
NEW ORLEANS REPUBLICAN, SUNDAY, JULY 18, 1875.

Or (fans jflrjrabliatt.
fFflCIAL JOURNAL OF THE UNITED STATES 

IFFICIAL JOURNAL*0F NEW ORLEANS
M O K IT l’U I SA L C TA M C S.*

JIT U ENRT W. LOSGrBtLOW.

utm otat. T»c^i*qae annki,
*.t lugiuLt freuo non reroonwit*-di*§.

—OtmV. y»*toruif) tifc, i 
•'OfJwftftft. we who are :«Honf t> die 
KeluLe you' fcasthe *r ;»H*t »i 4 r r# 
fri the areiut. et jiiltug face t * face 
With death and »U ‘j the ftotuvi populace*

#> ye fandhar arenta—yerrovea of pine.
That once wan mine and are no ’oajgtr mine — 
Thou rivei widening through the meadow#green 
To the vafct *e.H, no near and y« t uiiieen-- 
Ve haPa, in whose s» elusion and repoee 
Pliai tooiH of fame. \ ke t xhuliion*. r >aa 
And vanished, -  we who are about t 1 die 
iftalute >ou. earth and air and sea and sky 
And the imperial Min that acstleia down 
Ilia sovereign splendors upou grove and towa.

f e  do m-f answer n#.' ye do rot Iieat'
^ e  are forjc* t : su; and in your au» tore 
And raliji iudisference. re 1 tt erare 
Whether we come or ko, or whence or where.
Whet parting g^neiat oin* fill those ballH.
What pasting voices echo f oiu t here wa a.
Ye heed int; wears os 1 • as the hta»t 
f  ruoment heard. and u t u  forever past*

t»of b* Use teachers who in earlier day#
<Od our bewildered fe*-t through learnings miss; 
They answer u— alas! what hate I said ? 
fVimt greetings ton*: there from the vo.uelesa 

do^d?
Wliat salut'iticn, welcome or reply *
What preauiire from the hands th*t iiieless lit * 
^Phey an- 1.0 longer here; they all are-gou* 
fhto the land of t hadows—all save one. 
fflouor and reverence, snd tire good repute 
That follows faithful service as its fruit,
|P? unto him, whom living we saint**.
The great. I alun poet, when he made 
His dreadful journey to the realms of ahad^
%!et there the old instructor of his youth.
A nd cm  d in to ie» of pity arid of ruth,
•*ft> never from the memory of my heart 

„ Your dear, patents! imsgeshatl depart,
Who whi'e on e-rth. ere yet by den to surpnsed, 
•Taught me how mo* tali are immortalized;

• IHow graieful am I for that pa’lert c«re 
J Unity life h>ng my language shall declare/

^te day we inske the poet’s words our %wis 
Andnt'er tlrenr in plaintive under tons; 
floy to the living or.lv be ihev said, 
fiut to the othey living r ailed Ihede^if, 
fT)J*'*otUar, paternal images appear 
Hkit Snapped in gloom, but robed in sunshine hefts; 1 
AVhots simple lives, complete and witliauf fl%T 
W tswpait is id pans 1 of grtjit nature's Jaft: 
Whcssaid aol to their L/tu±, as if afraid,
•*Jl*-se lachy twli ut in a napkin laid,*'
• o f  abort <1 m  1 htir spher**, at these wire isv#
•it the 0%' ght Wist work alone can give, 
feat;** be to Ujern;rteri al peaos aulcest^
Stud #h“ fulfillment of the great bo!a*ft:
**IeliHVs la*en faithful o w e  lew  fiiinfft,
•sees t<sr Sitfia shall yefteigu a s Ainga ’

• f d  who fillfha places we ftntc filler#.
And tw'lew in th efu r ioas that ws filled,

)g mm 
ftigb,

' Wftt who are old, amf are about fo  J> , 
tjalulo you; hail you; take your hands in sur*. 
jftnd eftogn you witlssur Yefcoim* steisitli ftowifs

Vawftieautlfn] is fftLlh ! now bright ft gldfttas 
•Aith it illusions, aspiistions, dreams I 
fBoi.ktit' Jh«i luingf, Moi.y without Kn#,
£aftti maig a heroine. #n4 each man a fn sc 4 # 
SlaNdlu'H Lamp, and k'oi t unat ni»' fNirs*,
Wkm I hold** t te ii castires of thtf uuiss i s s #
SU possihiMie# ar« in it 1 hAndv. 
f o  danger daunts t and no foo ftrithtt\sd»; 
fm  its s thliuie auda« .ty Oft faith,
* tfettu.u lemovcd !" it l<> the mountain r;» tls,
#m l with aoihitiountei t, seciise andprsud, 
fteccn ’H the 1 tdde* I a ung on the clauk!

Tbs fl*fk , tb s scholar whom tb s lows of pelf 
Tempt 4 from his boobs and from hit uiblcr sslL 
»he scholar sod the wurls t Tbs mull—  strife, 
Tits discord in the harmonies of Ufe!
The lore of learning, the sequestered nooks 
And all the iw w t serenity of books;
Tbs market pi «ce, the eager love of gsin,
Whose aim is vanity, and whbss end is pain*

But why. yen ask me, ahoui' this tale be told 
To men grown old. or who are growing old 1 
It U too 1st 1 At), nothing is too 1st?
'I ill the t red li(ra<t shall cease to palpitste.
C:ito learned Greek at eighty; Sophocles 
Wrote his grand CEdipus, arm 8imon1rles 
Bore off the pr ze of terse from his compeers 
When each bed numbered mors than fourscore 

veers;
And Theophrastus, at fourscore and tea,
Had but orgun his < h*Ta«-t rs o f Men.
* hauc**r at Wood.-tock w.th the nightingales,
At sixty wri.te the «'a tsrburv Tale*;
Guetbe at Weimar, foiling to the Ust 
C’omph ted Fsuit when eighty years were past,. 
These are indeed exceptions; but they show 
How far the gu1f-streain of our youth may flow 
Into t he arctic regions of oar lives,
Where little else than life itself survives.

As the barometer foretells the Ft irm
Wlule still trie skies are clear, the weather warm
Ho something in u-, as old age draws near,
Betiavs the pressure of t ie atmosphere.
The nimble mercury, ere we are aware.
Descends the elastic ladder of the air;
The telltale blood in art rv and vein 
Minks from its higher levels in the brain;
Whatever pof t. orat ir or sage 
May say or it . old ag** is still old age.

’ It is the waniug, n t the crescent moon.
The dusk of evening, net the blaze of r.«*oo;
It is not itrengtb. bet weakness; n' t desire.
But its sureessr; not the fierce he«t of die,

1 The burning and consuming element 
Hut that of ashes and of embers s^eut,
In which some living tpa'ks we still discern. 
Knough to warm, but not eneugh to born.

