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THE BETTER WAY,

EY TN .

*Iwere botter 1o live as we should do,
And our lives with the angels share,
“Than do as we Yoo often would do,
And fall upon trouble and carv;
For time s so full of disaster,
Aud 1i%e 1e 8o Tal) of the grave,
We had better live right aud be mareter,
Thna wrong 2od beonly & elase.

We tad better have guod ange’s guide us
Than appetite tead 123 astray,

¥oz nlways they're walking beside ue,
Aud always would show us the way,

And it we'd invite them and eheer them,
They X mwake us 50 wias and so strong,

That atiast we would fee! we were pear them,
And sever would want to do wrong,

We are cal’sd to the sk on the witers,
T'o walt for the tinod to subside,

For time, with its trints aod slasugntors,
s 5 geluge no sout ean abide;

And that means, we linve but to faskilon
Our lives for theee angsls to share,

. %o keep out the wrong and the pacsione
The ark of our safsty istheyo,
Fow Ugleans, June 29,1030,
e s
MISS PATTY GIBSON’S STRANGE AD.
VENTURES,

Excliester Cathedral Is one of the lew
soiddle age ecclesiastionl edifices in the
north of England thet have survived, iv a

ood state ol preservation, the wars of the
toses, tha reign of the Tudora, and the
restoration. Thoss who bave visited Ex-
chester will remember the grand old pile,
mossy with age and hoar with the antiquity
of many centuries.  From its endoring seat
on Haddow hill it domi the little sca-
port of Hilford Haven, and its gray towers
are geen Yar saway on the German ocean,
which stretches 1o the eastward. Every
rood of ground s rich with tradition, Here
. are barrows snd cromlechs of the prehis-
toric Britons; the wondering hind sometimes
turns upio the plowed glebs curious urns
&nd drinking cups of baked clay, mute
telics of that long gone age. Hither
came the Romang with their road building
aod_ wilitary works of defense. Romun
bricks are built into old Exchester, and on
the sauth slope of Haddow Hill the anti-
quarian may find the exhumed remains of
basilics, atrivm, and colonnade, the Vik-
mgs of the north, who, when their own
dand beearws too tarbalent for comfort, took
ohip and sailed the main, finding there the
rent and e denied them at home, At
euch portsas Hiltord Haven they landed
Jor supplies, taking with strong handa the
worn énd cattle refused them by the sturdy
Saxons of that age. They lett their ruins on
2he rocks along the shore, and the bursh
names of some of the pessantry in the re-
Zion around about betray the fact that not
# few of the Leofrics and Tostiges came to

Blay,

Exchester Cathedral, Lowever, ia compar-
atively & modern structure, 1f one thinks of
1he Druids, the invasion of Cacsar, and the
reiga of Alfred, It was built during the
revival of religious art which followed the
preaching of the first crusade and the tak.
1ng of Jerusalem by Robert of Normandy
sud huis companions, It was begun before
William Rutns was slain in New Forest; it
svas not finished until after Henry 1., beat-
ng his breast and lamenting his sins, bad
died of a purfeit of stewed lampreys, Iis
clustered columns and high-pointed arches
belong to that school of architecture which
8ir Curistopher Wren called gothic, but it
s known to mwore exact writera as the lighter
Saracen.

If you should ever go to Exchester you
swilt be spell-bound by the lofty viatas, mel-
low radiance, and massive richoess of the
tnterior, Here are naves, transepte, ecresns,
wheire, and pavewents of marble, Caen
stone, and moseic. A dim twilight, enriched
with stains of many-colored light from
painted windows, fills the vast epaces. The
Fraoeful columns, standing io elostering
groups, lilt themselves liko tree trunks far
up jnte the arboreal, foliated, and high-
arching canopy abave, Under these gruined
arches and through these Jong-drawn aisles
diave awept regul and pontifical pageants,
the proud processions of & day. The silent
#plendor of the ancient cathedral in vet
wloguen? with the glory of the ages gone,
but the deeting creaturés of its earlier mag.
wificence are well-.nigh forgotten. Here, in
monumental brase, is the vain immortality
of the de Veres oi Nortbumberland; and
dere i® the brown stain in the payment
where William de Haims, fleeing for sane-
tuary after the buttle of Lincoln, was slain
betwixt tha porch and the altar. But for
the most part, there seems no longer any
Liuman interest in the place. Its antiquity
is almoss supernatural,

To the American, fresh from the cleap
vewness of Lis transatlantic howe, au old
Eoglish cathedral is like a revelution, 1ie
 oppressed by its curious antiquity, ite
enduring assiveness and ita historic ate
tnospheres  Familiar as he is with the early
railitions of the nation whose kinship Le
«laims, he Is weighted with the countless
teminiscences that crowd upon him in this
awesomo place. Thess pavements are worn
by the footsteps vf eight centuries. Thews
aphiny-like carvings have looked upon the
cvoming and the going of races of Saxons,
Angles, Normans and Mercians, This iw-
mense strocture, whioh has outlived so
any genoerations, seews mors like some
wonderful miracle of nature than a work of
fusn’s hands, Ita dim, religions light is the
dight of the grund old foreats, nnvisited by
wan, of his native 'ard. The mellow hn s
and infinite perspective are heavenly handi-
work, not human, This marvalons pile has
Tasted hundreds of yearw; it will endure
dorever,

- Exchester Cathedral made sowe such itw-
rmtinn as this upon Mias Patty Gibson, of

Jshkosh, Wisconsin, when she visited it in
The snmmer ot 1863, There is nothing to
thow thaut the male Gibsons, fucher and son,
were specinlly moved by soy sight of that
Fepository of the history and poetry of
uges, They had seen n great many cithe-
arals, prisons and old charches, Fred Gib
®on, o fmart young man, fresh from college,
thought them “awiul slow.” Juat now, he
would have preferred remaining at the inn
o chafl the pretty barmaid and enjoy hia
cigar; but the gentie Patty had persuaded
him that Exchester waa the one thing he
must not leave nuseen when he returned to
the United States. The paternal Gibson
doted on cathedrals. They were so nice
and cool; and on this bright, warm Eoglish
summer day, he mop) his fat forehead
us ho waddled down the magniticent vistas,
-thoroughly enjoying himselt with the cool
repose within; and occasional glimpses of
hawthorn aud lush greenness without held
hium back to the present life, to his part
thorein and to his luwber yards in Oshkosh,

Mre. Lavinia Gibson, however, not ouly
liked the calm seclusion of the venerabls
pile, but she believed it her daty to “do™
this and all other sights with conscientions
Kninnukinx. 1f she had been as young as

er danghter, she would have béen more
enthusiastic, perbaps: if ehe had been
lighter of foot, she would have wore en-
Joyed the cathedrals. As it was, she was
compelled to sit down and rest herseif with
a frequency that sometimes irritated Fred,
and even troubled the gentle Patty. lint
benches were few, and the bases of gothic
columns are not comfortuble reosting 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, just
#8 you took in Niagara Falls, mother, from
Suspension Bridge,” was Fred's amiable bit
of conversation. %

The figure of the portly Mrs. Gibson
careering through Exchester Cathedral on
& velocipede tickled the fancy of the
worthy father of the family, aud he
laughed & busky laugh until the dusky
arches rung sgaio, and & stone efligy of
Edward the Martyr looked down upon him
in great amaze,

“Hush, hu'-b-,l)»." pleaded Miss Patty,

“we haven't done the cathedral yer,
and we must eee ull of the cha L]
guide book says that that of St. is
one of the finest specimens of medieval art
in the Britush iales.”

