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2Rrtr ©vlĉ ns. Hqmbttam,
tF U C IA L  JOURNAL OF THE UNITED STA TES 

• F CICIAL JOURNAL OF NEW  ORLEANS.

■ ■ W 1HB THE POST BOP ON THE 
K1LURMBY ROAD.

"s*w caxTrai ro%

• o n e  over the’bridge, Kitty Clooney on’ up by the

Tm going to moot the post boy—he o mokin hio
An' I’lThold yeany thm i Kitty, he’ll bring mo a bit 

Of A DOtf* .
Ymr m y  beoit ia itogin’ au’ danein’ aL' punapiii’ ojr» 

in my throat.

■»«a«, bartc. dear, an’ throw on yer aloulder* yer 
lii tie rod hooded cloak.

fo r  the hkv bang n’ over the bill t,j>s ia heavy with 
clouda like eoioke. . . .

Twli) be only a shower I’m thlnkin , for back of 
the mist the anr.

>Tla waitin’ to laugh a t the mountnma lor tlunkin’ 
the day waa done.

B o ro , 'tia well we’re two hearty coJeena to t  hurt 
by a  aprinkltn’ o’ ia  u.

I f  ’twaa adiea « > ■ in it, Kitty, how quick they'd 
turn back again

an ’ mias ail the suit sweet moinin'. the stretch o' 
the climbin’ mad.

An’ the blackbiid t h . t  sings in the hedges, ao 
thick with tue hawthorn sowed.

The water waa coolin’ and fresh, then, an’ curled 
'round our feet when they otepprd

Prom one big black store to the next with agurg  
liu' splash, an’ we’ve kept

Our anar"les tidy and dry—or they’d tell on us over 
to home;

So we’ll s.t i ere an' rest for a minute, tie this way 
the post will some

Ah Kitty, what do you think now) W ll be bring 
me a  wo; d this day.

Prom my fa tnck , maboaohal deeliah, my lad that 
went over the say

To the terrible wars an’ the fightin’ in the great 
big sorrowful land.

Where agin’ one another in battle own brothers 
are liltin ’ their hand !

Bure he wrote me tbe whole dark story, an’ how 
from tbe very first

Be went to the light full-hearted to stand by the 
bitter w orst

I’ll read j e  tbe letter, Kitty, tor 1 keep It still in my 
breast;

I’d  no more lave it ont than the linnet would push 
her young fi oio the nest.

•‘Hot 'list ! is it Mary 1” he’s tayin’. "Ah ! ’(wasn’t 
yourself tha t spoke,

f m  your sweet lips would scorn tbe message, tho’ 
tbe tender heart of you broke ;

Ton’d ratber grow white with the grievin’ than 
blush a t tbe coward’s name.

T hat ’ud follow me like a shadow if I sold my soul 
into -*•-----

“ To the shame on tbe son of Erin wbo'd turn in 
her grief and need,

Prom tbe land that has welcome kind, without 
Ik vor of clime or creed,

For the millions tha t ccnie in crowds from the 
grndgin' old mother coil

To the country, free he at ted an’ bowin’ with 
plenty for honest toil.”

’Tla true. Kitty dear, 'twos hut fight ng for what 
there’s no room for here.

Tbe struggle for right and for freedom, toot’s 
coatin' the big world dear;

B an  the sweet Hoiy Mother laned smilin’ and 
heard every prayer tl a t I said.

An’ never letbayonet or bullet touch one hair of 
his dartin’ hood.

’Ceb Kitty!—I hear tbe post boy! my heart with 
terror faint*!

I f  he hasn’t  a  letter, K ittj!-B un up while 1 pray 
to tho saints,

An’ Fll shut my eyes ti 1 ye bring me the hope or 
tbe heart break down—

The word that call# me to meet him. orthe silence 
that laves me alone.

’Look np then, Mary Alanna!” called Kitty, as 
down out 0« breath

She ran where the wailing colleen sat quiet and
pale as death.

“ I t  1s not a  letter, agrai but—your Patrick’s own 
self, in truth,

That tbe poi t bsa brought vou to-day, Mary—my
self an’ the letter both!”

“Aye. cry with the joy, acushla, ’twill ease yonr 
butterin' heart,

While I tell yon over and oyer, we never again 
need part;

Whi’e 1 press you tight to me breast, darlin’, the 
breast tha t kept strong en’ true.

Fer tbe sa’nts in the thick of the bght, dear, were 
shieldin’ me safe for you.

“ Come np the road, now- the post boy ia waitin’ 
t l  e news to bear;

’ Tia seldrm he brings a  letter tha t epakes out its 
mind ao clear;

'O r  one tha t tbe givin'up of will lighten so much 
the load f

<ii that broth of a  postboy tha t travels along tbe 
Killaiucy road!”

XiITTLiE MISS TURPIN S FATE

the existence of little Mise Turpin. But 
■he, upon her part, repeated-over end over 
the words of young Dr. Blake, blushing 
again when she became conscious of tbe 
feet that she really had the temerity to 
dwell upon this genial but commonplaoe 
oourteay.

Miss Turpin’s work was delicate and ar
tistic, but not soul-absorbing, like tbe doc
tor’s. She could tint her photographs all 
tbe better for this little episode in her life. 
Tbe vines and tendrils took tenderer shapes 
under her deft little fingers; s  aby, sweet 
melancholy helped to make the shadows at 
least more and more perfect; under tbe 
rosebuds grew the thorns, but there seemed 
to lurk even in their cruelty a subtle, mys
terious charm.

It was enough for Miss Turpin to dream. 
The physical and practical reality of tbe 
doctor’s uearness. perhaps, had its weight, 
but not consciously so, to the little woman. 
She never ventured to get up a cough or 
cramn lor the sake oi stamping more 
dearly bis shape into these vague but ex
travagant feats of fancy. In truth, so 
timid and afraid was she of a pulsation of 
practical joy, she actually shunned and 
shrank from its approaoh.

