and begin an exploration. To take 
the most cheerful view of things, a journey 
through the dark aisles and cloisters did

Well, young woman
Patty was well-bred, and with a slight 

quaver in her voice, she answered:
“ Well, sir!”
The knight’s politeness was a little rusty, 

perhaps, for he made no more talk for a 
moment, but a stony grin irradiated bis 
marble jaws. F’inally, be said:

"Do you belong iu the castle, fair darn 
sell”

‘•What castle, may it please you, sir 
knight!” made answer the young lady, 
asily dropping into the manner of Sir 

Walter Scott anil Hroissart.
“Castle Lincoln, I had in mind, please 

you. 1: was there my lord lodged las: 
night.”

The cruB.uder was recovering his good 
manners, but he had lost his reckoning.

Last night” was centuries away. Who 
was his lord! Might she ask? IIow should 
she break the news of the death of the earl 
or whatever he might bt! .She parried the 
difficulty by saying:

. “ You have been-----**
She would have said ‘-asleep.'* but the 

conscience of this nice girl was tender, and 
she knew this would not be true.

“Dead—dead,” the knight added cheer
fully, while she hesitated. “ I know all 
about it. Thera is no need for soft words, 
good lady. Hut who is a: the castle now! ’ 

“I—I really don’t know. I haven't been 
there.”

“Where is your home, if I may rudely aek 
so gentle a maid!”

“I live in Oshkosh.’*
••Osh—.” The crusader looked perplexed* 

and said: “ Is Osh—, this place you spake 
of, in Wessex!”

“Ob, no. eit! It*s in Wisconsin.”
“And Wisconsin, now 1 think me, is In 

Burgundyf*
“Oh, no. my lord! Wisconsin is one of the 

United States of America. Ob, I lorgot; 
America was not discovered when you—  
went to sleep.'.’

“ Died, fair damsel. Died is the word. No,
I never heard tidings of the laud you call 
America. Is it a Christian country?”

Patty,

don’t live in peace; but it is all owing to 
those rebels,” she added, a  little doubtful 
about her logic.

“Down With all rebels say I, fair maid,” 
ejaculated Sir Thomas de Comeyn. “The 
gallant knights that are fighting for your 
country are just as brave. I doubt not. as 
those who fought wi’h ns at Ascalon or in 
France. Mother of J e s t! the cause is good, 
whether it be in tbo land of our blessed 
Lord {and here the knight laboriously 
crossed himaell) or in the strange country 
you call Osh—”

“Kosh.” finished the maid, who secret’y 
thought that there were not so many cen
turies between the knight and Lieutenant 
Thomas Cummings, alter ali. Was it pos
sible that this man was talking to her out 
of the the thirteenth centurx l .She looked 
around upon the ghostly architecture i t the 
cathedral. It wore a w:erd and unreal as
pect. Hat there was the painted window 
ti ied with richly colored saints and angels. 
There was the. drooping ivy trembling 
against the metal sashes, and the pavement, 
worn by countless feet now laid to rest, was 
clear and plain before her in the moonlight. 
This was a most strauge adventure.

“But we do not have the chivalry of venr 
time. Our kDights, though they fight for a 
good cause, do not fight for glory. Ttiev 
are paid  by the month.”

"Paid by the month ?” said Le, aghast. 
“What are they paid for

“For lighting. They can’t afford to leave 
their business and go to the war for noth
ing.” The knight locked shocked, and she 
continued: “ Y'es. the age of chivalry is
gone. We have to  more knights singing 
love songs and tilting at tourney, as in your 
day.”

‘.Singing love songs!” said Sir Thomas 
indignantly. "Whar, arrant knave told von 
such a tale as that J”

“Sir Walter Scott says so.”
“Sir Walter Scot;! I know no such 

knight as he. There was a .Scott who did 
perlorm mauv deeds of valor at Hexham 
Field. Nay. when the battle went sore 
against us Le brought up four thousand 
archers and did greatly relieve Earl Somera 

d, v.ko was well nigli spent. Hut he was* 
not of gentle blood; I misdoubt ru« if he 
knew aught of what you say this Sir Walter 
tells you.”

Nay, Sir Knight, the Scott of whom 1 
speak is a novelist—a writer of romances.” 

‘•A scrivener! a writer of strange fables! 
Why. look you, gentle maid! The men who 
wag the pen ate base born churls, liars a!!.

would have no such fellows about me. 
Reading and wri' ing will do for vat lets 
aud trade-men. No gentleman mars his 
SDgeis with inkhorn and goose-quill.”

"And did not knights sing or strike the 
mandolin !'*

Ho! ho! ho’.” laughed Sir Thomas, a 
little coarsely. “That was employment for 
noblemen aud gentlemen-at-arms. was i t ! 
Nay, good lady, your scrivener has told 
false tales. Songs aud singing were for the 
troubadours who trudged from place to 
place, piping as they went. They earned 
their wage faiily enew. They are in the 
hall when their betters had filled them
selves.’’

Hut your King Richard, the Lion heart
ed, was found in Inn prison t y a minstrel. 
Blonde], wasn't he ?”