“Patty is thinking of her 8t. Thomas in

the army of the Tennessee,” iaughbed Fred,

reader ehould know that Miss Patty's
sworn koight waa Lieutenant Thowas
Cummings, at that woment bravely fight-
ing for his country before Vicksburg.

Miss Patty tossed Ler pretty bead, hut
ber eyelid quivered a little, and &he did
not look at ber father. This somewhat
irascible old gentlewsn did not at all ap-
prove of Lient t Tom C g8. He

did not approve of soldiers in general, nor

of Union soldiers in partieular. o bis own

country the venerable Gibsor was known

a8 & copperhead, whatever that may have

been,

1f Miss Patty bad not Leen *infataated,”
a#s her mother called it, with Tom Cuwm-

mings, and if ber father, as @ copperbhead,

nad not found things quite uncomtortable
in the patriotic town oi Osbkosh, the Gib-
won family never wonld have gone to Eu-
ropa, and you and 1 would have never
known of Miss Patty Gibson's sizange ad-
venture.

You would have tiked Patty 2 you had
known ber. Possibly, such is the vnresson-
sble fastidiousness of the human race, you
would bave liked her better if ber names had
not been Patty, Ia fact that unfortunnie
name, bestowed on ber in baptismw, when
her futher was only fureman of the Empire
lumber mills, bad et poor little Patty
many gecret tears.  While 2 school girl, de-
vouring “The Sorrows of Werther” and the
churming tales of Mra. Radcliffe, sha had
tried various expedients of disguise. The
wodernized form of *Pattie”™ pleased her
right well nutil malicions playmates cailed
her “Oyater Pattie,” when she !nlim‘ni,-lwd
it with great indignation.

“Patty you are, aud Patty you mus’ ra
wiin,” was the stern tat of Ler mother, who
finally added, 8 years and wealth came on:
*Thew 28 has cach can afford to be sing'lar;
and pow your pa's forchanded, it won's
make so mach difference, 1 allow.”

The Patty of Exchester cathedral, whom
we ure glad to kuow, had outlived these
girlish weaknesses. She was a freeh, bright
young woman, with all her wits about her,
well bred, well poised, and with a comlinesa
that cculd mot be outelione in fourteen
counties of Wisconasin—which is eaying
much. That lithe, ngile girl, pacing the
sombre aisles ot Excheater, gazing with
revential awe at the stony saints and sn-
uers overhead or on the marble monuments,
was not a hot-house tower. She was a good
skater, and Tow—poor ¢ld Tow in the hard
fighting Uvion army !—had so well taught
her to row that Fred offered to “back her”
against the struke oar of lLis own college
cleb.

All this was very far off new, snd Pattr,
a8 she sauntered down the cluisters, thoneht
of Tows Cummings with  little pang, Iler
indulgent father, and far, fond mother,
were dear to her; they loved her as other
ammals love their young. And even Fred,
when he was pot too muech occupil with
gun, dogs and cigar, was a good fellow,
Buat she thought that whea he brought up
the one little 1amily trouble about Tom he
was teo provoking for anything,

Miss Patty choked down a b1t of a sigh
and looked into tho beautitul chapel of Sr.
Thomas with a faint blush on her check.
She would not ucknowledge to herself that
there was something like n suggestion in
the name of the gentls saint to whom this
chapel waa dedicated. But it was a pice
name for all that, and if sho dearly loved
that name, why—bnt Fred was so very
rude. She must really see the chapel.

Tha rest of the Gibson family grumbled
and found fault with the tiresoweness of
their journey about the cathedral. Papa
Gibson wished the sun would go down, #o
they might walk back to the iun comfort-
ably, Fred thought it a4 hard ease that
smoking was not aliowed in Exchester
catbedral. It would purify the old she-
bang,” he thought; and his mwother calmly
wondered what they would have for dinner.

Miss Patty, having exhausted the other
attractions of the chapel of St. Thomas, sat
down befors the monument of w kunightly
crasagder, It was an upright tomb, rich in
tracery and paneiiog, and bezring in quaint
letters the name and deeds of the knight
whose efligy, senlptured in stone, lay re-
cumbent vn the slab which formed the top.
The wordy epitaph eer forth how Thomas
de Comeyn, Norman, knight, went to the
holy war in 1189; Lhow be tock partin the
riege of Acre; how No slew many infidels
with s own hand; bow he died in the
triumphs of faith, and now beaonght *Jesn,
son of Mary,” to pray for his soul,

This brief story of the crusader’s lifa—s
life epent #o far awsy in time=tounched the
younyg girl’s heart a8 she sat down at the
baee of a cluster of columns aud regarded
the sleeping figure of the knight. s efiigy
eeemed pathetically human us it Jay there
extended on the stove, with praying hands
wmeekly upraised wcroes the breast, Help-
loss enough now is blustering, fighting Sir
Thomas de Comeyn, Norman and crnsader.
He fills a little #pace in the world. Only a
Jew feet of carved warbie, a handtul of
ashes, remwain of the donghty warrior who
tought with Richard the Lion-bearted, and,
doubtiess, mude much noiss in Lis time,

Miss Patty Gibson thought thero was
something sppealing in the crusader’s atti-
tuue, lying there with hia battered legs
stretched ont so very awkwardly. There
was a great dint on his corselet, which was
not wade by any Paymim lauce; one of Lis
marble toes was brokenoll, and his maimed
foot did not enlisncs the diguity of Lis fig-
ure. ‘The young girl laughed qaieily to
Lereelf as the grotesquencss of her Tow
sver being laid ont in stony srate like this:
Tom's regimentals would not look pietu.
resque in marble. Bur, on second thoughte,
wonld not Tow have been a kindly and
noble koight and soldier if he had lived in
thoee old dayn! She was certain that he
would: and she busicd herself with think-
ing of Sir Thomas at the tourney, under his
lady's window with a scng, sweeping on to
the Holy Land in the glorious train of Rick-
ard the Lion-hearted, or wingling in the
royal ‘]Pmuiun made by the weak and
wicked King Jobn through his dominions.