‘What then? Nhall we s t idly down and say 
The uig» t hath come; U is no longer day?
The night hath ne t yet couit; we are not quits 
Cut off from Labor bv the failing light;
Nome thing remains for us t »do or dare;
Kven the oldest tree some fruit may bear.
Not (Kiipus ''oloeeua or Greek Gde,
Or tales of pilgrims that one morning rode « 
Out of iheg^t^way of the Tabard Inn,
Hut other aomething. would we but bt gii^
For ace Is oppoi tuntt v no less
Thau youth itself, though in another drees.
And s s  the evening twilight fades awav.
The sky is filled with stars, invisible by day.

—[Harpers’ Monthly.

C
'a  aucicj.t Prksui at the ftca‘U gate 
>at on the W a lls  of -Tiny In regal Ft ts 
"ith the old men. too old ftnd weak to fight,

dXiiBpint like gra^bhopp^ n  in their deligtii 
5To she the embuttl d li«ot?, w Ih spear 
dftf Trojana and Achaiani in the field ;

BY THE SIGHT EXPRESS.

A bitter December midnight, »nd the up 
«xprea» punting through ir»tea uiautes' 
rest at Rugby. What with passengers jimt 
arriving and passengers just departing, 
wbat with the friends who came to see the 
lust of the departing passengers, or to meet 
the arriving ones, the platform was full 
enough, I can assure you; and I had some 
difficulty in making m\ way from carriage 
to carriage, even though I generally find 
that people (almost unconsciously, per
haps). move aside for the guard when they

______________ ____ eee him walking up or down close to the
•«SDy own, wx.o»» £snet«iM ti*eii«aro hsaUag f carriage doors. This difficulty was increased,

too, by the manenvrea of my companion, a 
London detective, who had j lined me to 
give himself a better opportunity of exam
ining the passergers. Keenly he did it, too, 
In that seemingly careless way of his, and, 
while ho appeared 'a be only an idle, loung 
ing acquaintance of my own, i knew that 
under bis unsuspected scrutiny it was next 
ts impossible for*the thieves he was seeking 
toercape—even in hampers. I didn’t trou
ble myself to help him, tor 1 knew it wasn’t 
necessary; yet I was as anxious as hun
dreds of others were that those practiced 
thieves whom the police had been hunting 
for the last two days, should be caught as 
they deserved.

Sometimes we cam» upon a gtoap which 
my companion could not take in at a 
glance, and then ho always tound himself 
unusually cold, snd stopped to stamp a 
little life into his petriiied feet. Of course 
for me this enforced standing was the sig
nal tor an attack of that persistent ques
tioning with which railwdy guards are 
familiar; and, in attending to indite quea-' 
tioners who deserved answering, and im: 
polite ones who insisted on it. I had not 
much time for looking about roe; but 
presently t did oatcb myself watching a 
girl who stood alone at some distance. A 
girl very pretty and pleasant to look upon,
I thpnght, though her face and her dress 
and her attitude were all sad. She stood 
just at the door of the bookiug-ofher; a tall 
slight girl, in deep mourning, with a quan 
tity of bright, lair hair plaitod high upon 
her shoulders, wi ill a childishly inuoc-nt face 
aud pretty, bewildered eyes, 1 wisl ed 1 
could have gone straight to her aud put her 
into one—the most comfortable—of the 
lines of carriages at which she gazid so 
timidly. Just us 1 hesitated a very remark
able figure elbowed its way to me; a stout, 
grandly-dressed old lady, panting painful
ly and almost piercing uie with a pair of 
restless, half-opened eyes, that looked out 
through the gold rimmed spt ctacles perched 
on her sharp nose. Two porters followed 
her, laden with hags, cloaks, umbrellas and 
flowers—the only ilnwers in the station, l 
expect, that winter night—-and one of the 
men winked at, mo over her head, while the 
other guarded her treasures with a face of 
concentrated anxiety and thoughts ea 
grossed by possible fees.

_ . - - . .. - . - , “This is the London train, is it, ga’ad?”
Wkuii w« were .young and life was fresh »nd I  ̂ e7  peering sharply into tuy fao«

i standing np within, drawing on a dark

Ao troni the snowy sumuilti ot our years 
W> see you lu the |il .In, a . each appoero.
Wad question or you : nuking, *' Who lu be 
•  liul tetters aVive the ( there t WUcli UCV' bo 
•trebles.•Mem l»u», Odysseus, 
sJ|h»  the greet; or bold Idomeseuat"
9,< l him i ut boast who puw his armor oa  

srbu puts it oil. the bell e *done,

Study yoiirsebrea; ant, snow* o f all, note w«Tt 
#tb rein kligl Ksture meant you te sxcef. 
Wiiteiverv blossom rlpme in t.  fruit;
Winer va, the Inrentrnsa of I he Huts,
■  lung't aside, wl.eu abe her f.ce  surveyed 
b l.t  >rtod In a touutalu aa abe plated;
#J'he unlucky Marrvas found It, ant Ids Tate 
Was ou t  to make the bravest nesitate.

W itte on your doors the uayino wise and old.
*'Oe hold? In- bold! and ev* ryntiere be bol I;
An u. t loo bold!” V.t In-rter the ex cesi 
Wtnsn tlie defect; bettor I 'le.uioie than leasi 
fietter like Hector in tiie Held tom e, 
frhau like a penumed Paris t urn anil Ur

And now my claavnal.-a; ye remaining few 
ftbal number net Ine l.nif or those we kite it.
He, ugaluet wline. familiar names uul yet 
H ie fatal ust -risk of deal h Is set. 
fe tsa lu tc ! The horologe of Time 

ttirikea tlm half nenl ury with a solemn cb’ims, 
And summons us toget uer once agaiu,
Wise joy ol meeting ucl umnixed with pain,

K h s r e ia  the otliers! Voices front the deep 
Waverus of darkuesfi answer me: " They sice; 
i  » m s  no nam is; lustlncllvely I fuel 
frueh at some well reiu.-nibered grave will kneel, 
jfrnd from the inscription wipe the weeds and 

mote.
Cor every Uesi t beet knowelli It < own loss.
I  ittie the scattered gravesl mes gleaming white 
'■Clirougb lbe uale dusk of the imiM-ndlug night 
Bi er all alike the impartml sunset throws 
Sts golden lilies mlngl.-d with the rose; *
We give te all a tender thought, and pass 
tent of the graveyards w.t 1 t heir t angled grata.

Wliat shall I say to you! What can I say 
.fruiter thau alienee is! When I survey 
Jtnathrong of faces turned to meet uiy o v a  
friendly and fair, and yet to me unknown, 
transformed the very landscape teems to be; 
kt is th e same, yet not t lie same to me. 
he many m mor ea crowd upon my brain, 
fle many gliosta are lu the Mooded plain, 
t  lain wuulcbstoa! away, with noiseless tread, 
4s (soin *  house where some one Hath dead.

isa n sm t gn; (  pause—I hesitate; 
fry feet iwiurtitnt huger ut the gate; 
its one who struggles In a troubled ilveapi 
'f*speak and oan not, t o myself I seem.

frantsTI the dream! Vanish the Idle fears! 
fraslsli the relliug mists of tilt v years' 
Whatever t me or space may intervene 
♦  wdl not lie a etranger In Ihli seen- — 
lereo v ery  deuht, all Indecision ends;

with her half-closed eyes, aa she found it 
difficult te distinguish ine eve* through her 
spectacles.