‘Small jiraise To the man that found 
Richard Cirur de Lion (God rest his soul l) 
whoever Le was. But it was old Beatr- 
bamp, cralty bishop of Ely. and Chancellor 

of the realm, that performed that thankful 
service for England.'*

“Well, Richard was r. great mac. was he 
not!”

Marchi, a centurion, went; whereat the I the knight lay recumbent on his slab, bis 
Saracens asked why this great array of I head on his stony pillow, and his hands 
Chiistian princes, knights asd gentlemen j piously laid palm io palm as if silently im- 
was come to make war upon them. The ploriDg peace.

“ Well, not exactly,” said poor M; 
little doubtfully. *
“What! Not a heathen Saracen, I trust?” 

and the knight involuntarily gripped the 
! hilt of the great sword that lay by his side.

“ Ob, no! America is not heathen Turk; 
that is, not all of it"—for Miss Fatty sud
denly remembered Utah, and hesitated.

“It must bo a fair and Christian country 
from which 6« well-favored a maid as you 
may come,” said the knight, gallantly.

“ Thank you very much,” the maiden 
made reply. “ We Americans are very 
proud of our country.”

“Oh ho,” quoth he. “Then your peoj>! 
are called Americans ! Now I bethink me 
it was an American who broke off my Joe 
and took it away with him.” Anil the 
knight looked down ruefully at his wounded 
foot.

Miss Fatty blushed a little, and thought 
that she had small reason to be proud of 
her countrymen, however they might feel 
toward their country. There was an awk
ward pause for a moment; Miss Patty felt 
that ths crusader's maimed foot was on 
delicate ground, and she was a little hurt 
that the knight should have spoken so 
brusquely; hut this was middle age man 
ners

“Do you often wake up this way I” she 
asked, with some timidity.

•‘Nay, not often; only four or five times 
since my going to sleep, as you call it.” 

"And yon never met anybody to have 
any conversation with in all these centu
ries ?'*

“Centuries!” replied the knight, with a 
istony air of astonishment.

“ Yes; this is in the year of our Lord 
(here tho knight crossed hiinselij eighteen 
hundred and sixty-three.” .

“Oh, don't bother ! What are years and 
centuries to me ? I am immortal. The 
world knows all about tny exploits ia 
France and the Holy Land. Did not I take 
Nicopoli by escalado ? anil was no: my 
succor of Naurnur the means of recovering 
one of the fairest of our French provinces !
A truce to your centuries and centurions, 
fair maid. Tho world will not soon forget 
me.”

“ What an insufferable coxcomb!” thought 
the young girl. “The world forgot him 
long ago. But,” she said, “ who is your lord 
of whom you spoke just now!”

‘•-My lord the king,” replied Sir Thomas 
de Comeyn, proudly. Miss Patty was no 
wiser than before. Kings did not last long 
during the troubled times in which Sir 
Thomas lived.

“ Y'ou must have seen a great many bat
tles in your time, sir knight!"

“Ah! " he said, with a eigh much like that 
which heralded his awaking, “ I dropped in 
the midst of it. What a doleful pity it was 
that I could not see it through! What are 
they lighting about now? Are they at Acre, 
or is the war carried into Aquitaine?”

•■The fighting was all around  Vicksburg 
at la s t accoun ts,”  said  the m aiden pen 
sively . She was th in k in g  of the one hun
dred and  fo rty  ninth VV'isconsiD.

“ Vicksburg!” queried Sir Thomas de 
Comeyn with a great amaze. “ In what 
heathen land is that!”

“ It is In no heathen land, my lord. It is

“Nay. gentle maid; it ill becomes tne to 
speak evil of the King. But Richard (Jesu 
have mercy on him!) was a covetous prince. 
He bartered the demesnes of the crown for 
money. He sold earldoms by the score, and 
his presence chamber was iike the shop of 
a chopman. Believe not the scriveners 
who tell yon that ho was a great com
mander. By my troth (saving vour pres
ence). he wasted tneD at Acre like water, 
and many a gallant knight at-arms need
lessly bit the dust for fiis unseemly quar
rels.*

“This is dreadful! I thought King Rich
ard a great and gallant prince.”

“More scriveners’ stories’ more scriveners’ 
stories, gentle maid! He was a brave king 
I make no doubt, but he died as he lived— 
fighting for money that did not belong to 
him. Ah! lie loved a  fight, but he loved 
pistols likewise.”

Miss Patty shuddered a little. It troubled 
her to see ‘me of her heroes broken thus in 
pieces. The knight noticed her movement, 
and said:

“It is draughty in here. A plague on the 
p!ace! it has given me a foolish rheum in 
my head.” And, with a grating noise, he 
drew his arm under his marble nose. The 
young lady from Wisconsin was a little 
shocked, but said: “ It must have been very 
fine in the magnificent castle of the time 
you speak of !"

“Fine, my lady? I* was a gay and 
geous court that my lord tue king kept at 
Lincoln castle. Lotus think. Was it yes
terday.'” *

“Call it yesterday." said the girl, much 
amused. “But you had no carpets on youi 
floors.”