Wera these old days so wunch better than
ourown! Where is the bigh emprise, the
lofty chivalry, snd the noble prowess of
the gallant gentlemen of Sir Thomas de
Comeyn's time! Our American girl felr
that she belonged to & cheaper aga and
oountry, as, sitting there in her sheltered
nook, she looked out upon the middle azes.
The silent figura before her called np a pan-
orama crowded with ruy pageauts, tevted
fields, brilliant tournaments, snd castled
powp and prile. It was a noble age that
of the de Veres, de Coureys and de
Comeyna. Itisa pity thatit has gone, Bat
there was no fresh, hright Wisoonsin girl
in de Comeyn's time: and Patty thought
there ecould bave bLeen no more sallynt
chevalier than Licutensut Thomas Cuam-
wings,

Exchester eathedral is voo!, but avstoried
window richly dight " warms the nock in
which stands S Thowss de Comeyn's
monument.  Miss Patty was tired; her
journey about the vast huilding had wearied
her, and its awinl msjesty somewbat op-
pressed her. ITvsensibly confusing Tom with
the mute crusader befure her, and half won-
dering if she were in the niath or pineteenth
century, she settled herself comfortably
agaiust the stove shafte bebind her, and
slept the aleep of the innocent.

How long she slept she was never guite
able to say. The sun wasan hour ligh
when the Gibsons, convinced that she had
retursed 1o the inn withoat them, went
away from the cathedral. The moon was
ponring a tlood of light into the chapel,
when she awoke with a «ueer little siar:
and stood on her feet. The warm sun was
gone from the tall windows, the air was
chill, and as Miss Patry began to take in
the circumatances of Ler situation she shiv-
ered a little. She was lacked up for the
night in Exchester eathedral, Many girls,
perbaps many men would have been frights
ened, The surroundiogs were not ail reas.
suring. There wss a 1musty odor of death
and a gewveral flavor of wild decay about
the place. The grinning faces on the cor-
bels above looked uncanny in the obsenrity
of night. The stark figure of the crusader

wore a ghastlier air in the weird moonlight,
and wany a shrouded abbot and triar
gleamed white in the shadows of the
chancel.

But Miss Patty had a stout heart, though
it did now tlutter @ little beneath her bod-
dica. She put her hand over it uncon-
sciously, and sat down again o think. It
was very eeltish, 8o it whs, for Fred and pa
to go away and leave her so. What could
they have been thinking ot! Would not
they return sod eearch for her! Could she
not find her way out to the great door, and
80 make her way to the ion! The case was
by no means less. She would collect
her wits and an exploration. To take
the most cheerful view of th & journey
through the dark amisles avd cloisters &ig

with & wink at his blushing sister. The

soem to the involuntary prisoner “‘swfal

Bn’n Mise Patty’s eense of fun was strong

ugon Ler, and, as sheithought of her ntnnia
adventure, she laughed softly to herself. It

was not an echo of her subdued giggle that

emote upon her ear. She was sure she
heard a breathing, a sigh. There® sbe heard

it voce wore, and this time it sermed to
come from behind the crusader’s tomb.
Pshaw!it was the wind breathing through
the broken window. But the night was
still, aud the grewsome silence of this vast
cavern was unbroken by apy disturbance
from without.

As she looked and wondered at Lier own
tinudity, & tremor ran_ over the ficare of
the sleeping knight. Was it a quiver of
moonlight! There it was agais! It eame
und went as if vome wave had stirred be-
neath the marble surfuce. Andasshe gazed
with speechless wonder, Sir Thomas de
Comeyu actually drew up one of his stony
lega, fet it full agumn, and sighed like vne
awakening from u heavy sle«p. There was
no mistaking the movement this time.
Poor Patty telt a ripple of cold glide down
her epive, and she involuntarily put up her
hand to see if her back hair were sctually
rising on her head, as it seemad. With an-
other xigh, which Miss Patty thought very
much like a grant, the knight drew up both
kuees; unelasped his praying hands, and let
his stony gauntlets fall with & rade ciatter
by Lis side. Miss Patty restramed a shrick,
and furtively pinched hersell to see if she
were really awake. Painfully assured of
this, ke sat rooted to the epot. A mo-
went’s retlection gave her back all ber wits,
and sle said to berseif, with wild bravado,
“Cowe, now, this is getting interesting!”

Thomas de Comeyn, Norman knight,
baving contemplated bis aristocratic knees
for eeveral mioutes, lifted his head stiflly,
drew his arms up with a grating sound,
clevated Yis shoulders, detached his feet
from the slab where they bad lain for so
mary centuries, snd painfully awung hin-
telf round &8 on @ pivet, letting his
greaved legs drop over the edge of e
monument. His armored bauds f¢ll on nis
knees with a sullen clush, and the knight
gave a little groan, which, ua before, ree
sembled a grunt.

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

The awful apparinon had come over her
+o by degrees that she was already becom-
ing fumilizsr with it. 1f the crusader had
bolted from his tomb when she first awoke,
the would have probably scresmed nnd
fainted on the pavement. It was too late
unow. Jtis the suddeoness that kills,

With a somewhat battered face, which
even & warm reflection frem the figure of
St. Thomas in the psinted window failed to
endow with mueh mtelligence, the crasader
lovked down upon the young lady from
(O:hkosh. e rested his iron-clad heel in
the kcuipture of the tomb, and grumly said:

“Well, young woman'"

Patty was well-bred, and with a olight
quaver in ber voice, she puswered:

“Well, sir!”

The knight's politeness was a little rusty,
perhisps, for he made no more tulk fora
wowent, but a stony grin irradiated his
marble jaws. Finally, be said:

;‘hu you belong in the castle, faiz dawm
eell”

“What castle, msy it please yov, sir
kpight!” made answer the yonng lady,
easily dropping iunto the manper of Sir
Walter Scott aud Droizsart.

Castle Lincoln, I Lad in mind, please
you. I was there wy lora lodged jast
night.”

The crusader wss recovering Lis good
manoere, but he Lad lost Lis reckoning.
“Last night” was centuries away. Who
was bis lord? Might she ask! How should
£he break the news of the death of the ear!
or whatever he might be!  She parried the
difliculty by saying:

*You have been ——

Ske would bave said “asleep,” but the
consecience of this nice girl was tender, aud
she koew this would not be true,

“Deud—aead,” the knight added cheer-
fully, whils &he hesitated. *1 know all
abour it. Thereiano need for soft words,
good lady.  Bat who is at the castle now!"

*1—1 really don’t kvow. 1 baven't beea
there,”

“Where is your howe, if I may rudely ack
20 gentle a maidl”

=1 live in Oshkosh.”

and said: “Is Osh—, tLis pluce you spuke
of, in Wessex?"

*Obh, no, &ir! It's in Wisconsin,"

“And Wisconsin, now I think we, is in
Burguadyt”

“Oh, no, my lord! Wisconsin is one of the
Uaited States of Awerica, Ob, I forgor;
America was Lot discovered when you——
went to sleep.”

*Died, fair damsel, Died ia the word, No,
I never heard tidings of the land you cail
Amerien. Is it a Christian country!™

*Well, not exaetly,” suid poor Miss Patty,
& little doubtfully.

“What! Not o heathen Saracen, I trust?”
znd the knight involuntarily gripped the
Lilt of the great sword that lay by his side.