But more and more imposing, grander 
and grander grew this one figure of her 
fancy around which revolved the satellitea 
of health and wealth, popularity and fam e- 
all that conld render life sweet or desirable.

Perhaps it is detrimental to my heroine 
to say that she wonld have been quite con
tent to have lived upon the frnit ot her own 
fancy for the remainder of her natural life. 
Had circumstances compelled her to change 
her abode, and had she tbns lost eight of 
Dr. Blake, the dreams wonld have gone 
along just the same, the fact of his dying in 
a neighboring hospital of weakness and 
want, and the quenching of all her material 
in a pauper’s grave, not interfering in the 
least with Miss Turpin’s airy fabric. It 
wonld have been impossible to convince 
Miss Turpin that he conld reach so dire an 
extremity, had not tbe knowledge been 
forced in upon her in a way that she could 
not refuse.

She absolutely heard the gruff voice of 
Mr. Shadrach npon tbe morning in ques
tion, and the low, musical, bnt bitterly 
mocking words of the doctor in reply.

She sat down npon the rug ana clasped

H e Was a Stranger, and 
Him la .

A little conversation took place, one 
morning, on tbe top floor of a dingy old 
lodging-house in the metropolis, that led to 
strange results. It was in the front room, 
bnt made its way very readily through the 
«hinke and etannies in the mortar to the 
neighboring apartment, where little Miss 
Turpin was preparing her frugal breakfast. 
The toasting-fork nearly fell from her 
hand, and her dimity apron narrowly es
caped being seduced by a presumptuous 
flame from the grate, when the harsh, gruff 
voice of her landlord fell npon her ear.

“I want my money,” said Mr. Shadrach. 
“So do I,” replied the yonng doctor, “and 

more. ‘He that wants money, means, and 
content is without three good friends.

“Can I have my money to night ?”
“I think not.”
“To-morrow ?”
“It is extremely doubtful.”
“ Then yon most get out of here. I want 

my room.”
“When do you want it ?”
“As soon as possible.”
“ Will to-morrow do ?”
“ Yes.”
“Then leave me, friend; the room shall 

be yours on to-morrow morning.”
The yonng medical stndent was a man of 

spirit, and would have vacated these not 
very alluring premises at once, but he had 
not where to lay his bead, and there seemed 
•  vital necessity just tuen for some such 
proceeding on bis part. He had discovered, 
two days before, that the tailoring anc; 
shabby source of his pecuniary supplies had 
suddenly failed, and the knowledge that he 
eras without money or friends in a strange 
otty, together with an inability to beg, bor
row, or steal, had robbed him ot sleep. The 
loss of this necessary rest to a tired brain 
and worn-out body rendered him tbe prey 
to many different sensations during and 
after Mr. Sbadrach’s visit. An iron band 
seemed to compass his forehead, his eye
balls burned, his hands shook, his knees 
seemed at times about to collapse be- 
neath him, as he walked to and fro the 
length of the dreary apartment, for lack ot 
more nourishing food chewing the cud of 
many a bitter fancy. He asked himself 
over and over again if this was to be the 
end of it all, and why had he been such a 
fool as to fancy he could pursue the study 
of medicine with the wretched capital of a 
worn out body, a distracted mind, and 
scarcely money enough to keep flesh union 
hie bones. That an indomitable spirit had 
prompted him to go on, hoping for a little 
desultory oractice by the way; that the 
roee-oolor with which youth and inexperi
ence are apt to tint those fallacious dreams 
had been all too vivid in bis case—that 
these and many other excuses could be 

* made for hie folly availed little just now. A 
systematic course of eemi-starvatinn and 
overwork had broken his indomitable spirit 
and turned the rose-colored dreams to an 
exceedingly greenish-bued nightmare.

The only patient he had had dnring his 
nine months’ stay with Mr. Shadrack was a 
poor little work-woman in the neighboring 
room, a washed out, timid, wretched little 
creature, with scarcely enough stamina 
srimut her to rally after a slight attack of 
mtenmonia. Her little fee had been ready 
for him after every visit—in foot, obtru
sively ready, for it was out of the question, 
of course, to take the money. “It was 
merely a neighborly service,” he had said, 
-when, npon his fifth visit, he found her np 
•n d  s t work again, and upon his departure 
•he had stammered ont something about 
.hi* bill. ' “ I am only too glad, Miss—Alias”— 

“Turpin,” she bad whispered.
“To be of service to you, and beg you will 

•all me in whenever my preeene is desir
able.”

Miss Tnrpin faltered out her thanks. A 
Burning blush chased the pallor out of her 
faee, as warmly he pressed her trembling 
A n d  in his and bads her good-by.

“Poor little devil!” he said, as he strode 
•way to the leotnre room. “It’s bad enough 
for a great, strong ox like myself to battle 
with this grim Ola grindstone of a world, 
bat for miserable little waif like that— 
phew, it’s monstrous!”

He thought of her pityingly till he crossed 
the threshold Of the college, then gave him- 
oelf np ;? the subject in hand, which so en- 

f .  ids mind that he forthwith forgot

both her hands. He was going away, then? 
Until that moment she had not realized tbe 
extent of such a disaster. She could have 
borne, perhaps, to have been compelled to 
go away herself, because the inevitable lor 
her had become, long since, a matter of 
oonrse; bnt to have the iron hand of in
exorable necessity grasp this magnificent 
yonng man was terrible. He of the flashing 
eyes, the lordly mien, the exultant steD—for 
thus bad little Miss Tnrpin been wont to 
classify the somewhat alluring personal at
tractions of yonng Blake—he to become the 
prey of an adverse destiny!