“ Nay. no carpets. Those are for the lux
urious Paynims. though by that same token 
the Paynims dealt King Richard many a 
hnrd whack. No carpets, my lady. The 
King himself contents himself with clean 
rushes. But we bad all that Was needful 
lor gallant knights and gentlemen.”

“ Y’et you hail no pocket handkerchiefs; I 
noticed just now you wiped your nose on 
your sleeve,” said Miss Fatty,' blushing at 
her own plainness of speech.

“Fockethandkerchief,” said the knight 
cautiously repeating each part of the word. 
“And what may this be! Kerchiefs to carry 
in the hand, in the pocket! I pray you do 
not mock me!”

Miss Fatty tried to explain To him what 
a pookethandkerchief might be iike. and 
added:

“And it must not have been very nice to 
eat with your lingers instead oi'forks, as 
people tiiil in your time.”

"I don't know what you mean, gentle 
lady: fingers were made to eat with. The 
base-born serfs who till the ground and 
labor with their bands, find other use for 
fingers. No gentleman touches an iron tool 
except ins own good sword.”

“ it's about the serfs, as you call them, that 
the people in my country'are fighting.” 

“ Fighting for serfs!” exclaimed the 
knight, with real horror on Lis somewhat 
immobile countenance.

“ Y'es, the .Southern people wan? to have 
a s’ave confederacy of their own.”

•‘Then let them have their churls aud be 
done with it. Are the slaves Saxon blood?” 

Oh, no. they are negroes.”
Blackamoors! fight for heathen blacka

moors said the knight in a greirt rage.
No knight would do battle fur such a 

cause.”
“ It's not altogether that,"said Miss Fatty, 

who was not strong in politics. “But tho 
blacks ought to be free."

Not so, not so. if they are not of 
gentle blood, it beseems them well to be 
serfs and viliians. Docs not the proverb 
say, ‘lie shames God who raises a villian;’ 
and your people fight to help these blacka
moors!"

Miss Patty, in great trouble, said to her
self: “Why, this man is a copperhead.’
She changed the subject.

“Pilgrims go to the Holy Land now 
steam."

centurion returned and tojd his tale, and 
and was sent back to the Siracens with this 
reply: “That in consequence of their an
cestors having crucified and put to death 
the Son of God, called Jesus Christ, a true 
prophet, without any cause or just reason, 
they were come to retaliate on them for this 
infamous and unjust judgment.” When the 
Saracen lords heard this, they laughed most 
unseemly, declaring that this was assertion 
without proof, for it was the Jews who had 
crucified Jesus Christ, and not they. I do 
not know it they were tight,” tkii knight 
added, thoughtfully.

“ I guess the Saracen# Were right," said 
the young lady,

“ 1 am not learned in the law, but heathen 
Turks and infidel Jews are all the same to 
tne.”

“ Ye#!”
This wa# said with a rising inflection, and 

the crusader looked at her with anxiety, as 
it iie thought it an unknown tongue. The 
young American was abashed. She hail 
turgotten herself.

“ In this America that you speak of, do 
your knights often hold tourney!”
_ "They used to have tournaments in the 

S mth before the war, but they have some
thing else to engage their attention just 
now.”
< “ Who aro the gallant knights, and what 

their deeds of high emprise!”
The young lady faltered a little as she i 

plied:
“Well there are no real kD ights. Those 

who tilt a t the ring are mostly nice young 
lawyers and gay students.”

“Scriveners and clerks mounted on barb? 
and cased in armor!” The knight roared 
with laughter, until Exchester arches rang 
again. “By my faith, 1 would give a goodly 
sum to see the show! But is it all tilting at 
the ring! Is there no combat, no ordeal of 
arms?”

“ Well, yes, men do fight duels sometimes, 
but it is against the law. People are tried 
by jury for crime nowaday*.”

“No oideal by combat? IIow can the 
guilty be found out? I have been wont to 
see one of gentle blood, aesused of treason, 
fight with his peers in the jousting field. 
Each good knight made oath that he dealt 
iu no art of magic nor witchcraft whereby 
he might obtain a victory over his adver
sary. Then at it they went, and many a 
false-hearted knave has therebv fallen low, 
to the great rejoicing of the realm and the 
discouragement of traitors.”

“ But such things would not be possible 
in our country, with its civilization ot 
steamboats, telegraphs aud different way# 
of doing things.”

“ Telegraphs, f think you said?”
“ Yei; by using wires we can send mes

sages thousands of miles across continents, 
or under the sea, in a moment of time.” 

“Sorcery!” queiied the knight, his stony 
eyes dilating somewhat.

“Science, Sir Knight,’’ replied the maid. 
“Nay, nay; it ts sorcery. Y’ou have 

heard how Raymond Lully turned costa l 
into diamond when he was Shut in the 
chamber of Sf. Katherine, in the tower 1” 
Here the knight sank his voice into a ghost
ly w hisper, and added: “ There are other 
men who, dealing with the powers of dark
ness. have changed iron into gold, and have 
laid 6uch spells of magic on the people that 
they wist not what ailed them, but fell sick 
aud died in great disorder.” Then glanc
ing apprehensively around the dim old 
cathedral, lie continued: “And there be 
magicians who can call back spirits from 
the under-world, aud make the dead appear 
in form and lashion as they lived.” Here 
Sir Thomas piously crossed himself, and 
visibly shook as though he had an earth
quake in his calcareous bulk.