“Oh, no! Awerica is not heathen Turk;
that is, not all of it"—for Miss Patty sud-
denly remembered Utah, and hesitated.

*Itmust bo o fair and Christian country
from which so well-favored & maid as yoi
way come,” said the knight, gallantly.

“Thank you wery much,” the maiden
made reply. “We Awericans are very
prond of our country.”

*Oh ko,” quoth he. *Then yoar people
are called Americans ! Now 1 bethink we,
it was an American who broke off wy toe
and took it away with him.” And the
;mi;:ht looked down ruefully at bis wounded
00T,

Miss Patty 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 tha crusader’s maimed foot was on
delicate ground, and she was & little hart
that the knight should have epoken so
bruequely; but this was middle age uan-
ners

“Do you often wakas up this way " she
usked, with some timidity,

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

“And you never met anybody to have
:uy;:on\'urutiun with in all theee ceutu-
riea !

“Centuries !"” replied the knight, with a
stony air of astonishwent.

“Yes: this is in the year of our Lord
(here the knight crossed himsell) eighteen
hundred and sixty-three.” .

“0h, don’t bothier!  What are years and
centuries to me ! am immortal, The
world knows all about my expioita in
France and the Holy Land. Did not I take
Nicopoli by escalado? and was no: wmy
tuccor of I!Aumnr thé means of recovering
one of the tairest of our French provinces !
A truce to your centuries and centurions,
fair maid. The world will not soon forget
we.

“What an jnsufferable coxcomb!™ thought
the young girl. “The world forgot him
long ago. Bat," she said, ““who is your Jord
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
Thowas lived,

“You must have seen a great many bat-
tles in yvour time, sir knight!™”

“AbL!" he said, with a sigh much like that
which heralded his awaking, ** I dropped in
the midst of it. What a doleful pity it was
that 1 could not see it through!  What are
they tizhting abont now? Are they at Acre,
or is the war carried into Aquitaine!™

“The fighting was all around Vicksburg
at Just accounts,” eaid the maiden pen
siveiy. She was thinking of the one hou-
dred and forty ninth Wisconsin,

“Vicksburg!” queried Sir Thomas de
Comeyn with a great amaze, *la what
beathen 1and is that?”

*Itis in no heathen land, my lord. It is
il; the United States, the America I speak

ol.

*And is the king ot England there!”

. *Not so; that is our war, and we are fight-
ing agaipat the rebels.”

“Good! good!” exclaimed the knight. *1
doubt not that the king of America has
many a gallant knight in his army. Aba!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 &
republican government.”

*“No king!” echoed the knight with great
surprise. “No ! How do you do to
live in peace, and who is at the bead of the
country ! .

“*We govern oureelvee, and just now we

*Oghi—." The crusader looked perplexed”
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don't live in peace; but it is all owing to

thoee rebels,” she added, a little doubtful
abont her logic.
“Down with all rebels say I, fair waid,”

€jaculgted Sir Thomas de Comeyn. *The

gullant koights that are fighting for your
conntry are just as brave, I doubt not, as
those who tought with s at Ascalon or in
France. Mother of Jesu! the cause is good,
whethet it be in the land of our blessed
Lord (and here the knight laboriously
crossed himzell) or in the strange country
you call O:h—-"
“Kosh," finished the twaid, who secrotly
thought that there were not ko many cen-
turies between the knight and Licutenant
Thowus Cummioga, after all. Was it pos-
sible that this man was talking to her ont
of the the thirteenth centurys  She looked
around upon the ghosily architeeture of the
cathedral, It wore a wierd and uareal as-
pect, Bat thers was the painted window
fi'led with richly eolored suints and wngeis.
There wus the drooping ivy trembling
agaivet the wetal sashes, and the pavewent,
worn by countless foet now laid to rest, was
clear and plain befors ber in the moonlighs,
Thix was « most atrauge adyventure,

“But we do not have the chivalry of
time. Our kpights, though they thit
good canse, do vot fight for plory. They
wre paid by the wontn.”
“Paid by the wmonth ! eaid Le, uzhaan,
“What are they paid for I

“For tighting. They can's atford to leave
their business and o 1o the war for noth-
ing.” The knizght looked shocked. and ehe
continued:  *Yes, the age of chivalry is
gone. We have no re kvights sivging
love rongs and iilting at tourney, a5 in Jour
das

" eail Sir Thomas

Singing love song
Wrant koave to

indignantly. Wi
euch a tale #a that

*Sir Walter Scott saye 0.

“3ir Waiter Scoti! I know no
kpizht as be.

sreh
There was i« Scott who did
}:e-xlunu mauy deeds of valor at Hexham
2 3

. Nay, when the bettle went sore
&t ua he bronght up fonr thousand
2 and did greatiy reliove Earl Somery
vedl nigh fpent. Bot ke was
wentle blood; 1 misdoubt s if he
Lt of what you say this Sir Walter

v
of
kuew ur
tells you.”

“Nay, Sir Ruizht. the Seot? of whom 1
speak is o novelist—a writer of romances,”

“A scrivener! u writer of gtrango fubles!
Wiy, lovk you, gentlo maid! The wen who
weg the pen are base bora ehurls, liars all,
I would have no suachfellows about me,
Reading and writing w«ill do for variets
and tradesmen. No gentleman muars Lis
fingers with inkhora and goose-quill,”

“And did pot knights eing or strike the
mandolin !"*

“Ho! ho! Lo!" laughed Sir Thowas, a
little coarsely. “That was employment for
voblemen nund gentlemen-at-arms, was it ?
Nay, good lady, your ecrivener hes told
fulse taies. Svogs avd singing were ior the
troubadonrs whe lrudge‘r from place to
place, pining as they wen!. They earned
their wage laitly enew., They are in jhe
hall when their betters had nlled them-
selves,”

“Bat your King Hichard the Lion hasrt-
ed, was lound iu e prison oy & minstre!,
Blondel, wasn’t he !

“Swall praise to the man that found
Richard Cerur de Lion {God rest Lis soul 1)
whoever ke was, Bat was old Beag-
champ, craity bishep of Elv, and Chancellor
of the realm, that performed that thankiul
service for Enulund.”

*Well, Richurd was & great wav, was he
not!"”

*Nay, gentle maid; it il! becomes ma to
speak evil of the King, But Richard (Jesu
have merey on Lim!) was a covetous prince,
He bartered the demesnes of the erown for
money. He sold earldoms by the score, and
his presence chamber was like the shop of
% chopiuan, Believe not the scriveners
who tell you that ke was @ great com-
wander. By my troth tsaving vour pres-
ence), he wasted men at Acre like water,
and weny & gallant knight at-arma neod-
lessly bit the dusy for bis gnseemly goar
Tels.

“Thisis dreadtul’ 1 thought King Rick-
ard n great and gallant prince,”

“Mere seriveners’ stories’ more seriveners’
stories, gentle waid! He was a hrave king
i make uo doubt, but hie died as he lived—
fighting for woney thet did not belong to
Inm.  AlL! Le Joved a fight, but Leloved
pietols iikewise.”