From her whole attitude I guessed her to 
be deaf, hut 1 never guessed how deal until, 
after yelling my answer so loud that the 
engine driver must have heard it eighteei 
carriages oft, she still remained stonily wait 
ing for.it.

"Deaf as* dozyn posts," said the detee 
tive, aloud, giving the old lady an express
ive little nod in the direction of the train.

“Slow train?" she asked in that plaintive 
tone which the very deaf often’ use.

"Mail!” 1 shouted, putting my face as 
close te her etieok a» 1 fancied she would 
like.

“Ale !" shrieked hack at me, the epecta 
etes shaking a little «n her thin nose. "Why

frfril. <n.v companions, comrades. | should you want ate for listening to civil
• questions that yon are paid to answer? 

Ale, indeed! i belitrve railway men think 
of nothing else."

Then she shook her head angrily and 
waddled oft', looking as acid an old party 
as I should ever try to avoid, fn at every 
door she peered through her glittering 
glasses, the two porters following her, un
til she made a stop before au empty second- 
class oarriage near my van, and with much 
labor and assistance got herself and her 
packages into it.

When I passed, a few minutes afterward', 
she was standing in the doorway, effect
ually barring the door to another passenger 
of her own unattractive appearanoe there, 
and prolonging with ati evident relish the 
anxieties of the obs* quious porters. I 
fancy that though the purse she fumbled in 
was large the coin she wanted was but 
small, for 1 passed on and left her still 
searching and still asking questions of the 
men, hnt hearing nothing either of their 
replies or of the loud asides in which they 
indulged to each other. I bad reached the 
other end of the train and was just about 
making my way back to my own van when 
the young lady I had before noticed went 
slowly in front of me toward the empty 
tirst-class compartment near which I stood.

"Am I right for Easton?" she asked me 
gently, as she hesitated at the'door.

"All right. Miss,” I said, taking the door 
from her, and standing while ehe got in. 
“Any luggage?" For from that very mo
ment I took her in a sort of way into my 
charge, because she was so thoroughly 
alone, you see, not having any friends there 
even to see her off.

“No luggage, thank you," she answered, 
nuttiug her little leather satchel down 
beside her on the seat, and setting herself 
in the corner furthest from the open door. 
“Do we stop anywhere between here and 
London?”

“Don’t stop again, Miss, except for a few 
minutes to take tickets.’’ Then 1 looked at

well.

frhttor! the lllly yearn since last we met 
jkesm to me tlfty fniion houml sml set 
fry Time, the grml liamertber, on hlashnlveg 
W hoi sin are e  n il , u (he hmtoilett of ourselves. 
tV11tt: t(ugi-flit-H, wluit conietllee. are there;
SVInit Joy and grief, wlml rapture anil despaiy! 
WJihI ehroiileles ol triumph and defeat.
=»• ni niggle, a 'd  tempt il.fcn. and r, I real!
5X hat rt colUtt of regn I . and doubt -. and fears' 
W li.t Uttgctt Idol led , blislered by our team’
Wluit lovely lamiseape* ou the maiglii shine 
W tiat nwei-t. angelic faces, what divine 
and holy In.ages ot lure amt triur, 
hmliuiiu, d hi u gi, niiiolled by dump or dual!
T hose hand eliiill date to open unit exploit,
These volutin r closed anil clasped for evermore.' 
Not mine. \Vtill lev cn n t n! feet I pas.- 
I licur a voice t hat cries, alas! alas!
R hatevi i hath boeu w ritten shall lenuitu.
Nor Ih, erased nor wri11 sn o’er again 
*lhe unwritten only still betosgs to t bee.
•’Bake hied slid peuiler well what that shall be.”

Ae clilldrru frightened by a thunder cloud 
ir e  reassured it some out, leads aloud 
A tale of wonder, wllhenehai t ■ ei.t trauglit, 
fli wild Adventure that d in  i t ,  t Loir l bought,
Let me endeavor wit It a ta'e to oliuye
Tlie gntii, ring shadows ot the t me a-d  place,
A>nd oai till wlurt wouU too deeply feel 
A’liolly t j say, or w ho!ly to conceal.

.On medieval Rome, I know not where 
There aloud au Imago with it < arm in air,
And on i t , lttt.-d linger, shilling clear.
A goalee ring w.tli the device "Htrlke here'" 
dims I lv the |>- ople nomlrred. though rone guessed 
Tlie oiennlng that these words but half expressed. 
V: Ilia  learned cieik , w ho ut noonday 
Witli aiwiicast eyes was passing on his way. 
Turned, and obsei ved I he spei. and marked it 
Wliereon the shadow of the linger let ;
And. coming hack at midnight. delved aud found 
A secret stairway leading limit t gmuud.
Wowii tins lie passed into a spacious hail,
Lit by a liannug jewel ou (he w»l :
Aid opposite a brascii statue stood
Willi now anil shall in threateningutt tude.
Jhani iia forshrsd, like a coronet,
Were these nrvateitnus words ol menace set:
.*’ that which 1 am. 1 am; tuy fatal aim
None can eseiipe, not even von luminous tlatne!'
SI id way the ball was a far t tide pi teed.
With ciuth of gold and golden cups enchased 
With rubies, and the plsl <a and knives were gold. 
And gold the bread at.d viands manifold.
.Around it. silent, mot onl-ss and sad.
IV, re seat, il grllai t knights in armor clad, 
and ladies iH-autiful wttn plume and zone.
But they were stone, their heaits wituiawere 

stone;
ibid the vast bull was fllled In every part 
With silt lit ciuwda. stony in face ana heBiL 
l.ong s i tlie scene, bewildered and amazed 
STtie lirmbling clerk in speechlesa wonder gased: 
Then from t lie t aids, by his greed made bold.
He seised a goblet and a knife of gold.
Aud suddenly from their seats the guests up- 

sprang.
The vaulted celling with loud clamors rang,
The archer sped his arrow- at their call.
Bhstt ring the lambent jewel on the wall,
Aud all was dark around and oreihead—
£taik ou the door the luakleoa elerk lay dead!

The writer of this legend then records 
Its ghostly applloation in these words:
The image ts the Adversary old.
Whose beckoning Huger points ts  realms o f gold; 
Our lusts and passions ars the dowward stair 
That leads t he eoul from a diviner air;
The archer, Death; the Homing jewel. Life; 
Terrestrial goads, the goblefrand knife;
The knights and ladies, all whose flesh and bone 
i j  avanoe have bean hardened into stone;

• Poem for the fiftieth anniversary of the Claee Of 
IBB la Bowdotn College.

her as to say. “Yvu're all right, because 
I’m the guard,'’ and shut the door.