“ But onr electric telegraph# are not sor
cery. They were invented by Professor 
Morse.”

“Have nothing to do with such things, 
geD 'le maid. Heathen devices ate they 
all.” J

Miss Patty did not pursue the subject; it 
was too large for her, a# well as for the 
crusader. But she could not help saying: 

“ We think we are happier lor all these 
things.” . •

“I doubt not that your country i# a 
happy one. Ii has brave knights to fight 
for it, and it is sweet and noble to fight for 
the honor of king aud country. Now such 
a fair lady as you should have her colors 
worn by some gallant gentleman in tho w ar 
of Vicksburg.”

Miss Fatty blushed, looked down, and ( 
tapped her little toot with her parasol. She 
was thinking of Lieutenant Thomas Cum
mings, in the army of the Tennessee. She 
remembered the little blue, velvet-colored 
tmbrotype which that gallant gentleman 
wore in the breast pocket of his uniform 
coat, and she murmured softly:

“Every* true American girl wear# the 
colors under which our brave men are fight-

“Why !” she said doubtfully, and in a 
daze, “he was just now sitting up—"

“Nonsense, child !” broke in tier mother. 
“He’s dead a9 a door nail. Whoever heard 
of a stone statue sitting up at this* me of 
night! See now !”

With this she seized Patty's parasol ar.d 
petulantly tapped the kniglit's stony chest.

“Ob, mother, don’t!” cried the girl start
ing forward with a half-uttered cry of 
alarm. But the yellow marble gave no 
sound; only a dull ring answered to the 
blow of the American matron.

“Patty, you’ve got the nightman. Let's 
go home.” This was the only comment, and 
the sensible advice of the young collegian.

Emerging into the damp night air. Fatty 
looked up at the sky. The moon was gone, 
but the stars shone as really as ever. The 
yew trees on the hill were ghostly against 
the whitening sky, and far down the village 
an honest cock heralded the coming dawn 
with an unspiritual crow. She was not 
sure whether she was awake or asleep.

A little later, standing by the window of 
her chamber at the inn, she saw the hedge
rows grow greener iu the coming lighl: the 
river gleamed faintly through the shadowy 
trees, aud over the town—calm, serene, 
mysterious, and benign, the old cathedral 
towered like a guardian genius. Her day 
was done.

As she composed herself to rest at last 
and the dusky gloom gave strange shapes 
to the unfamiliar furniture of her ehambe 
she laid her head upon her pillow with 
strange thoughts of the two knights—Sir 
Thomas de Comeyn in a marble attitude of 
prayer, his sword by his side, up theie iu 
the'awful silence of the cathedral; Lieuten 
ant Tnomas-Cummings ia the army of 
republic, fighting lor his country and the 
right-

Into the gentle maiden's heart stole a 
warm glow us she recalled the noble words 
of tho good knighr. lie  had come and gone 
like a vision, but her life was better and 
richer for the strange adventure of the 
night. Yes, it was surely plea-ant to figh 
for one's country and the right. And. si 
Sir Thomas de Comeyn had said. “ If they 
die—.” But Fatty slept again.—Scribner's.

•Oar

By steam’ Steam is like the vapor that 
came out of Solomon's coffer when Badroul

IIow can

in the United States, the America I speak 
of.”

“And is the king ot England there!”
“Not so; that is our war, and we are light

ing against the rebels.”
“Good! good!” exclaimed .the knight. “ I 

doubt not that the king of America has 
many a gallant knight in his army. Aha! it 
is right pleasant to fight the base fellows 
who rebel against their lawfui sovereign."

“Yes. there are many noble knights in 
our army, but we have no king. Ours is a 
republican government.”

“No king!” echoed the knight with great 
surprise. “No king! How do you do to 
live in peace, and who is a t the head of the 
country ?”

" We govern ourselves, and jnst now we

Bakir opened it on the sea-shore, 
one travel by it?”

It ia just put into machine# and so 
made to propel vessels and cars all over 
th? world.”

“ Vessels and car?,'*repeated the crusader, 
vacantly. "When we sallied forth to the 
Holy Land we rode on our own good 
steeds. Ab, my noble Barflenr, where is he 
now! Dead on the field of Jaffa. But we 
sailed the seas, we and ail our horses, tents 
and much baggage of war.”

••I have been to Jaff a and Jerusalem. The 
Jews live there now.” .

••The unbelievers, do they! Cursed be 
the race! Ah me. but we made it hot for 
them at Y'ork. Full fifty score of them per
ished like rats in the castle where they had 
sought refuge. It was a goodly day.”

“Poor creatures!” said Miss "Patty, shud
dering. “What harm had they done?” 

“They crucified our Lord, and took much 
money on the estates of those who went to 
rend the Holy Sepulchre from the Sara
cen.”

"One would suppose that the-Jews had 
helped to retake the Holy Sepulchre, then,” 
said the young American, brightly.