Miss Patty shuddered afittle, It tronbled

hier to see one of ber heroes broken thas in
pleces. The knight noticed Ler movement,
and said:
*itis drangzhty in here. A plague on the
place! it Las given me a foolish rheum in
wmy head.” And, with & grating noise. ke
drew Lis arm under his mwarble nose, The
soung lady from Wiseonsin was a little
shocked, bat eaid: “1t must Lave been very
fine in the magnificent castic of the time
you apeak of I

*¥ine, my lady? I° was a gy and gor-
geous court that oy ford the king kept ut
Lincoln custle. Lot us think, Was il yes-
terday s

“Call it yesterday,” said the oivd, mnch
amused, *JBut you Led uo tarpets on your
tloors."

“Niy. noearpete, Those are for tie lnx.
urions Payniwe, though by that sama token
the Payoims deuit King Richard many o
hard whack. No carpets, my lady. The
King bhimee!f contents himsell with clean
ruebes, Bot we bud all that was peedfu!
for gallant knights and gentlemen,”

“Yet you had no pocket handkerchiefs; 1
noticed just now you wiped your nose on
vour sleeve,” said Miss Patty, blushing as
her own plainness of speech.

“Pockethandkerchief,” sai the knight
cantious!y repeating each part of the word.
“And whatmay this be’ Kerchiefs to carry
in the hand, in the pocket! I pray you do
not moek me!"

Miss Patty tried to explain to him wha®
a pockethundkerchief aight be like, and
added: =

“Auad it wust not have heen very nice to
e¢at with your fingers instead oi forka, as
people did in your time,"

“1 don’t know what you mean, gentle
lady: fingers were mads to vat with.  The
base-born serfs who till the ground and
Jdabor with their hands, find other use for
fingers. No gentleman touches an iron tool
exeept g own good sword.”

“Itaabout the serfs, as you call themw, that
the people in my country are fighting.””

*“Fighting for serfa!” exclaimed the
knight, with real horror on Lis somewhut
immobile conntenance,

« **Yes, the Sontbern people wan® 1o have
a slave confederacy of their own.™

*“Then let them have their churle and be
done with it. Are the elaves Saxon blood!™

*Oh, no, they sre negroes.”

“Blackamoors ! fight for heathen Ylacka.
moors ! eaid the knighs in o gn-ax rage,
“No knight would do battle for such a
cause.”

*It's not altogether that,"saild Mi
wlio was not atroge in politics,
blacks ought to be free.”

“Not g0, not #0.  If they are not of
gentle blood, it beseems them well to be
serfs and vilitans.  Does not the proverl
gay, ‘He shames God who raises o .\élliun;'

and yoar people £zlt to help theso blecka-
moors!"

Misa Patty, in greai trouble, said to her-
self: “Why, this wan is & copperhead.”

She changed the sabject.
“Pllgrims go to the Holy Land now by
&team.”
“By steam' Steam iy like the vapor that
eame out of Solomon’s cotfler when Badroul
Bakir opened it on the sea-shore.  How can
one travel by it!”
=It i3 just put into wmaclines and so
made to propel vesscls and cars all over
the world.”
“Vessels and cars,” repeated the erosader,
antiv. “When we sailied forth to the
Land we rode on our own good
steeds,  An, my noble Bartlenr, where is he
now’ Dead on the field of Jatla. Buat we
sailed the seas, we and all our horses, tents
and wuch baggagze of war,”

“I have been to Jufls and Jerwealem. The
Jewa live there now.” .

*The uubelievers, do they! Cursed be
the race! Ahme, but we made it hot for
them at York. Fall fifty score of them per-
ished like rats in the castie where they had
eought refuge. It was a goodly day."

*Poor creatures!” esxd Miss Patty, shud-
dering. *“Wkat harm had they done!”

“They crocified our Lord, and took mnch
money on the estates of those who went to
rend the Holy Sepulchre from the Bara-
cen.”

“One would suppose that the Jews had
bel to retake the lloly Sepulchre, then,”
said the young American, brightly.

“When we were besieging Acre, the Sara-
cens sent 10 us for a Genoese who might

epeak their beather torgue. Ope Antorio

the knight lay on his slab, bis

Marchi, 8 ion, went: whereat the
Saracens ssked why this great array of
Christian princes, knights and gentlemen |
was come to make war upon them.
centurion retursed and told his tale, and
and was sent back to the Siracens with this
reply: “That in consequence of theit an-
cestors having crucilled and put to death
the Son of God, called Jesus Christ, & true
prophet, without any cauae or just reason,
they were come to retaliate on them for this
infamous and unjust judgment.” When the
Sarucen Jords heard this, they langhed most
onseomly, declaring that this was assertion
without proof, for it was the Jewa who had
crucitied Jesus Christ, and not they. 1 do
not know it they were right,” the knight
added, thonghufully. )
“I guess the Saracens were right,” said
this yoong lady.

*I am not learned in the liw, but hesthen
Tarks and infidel Jows are 4l the paine to

This was said with a rising inftection, and
the erasader looked at ker with anxiety, as
if he thoughtit un unknown tongue, Ihe
young Awerican was abasbed, sSbhe had
torgotten herself,

“la this America that you speak of, do
your knizhts often hold tourney!”

“They used to bave tournsments in the
South befors the war, but they bave some-
thing «lse to engage their sttention just
now.™

“Who are the gallant knighte, aud what
their deeds of high ewprisel”

lfl ge young lady {altered a little as sie re-
e

“Well there are no real knights, Thosa
who tilt at the ring are mostly nive youug
lawyers und gay students,”

*~Servenors and clerks moanted on barbs
eud cased in armor!” The knight rowred
with laughter, until Exchester arches rang
again. By my faith, I would give a goodly
#um to see the rhow!  But ia it all tilting at
the ring! s there no combat, no ordesl of
arms!"

“Well, yes, men do fight dnels sommetimes,
but it is against the law,  People are tried
by jury for erims nowadays,™

*No ordeal by combat! How can the
guiliy be found out! I have been wont to
see ons of gentle blood, aceused of treason,
fight with his r8 in the jousting field.
Each good knight made oath that he dealt
in no ure of wagic nor witcheraft whereby
he might obtain a vietory over his adver-
#ary.  ‘Then at it they went, and wany &
false-hearted knave has thereby fallen low,
to the great rejoicing of the realm und the
discoursgement of traitors.”

“Buat ench thipgs would not be poesible
in our country, with its civilization ot
steamboats, telegrapks and ditferent ways
of doing thinga.”