I suppose that, without exactly being 
aware ot it, I kept a sort of watch over this 
carriage, for I saw plainly enough a lazy 
young gentleman who persistently kept 
hovering abont it and looking in. His in
quisitive eye had of coarse caught sight of 
the pretty face in there alone, and I could 
see that he was making np his mind to join 
her; but he seemed doing it in a most care
less and languid manner. He was no gen
tleman tor that reason, I said to myself, yet 
bis dress was handsome, and the hand that 
played with bis long, dark beard, was small 
and fashionably gloved. Glancing still 
into that far corner of thnt one first-class 
compartment, he lingered until the last 
moment waa eome; then, quite leisurely, 
he walked np to the door, opened It, en
tered the oarriage, and in an instant the 
door wee banged to behind him. Without 
the leeat hesitation I went np to the win
dow, and stood near it while the lamp was 
fitted in the compartment. The gentleman

overcoat; the young lady in toe distant 
corner whs looking from the window as if 
even the half darkness was better to look 
at than this companion. Mortified a good 
deal at the failure of my scheme for her 
comfort, 1 went on to my van, beside which 
the detective waited for me.

“No go, you see,” he muttered cfosily, 
“and yet ic seeuied to me so likely they’d 
take this train.’’

“I don’t eee how it should seem likely 
answered, for f hadn’t, gone with him in 
the idea. “It doesn't seem to me yefy 
likely that three such' skillful thieves as 
you are dodging, who did their work in this 
neighborhood so cleverly two nights ago, 
should leave the station any night by the 
very train which the police watch with 
double suspicion.”

“Doesn’t it?" he echoed, with a most 
satirical knowingness. “Perhaps you 
haven't yet got it quite clear in your mind 
how they will leave the town; for it’s sure 
euough that tbe  ̂haven't left it up to now. 
That they’ll be in a hurry to leave it is sure 
enough too, for'this isn't the sort of place 
they’ll care to hide in Iongtrtban necessary. 
Well, what's the hardest place for us to 
track them in?—London. And what’s the 
easiest place (or them to get to sea from?— 
London. Then naturally enough to London 
they’ll want to go. Isn’t this a fast train, 
and shouldn’t you choose a fast tram if you 
were running away from the police?"

I didn’t tell him what sort of a train I 
should choose, b-cause I hadn't quite made 
up my mind, and he was looking cross 
enough fur anything in that last glimpse! 
cangnt of him.

Having nothing better to do, I wondered 
a good deal how those thieves could arrange 
their getting away while the walls were 
covered with the description of them, and 
every official iu the line was np in it. There 
was no doubt about their b”iug three very 
dexterous knaves, hut then our detective 
force was very dexterous, too, though they 
were out knaves (and 1 do believe, tb*e 
greater dexterity is generally on the 
knavish side), aud so it was odd that the 
description still was ineffective and the of 
fered reward unclaimed. I read over again 
the bill in nv pocket which described the 
robbers. ‘'Edward Capon, alias Captain 
Winter, alia* John Pearson, alias Dr.Crow; 
a thickset, active man of middle height, 
and about fltty years of age; with thick iron- 
gray hair and whiskers, dark gray eyes aud 
an aquiline bosh, Mary Capon, hi* wife, a 
tall woman of forty, with a handsome, fair 
face, a quantity of very red hair, and a cat 
across her under lip. Edward Capon, their 
son, a slightly built youth of not more than 
ftlteea or sixteen" (though, for the matter 
of that, I thought lie might have had cun
ning enough for twice bis age), "with close
ly cat, black hair, gray eyes and delicate 
features."

We all know this description well enough, 
and for two days' had kept our eyes open, 
hoping to identify them among the passen
gers. lint our scrutiny had all been in 
vain; and as the train rushed on i felt how 
disappointed the police at Euston would be 
when we arrived again without even tidings 
of them.

I wan soon tired of thin subject, anil went 
back to worrying myself abont the sad- 
looking, yellow-hairod girl, who had so evi
dently wished to travel atone, and been so 
successfully toiled in the attempt by that 
intrusive fop with the handsome beard. 
Foolishly I kept on thinking of her, nntil, 
as we were dashing almost like lightning 
through the wind and darkness, only fifteen 
or twenty minutes from Chalk Farm, the 
bell of my van rang out with a sharp and 
sudden summons. I never wondered for a 
moment who had pulled the cord. Iu- 
stinclirely i knew, and—it was the car- 
riase furthest from my van! I leit my 
place almost breathlessly as the engine 
slackened speed, and, hastening along the 
footlnard, hesitated at no window until I 
reached the one from which I felt quite 
sure that a frightened young face would he 
looking out. My heart literally boat in 
dread aa J stopped, and looked into tlie 
carriage. What did 1 see ? Only the two 
passengers buried in their separate corners. 
The yonng 1 >dy raised her head from the 
hook she held, and looked up at me aston 
ished—childishly and wondcringly aston
ished.

“Has anything happened to the train?' 
she asked timidly.

The gentleman roused himself leisurely 
from a'seemingly snug nap. -‘What ou 
eat tit has stopped us iu this hole?" he said, 
rising; aDd pushed his handsome face and 
bis long heard past me at the window.

It was only too evident that the alarm 
had not. been given from this carriage; yet 
the feeling had been such a certainty to me 
that it was long before 1 felt quite con
vinced to the eoutrary; and 1 went it along 
the footboard to other carriages very much 
more slowly than 1 had gone first to that 
one. I'tter darkness surrounded us out 
side, but from the lamplit compartments 
eager heads were thurst, searching for the 
reason of this unexpected stoppage. No 
one owned to having summoned me until I 
reached that second class earriage near my 
own van, (which I had hastened past be
fore), where the fidgety, deaf old lady who 
bad amused me at Rugby sat alone. Her 
head waa quite out of the window; and 
though she. had her back to the light and I 
couldn’t see her faee, her voice was cool 
enough to show that abe Was not ever 
powered by fear.

"What a time yon have been coming,’ 
she said, "Where is it ““

“Where is what ?’’
But though 1 yelled the question with all 

my might and main, I believe I might just 
as"hopefully have questioned the telegraph 
post which I could dimly see beside us, and 
nave expected an answer along the wires.

“Where’s ths small luncheon basket ?” 
she inquired, pulling out her long purso 
with great! fusiness. “A small luncheon 
basket, my g >od man, and make haste ?’’

Shall I nev • r forget the sharp expectancy 
of the old ledy’a eyes as they looked into 
mine, first over, then under, then through 
her glittering gold-rimmed spectacles? What 
surprised me most particularly was the fact 
of her decidedly not being, as any one might 
suppose, a ra ring lunatic.

“Bo egnick with the small luncheon basket, 
please," she said, resignedly sitting down, 
and ponriDg the contents of her purse in 
her lap. “1'ui hungry as 1 can be."

S suppose tha t when she looked up a t Ate 
trora the ail - of she was counting, she saw 
my u tter bewilderment. 1 ilid't try  now to 
make her hear, for 1 knew it to be hope
less—for she raised her voice suddenly to  a 
shrill pitch of peevishness, and tsointed 
with one shaking hand to the wall ot the 
carriage.