Mias Turpin’s breakfast, that morning, 
was a failure. By dint of long practice, 
and an exceedingly gracious gift in house
wifery, she had always managed to get np 
extraordinary little meals tor herself. It 
was as if a little sooty angel sat np aloft in 
the chimney and assisted the culinary 
efforts ot the lone little woman. Her toast 
wasot brown the most golden, her coffee 
was of Mocha the most delicious, her bit of 
steak so juicy and appetizing that some 
times poor Blake in the neighboring room, 
with some ohnnks of brown bread floating 
helplessly in a chalky fluid before him, find
ing this savory odor nnder his nostrils, 
raised bis clinched band at tbe stern wall 
between them in envy and despair.

Bnt even tbe little angel in the chimney 
became impatient with the behavior of 
little Miss Tnrpin that morning. The little 
woman nsnally so practical and capable, 
while straining her ear to listen to a falter
ing, stumbling step in the next room, de
liberately horned the toast and boiled the 
ootfee, and the sooty wings spread them 
selves, taking flight in disappointment and 
disgust.

She held her breath as the familiar foot 
step passed her door, and slowly, one by 
one, went down the worm-eaten stairs. Ou! 
where was be going? What wonld he do? 
She had read sometimes of an evening, 
when working hours were over, the shaded 
lamp npon the table at her side, the coals 
leaping and blazing in the refulgent grate, 
her little slippered feet npon the fet der— 
she had read of people who, having neither 
money, means, nor content, had drifted into 
a moment oi frenzy and despair, autl thus 
leaped the awfnl bar that separates the 
known from tbe unknown, content to ri-k 

She Took any fate but that which awaited them her« 
She had read thus of poor, strange unfortu
nates, and her heart had ached in their be
half. But no«? Well, now her heart 
almost ceased to beat. She put away her 
work—of what avail was it, all blotted and 
blurred by her tears, or ruined by her shak 
ing brash? All day she feared and trem 
bled; at night fall some intuitive hope 
oansed her to brighten the fire, cook a 
dainty meal, and, placing the table oppo
site the door, leave the tempting, oozy 
room open npon the wind-swept, gloomy 
corridor.

Then she waited and waited. The clock 
struck at midnight, then one, two, three, 
from a neighboring belfry; the meal «vas 
cold, the fire burned low'; the chill, gray 
morning had almost dawned, when at last 
it came; yes—than Qod ! faltering and slow 
bnt it was his footstep; none other conic! 
quicken little Miss Turpin’s pnlse.

He reached the landing, the door of her 
room. Why, truly, he did pause—yes, and 
stagger in.

Any other woman but this, perhaps 
would have recoiled with disgust and hor 
ror, and, above all, with fear, for the yonng 
man was evidently hot himself. His hair, 
damp and disheveled, hnng in heavy disor
der abont his face and neck; his eyes, glassy 
and lurid, blazed upon here; a red flame 
burned in his cheek; a slight foam flecked 
his trembling lips.

He fell into the chair at the table and 
looked wondenngly upon the food before 
him; but that which wonld have been fran 
tically devoured, six hours before, was like 
the ashes of bitterness to him now. He had 
not tasted food for thirty-six hours. But it 
was not hunger that tortured him; it was 
thirst—an appalling thirst.

He drank the pitcher of water from Miss 
Turpin's hand, and looked pleadingly for 
more.

Do not be afraid to give the patient 
water.” he murmnred, eagerly. “In cases 
of febrile debility they sometimes suffer— 
suffer. I recommend, by all means.water— 
water—water!” Then he fell back with 
groan of agony.

Miss Tnrpin ran ont of the room and 
down the stairs; pounded on the door of the 
German tailor below, who, with his wife 
and five children, were onjoying in sleep 
the only immunity granted them from end
less labor and toil; bade him fly for the 
best doctor in the neighborhood; ran np 
the stairs again like a deer, and found Dr. 
Blake insensible, his head thrown back 
upon the chair, his eyes half closed, his 
stertorous breathing audible in the corridor 
below.

The little German returned with the 
very best medical aid in the city, even that 
of the eminent Dr. Havershaw himself.

All this fuss and confusion had aroused 
Mr. Shadrach, who followed them up the 
stairs and protrnded his long, hairy chin in 
the doorway.

“It is, perhaps, best that yon should 
know, madam,” said the surgeon to 11: tie 
Miss Tnrpin, “that it is a doubtful case. 
Yonr husband is in a very critical condi
tion. If this worthy man will assist me, 
we will get him to bed. Our only hope is a 
powerful sedative at onoe ’’

The worthy man alluded to was Mr. 
Shadrach, whose eyes almost left their 
sookets when he found the doctor prepar- 
ing to put his young lodger in Miss Turpin’s 
bed.
„ “Why—why,” he gasped, looking over at 
Miss Tnrpin, “this won’t do, will ii?”

Miss Tnrpin bowed her head. She ooold 
not speak, bnt it seemed to her that her 
heart made all the noise that was neces
sary. Its convulsive throbs moved the 
shawl she bad thrown abont her shoulders.

“Don’t chatter here," said the doctor, 
thinking Mr. Shadrach was addressing him. 
“Just do what I bid you, and the more 
quietly the better.”

Half an hour after, Miss Tnrpin was alone 
again, save for the body of the doctor, that 
lay npon the bed. He was helpless there, 
perhaps dying; his face was strange and 
distorted; his eyes half closed. A con
fused, unintelligible mumnr flowed from 
his lips, his hands clinched and nnclinebed; 
at times a groan seemed wrung from his 
vitals.

Miss Turpin’s features were pale and hag
gard, her eyes streaming «ich tears. Yet 
m the midst of an anguish that partook of

despair, witblthroes of' pain and terror un
speakable» thaw was tarn to  her a solemn
and almost sinister joy, the first ever given 
terthnt sterile soul.

Whan the doctor earns in the evening, he 
thought he had never seen so patient and 
noble a face; there was something in it that 
went to hia heart.

“Be comforted,” he said; “let ns rely 
npon the yonth end strong physique of 
yonr husband.”