“Telegrapks, I think you eaid!*

“Yes; by using wires we can send mes-
sages theusands of miles across continents,
or uader the sea, in & moment of time.”
“Sorcery I queried the kuight, his stony
s dilating somewhat.
jeience, Sir Koight,” replied the maid,
‘Nay, pay; it 18 sorcery. You have
heard how Iiaymond Lully turned crystal
into diamond when he was ebutin the
chamber of St Katherine, in the tower{”
Here the koight sack bis voice into a ghoss-
Iy whisver, snd added: *There are other
men who, dealing with the powers of dark-
nese, have changed iron into gold, and bave
laid such spells of magic on the people that
they wisz not what ailed them, but tell sick
and died in great disorder.” Then glane-
ing apprehensively around the dim old
cathedrul, he continued: *“And there be
magicians who can call back spirits from
the nnder-world, and make the dead appear
in form and isshion as they lived.” Here
Sir Thomas piously ecrossed himeelf, and
visibly shouk as though he had an earth-
yuake in his caleareons bulk.

“But our electric telegraphs are not sor-
cery. They were invested by Professor
Morse,"”

“Have nothing to do witl: such things,
grln.:le waid,  Heathen devices are they
all.

JMiss Patty did not pureue the subject; it
was too large for her, a4 well as for the
crusader. Lt she could not help eaying:
% sink we are happicr for all these
things.” , -

“l doub: not that your country ia a
Lappy one. Iu has brave kmglts to fizht
for it, and i% is sweet and noble to tight for
the bonor of king and country. Now such
& fair lady as you should have her colurs
worn by some galiant gentlesan in the war
of Viekshurg."

Miss Patty blushed, looked down, and
tapped her littlo foot with her parasol. She
was thinking of Lieutenant Thomas Com.
wings, in the army of the Tenuessee, She
remembered the little bine velvet-colored
awbrotyps which that gallant gentleman
wore in the breast poeket of his uniform
coat, aud she murmur-d softly:

“Every true Amcrican girl wears the
colors upder which our brave twen are fight-
ing."

A erystal drop sparkled oz Ler eyelashes
a8 the knight replied:

“Then, it 80 ge that the warrior dies in
battie, be ehall be comtor ted by the thought
that he falls for hLis mictrese zud for bis
country.”

The rugged and somewlas battereld face
of the good knight grew softer in the fading
weonlight, His voice sounded as if it came
from & great way ofi. 1t was speakirg out
of the dim, hoary past; yet it came like 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 all, good
and noble. He had acknowledged that he
despised reading and writing, He bad
killed many a man in eingle cowbat; he had
even just now wiped his nose on his sleeve,
and flouted ple who eat with knives and
forks. EBut he had spoken of the cause of
his King and country almost in the same
words which Lieatenant Thomas Commings
had used when he buckled on hissword and
went forth to tight tor the Union and the
right. lsit true that the age of chivalry is
gone!

Looking up, she saw the kright regarding
ber with an zir of infinite tenderness, ie
raised his ann with ditlienlty, making a
gestare a8 if be would speak; but no sound
wsued from his lips, and his gauntleted
band motioned for silence. Iaveluntarily
the girl rose to her feet, the noble head
reemed to wear an uureole ia the pale light
of the moon, The knight was ready to
epeak ence more out of the far off romantie
ages of the world that knew Richard the
Lion-hearted, Philip Augustus, Frederic
Barbarosss Baldwin, Saladio, and Nour-
beddin, but knew not America. She gazed
on the face of one who had seen these
mighty historie fignres in their habit as they
lived.” e wonld repor: their doings and
their worda.

She felt the tremor of some hwpending
change. A hollow wurmir ran through
the shadow of the eathedral. A wave of
cooi air streamed along the tesselated tloor
and loet itself in the hanging lLorror of
darknees overhead. A confused resonance
rung through the eloisters; it was like a
rude intrusion upon the sacred scclusion of
the tomb,

A clangor came from the great door of
the cathedral. Outof the darkness, made
visible by a lantern, came the cry: “Patty!
Patrs! my poor dear child, where are you?”

With a great clatter the knight fell “back
on his monument. Patty heard, but did
not see: her face was turned toward the
cathedral door, and she cheerily cried:
“Here 1 am, mother!” For it was her
mother’s voice. It was Oshkosh speaking
to the widdle ages. At the sound the poetry
and glamour of the place faded quite away.,
The air grew dark and ye: wore chill. The
woon had set,

Mies Patty hurried forward 3 meet her
father and mother, who, with the verger of
the cathedral, came up the aisle bearing
lanterns ana wraps.

*Ob, we have had such a fright! sobbed
the distressed mother, *“Where have you
been! We went home supposing you had
goze on ahead. Did you go to sleep! Wers
you locked in! Ob, my poor, poor lamb!”
And Mra. Gibson clung bysterically to her
loet child.

“Well, Patty,” said her father, “we djd
et right scared; that is, vour ma did, bt [

ew you were all right. They don't pick up
any smarter girls in this musty, tusty old
country.” And the worthy gentleman
loocked” about on the battered sculptures
with an air of great disdain.

Miss Patty explained bow she had e
to eleep, evercome by the fatigue ncf? -
citement of the day.

“And oh! J was startled when I awoke
and found this ?nuemu eitting up; but
"-?'" had such a pleasant talk !”

Ske turned tow: the monument of Sir
Thomas de Comeyn. To her amazement,

head on his stony pillow, and his hands
piously laid palm to palm as if silently im-
ploring peace. X
“Why !” she said doubtfully, and in &
daze, he was just now sitting up—"'
+Nonsense, child !"” broke in her mother.
“He's dead as a door nail. Whoever heard
of & stone statue sitting up at thist me of
night! See now " .
With this she leizhedkl’ntg' w paranalh.nd
tulantly tap the knight's etony chest,
m"Oh,mﬁthermn'ﬂ" eried the girl start-
ing torward with s bhalfuttered cry of
alarm. But the yellow marble gave no
sound; only a duil ring answercd to the
blow of the American matron. _
“Patty, you've got the nightmarr. Let's
go howe.”” This was the oniy comwent, and
the gensible advice of the young collegian.
Emerging into ihe damp night air, Patty
looked up at the eky. The moon was gone,
but the stars shone as really asever. The
yow treea on the hill were ghostly sgainst
the whitening eky, and far down the village
an honeat 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 ign, she saw the hedge-
rows grow greener in the coming light; the
river gleamed faintly through the shadowy
trees, aud over the town—calw, sereue,
mysterious, and benign, the old cothedral
towered like & guardian genics, Ilerday
was doce. i
As she compoged herse!f to rest ut las?,
and the dusky gloom gave strange shapes
to the unfamiliar furniture of her chamber,
slie laid her head upon her pillow with
strange thoughts of the two koights—Sir
Thomuas de Comeyn in & warble artitude of
prayer, his sword by his sde, up there in
the awful silence of tue cathedral; Licnten-
ant Thomas 'Cummings in the aroy of the
republic, tighting for nis country and the
right,
Tato the gentle maiden’s heart stole u
warm glow us she recalled the noble words
of the good knight. 1Is hud cows and gone
lika a vision, but her lifs was better and
ricker for the strange adventure of the
night, Yes, it was eurely pleasant 1o fight
fur one's couutry and the right. And, zs
Sir Thomas de Coweyn had said, “1t they
die—" But Patty elept again.—Sesibnars.
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Whnt Twe Ladies Saw in MexIca,
One ot the writers tonnected with the
Daily Graphic recently bad a conversation
with Mme. Demorest, who has just returned
from a trip to Mexico, and her vbaervations
about the conntry seem to be interesting
enough to recount. Mme Demorest, with
a lady friend, traveled in ateamers and rai-
roads through the eountry noattended by
any wale escort. They did not underatand
the language, but they succesded 1o baving
a very pleasant trip. A
“What struck you,” eald the writer, *as
the wost enrious thing vou saw in Mexico!™"
Mwe, Demorest—Everything ecemed
strange to uz. The scenery, the people,
their dresses, their wodes of jife—tbe whole
social and political and religious atmos.
phere is entirely ditforent from what it e in
theeUnited States.