Look there! Doesn't it say ‘Small 
luncheon baskets. Pull down the cord.' 1 
want a small luncheon basket, so 1 pulled 
down the cord. Make haste and it me, or 
I'll report yon to the manager.’ ”

Seeing now that she was almost as blind 
as she was deaf, I began to understand 
what she meant. On the spot to which she 
pointed above the seat opposite her two 
paper were posted in a line; one the adver
tisement ot “Small luncheon baskets,’’sup
plied at Rugby, the other the company's 
directions for summoning the guard uud 
stopping the train in ca°es ot danger. As 
they happened to be placed, the large let
ters did read as she had said;

“Small Luncheon Baskets. Pull Down the 
Cord.-’

While I was gazing from her to the bills, 
getting over a bit of my astonishment, anti 
she was giving me every now and then a 
sharp touch on the shoulder to recall me to 
my duty and hasten me with her refresh
ment, we were joined by one of the direc
tors, who happened to be going up to town 
by the express. Bat his just and natural 
wrath—loud as it was—never moved the 
hungry old lady; no, not in the slightest 
degree. She never heard one word of it, 
and only mildly insisted, in the midst of it, 
that she was aimoet tired of waiting for her 
small luncheon basket.

With a fierce parting shot, the director 
tried to make.her understand that she had 
incurred a penalty pf five pounds, but he 
couldn’t, though he bawled it at her until 
the poor thing—perhaps mortified at hav
ing taken so much trouble for nothing; per
haps overcome by her hunger; perhaps 
frightened at the commotion sne saw 
though didn't bear—sank back in her seat 
in a strong fit of hysterics, and let her shil
lings and sixpences roll ont of hef lap and 
aettle under the seats.

It seemed to me a long time before we 
started on again, but I suppose it. was only 
a six or seven minutes’ delay after all. 1 
expect I should have waited to explain the

There must have been a good laugh in sev
eral of the carriages where the cause of our 
stoppage got whispered about. As for me, 
when I got back into my van, solitary as it 
was, I chuckled over it until we stopped at 
Chalk Farm to take tickets.

It seemed to me that the train was taken 
into cnBtody as soon as it stopped here.

“Of course you have the carriage doors 
all locked, and I’ll go down with you while 
you open them one by one My men are in 
possession ol the platform."

This was said to me by Davis, a detec
tive officer whom I knew pretty well by 
now, having had a good bit to do with him 
about this Warwickshire robbery.

“It’s no use,” I said before we started 
“the train was searched, as you may say. 
at Rugby. Every passenger has under
gone a close scrutiny, 1 c-an tell you 
What causes such scientific preparation for 
us here?”

“A telegram received ten minutes ago, 
he answered. “It seems that twoot the 
thieves we are dodging are in the train 
clever disguises. We have had pretty full 
particulars, thongh the discovery wasn’i 
made until utter you left the junction 
Have you noticed"—he dropped his voice 
a little here—“a young lad.v and gentleman 
together in either carriage!”

I felt a bit of an odd catching in my 
brea-h as he spoke. “No,” I said quite in 
a hurry. “No young lady and gentleman 
belonging together; hut there may be 
plenty in the train, What if there are, 
though? There was no young lady or gen 
tleman among the robbers!"

“Among tlie robbers,” rejoined Davis, 
with suppressed enjoyment, “was a woman 
who’d make herseli into anything; and you 
must own that a gentleman with a dark, 
Jong beard isn’t had lor a lady known to us 
pretty well by her thick red hair and a cut 
on her upper lip.”

“But the young lady?-’ I asked, cogitat 
ing this.

-•Ah! the young Tady. True enough; well, 
what should you say, now, if I told you she 
grew out of that boy with the closely cut 
dark hair that we are alter?” 

f remembered the pretty plaits and the 
loose, falling hair. I remembered the be
wilderment in the eyes which entirely hid 
their natural expression, and I didn 
answer this at all.

“I wish I had as good a chance of catch 
ing the old fellow as 1 have of catching the 
woman and boy,” continued Davis, as we 
moved slowly past the locked burgage van 
“I know they’re here, and that I shall re 
cognize them under aDy guise; but we've 
no clue To the other rascal- Its most aggra
vating that, by some means, we’ve Tost 
sight of the biggest rogue of all. Come 
aInBg.”

1 did come along, feeling very stupidly 
glad that there was all the train to search 
before we could reach that carriage at the 
other end where sat the girl whom I had 
in a way, taken under my protection.

“When are wc to be allowed to leave This 
train, pray? Call ate a cab,” cried the deaf 
old lady, plaintively, as we reaehed her car 
riage, and found her gazing out in most 
evident and utter ignorance of all that was 
going on around her. “1 am locked in 
ga’ad. Do you hear!"

I heard; aye, sharp enough. I only wished 
she csuld hear me as readily. Davit stood 
aside watching, while I unlocked her door 
and helped iter down. Then, seeing her 
helplessness and her countless packages, be 
.beckoned a porter to her, winking expres
sively t> call his attention to a probable 
shilling. a

Carriage after earriage we examined, and 
though Davis detected no thief, bo tnrned 
away only mure and more nopetully from 
each. He was so sure they were there and 
that escape was impossible. We reached 
the last carriage in the line, and now my 
heart beat in the oddest manner possible.

“Is this compartment empty, then?-’ asked 
Davis, while my fingers were actually shak
ing as I put my finger in the doer of the 
centre one. "Empty and dark?"

"Even it it had been empty it wouldn’ 
have been left dark,” 1 muttered, looking 
in. "Hallo! What’s come to the lamp?"

I might well ask what was to come to the 
lamp, tor the compartment was as dark as 
if it had never In-en lighted: yet had not I 
myself stood and watched the"lighted lamp 
put in at Rugby? Ami—the carriage was 
emptv. too?

Why was thisl" asked the detective, 
turning ebarply upon uie. “Why was not 
the lamp ligh'ed?”

But the lamp was lighted, and burning 
now as sensibly as the others—it we could 
hut have seen it. As we soon discovered 
the glass was covered by a kind of tarpau 
lin, intensely black and strongly adhesive, 
and the carriage was a” completely dark as 
if no lamp bad been there at all. The per
plexity in Davis' face was as great as my 
own, when I told him who had traveled 
here. “They couldn’t have left the train 
here, at any rate,” he said: and I knew that 
as well as ho did.