“When we were besieging Acre, the Sara
cen# sent to us for a Genoese who might 
speak their heathen tongue. One Antonio

A crystal drop sparkled on her eyelashes 
as rho knight replied:

“Then, if so be that the warrior die# in 
battle, he ehail be comforted by the thought 
that lie falls for his mistress aud for his 
country.”

The rugged and somewhat battered face 
of the good knight grew softer in the fading 
moonlight. His voice sounded as if it came 
from a great way off. Is was speakieg out 
of the dim, hoary pas!; yet it came iike an 
oracle, and his substantial presence seemed 
etherealized to the fine sense of the young 
girl, who looked at him with a certain glow 
about her heart. He was, after ail, good 
and noble. He had acknowledged that he 
despised reading and writing. He had 
killed many a man in single combat; he had 
even just now wiped his nose on his sleeve, 
and flouted people who eat with knives and 
folk#. But he had spoken of the cause of 
his king and conn try almost in the same 
words which Lieutenant Thomas Cummings 
had used when he buckled on biss.vord and 
went forth to fight lor the Union and the 
right. Is it true that the age of chivalry is 
gone!

Looking up. she saw the knight regarding 
her with an air of infinite tenderness. He 
raised his arm with difficulty, making a 
gesture as if he Would speak; but no eound 
issued from his lips, and his gauntleted 
hand motioned lor silence. Involuntarily 
the girl rose to her feet, the noble head 
seemed to wear an aureole in the pale light 
of the moon. The knight was ready"to 
speak once more out ot the far off romantic 
ages of the world that knew Richard the 
Lion-hearted, Philip Augustus, Frederic 
Barbarossa Baldwin, Saladic, and Nour- 
heddin, but knew not America. She gazed 
on the face of one who had seen these 
mighty historic figures in their habit a# they 
lived. He would report their doings and 
their words.

She felt the tremn? of some impending 
change. A hollow murmur ran through 
the shadow of the cathedral. A wave of 
cool air streamed^along the tesselated floor 
and lost itself in the hanging horror of 
darkness overhead. A contused resonance 
rang through the cloisters; it was iike a 
rude intrusion upon the sacred seclusion of 
the tom b.

A clangor came from the great door of 
the cathedral. Out of the darkness, made 
visible by a lantern, came the cry: “P a tty ! 
I'at?y! my poor dear child, where are you?” 

With a great clatter the knight fell back 
on his monument. Fatty heard, hut did 
not see; her face was turned toward the 
cathedral door, and she cheerily cried: 
‘•Here I am, motbei!” For it was her 
mother's voice. It wa# Oshkosh speaking 
to the middle ages. At the sound the poetry 
and glamour of the place faded quite*away. 
The air grew dark and yet more chill. Tlie 
moon had set.

Miss Fatty hurried forward to meet her 
father and mother, who, with the verger of 
the cathedral, came up the aisle bearing 
lanterns and wraps.

* Ob, we have had such a fright!” sobbed 
the distressed mother. "Where have you 
been? We went home supposing you had 
gone on ahead. Did you go to sleep? Were 
you locked in? Oh, my poor, poor lamb!” 
And Mrs. Gibson clung hysterically to her 
lost child.

“ Well, Fatty ,” said her father, “we did 
get right scared: that is, vour rua did, but I 
knew you were ail right, they  don’t pick np 
any smarter girls in this musty, fusty old 
country.” And the worthy gentleman 
looked about on the battered sculptures 
with an air of great disdain.

Miss Patty explained how she had gone 
to sleep, overcome by the fatigue and ex- 
citement ol the daj.

‘‘Anff °b I I was startled when I awoke 
and lound this gentleman sitting up; but 
we have had such a pleasant ta lk !”

•She turned toward the monument of Sir 
1 hoc,as de Comeyn. To her amazement,

W hat Tavo Ladies Saw in Mexico,
One ot the writers connected with the 

Daily Graphic recently had a conversation 
with Mine. Deraorest, who has just returned 
from a trip to Mexico, and her observations 
about tho country seeni to be interesting 
enough to recount. Mme. Demorest, wi: h 
a lady friend, traveled in steamer* and fair 
roads through the country nD&tteuded by 
any male escort. They did not understand 
the language, but they succeeded ta having 
a very pleasant trip.

"W hat struck you," said the writer, “a# 
the most curious thing you saw ia Mexico!” 

Mine. Demorest—Everything seemed 
strange to us. Tho scenery, the people, 
their dresses, their modes of life—the whole 
social and political and religious atmos
phere is entirely different from what it is in 
the*United States.

Writer—You met wit!; to  adventures 
with robbers or brigands!

Mine. Demorest—No, nothing occurred of 
that kind. Traveling through the country, 
however, reminds one of tne insecurity of 
the country. Every diligence has at leant a 

1 dozen dragoons to accompany it. .Some filty 
. soldiers always accompany the tram from 
Vera Cruz to the City of Mexico. -You can 
not venture in any direction unless accom
panied by troops. People who go ont to 
see the ruin# in the vicinity of the City of 
Mexico do so at their peril. And the strangest 
thing is that the robbers aro not ot a low 
class, but seem to bo the eort of person# 
that we should cal! gentlemen. They are 
of the better class. It is a mistake to sup
pose that they are simply low ruffian# or 
vagabonds. They are evidently men who 
live in good houses and have a lair social 
position. But Mexico does not open the 
usual opnortnnities for enterprising young 
men. What can you think of a nation t hat 
has not a single bank in its whole limps ? 
Money, specie, gold must be hoarded, buried 
in gardens, kept in old stockings, bidden in 
nooks and crannies. No one dare lend 
money or put it into any public institution; 
so, of course, business, ia the Benee in which 
we understand it, is ont of the question. 
All the little savings which go to make the 
wealth oi a community are not available in 
Mexico. Without banks active commerce 
or any system ot exchanges is impossible.