Writer—You twet with no adveniures
with robbers or brigends!

Mume. Demorest—No, nothing ocearred of
that kind., Traveling through the country,
however, reminda one of tue insecnnity of
the country. Ivery diligence has at leasta
dozen dragomns tonccompany it.  Some fifty
soldiers always aceomproy the trawn from
Vera Cruz to the City of Mexico, Yonean
not ventsre in any direction nnless preom.
panied by troops, Feopls who go ont to
see the ruina in the vicinity of the Ciry of
Mexicodo soattheir peril. Andthestrangsst
thing is that the robbers are not of a low
claes, but seem to be the eort of persons
that we ehould call gontlemen., They are
of the better class, It is a mistake to sup-
pose that they are smply low rufliana or
vagabonds, They are evidently wen who
live in good houses and have s Iair sooial
position. But Mexico docs not open the
usual opportunities for euterprising young
men. What can von think of o nation that
has not a single bunlk in its whole limitwe !
Money, specie, gold must be hearded. buried
in gardens, kept in old stockinge, bidden in
nooks and erannies. No one dare lend
money or pat it into any puolic institution;
80, of conrse, business, in the senee in which
we understand it, is ont of the question.
All the Jittle savings which go to make the
wealth of # community are not availezole in
Mexico. Without banks active commerce
or any system of exchapges ia impossible.

Writer—Are there, then, 2o rich people
in Mexico?

Muwe, Demores*—There are norme lurge
manufacturers. They live o the viciniry
of the City of Mexico, and are very wealthy.
Their paliaces are surrounded by bigh walle,
Lverything :n Mexico gives you the notion
of the necessity of protecting ife. Tue
houses are mostly of #tone; the walls which
eucompass them can hardly be scaled: win-
dows und doors are o strougly barred that
they can not be forced, and 1218 &imost im-
possible to get into the houses except with
the yermiasiuu of the ocenpants,

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

Mume. Demoresi—]1 certainly do. The
United Statea should secure more business
than they do. The trade there, such as it
is, is a wonopoly in the bouds of the Eng-
lish and Frencl.

Writer—How i3 the country in respent of
educational facilities!

Mme, Demorest—Well, I rezerd the mose
pitiable class as theso young men and
young women whose parents have been
wealthy enough to eend them to ba edu.
cated in Europe or the United States,
These young persons are edneated in all the
customs of civilized lite, and it i4 wost dis-
tasteful to them to return to the semi.bare
barous customs of their parents uod frienda,
You would be surpriasd to leurn that even
among very wealthy Mexicans it is unusuat
to see knives enild forks and nepking upon
the table. Highly educated young ladies
feel wortified on their return at the absence
of the eonveniences of civilized society,
The barbarismr which prevails in Mexico
can ecarcely be realized in this country,
We ought to extend our railwey eystem in
that direction. A branch of the Pacific
railroad to the city of Mexico wonld open
up the country and add greatly to the ge-
curity of the people, beoause the ability to
move troops rapidly wonld put down the
bordes of Mexican bandits, While this
gense of insecurity remains there cun be no
trade or comwerce in the proper eense,
And yet a few people get immenssiv rich,

Writer—Does anything ke fasbion pre-
vail in the Mexican eapital

Mme, Demorest—Yes, You see b great
many ladies very well dressed in French
and English fashions. The latest modes
are eeen on tha streeta of tha City of Mexe
ico a8 on the streets of New York, Where
they get the money from i= more thay I can
tathom,

Writer—Ia it true that the City of Mex.
ico i entirely free from pulmosary 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 sew
level, it is true, but then it ia really situated
in & basin, and its site waa undou{ledly, in
prehistoric ages, a vast lake. Even now
sbe inhabitants can not dig d collars be-
cause of the subsoil water, und all tha vi-
cinity of the city is marsby., Rhenmatism
prevails there to a great extent. My lady
friend had & severe attack of it while stay-
ing in the City of Mexico, and I judge thet
rheumatismu is & very comwmon complaing
there,

Writer—Did the scenery strks von as
being very beantiful wh:le you were travel-
ing in the country !

Mme. Demorest—Well, the trains are so
arranged that ail the interesting part be-
tween Vera Cruz and the monntains is
passed while oge is eleeping. When you
enter the wountain region the BeCDEry i
certainly very fine. Aty (rizaba the views
begin to bLe “magnificent. Tha woantain
scenery is sublime. Altogether the conntry
is very interesting and we!l worth a visis.—
New Yorl: Graplic.

| ———
A New ldea in Telegraphy,
Telegrams, by a device founded on the
idea of the Jaequard loom, mway now be
committed to a roll of paper, punched with
boles instead of letters, and dispatched
autowatically. The punched roll delivers
1te message to the instrument without at-
tendance, and the message is printed at the
other end of the line &t the mame time.
The advantage claimed for this system is &
mgqnollt’imc‘.hng:gs il;t.h to send mes-
when the is e most favorable
condition without the sesistamce of the

The Louislana Jockey Club and
Young Friend, ¥. 0. Minor.”
New Onrreaxns, June 16, 1875,