But you have guessed the end. During 
Those tew minutes that we stopped on the 
line, the two thieves—darkening the lamp 
even after I had left them, and using their 
own key—had left the carriage under cover 
of the darkness ; managirg their esoape in 
their black dresses out into the blackness 
of the eight as cleverly as they had man 
aged their theft and subsequent conceal
ment. But how could they have defended 
on this unusual delay—this exquisite oppor
tunity given them in the utter darkness, 
close to the city, yet at no station ? When 
I officially made my deposition, and ex
plained the cause of our stoppage, eome- 
thing of the truth seemed to break npon 
us all; bat it was not for a good while that 
it settled into a certainty. Then it got clear 
to every hotly that the older scoundrel had 
duped us more ingeniously than the young
er ones. As the incapable old lady (deaf as a 
stone, and so blind that she had to peer 
through her glittering glasses, with eyes 
always half closed, and st> hungry that she 
had to stop the train for a luncheon basket) 
he had played npon us the neatest trick of 
all. Where on earth were the thick iron 
gray hair and whiskers by which we were 
to have identified him ? But by the time 
the police saw the whole thing clearly it 
wes too late to follow np any cTew to him.

The cab which had taken the eccentric 
eld lady and her parcels and fiowers from 
Easton'was lost in the city, and could not 
»e tracked. A high reward was offered for 
information, but no one ever won it. My 
firm belief is that it was no legitimately 
licensed cab at all, but one belonging to the 
gang, and part of the finished fraud. I 
verily believe, too, that sometimes now— 
though perhaps on the other side of the 
channel—those three practiced knaves ea- 
joy a hearty laugh over that December 
journey by night express.

Davis still assures me. with the most 
cheerful' confidence, that he shall yet have 
the pleasure some day of trapping three of 
The most expert and skillful thieves in 
Britain. I wish I lelt as sure of it.— The 
Argosy.

I col
;e to the pretty yonng girl of whom 
dered myself a sort ot protector;

but, ae I eaid, she was at the very opposite 
end of the train, and I was in haste now.

Daniel S. D irtiin isn .
Burleigh, writing from New York city to 

the Boston Journal, relates the following: 
Apariy of gentlemen were together last 
week, anil were telling old-time stories. 
One referred to Senator Dickinson. He was 
not overlearned, but was very shrewd. He 
knew absolutely nothing of the classics, 
and was greatly annoyed when one quoted 
Latin. Van Bure'n had swung off into free 
soil, and the burden of the party was on 
Dickinson's shoulders. A friend of Van 
Buren was eulogizing the ex-president in a 
spjeeh. He spoke of Curtius, and com- 
)ared Van Buren to that noble Roman. 
Giektnson went over to a seat occupied by 
a senator who was at home in all that re
lates to the Romans. “Who is this Curtis 
the senator was talking about?-’ “Oh, he is 
not talking about Curtis at alt. He is talk
ing of a noble Roman patriot. His name 
was Curtins, not Curtis.” “Well, what did 
he do!" “Why, in the time of a great pub
lic calamity he threw himself in the breach 
and saved his country.” “Ob, that's it, is 
it?" “What did you say his name was?” 
“Curtius." “Won’t you spell it?” “C-u-r- 
t-i-u-s.” “All right. Thank yon.” said 
Dickinson as he went to his seat. As soon 
as the defender ot Van Buren took his seat, 
Dickinson arose, fresh, confident, exuberant. 
He closed like a man fresh from the classics. 
“And who is this Curtius. to whom the hon
orable senator compares Martin Van Buren? 
He was a noble Roman. He was a patriot. 
But how unlike Mr. Van Buren. Curtius 
threw himself into the breach to save bis 
country. But Martin Van Bnren threw hia 
country into the breach to aave himself.”

THKBB KI9NEN OF FAKBW BLL,
Three, only three, my darling, *

Separate, solemn, slow;
Sot Pke the switt a td  joyous one#

We used to know
When we kissed because we loved each other 

Simply to tost t love's sweet.
ADd lavishe dour kisses s s  the summer 

Lavishes heat—
But os they kirs » hose hearts are wrung 

Woen hope and fear are speLr.
And nothing Is lelt ts  give except 

4  sacrament.

fir st ol the three, n v  darling 
Is sacn d i i t t i  pe.ic":

We have hurt eai-het J«r often—
We shall again.

When we pine because we miss each ether. 
And do uot undvrstxud 

flow the written words are so much colder 
Tha i eye and hand.

I kieB shoe. dear, for all such pain 
Which we may give cr take;

Untied, forgive,d before it eomee 
For our love's sake.

The second kiss, my darling.
Is full of joy’s sweet throi:

We have blessed eoeli other always—
We always wit!.

We shall teach until we feel each other 
Past ail ot time and space;

We shall listen till we hear each other 
In every place;

The earth is full of messengers, •
Which love sends to aud iro;

I kiss thee, dailing. tor ailj oyr 
Which we shall know.

The lss* kiss. ♦.). my darling.
My love—l can not s-e  

Through tny tears, as I rememhef 
What It may be.

We may die and never see. each other.
Die. with no time to give 

Any sign that our heart* are ta thfuS 
To die. as live.

Token of wbai they will not sea 
Who see our parting breath.

This one last kiss, my dailitig. seals 
The st a! of death!

—From Saxe Holm's Storiea

Daughter* of Bve.
It was after the evening service. Mrs. 

Coonton ami the three Misses Coonton had 
arrived home. They sat listlessly around 
the room with fheir things on. Mr. Cood- 
ton was lying on the lounge asleep. It had 
been undoubtedly an impressive sermon,, 
as the ladies were silent, busy with their 
thoughts.

"Emmeline,” said Mrs. Coonton, suddenly 
addressing her eldest, “did yon see Mrs. 
Parker when she came iu ?"

“Yes, ina,” replied Emmeline.
"She didn’t have that hat on last Sunday, 

did she t”
“No, Emmeline. It is her new hat. I 

noticed it the moment she went down the 
aisle and says to Sarah, ‘What on earth 
possesses Mrs. Parker to wear such a hat as 
that ?’ says I.”

"Such a great, prancing feather on such a 
little hat looked awful ridiculous. I thought 
I should laugh right ont when I saw it." 
observed Sarah.

"I don’t think it looked any worse than 
Mary Schuyler's with the daring red bow at 
the back," said Amelia.

"I don’t see what Mrs. Schuyler can be 
thinking of to dress Mary out .like that,” 
eaid Mrs. Coonton With a sigh. "Mary must 
be older Than Sarah, and yet she dresses as 
if ehe were a mere child.”

“She’s nearly a year older than I am." 
asserted Sarah.

“Did you Bee how the widow Marshall 
was trucked out?” inquired Emmeline. 
"She was as gay as a peacock. Mercy, 
what airs that woman puts on! I would 
liked to have asked her when she's going to 
bring back that pan ot flonr.” And Emme
line tittered maliciously.

"She’s shining around old Me Masters, 
they say,” mentioned Amelia.

"Old McMasters!” ejaculated Mrs. Coon 
ton. "Why, he it old enough to be her 
father.”

“What difference do you suppose that 
makes to her?” suggested Emmeline. “She'd 
marry Methuselah. But I pity him if he 
gets her. She is a perfect wildcat.”

"Say. Em, who was that gentlemen with 
Ellen Byxby?” inquired Amelia..