The incoherent mutteringa of his patient 
attracted the doctor’s attention. Sharp and 
strong sentences tell upon his ear. that ex
cited his professional enriosty. When he 
heard from Miss Tnrpin of the enthusiasm 
and seal of the yonng student, as mnoh as 
she dared tell him of his defeated aspira
tions and hopes, the good doctor’s eyes 
kindled with sympathy.

“Let him only get well,” he said, “and 
we will sweep these lions ont of his path. 

Mias Tnrpin smiled through her tears. 
“He will get well, thanks to you,” she 

said.
“And to you,” he added, looking aronnd 

the room with approbation. It had been 
suddenly metamorphosed into the model of 
chamber for the sick. The open fire, with 
its cheering blaze and ventilating draught; 
the subdued light; the white and warm 
drapery of the bed; her own little conch 
near by; pretty shadowy pictures npon the 
walls tinted by her own hands—an eloquent 
silence reigning over all.

“It is lncky for yonder lad,” thought tbe 
doctor, “that in all this big, wretohed, bar
rack the one little snuggery is bis own.” 

And so the days went by, each one 
freighted with hope and fear. There came 
one at last npon which rested the life oi' 
death of the young student.

“Some time this evening,” said the doc
tor to Miss Tnrpin, “he will regain con
sciousness; be snre that yon do not leave 
his bedside. I wonld not for the world, at 
that critical moment, that a strange face 
should meet his own ”

Miss Tnrpin turned pale, and stretched 
ont her hands with a gesture of entreaty. 
Then she slipped from her chair to her 
knees, and fr« m thence to the floor. Now 
bad come tbe supreme moment of torture. 
Now her labor, her joy, her life, were done.

» A strange face! What face could be 
stranger than her own?

“Tut, child ! ” said the doctor; “I thought 
yon had more courage. There is every 
hope for him. Can’t you bear joy as well 
as you have sorrow? I onlv want that he 
shall first see the face of his wife, the dear
est to him in the world.”

He pat down his hands to her, bnt still 
she hid her face from his. Her whole frame 
trembled. She wished at that moment, so 
happy seemed her fate, that she ooold die 
there and then.

“Oh, doctor,” said she, lifting at last her 
eyes to his, “bow esn I tell yon? How can 
I make yon know? I am not his wife ! ” 

The doctor drew back coldly, bnt as her 
frank, earnest eyes eanght his own, he 
conld not resist the innocent pleading there. 
She might be a poor Magdelen even, bnt he 
had never seen so childlike and yet woman
ly a creature.

“We must think of nothing now bnt onr 
patient,” he said, gently; “yonr face is at 
least familiar and dear to him.”

“Alas! no,” she said; “it is strange, al
most unknown. It is far better I should go 
away."

Then she told tbe doctor all. And as she 
went on to confess how she had dared shel
ter this poor neighbor of hers, withont a 
roof to cover him, withont money, withont 
fnendr, sick onto death, help ess and 
alone—how she had dared at any risk to 
shelter him and to nurse him back to life— 
the good surgeon’s eyes blinked under his 
shaggy brows. He put bit heavy hand in 
benediction npon her bowed head.

“Tbou good little Samaritan,” he said.
And two big. hollow, handsome eyes npon 

tbe white bed in the corner also filled with 
tears. He was so weak, this poor young 
Blake, that he conld scarcely help sobbing 
outright at so touching a story.

“Why—why.” he faltered to himself, “in 
little Miss Turpin’s room! O thou merciful 
Heaven! in lirtle Miss Turpin’s bed! With 
the cherry little fire in tbe grate to foil yon
der biting blast, with all the little kn'k-k 
knacks and furbelows about—the little pic
tures on the walls, her bird cage at the w n- 
dow, and a neat little medicine chest, with 
lots of spoons in various dores, each spoon 
with li’tle Miss Turiiio’s name; and to her: 
then, under Heaven, I owe u r  life! Ah, 
my God, do so to me, and more also, it' I 
desert little Miss Tnrpin, or let little Mist 
Turpin desert me!-’

“And now," said the sweet, sad voice of 
little Miss Tnrpin, “take me to his bed-side.
I am foolishly weak; I can scarcely see. 
Let me look npon him jnst once more be
fore I go. You will take care of him now, 
doctor, won’t you-? But let me sav good- 
by.”

Tbe doctor, undecided, scarcely knowing 
what to say, carried her to the bed.

“Good-by, good-by,” she said, bending 
over him, her warm tears falling on his 
pale, sunken face; her hot, trembling hands 
clasping themselves together.

But suddenly two other hot, trembling 
hands seize hers in a feeble grasp—the hol
low, sunken eyes of the stndent fasten 
themselves npon Miss Turpin’s face with a 
hungry tenderness.

“Oh, no,” he said, “you can not go from 
here, not for the world; you see tue good 
doctor has said it will not do to have a 
strange face at my bed side. Yours is the 
dearest to me in the world. I love yon. 
Miss Tnrpin. It is, perhaps, a sad fate I 
offer you, but, ob! be still more generous— 
be my wife. I have, dear little Miss Tur
pin—ob! I have loved you long!”

He din’t sav how long; he was too weak 
to talk. He didn’t tell her that perhaps 
his love dated only a little half hoar back, 
when he listened to that wondronsly touch
ing little story of hers.

What mattered it? Can not love be as 
strong as life and deep as the sea, howso
ever and when it is born? Good Dr. Haver
shaw took care of their future. It began 
in a neat, two-story brick, with a big brass 
sign npon tbe door, to which the worthy 
surgeon drew attention enongh to set the 
pot to boiling.

And now, in her stylish brougham, with 
a liveried lackey at her command, with her 
rustling silks and dainty laces, with her 
wildest fancies more than realized, who 
could find fault with the fate ot little Miss 
Turpin?—Harper's Weekly.
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D efeated, bnt Defiant.
A Detroit yonth ot thirteen, says M. 