Writer—Are there, then, no rich people 
ia Mexico’

Mine. Detuoree?—There are some large 
manufacturers. They live in the vicinity 
of the City of Mexico, and are very wealthy. 
Their palaces are surrounded by high walls. 
Everything :a Mexico gives you the notion 
of the necessity of protecting life. Tne 
houses are mostly of stone; the walls which 
encompass them can hardlv be scaled; win
dows and doors are so strongly barred that 
they can not be forced, and i; is almost im
possible to get into the houses except with 
the permission of the occupaDts.

Writer—Do you think the United States 
could enter into more profitable business 
relations with Mexico?

Muie. Demorest—I cer’ainly do. The 
United States should secure more business 
than they do. The trade there, such as it 
is, is a monopoly in the hands of the Eng
lish and French.

Writer—How is the country in respect of 
educational facilities!

Mme. Demorest—Wei!, I regard the mos 
pitiable class as these young men and 
young women whose parents Lave been 
wealthy enough to send them to be edu- 
eated in Europe or the United States. 
These young persons are educated in all the 
customs of civilized lile, ami it is most dis 
tasteful to them to return to the semi.bar. 
barous customs of their parents and friends. 
You would be surprised to lei.rn that even 
among very wealthy Mexicans it is unusual 
to see knives end tork# and napkins upon 
the table. Highly educated young ladies 
feel mortified on their return at the absence 
of the conveniences of civilized society. 
The barbarism which prevails in Mexico 
can scarcely be realized in this country. 
YVe ought to extend our railway system iu 
that direction. A branch o f'th o  Facific 
railroad to the city of Mexico would open 
up the country anil add gieaily to the se
curity of the people, because the ability to 
move troops rap:<113- would put down 'the 
hordes of Mexican bandits. While this 
sense of insecurity remains there can be no 
trade or commerce in the proper sense. 
Anil yet a few people get immensely rich.

Writer—Doe# anything like fashion pre 
vail in the iMexicau capital ?

Mme. Demorest— Y'es. Yon see t. great, 
many ladies very well dressed in French 
and English fashions. The latest modes 
are seen on the streets of the City oi Mex
ico as on the streets of New Y’ork. Where 
they get the money from is more than I can 
fathom.

Writer—Is it true that the City of Mex- 
ico is entirely free from pulmonary disease !
It has been stated that no case of consump
tion has ever been known to originate there.

Mme. Demorest—That must be a mistake. 
The city is 7000 or 8000 feet above the sea 
level, it is true, but then it is really situated 
in a basin, and its eite was undoubtedly, in 
prehistoric ages, a vast lake. Even now 
the inhabitants can not dig deep cellars be
cause of the subsoil water, and all the vi
cinity of the city is marshy. Rheumatism 
prevails there to a great extent. My lady 
friend had a severe attack of it while stav
ing in the City of Mexico, and I judge that 
rheumatism is a verv common complaint 
there.

YV’riter—Did the scenery strike von as 
being very beautiful while you were travei- 

g in the country ?
Mme. Demorest—Well, the trains are so 

arranged that ail the interesting par: be
tween Y’era Cruz and the mountains is 
passed while one is sleeping. When you 
enter the mountain region the scenery i# 
certainly very fine. At Orizaba the views 
begin to be magnificent. The mountain ' 
scenery is sublime. Altogether the country 
is very interesting and well worth a visit.—
A etc York Graphic.

T h e  L o u is ia n a  J o c k e y  C lu b  a n d  
Y o u n g  F r ie n d , F . U . M in o r .- ’

New Orleans, June 16,1876. 
Editor Turf, Field and Farm:

The astonishment of the New Orleans 
public at the wanton aud unfounded asper
sion# cast upon the management of the 
Louisiana Jockey Club ia Fordham's com- 
muaicalion in your issue of May 28, seem
ingly indorsed 'by you, was only exceeded 
by learning authoritatively that the author 
was none other than “our young friend. F. 
O. Minor,” ae ho complacently styles him
self.

Of the good faste displayed in wriiing 
about one's sell, as he does, even over a 
nom de plume, we have nothing to sav. 
Our purpose is to prote.ot the management 
from vindictive and unfounded aspersions 
which, else, might receive some attention 
abroad, our local press having already, for 
the sake of right, done full justice to the 
complaints, which, as well as we irather 
them from the not ovet-clear theme, are 
these:

J. That the race meeting, which should 
have commenced April 3, was postponed t* 
favor Mr. Howard’s horses,

2 . That the eiub did not wish Cottrill'a 
string, the only one prepared lor business, 
to carry all the money off.