Editor Turf, Field and Farm:
The astonishment of the New Orleans
public at the wanton and unfounded asper-
sions cast upon the managewent of the
Louisiana Jockey Club in Fordham's com-
munication in your issue of May 28, teem-
ingly indorsed by you, was only exceeded
by learning authonitatively that the author
was none other than *‘our young friend, F,
O. Migor,"” ss he complacently styles him-
solf.
Of the good taste displayed in writing
about ome's eell, a8 he does, even over u
nom de plume, we have nothing to say,
Qur pur| i8 to protect the menagement
from vindictive and unfounded zspersions
which, else, migit reeeive some attention
abroad, our local press haviog already, for
tha sake of right, done full justice to the
eomplaints, which, us well a8 we gather
thew from the not over-clear theae, are -
these:
1. That the race meering, which should
have commeneed Aprit 3, was postpored te
fuvor Mr. Howard’s horses,
<. That the ciub did not wish Cotrrill’y
atring, the only one prepared oy Lusiness,
to carry all the money off,
The eimple truth is, that the posipones
went of the meeting from Anril ¥ was an
adwitted necessiry, of which, we presawe,
po ons was bettes aware thau Mr Misor
himself,
Four months of almost unicterrupred
rains had sp saturated our leve! luuds and
completely filled all drains that, motwithe
standing ditchea and draming wachine, the
last ruin tlooded the whole traek ang
grounds. From Wednesday eveuing to
Friday just botore day,a drenchiog rain
fell, with hardly & wowment's eessation, A°
careful survey of the course gatisted the
wanagement that it wonld be unsafe to run
wverit for eame days. At this time, afters
noon of April ¥, the weather was lowerin
and threstening, and *Old Probabilizies
foreshadowed etill further rains,
Under the eiremnstances it begame the
duty of the stewarda to decids upon tue
length of the postpanewent, for we repeat -
the pecessity for s pustponement was ung
versally conoraed
In forming a jost eonclgslon, scvern! cone
siderations entered, among which were the
best interest of the elub, §hat of stable
owners, the publie, end theeontition of the -
cuurse,
Experience bns taught thad mothing is
more detrimentyl Yhan postponsweny irom
duy to day, whea these have to be succes—
sively fepeated, ¢ithwr tq horses, which .
bave to Le“drawn” duily, for work that
does not come, or to the pubiie, who, be.
coming unsettied ad to the certuicty of
events at tixed duye, Jose_all {ntercet, snd,
failing 2o patronize, wake the weeting u
failure, Ou the seeond of April, owing to
the preceding ruigs and 3o the jheg unsets
tied wenther, this epathy 1w the pablic wase
overvwhere appareut. We were thow fasp |
eoming upon the senson of the year whee *
“bright ekies and genial suns” eompensate
for the raing of our early shrings, und the
extraordinary quantity of water whish ha
tallen made our expectations of purly o
weatber, after the theo ihreatening stornx
passed over, but the more eertaice A few
days of good werther would give us a gooll
track und dry gronnda, and iufuse ie‘o the
publie mipd 4o jnclination for ertedoor nee
crestion.
No race meating was {1zed for an Jearties
date that the fourth of May, exeept that at
Galveston, which, we had the asstrunce,
would tpone, if necessary, 20 wcgom-
wadate 1tself to the necessities of our case.
In view of theso fact the stewards, using
the direretionary power vested in them by
the rulee, postponed the meeting ones week,
nstead eof posiponing it to the etsuing
Tuesday, as bad been suggested by some.
Mz, Minor saye: “Now the writer called
upon all owners ot horees, except Mr,
Howard; they 10 8 man said they were ope

osed to 2 postponeisent for a week.” Major
flucuu and Mr. Williamson, of Mobile, the
intimate friend and aceredited agen? of Mr.
Cottrill, spesking for the latter, bota ade
vised the postponewent made I the pres.
enoe of severa! gentlemen, after full discos. o
#ion aud covsultation; and Mr. Hitebeock,
over his own signature, in your issue of
June 1, says “he thought the club shonld
have postponed the ruces.” He and sach
others as could be found were consulted on
Friday moruing, aud as the report came
back, and we believe the fact to be, a!] were
ie favor of postponement, though i3 i# Do
sible aome preferred an varlier day. What
18 here assexted ean bo substantisted at any
time by men whose word no uvne dunbts,
Each ona must decids for himself wiether
or not these parties advised a postpopewent
of the meeting, and io the next bivath told
Fordhaw they were opposed to i*,

Mr. Minor states thut the postponsment
was made in the ioterest of Mr. Howard's
borses. Weo deny it: as we deny that his
horges were or could b Leuetited by it.
Every oue in the least conversant with tha
condition of these horees knows that the
two of them on which his truiner depended .
wers threatened with lotting down. - Every
Iyro in the Lusigess knowsz the longer @ v
borse in sach a coodin is trained the
greater are the chances agaiost Lim; such a
Loree will run #ucceasfully on # sof, wnad:
fracik, when a dry and barder track wilt
break him down. “tTad Mr. Howard's Lorses
run on April % it is bue fair Taway they
wonld have done much better,

JBeirg fally advised of ihis, wien Me,
Howard voted for a postponemen?, ba
koow he was aoting agaiost bis own Inters
s, an act totally incompreliensitle to @
narrow-minded selfish nutura, Asit turned
out, both horses broke dosn in Yheir firsg
ruces, & not auforseen result of the POst. .
ponewent to mavy, The fact, whils seeme
ingly gratitying 1o Fordbham, onlyillus:ratea
tha spiteful spirit of which his eomm inica=-
tion is borne Se much for the Pustnones
ment; aow for the second esise i coms
plant.

“Fordham sayss *It twas 2w gizen out
that there was only one stable prepared for
business (¥, Cottrill's), and tier did not
Want that string totake all the monex oft.*
We demund of Mr. Minor that he pabiiely
fnruisl the name of “it” who =ave this out.
The accusation is @ serions omne, if (rae, ime
porting nothing leas than dishonest {ivors
itism, and we desiroto nail the (glachood to
the furebead of tha slandersr,

We deny that any person of respe o tibilie
ty, baviog suthority 1o repeesent tac viows
ot the officers, or directors of the elub, ever
fave ont, a8 & reason for postponine the
racea, their femr that Mr. Cottrill's swring
would take all the money off; or tiat any
Teason or auggestion akin o this ever was
made or entertained in considering the
qaestion of postponement, Captain Cot-
trill himself, we are sure, belioves no such
absurdity, Thers is no turfinan 1 whose *
suceessed the officers and members of our
olub bave taken greater pride than in Cap-
tain Cottrill, not only because Le is liberal
and public epirited, but becauss we know
that no horse of bis ever loaes a race wiich
hs can win; in other words, bacanse Le rons
2;: horses in perfect good faith and kon-

¥e

As the name of Mr. Howard bas been
ir:zgud nxeg?lnplly into the commun:cation,
‘We aro unwilling to pass over the cover
attack on khim in stllilx:g. “bat as one mJ
only controls here, and hie not the president
or judge,” ete. In the apportionment of the
duties which the oflicers of the club bave
made among themselves, and which taey
discharge, of course, without compensation,
it1a the good fortune of the ciub, and his
own misfortune, that the control of the
zates aud their entire managemen: devolve
upon Mr. Howard, He there comes in con-
tact with the entire public, and directs, nn-
der established rales, their admission to tha
grounds and stands. The public is not al-
ways considerate; often fails to appre-

ciate the impurtance of necussary
rales, and s impatient under tneir
enforcement. Some individuais pre-

sumptuously demand exneptional tavirs,
otbers are dishonest and resor; *) any
Ieans to attain desired ends. Mc, Howard
fuvoring none, enforcing rales rigidly on
all alike and being sterlingly hoaess, can
not bear “calmly” the “crovksd wavs" of
the rascally—indeed that he would bacoms
violent if msked to participate in any vil-
Jainy is more than certain—and who shall
eay that he would be wrong! Tous, be-
cause from asense of daty and integrity,
he denies miasible requests to some,
thwarta others, and controls, for the com-

slur the clab tor it
Those of us whose will he
80 much “vexa~

operator.— Seribner for July.
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