Quad, sold fifty pounds of old iron and a 
piece of lead pipe, a few days ago, and re
ceived enongh money to carry ont his long 
cherished idea of establishing a weekly 
newspaper, which should represent the in
terests of every section of Michigan. He 
was willing to commence low down and 
work np, and he established an office in the 
oellar of his father’s house, purchased two 
quarts of “pi,” hired his sister as an appren
tice, and work was begun on his first num
ber. This boy had an idea that an inde
pendent journal would pay best, and his 
lirst edition, which consisted of seven copies 
of a sheet about as large as an en
velope, was devoted to items of a personal 
nature. It was rather a family sheet also, 
seven of tbe eight items in it being hits at 
his father and mother, and the lone one was 
a bit of advice to his school teacher. 
While he was out banting up advertis
ing and soliciting subscribers, his father 
laid the type away to shoot cats with, his 
mother kindled the tire with the wooden 
press, and when the editor and proprietor 
returned he was given a woodshed inter
view and then wedded to the handle of 
lawn mower. He was yesterday “holler
ing” over the alley fence to one of his 
friends that he couldn’t be crashed oat nor | 
frightened off the track by no bloodthirsty 
mob, but the prospect ot a new paper is 
dubious.

Laackter as a  medicine.
A gentleman was suffering from an ulce

rated sore throat, wbiob finally became so 
swollen that his life was despaired of, when 
his household came to his bedside to bid 
him farewell. Each person grasped his 
hand for a moment, and then turning went 
ont weeping. A pet ape, which had modest
ly waited till the last, then advancing and 
grasping his master’s band for a minute, 
also turned and went sway with his hands j 
to his eyes. This assumption of deep grief, 
which it is hardly possible the animal conld 
have feit, since it conld scarcely have com-1 
prehended tbe problem of mortality there 
so powerfully presented to the human mind, 
was so ludicrous in its perfection that tbe | 
patient himself was seized with an nnoon- 
trollable fit of langhtor, which broke the 
uloer in his throat, whereby his life was i 
saved.

Reaaiaa o f  the Arma, o t  the P atern e .
The reunion of the Army of the Potomac 

at the Academy of Mnaio, Philadelphia, 
June 6, was the great event of the day as 
well as of the week. The assembly at the 
Academy took place at twelve o’clock, 
and previous to that hour tbe business 
meetings of the vsrions corps associations 
constituting tbe Society of the Army of the 
Potomac were held and officers elected to 
serve for the ensuing year. The andito- 
rinm of the Academy was beantifnlly deco
rated, and presented a finer appearanee, 
perhaps, than ever before. The stage was 
set in the camp scene, tbe front just behind 
the footlights, being grand with the war 
decorations ef guns and carriages, one on 
each side, stacked arms, and a pyramid of 
drams. Behind the seats for gnests was 
planted the headquarters flag of General 
Meade, stretched by wires to show the 
golden eagle encircled by tbe wreath, which 
is the ensign on the field. The field tents 
and stools were in the baekgronnd.

Long before the hour of opening, the bal
cony and the other parts ot the nonse as
signed for invited gnests were filled np 
with a waiting audience. At twelve o’clock 
precisely the distinguished civic and mili
tary gentlemen invited upon the stage, who 
had assembled in the green room, marched 
out, beaded by Majoi General Hanoock and 
ex-Goveroor John A. Dix, of New York; 
then came Generals Sheridan and Sherman, 
General Robert Patterscn and General 
Cadwallader, Generals Averill, Hooker, 
McIntosh, Ingalls, Beaver, Parke and Self
ridge, Colonels Anderson and Whipple, ot 
Sherman’s staff, and a number of other 
officers in digèrent grades in the regular 
army. Besides these, there were seated on 
the stage, General C. H. T. Collie, Bing
ham, ex-Governor Andrew G. Curtin, ex- 
Governor Robinson, of New York; Captain 
S. P. Sennetsskin, aid-de-camp to his im
perial highness, the Grand Duke Cnnstan 
tine of Russia, and Captain A. Vunder- 
hausen, Imperial Russian Guard Artillery.

At half-past twelve o’clock, General Han
cock, president, called the meeting to order 
and made a brief and fitting speech.

After prayer by the Rev. William Mo- 
Vieker, Mayor Stokely was introduced, 
and made a speech welcoming the assem
blage to Philadelphia.

Ex-Governor Dix, of New York, who was 
the orator on tbe occasion, was introduced 
and delivered a long and eloquent oration 
in which he dealt specially on the principle 
of universal emancipation, and the bearing 
ot the late war on the practical embodi
ment of that principle. The oration con
cluded as follows: “I part with you, then 
with the prayer that there may be reserve« 
for yon many more reunions like this, 
though it be with diminished numbers; that 
each sncceding year, far in the fntnre, may 
bring yon again together to join yonr 
gratnlating hands, to freshen the remem- 
branoe of past associations, and to rejoice 
m the continued prosperity of the Union 
which yon contnonted by yonr courage, 
yonr constancy, and yonr nnoonquerable 
endurance to save—endowing your country 
with a new tenure of life, and giving hope 
and confidence to the friends of freedom all 
over the civilized world.” The address was 
warmly applauded.

William Winter, of New York, of the 
Tribune, was next introduced, and read 
commemorative poem.

After the reading of the ode, spirited ad 
dresses were delivered by Generals Sher
man, Sheridan and Hooker, Governor Hart- 
ranft and ex-Governor Cnrtin. The ad
dressee were heartily cheered, and at their 
conclusion the audience was dismissed and 
the business meeting of the society was 
held.

The following is Mr. Winter's poem:

Aad. flooding all the world «Ith haps»
Have taught us to  forgive.

XVII.
Ko soldier spurns a  fallen foil 

So bats of human 1 ind 
Can darken down the générons glow 

That fires the patriot« mind)
But love shall make the vanquished strong, 

And meroy lift their but.
Where right no more can bend to wrong, 

K ir man be slave to  man.
XVIU.