The simple truth is, that the postpone* 
rnent of the meeting from April 3 was an 
admitted necessity, of which, we presume, 
no on? was better aware than Mr. Minor 
himi elf.

Four months of almost uninterrupted 
rains had so saturated our level lands and 
completely filled al! drains that, not with* 
standing ditches aud draining machine,-the 
last rain flooded the whole track and 
grounds. From Wednesday evening to  
Friday just before day. a  drenching rain 
fell, with hardly a moment’s cessation. A' 
careful survey of the course satisfied the 
management that it would be unsafe to run 
over it for some days. At this time, after* 
noon of April 2, the weather was lowering 
and threatening, and “ Old Frobapilities’? 
foreshadowed still further rains.

Under the eirc-ntnstdnces it became tfc» 
dnrv of the stewards tt» decide upon the 
length ct the postponement, for we repeat 
the necessity for a postponement was uni
versally conc-pued.

Ia  forming a just eoncllisten, severg! eoc« 
siderations entered, among which were th» 
best interest nf ttm club, tha? <-f stable 
owners, the public, und theeoaditioa yj tbff • 
ceu'se.

Experience taught that nothifig ia 
more detrimental Than postponement ironj 
day jo  day. wheu these lia\-e to be succes
sively repeated, either tq horses, which 
have to he “drawn” daily, for work that 
doe# not come, or fe the public* who, be
coming unsettled a# tv  the certainty of 
events a t fixed days, lose ali fntereet. anil, 
failing to patronize, make Che meeting a  
failure. On the second of April, owing t<r 
the preceding raias and to the then unset* 
tied weather, this apathy in the public wa# 
everywhere apparent. YVo were bow tast 
coming upon the season of the year When "* 
“ bright skies and genial suns” compensate 
for the rains of our eaHy sjiriDgs, and the# 
extraordinary quantity of water Which had 
fallen made our expectations of early good 
weather, after the then threatening storm 
passed over, hut the more eerfaic, ,Y few 
days of good weather would give u# a good 
track and dry ground#, and infuse i c o  tha 
public mind an intimation fop *u?*door « •  
creation.

No race meeting wa# d ied  fop an {earlie* 
dato that the fourth of May, except that at 
Galveston, which, we lmd the assurance, 
would postpone, if necessary, Jo accom
modate itself to ths necessities of our case.

In view of these fact the stewards, using 
the discretionary power vested ia them by 
the rules, postponed the meeting on© week, 
instead v i  postponing it  to the ensuing
T  J lt tf t lif t .f r . f U  l l f l f l  i.**A*ri J i l ' f  nrncfizaii u v  a /v m nTuesday, a# had been suggested by some.

Mr. Minor says: “Now tho Writer called 
upon ail owner# ot Iiorsee, except Air. 
Howard; they To a man said they Were op* 
■meed to a postponement for a week.” Major 
ffueou and Mr. YY illiamson, of Mohffe, the 
intimate friend and accredited agent of Mr. 
Cottriil. speaking lor the latter, both ad
vised the postponement made In the pres* 
enoe of several gentlemen, after full dlscns* 
sion and consultation; and Mr. Hitchcock, 
over his own signature, in your issue of 
June -1, says “he thought the club shqnid 
have postponed the races.” He and such 
others as could be found were consulted oa 
Friday morning, and as the report came 
back, and we believe the fact to be. ail were 
in favor of postponement, though i; j# nos- 
sib!e some preferred an earlier day. YV’hat 
is here asserted can be substantiated at any 
time by men whose word co on© doubts. 
Each one mus? decide for himself W’hether 
or not these parties advised a postponement 

the meeting, and in the next breath told 
F.irdham they were opposed to i?.

Mr. Minor states that th© pusJnot*-meet 
was mad? ia the interest of Sir. Howard's 
horses. Y\’« deny it: a* We deny that hia 
horses weie or could bs benefited by it. 
Every one in tho least conversant with the 
condition of these horses knows that tha 
t wo oi them on which his trainer depended 
were inreatenetl with letting down. Every 
tyro in the business knows the longer a 
horse ia such a  conditHm is trained tha 
greater are the chance# against him; such a 
horse, will run successfully on a soft, mnudy 
tracir, when a dry and harder track will 
break him down. Had Mr. Howard’s horse® 
run tin April 3 it is but lair f i  n y  they 
would have done much better.

Being fully advised of this, when 
Howard voted for a postponement, ha 
anew he Was acting against hi* own inter* 
est, an act totally incomprehensible to tt 
narrow-minded selfish mature. As 1? turned 
out, both horses Yu, ke doAn ;n their first 
laces, a  not uuforseen result of the post
ponement to many. The fact, while seem* 
lagl.y gratifying to Ford ham, only iliusTatei 
th© spiteful spirit ol which bi9 communica
tion is born. So much for the po-^none* 
men ; now for th© second cuisc id'com* 
plain!.