“That’s so,” chimed in Sarah, with spirit: 
who was he?”
"What gentleman!’’ asked Mrs. Coonton. 
“Why. I don’t know who it was,” ex

plained Emmeline.
“They came in during the prayer. lie 

was a tall fellow, with light hair, and chin 
whiskers.

“it couldn’t nave been hef cousin John, 
from Brooklyn." suggested Mrs. Coonton.

‘‘Bother, no;” suini Sarah, petti-ffily. “He 
is short and lias brown hair. This gentle 
man is a stranger here. I wonder wher 
she picked him up!”

“She seems tv* keep mighty close to him,’ 
said Amelia; "hut she needn’t be scared. 
No one will take him unless they are pretty 
hard pushed. He looks as soft as a squash. 
Did you see him tumble up his hair with 
his fingers? I wonder what that big ring 
c.ngt—two cents?" and the speaker tittered.

“Well, I’m glad if she's gut company,” 
said Mrs. Coonton, kindly.

“She's made efforts enough to get some 
one, goodness knows.”

“1 should say she had, coincided Emme
line. She’s got one of them Victoria hats, I 
see. If I hail a drunken father I’d keep in 
doors, I think, and not be parading myself 
n public.”
Just then there was a movement on the 

lounge, and the ladies began to take off 
their things.

“Hello, folks," said Mr. Coonton, rising 
up, and rubbing his eyes. “Is church out?” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Coontou with a yawn, 
which communicated itself to her daughter! 

"Did you have a good sermon ?”
"Prct-ty good,” accompanied by another 

yawn all around.
"See many good clothes?" waa the next 

query.
"1 suppose you think, Mr. Coonton, that 

that is all your wife and daughters go to 
ebureh for, to look at people’s elothes,” said 
Mrs. Coonton, tartly.

“That's just like pa.” said Emeline with a 
toss of her head. *‘JIe is always slurring 
church people.”

Pa eloped to bed.—Danbury »Vetet.

A  F O R T U N E .

THB LOUISIANA

STATE LOTTERY COMPANY

W ILL G IV E ON

The Duke of Edinburg is n fiddler, and 
plays excellently weii pieooe of hia own 
composition. I

S euthern  “ Independence.4'
“Hallo, stranger, you seem to be going to 

market?”
"Yes, sir, I am.”
“What are you carrying that plow along 

for?"
“Going to send it to Pittsburg."
“To Pittsburg, iu Pennsylvania?"
"You’re mighty right; I am."
“VVkat are you going to send it there 

tor?”
“To get sharpened."
‘‘A ll the way to Pittsburg to get sharp

ened!’’
“You bet? We've starved our blacksmith 

out; he pulled up stakes the ether day and 
went, to Texas.”

“Well, that's a rather novel idea, my 
friend—sending a plow so far to get sharp
ened.”

“Not so novel-as you heard it waa. We 
do our milling in St. Louis.”

Is that so?”
“You’re right it is. We used to have a 

mill at Punkinville Creek, but the owner 
got too poor to keep it up, and so we 
turned to getting our grinding done at St. 
Louis.”

“You don’t mean to say you send your 
grist all the way to St. Louis by rail ?”.

“I didn t say nothing about gris—we 
liain t got no gris to send. But we get our 
flour aud meal from St. Louis.”

“I see you have a hide on your wagon ” 
“Yes; our old cow died last week. March 

winds blowed the life out'n her. Sendin’ 
her hide to Boston to get it tanned."

“All the way to Boston ? Is not that 
rather expensive, my friend ? The freights 
will eat the hide up.”

“That's a fact—cleaner than the buzzards 
d the old critter's carcass. But what's 

the use bein’ taxed to build railroads ’thout 
you get the good of ’em? Used to have a 
tanyard over at Lickskillet. and a shoe
maker. too. But they’re kerliummuxed.” 

“Kerflummuxed—what’s that?”
“It means, gone up a spout—and twixt 

you and me. that’s mighty nigh the case 
with our State.”

"When do you expect to get your 
leather?”

“Don't expeot to get no leather at all— 
expect fo get shoes, some day, made at 
Boston or thereabouts."

“Rather a misfortune to loose a milk 
cow, nay friend.”

“No* so tnnch a misfortune as you heard 
it was. Monstrous eight of shuckin’ and 
nubinin' a cow, and milkin’ her night and 
mornin' and gettin’ only abont three qnarta 
a day.”

“What are you going to do for milk?” 
“Send North for it.”
“Send North for milk?”
"Yes; concentrated milk and Goshen hot

ter.”
“Ob! I see the point.”
“Mighty bandy thing* these railroads—

make them Yankee fellera do all onr jobs | SPIiESDH CHANCE
for us now—do onr southin' and grindin’, 
and tannin’, apd milkin,’ and ehnrnin’.”

“I see yon have a bale of cotton.”
"Yes, we go onr bottom nickel on ootton.

Sendin’ it up to Massachusetts to get it 
carded, spun and wove. Time’ll come | 
when we’ll send it there to be ginned, then 
we’ll be happy. Monstrous sight of trouble 
running these gins.”

•‘That would be rather expensive, send
ing cotton in seed.”

“No more so than them Western fellers 
pays when they send corn East and get (1 
a bushel and pay six bits freight. Besides, 
as I said, what is the use of paving for rail
roads ’thout we use the roads?”

Yon seem to appreciate the advantages 
of railroads.”

I think we ought—we pay enough for

I reckon yon fatten your own pork 
Well, you reckon wrong, stranger. I 

get them illinoy fellers to do that ior me.
It’s mighty convenient, too—monstrous 
flight of trouble toting a big basketful of 
corn three times a day to hogs in a pen— 
especially when you bain’t got none to tote 
it to."

I should think so.”
There’s one thing lacking though te 

make the business complete.”
What’s that ?”
They ought to send them hogs ready 

cooked. Cookin’, and preparin' wood for 
cookin’ takes up a heap of time that ort by 
rights to be employed in the ootton patch.
I was sayia’ to mv old woman the other day, 
if we Mississippi folks got our cookin’ and 
washin’ done up North and sent by express, 
we d be as happy as office holders.”

“Your horse in the lead there seems to be 
lame.

Yes, needs shoein'. If he wasn’t the 
only horse I’ve got, and I can't spare him,
I send him up where they make the horse 
shoes and nails and get him shod. Can’t 
get such a thing done in our parts. Per
haps I can at the depot.”

“How do you manage to live in your 
parts, my old iriend!”

“Why, we raise cotton. My road tarns 
off here, stranger. Gee Ball, back Brandy.
I'm glad I seed you, stranger.”—Natche:
Democrat.

Republican R eco rd .
Frank Leslie’s Illustrated Paper, one of | 

the most ultra ot the Democratic journals 
in the country, speaks of the Republican 
record in this wise:

“The Republican record during these four
teen years it is useless for ns to disouss. It 
has certainly been a brilliant one. The 
party has carried od its shoulders a weight, 
of fr̂ sponsibility never before assumed by 
a political party in a free republic. It has . 
been followed by a majority of the people , 
of the North with almdft religious ardor, 
and the negroes of the South bless it as 
their almost divine emancipator. .