Be from their qniet graves they speak,
Bo speaks tha t quiet scene—

Where now the violets blossom, meek,
And all tbe fields are gieen.

There wood and stream and flower and bad 
A pure content declare,

And where tbe voiee or war was heard 
Is beard the voioe of prayer.

xix.
Once more in perfect love, O Lord,

Onr aliened hearts unite I 
And clasp across tbe broken swdrd 

Tbe hands th a t used to smite I 
And si tee beside Potomac’s wave 

There’s nothing left but peace.
Be filled a t last tbe open grave,

And let tbe sonow ctaae I
xx.

Sweet from the pitying Northern pines 
Their loving w hiper flows,

And sweetly where tbe orange shin 's,
The palm tree woos tbe lose;

Let tha t tender music run 
O’er all the years to be;

Ana Thy great blessing make us one—
1 make uiAnd i I us one with Thee 1

Bright, en tbe epai kling .-»ward, th is  day, 
Tue youthiul summ er gleam«;

The ro sis  iu tbe  sontb w ild  play,
Tbe slum berous woodland dreams.

In go’den light, ’nestb  clouds of fleece 
Mid bird songs wi ll sud free.

The blue Potomac flows, in peace 
Down to  tn e  peacelul sea.

No echo from th e  storx.y past 
.41a:ms the p!a< i 1 r a h ;

Nor cannon roar, nor tru m p et blast, 
Nor sh a ite ie d  soldiers n i l  

T here’s nothing left to m-trk th e  strife 
Ti e trium ph  or th e  p*in.

W here N ature to  h e rg m - ia l  lile 
Takes hack  our lives again.

Tet in your vision everm ore.
Beneath a ffn ili e! s.

W ith c ash e f  s eu.'., w it- leek  of gore.
The m artial past . n 's  nse.

A idavn-us l au n s i-  ten  . th e  air.
Dark «t* cas of battle  i-ugn,

Arul Irai t ic  through th e  su phuroua glare 
Raves ou the crim son fra}.

Not tim e uor chance nor ch arg e  can drown 
Your memories pruud s rd  high.

Nor pluck jo in  s ta r  of greatness down 
Kiom gioiy sd ea th less  skv 

Per e v u m o re  y. u r feme shall bide—
Your valor tried  and tine!

And t t a t  which m akes your country 's pride 
May well be pride to  you!

Forever through ih e  soldier's though t 
1 he soldier's life re tu rn s—

Or where th e  tram pled fields s re  fought.
Or w here th e  camp fire burns.

For him  the pomp of morning brings 
A th iiil noi e else can know.

For him  Night waves her sable wings 
O 'er many a nameless woe.

B ow  often face to  face w ith  death  
In s te ru  suspense he stood,

W hile b i d  and Insect held tlie irb rea th  
W ithin the am bushed wood!

A gain be sees the  silent hills 
W ith danger’s m ena e grim;

A nd darkly a ll tLe shuddering rills 
Bun red w ith blood for him.

F or him th e  cruel sun of noon 
Glares ou a bristling plain;

For him tbe cold, disoam m l moon 
n ights meadow s rough w ith  slain.

T here’s d ea th  in every sigut he sees 
In every sound ne tieaie;

And suns t  linsh aud ev-m ng bteeze 
Are sad w ith  prisoned tears.

T i l l .

Again wot n out in m idnight m arch 
He sinks beside ihe track;

Again beneath the lonely arch  
His dream s of home come back;

In m orning wind th e  rcsessi.ako  
Around his cottage door.

Aud :itiie  lee t ot children make 
Their m usic on the floc-r.

T h e  tones tlm t neverm ore on earth  
Can bid his pulses ieap 

King i u t  again in careless m irth. 
Across the  val. s o: sleep;

And whe-ie in horrei t splendor roll 
; he waves of v ic t’ry 's  t;de,

The chosen com r id e s  of hie soul 
Aie g.oiious a t hia side!

Forget! th e  arm  may lose its  might. 
The tired  h e a rt beat low.

Tho sun from heaven In  t out bis light, 
The w est wind cesse to  blow,

B ut while one spat k of life is warm 
W ithin th is  mt ulti ef clay.

Bis soul will revel in the  storm  
0 f  th a t  trem endous day !

On m ountain elope, in lonely glen, 
By fate 's  divine command,

The blood oi those devotee men 
Bas lanct.fit d th is laud.

The funeia; m o ss -b u t not in g iief— 
W ares o 'er th eir hallowed rest, 

A nd not in g iie f tb e  laurel leaf 
Drops on th e  hero 's breast.

T e a rs  for th e  living, when Gud’s g ift—
The fiiend ot m an to he—

W astes, like th e  shatter.-d  spars th a t  drift 
Upon th e  unknown sea!

T e a rs  for th e  wreck who sinks a t  last,
No deed of v t loi done;

B u t no tears for the soul th a t  past 
W hen to n o i’s figlit was won.

X III .

Be tak es  th e  bsnd  of Heavenly fate 
W ho Uvea an a  o i ts  for tru th !

For him  th e  holy angels wait,
In realm s ot endleis  youth!

The gr«. ss upon t is grave is grec n 
W ith everlasting bloom !

A nd love and b h esi.ig srask e  th e  sheen 
Of glory round his tomb.

M enm  not for them, the loved and gone!
Tbe cause they died to save 

P lan ts an eternal oo. ntr-stune 
tpon the martyr'sgiave;

Ana sole fiom all the ilia we pass,
Their sleep is sweet and low;

N «aib requiems of the murmuring grass 
And diigesof the snow.

XV.
T hat sunset wafts its holies'- kiss 

Through evening's gat lie; i- g shades. 
That beauty bieaks the heart with bliss, 

1 be tour lefoie it fades,
T bat music a, n u t to merge with heaven 

Jnst when its et ho dies.
Is nature's tann-d promise given 

Of lile bt y end the skies.