“ Fordharn says? “ It Was u!v> given nut 
that there was only one Btable prepared for 
business 1 ulr.  ̂ Cottriil'#), and they did not 
want that string to fake all tho tuonev ott.’r

A New Id ea  ia  T e le g ra p h y .
Telegrams, by a device founded on the 

idea ot the Jacquard loom, may now be 
committed to a roll of paper, punched with 
holes instead of letters, and dispatched 
automatically. The punched roll delivers 
its message to the instrument without a t
tendance, and the message is printed at the 
SnTe r jCn<̂  the same time.
Ihe advantage claimed for this system is a 
gain of time, and the liberty to send mes- 
hages when the line is in the most favorable
condition without the assistance of the 
operator.— Scribner for July.

porting nothing less tharr dishonest livor* 
Hism, and we desire to nail f.h© falsehood to 
1 1,, re^ead of the slanderer.

YY q deny that any person ol resp? itabili* 
ty, having authority to represent rue views 
01 the offi> ers, or directors of the club, ever 
gave out, a# a reason for postponing the 
races, their Jear that Mr. Cottrill’s string 
wouid take all the money off; or that any 
reason or suggestion akin tr> this ever was 
made or entertained in consideiing the 
question of postponement. Captain Cot-' 
triil himself, w ears sure, believe.# ct> such 
absurdity. There is no turfman in whose 
successes the officers and members of our 
club have taken greater pride than in Cap
tain Cottrili, not only because he is liberal 
and public spirited, but because we know 
tnat no horse of bis ever loses a race which 
he can win; in other words, because he tuds 
h:s horses in perfect good faith and Lon 
osty.

As the name of Mr. Howard has been 
uragged specially into the communication, 
we are unwilling to pass over the covert 
attack on him in stating, “but as one maff 
only controls hero, and lie not the president 
or judge,” etc. In the apportionment of the 
duties which the officers of the club have 
made among themselves, and which they 
discharge, of course, without compensation, 
it is the good fortune of the club, and his 
own misfortune, that the control of the 
gates and their entire management devolve 
upon Mr. Howard. lie  there comes in con
tact with the entire public, and directs, un
der established rules, their admission to the 
grounds and stands, Tlie public is not al
ways considerate; often fails to a(>pre- 
ciate the importance of necessary 
rules, and is impatient under their 
enforcement. Some individuals pre
sumptuously demand exceptional lavvirs, 
others are dishonest and resort t  > any 
means to attain desired ends. Air. I I 1 ward 
favoring none, enforcing rules rigidly on 
all alike and being sterlingly honest, can 
not bear “calmly” the "crooked wavs” ot 
the rascally—indeed that he w’ould become 
violent if asked to participate in any vil- 

.lainy is more than certain—ami who shall 
say that he would be wrong! Tnus, be
cause f rom a sense of duty aud integrity, 
he denies inadmissible requests to some, 
thwarts others, and controls, for the com
mon comfort, all visitors, he is slurringly 
accused of being the one controlling man, 
and the inferential attempt is ma de to alsv 
slur the club tor it.

Those of ns whose will he is simply carry
ing out so faithfully and at so much "vena-

t!i

nr

Hu
l ie
t o
ini 
Bill 
ani 
«ot 
»S < 
•Jiff
tug 
you 
mit 

K 
mu 
In 1) 
imp 
Ua»

Hr*;

At
JCccm
the r 
fufur 

V.t 
Ing 1 
uses 
Worn, 
-ploys 
no run 
lions, 
eratiu 
»f bo 1 

It u 
ancesi 
as w© 
was al 
attic, 
added 
was p 
»ault» 
like th 
Noutli, 
etory 
point a 
©d in ll 
ia vogt 
were .1 

Crencli 
the end 
in flats. 

- a b le  fox 
lids: au

• ugainst 
so large 
l.y overL

, Juan wfi 
young ; 
but pec; 
into a In 
house, if 
stories, 
scries of 
tioti arisi 
Coming 1 

Tne ai 
present t

• ilcvelopn
. a t first tli

mon tugs 
her? tlTSt

• Cial inter 
Tin* relit 
hole the (

* aow a s 
food: and 
Inflow the 
As we ha 
the solid 1 
? ur:ty wh

. retained ii
the dwell) 
the first t) 
ing man ia 
hence he 
would bro 
essential c 
the order; 
kitchen an 
house and 
bottom. 1 
complaint 
ga»t# of si 
ami filled 

. vapor# wii 
His critical 
lenco throu 
-and hi# inqi 
to guess wii 
or are sooi 
board.

“But." cri 
tive proclivi 
do f or accesi 
sarv to takr 
every time a 
is wanted?” 
barbarisms t 
in being (wl 
tion will be 
demonstrate 
may be turn 
tion. with a 
invasion of < 
The piirposi 
cellar of the 
reception of 
machinery fc 
Bupfc: struetu 
currents to v 
In these caj 
others, the ct 
laat adjunct 

Th© theory 
tide  :# neithe 
have seen it 
with uneqoivi

food reason 
aye, Miggeste 

▼ail. The ac 
hou- • rests on 
imm< inoria! 1 
indeed. The 
in tin ;r naturs 
ward.. ;n obedi 
*nd tlie chasi 
ever, that thos 
have adopted 
cling, for tradi 
ward habit. A 
the coming mi 
domeetio custoi 
its remote antic