“It is impossible for an American, he he
Northern or Southern, ta contemplate the r „ _____ . . . ...
history of this great political organization [ olty‘ 111,111 conducted with« 
without a feeling of admiration, however 
much he may oppose the principles, and 
however bitterly he may suffer in eonse 
quence of its success.”

This is noble testimony, and given unso
licited by a political opponent is all the more 
trustworthy and emphatic. The record is 
of the Republican party, the party whose 
ascendancy has been jeopardized by the 
apathy and neglect of Republicans. Such 
a record illustrates the admirable fitness of 
the party to deal with the questions which 
bear so deeply on the country’s welfare.
When the Democratic party was put aside 
as untrustworthy and disloyal, the country 
was abont to enter a conflict designed to 
rend asunder the Union of the fathers, and 
introduce the legality of slavery nnder a 
new constitution. The world had grown 
indignant at the bare idea of human bond
age, and all Christendom joined in the cry 
for its suppression. In the great republic 
of the West, the people of the free States 
bad caught the spirit of freedom, and were 
prepared to check the progress of slavery 
by limitiiig its area. It was actually mori
bund—on the eve of expiring by reason 
of its wasteful expensiveness, confined as 
it was. For slave labor could never be 
skilled, and the loss of fertility in the soil, 
the direct result of slave culture, could 
not he re.uewed for lack of means. The dis- 
covety of the costliness of unpaid labor be 
cause unskilled, urged the slave owners to 
seek new territory to exhaust, and to build 
up the social system of slavery in localities 
devoted to liberty. The Republican party 
opposed the scheme of the slave owners; 
and the slave owners having appealed to 
aims, lost their cause, while the slave ob
tained his freedom under Republican prin
ciples.

How slavery, while it existed, affected 
the social and intellectual condition of the 
South, is to be seen in its history. It de 
mantled the prevalence of a common senti
ment in its favor, at any hazard. Fears of 
servile insurrection were never absent. The 
pulpit was forced to uphold the doctrine of 
human bondage, and say that the right to 
enslave black men was of Divine sanction.
A clergyman might have the zeal ot an 
apostle, the faith of a’ Wesley, and the elo? 
quence of a Whitfield; but unless he made 
slavery as prominent as th& salvation of 
the soul, he lost caste. The Dench and the 
bar were subjected to the sam'e ordeal, 
and the fame of the judge and the advo
cate depended npon the devotion he 
showed to the beauties of human bond
age. Collegiate institutions were founded 
in the interest of slavery. The most 
learned professors were those who could 
most deeply impress the students with the 
absolute commission of the white to enslave 
the black by the Power-which rules on high, 
lu consequence, young men left those 
abodes of learning, if ignorant of all else,
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A GRAND GOLDEN DRAWING-
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ONE PRIZE TO EVERY 8IX TICKETS.

3 5 8 0  F R I Z E S ,
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HALF A MILLION IN GGU>!

The Drawing will positively commence at TKB 
O’CLOCK on the morning of SATCKDAY, Decem
bers} 1875, atone of the largest theatre* ig the

GRAND FROMENADI CONCERT.

Tor which the best musical talent available ia 
the country will be engaged, and to which every 
holder of a COUPON TICKET will be entitled ta 
FEE* ADMISSION.

Look at t h e  sch em e  ?

Extraordinary Scheme!

80,000 Ticket* at #50 Iff acta.
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Total:

3 5 8 0  P r i z e s  i n  A l l s
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$502,500 IN GOLD!

Tree *r Ticks**:
thoroughly enaun.rtd o l slavery. L ite ra ry ] TICKETS..,................... . . . . . . . .9 5 0  0 0
men had to dem onstrate their subservience I HALVES.................................   33 00
to the institution. I f  an author possessed I TENTHS........... .......................................  9
the talent of a Dickens, or LoDgfellow, or ] TWENTIETHS........................................   ^  50
Sidney H erbert, he had to make pleasant I
allusions to the fettered negro, or invent I 7°t sale at all the New Orleans agencies and at 
some new argum ent in the same direction, ( the Central Office of the
when his repute was established. Editors
of newspapers had to  bow to the reigning 1 ______
sentiment: and the moat audacious attacks | LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY COMPANY, 
on ireedom were received with the greatest 
favor. Art did hot flourish in such a  com
munity, unless it represented the happy 
darkey dancing a breakdown by the light 
ot the moon. Science of course sought I Addrfrsfr Leek Bex IS*. 993, S e w  O rleans 
another clime. In  planters’ mansions, aud 1
the homes of the well to do, in hotels and 
stores, the blessings of slavery was the 
sole topic on which all agreed. A 
stranger entering a city or town attracted 
attention until his opinions were known; 
and if they were opposed to the general 
views he was soon made to understand the 
situation, and depart with a whole skin. - In 
a word, slavery hung like a pall over the 
South, shutting out the light of day; dwarf
ing the popular mind; and barring out the 
spirit of progress and enterprise; and it did 
so as long as it lasted. And what is the 
consequence ! The South has no great an 
tliors. or artists, or statesmen, except those 
who became resplendent by claiming that 
human bondage is of Divine permission.

The wisest men in the South now see the 
mistake. But they came too slowly into 
line to partake of the advantages of free
dom. The Republican party after preserv- g n i  n  
ing the Union set itself diligently to work ouljM 
to rehabitate and restore. The Democratic 
party can not do this. It is too eeeply im-
Slicated in the worst phases of the past.

loreover, it is obsolete, when tested with 
the needs of the hour. Wherever it has 
secured a majority, there the community 
has retrogaded, and it may be said that 
its principles not being applicable to cur
rent affairs, are the embodiment of 
retrogression. The principles of the 
Republican party are suited to the coun- 
dttion of the country. They are to be re
garded as the national expression in all 
that relates to popular aspiration and Aceato Wanted la Every State < on»„ 
achievement in statesmanship. The Repub- 7 at*’ County»
lican party, which has created a nation by City and Tew* Threeghoet the Union 
the union of the States, desires to complete *
a unity of its work. The Democratic party 
has intervened and complicated what might 
otherwise have been easier of accomplish
ment. The Democratic party is in the way •
S J S I S "  S M  S 3 :  “ " W W i m  GUARANTEES REQUIRED,
guided by ths wisdom of experience, con- '
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OBSERVE AND RECOLLECT

That in the Grand Golden Drawing of

December 35, 1975,

ALL THE TICKETS

FOR GREENBACKS.

ALL THE PRIZES

p A U )  I N  G O L D ,

ststs in restoring the South to its true posi
tion in the Union; in keeping open the way 
for the education of ail its citizens; in 
upholding the rights of all and their free 
exercise; in assisting in the creation of a 
sonnd public opinion, which shall be tol
erant of difference and protect the weak 
from the tyranny of the strong; and in 
laboring for the return of a free, happy and 
contented people to share in the Soimon 

?lory of the republic.—TAj

*nd srast, la evary instance, accompany applica
tions
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