M ourn not! In life ana dea lt (bey teach 
This thonglit—this tm tk  subi ine;

T here’s no man free except he reach 
Bey ond the verge of tlmt !

So , beckoning np the starry slope.
They bid our souls to liye;

Six Days la a Dead Haase.
Three men sat behind the great stove in 

the cabin of tbe Twilight last night on their 
way to Troy. “Well,” said the man who 
sat in the middle, “I have a good reason to 
remember Bavaria as long as I live.” Some 
cariosity was then expressed, and the man 
told a terrible story of suffering and death 
at Munich. He said he was in that city in 
1848. He was then a yonng man, and was 
taken ill of eome kind ot malignant fever. 
After the fourth day he beoame delirious 
and remembered nothing distinctly until he 
woke np and found himself dead. Then he 
went on to describe the manner of dealing 
with dead bodies. There is a large vault in 
the snbnrbs of the city called the dead 
house. There those who die are hustled off 
almost as soon as tbe breath has left the 
body. They remain there twenty days, 
and then they are harried if they do not 
return to life. To each body is attached 
two wires connecting with bells which are 
numbered and hnng in the watchmen' 
room, adjoining the dead honse. Tbe least 
motion of the body will ring the bell cor
responding with the number of the corpse 
The watchmen’s room is never vacant, 
Besides watchmen, there are constantly 
friends of the dead watching the bells 
intently, but few of them ever ring.

After having given these details, the man 
said that he went into a trance or an nn 
conscious condition, and being to all ap
pearances dead, and being a stranger, his 
body was harried off to the deadhouse. He 
had no consciousness of going there, bnt 
when they straightened him ont on the cold 
slab he knew what they were doing, bnt 
was powerless to move or speak. When he 
heard the great door creak and clang on its 
hinges he gave np all hope of ever living 
again. He thought he was in a tomb that 
had been forever sealed. He remembered 
nothing more nntil six days afterward (as 
he subsequently learned). There he was, 
sitting bolt npright, and the tomb was full 
of watchmen with lanterns. He did not 
for a moment oomprehend his situation. 
He thought he bad arrived at heaven or the 
dark regions, he didn’t know whiob, and 
that the men with lanterns were there to 
convey him to his final abode.

Then he thought he was dreaming. Then 
he looked around him and saw dead bodies 
on all sides, and was abont to fall backward 
when one oi the watchmen seized him by 
the arm, and, giving him a shaking np, said 
in his native language, “Are yon dead or 
alive?” He jumped up and said, “I’m alive 
Let me ont of here.” He was then taken to 
the office, his name recorded, and a physi 
cian sent for. He remained in the office a 
day and a night, having taken some stimu 
lants and food, and, feeling well enongh, be 
was allowed to go on his way. The news of 
his resurrection did not seem to create mach 
excitement, although each things rarely oc 
curred. There were some English and a 
few American people there who made quite 
a time about it, and a full aocount was sub
sequently printed in the London papers, 
whither be went as soot as able to travel.

When he was placed in the tomb the bell 
wires were affixed to his hand, bnt he knew 
nothing about it. Tbe bells tingled, the 
watchman said, on the night of the first 
day ol bis entombment, but on examining 
the bodv no signs of lile could be disoov 
ered. But when he finally came to life he 
pulled the bells so violently that they fell 
down. Then the watchmen rushed in, and 
found him as describi d. They did not seem 
terrified in tbe least, but took the situation 
in a business sort of way. It was, however, 
a terrible experience to him, and when he 
discovered where he was, and what he was 
supposed to be, he nearly died outright of 
fright. The watchmen told him that within 
their recollection only two others had come 
to life, but they did not lie as long as he 
did.—Troy Press.

Roses.
la one of the books attributed to Solomon 

eternal wisdom is compared to the planta
tions of rose trees at Jericho. Princess 
Nonrmahal, the most lovely woman in the 
harem of a great mogul, had a canal filled 
with rose water acd rowed abont on it with 
her august consort. The heat ot the sun 
disengaged the essential oil from the water, 
and their majesties having observed the fact 
invented attar of roses. The Emperor of 
Heliogabalus filled a fish pond with rose 
water; it is nowhere said whether the fishes 
approved of this proceeding. When the 
Soldan Saladin, who had so much trouble 
with hard-fisted English King Richard and 
his turbulent Christian frieods, took Jeru
salem in 1188 he would not enter the Tern 
pie, which he profanely called a mosque, 
uDtil he had its walls washed with rose 
water, and Sanut assures ns that 
;>000 camels were no more than suf
ficient to carry the purifying liquid. 
Also, after the taking of Constanti
nople Mohammed II. in 1455, the Church 
ot St. Sophia was solemnly purified with 
rose-water before it was converted into a 
mosque. The high priest of the Hebrews 
wore a crown of roses when he offered up 
certain sacrifices under the Mosaic dis
pensation; and it was perhaps in remem
brance to this that the Synod of Nismes, 
which was held in the third century, en- 

ined every Jew to wear a rose on his 
breast as a distinguishing mark of inferi 
ority. In many countries the Jews still 
celebrate the festival of Easter Flowers, 
daring which they ornament their lamps, 
chandeliers and beds with roses. Thus it 
happened that these flowers were hateful 
to the early Christians, and are often con
demned in the writings of the fathers, 
who professed that they conld not under
stand that pions people conld think with 
ennanimity of roses when they remembered 
the crown of thorns; afterward this hostile 
feeling seems to have died ont When 
Marie Antoinette passed through Nancy on 
her way to be married with Louis XVI., 
the ladies of Lorraine prepared her a bed 
strewed with roses. In the Middle Ages 
roses were held so precions in France that 
a royal license was necessary to grow them. 
Charlemagne recommended the cultivation 
of the rose in his “Capitulation ” The 
Persians of Shiraz stop their wine bottles 
with roses, which give the wine a pleasing 
smell, and during the festival of Abrizan, 
which takes place during the eqninox, 
Persian ladies throw roses at each other 
when they pay visits. At Rome it was the 
praotioe of the Church to bless the rose on 
a special day set apart, which was called 
Rose Sunday. The custom of blessing the 
golden rose seems to have begun in the 
eleventh or twelveth century. The 
benediction was Dronounoetl with

tarticular solemnity " on the fourth 
unday in Lent, and the golden 

rose thus consecrated was given aB a mark 
of the sovereign Pontiff’s favor to some 
prince or princess. Alexander III., who 
had been received with great honor daring 
a journey which he made in Franoe, sent 
the golden rose to Louis the Yonng as a 
sort of graceful compliment. Subsequent
ly the giving of the golden rose became an 
authoritative act by which the Pope offi
cially recognized tbe rights of Christian 
sovereigns. Thus Urban V. gave the gold
en rose to Joan. Queen of SiciUy, in 1368, 
thereby preferring her over the King of 
Cyprus. Henry VIII., of England, received 
a gulden rose both from Jnlias D. and from 
Leo X. Toward the dose of the last oen- 
tury the golden rose appears to have been 
given almost indiscriminately to any trav. 
cling prince who wonld pay a snm equiva
lent to abont £400 in fees lor it.—PaU MaU 
Gazette. j

GRASSES.'

BT ADeOITA LABSBD.

O, life tha t bidetb in tfce sod.
Bow sweet and bouetilul tbou art!

Like Aaroo’e mye ic almond rod,
By miracle tbe grame# était.

They creep about tbe naked land.
In tileuce «hod they nimbly run.

Tbev clothe tbe rock and deck the aand, 
And apread their Tolvets in tbe sun.

Upon a  mighty loom they ply 
Wii b  shuttle flying f*r ana wide,.

And wot en in ’hia tapeatry 
Bee buttercups and daisies tiled.

O, « we« t this green and humble borne 
For all f a i th ’s young th a t abio and play,

This dewy toots tool ’Death tbe dome 
Where low a t eve the cattle pray.

O, sweet this fond maternal care 
Por nameless wteds th a t flower and fade;

And teeming millions flourish tb« re,
Tbe weakest tacea God haa made.

O, sweet to think when day is done.
And tired we seek tbe common breast,

Like ail tb a i gaze upon the sun,
Our frames beneath this cloak shall rest.

—Evening Post.

NASBY.

The Homo o f  the Cress Roads on Dem« 
cratie R efera i-Advice te  the Party.

CoxrahniT  X  Road«.
Wicb ia in the Slate uv Kentucky.

Mai 17, 1876.
Another camp&ne is well nigh onto ns, 

and I feel the blood a bilin in my vanes. 
Like the wor boss tamed ont to grass, I 
heer the blare np the trumpet, and I prick 
np my ears and tale and cry ha! ha! to the 
carnage. I smell the smoke uv the conflict, 
and I smell, likewise, the plunder under
neath that smoke. I see in the distance 
success, and behind that success, post-offis 
Post-offir! Post offi-! Deliteful words! 
Wat Democrat is ther that woodent git 
enthoosiastic over that prospeck! I sbel 
go into this oampane with my sleeves 
rolled np.

This is onr last chance lor a complete 
success. Success is wat we must hev. and 
that we may attain that success I shel throw 
ont a few words uv admonishn, which wi!l 
be apples nv gold sot in pictures of silver. 
We hev bin pastrin on barren teelds too 
long, and the fat bottoms nv offishl patron
age kin only come into onr hands by acoot 
and skillful management.

Bnt there is difficulties in the way, no 
matter where we torn. Dimocrisy ia a cu 
rions eombinashnn—a carious and singular 
mixtur. In the East, to be a Democrat is 
to be a hard money man nv the hardest 
possible stripe; in the West, to be a Demo
crat is to oe a soit money man uv the soft
est possible stripe. Tilden, nv Noo York, 
who wood like to carry the Dimocra’io ban
ner to viotory, proposes to pnt onto its 
folds “hard money.” Allen, nv Ohio, who 
wnz resurrected from his twenty years’ 
sleep, on purpus to embarrass the party, 
proposes to pat on the banner, ef it is given 
to him, “soft money, and no end on’t.” Ef 
we pat np Tilden and hard money, Allen 
and soft money kills him—ef we pnt np 
Allen and soft money, Tilden and his 
friends hev the sweetest kind nv a knife fur 
his innocent throte, and when we come to 
tariff and banks there is an ekaiJy onrecon- 
cilable differens vv opinynn.

To reconcile these differences is impos
sible. There ain’t no jonse in tryin it, and 
I ain’t a goin to. Dodgin is now, ez ever, 
the Democrats’ beet bolt. The man wich 
kin lift '-*00 pounds shows mity little dis- 
oreshn wen he strains hisself at ‘250, and I’m 
a man uv discreehn. We must hev nuthin to 
do with the questions on wich anybody dif
fers. Ignorin is wisdom.

There ain’t only one isboo on wich the 
Dimocrisy kin plant itself with any hope 
of success—only one question on wich ther 
kin be perfect yoonanimity—and that ishoo 
is reform! On that we are a yoonit—on 
that we can agree ez sweetly ez a spring 
morn in.

It is not my judgment alone that I de
pend onto in this matter. I hev consulted 
all the leeders nv the party onto it—that is 
all the aetooal leeders, them ez actilly con
trol things. I writ to that gileless patriot, 
Willyum Tweed, Esq., who is now a pinin 
on a fun in shoar in oonsckence uv a cor
rupt joory, wieh enquired ez to wat he bed 
done with ten millions nv the public mnn- 
ney, and wuz not content to take his word 
fur it that he hed spent it legally. His 
anser wuz so strikly in accordance with my 
noshnns uv that I give the heart uv i ’:

“By all means go into the next canvass 
on the ishoo nv reform. The corrapshene 
uv the present administrashen, and I may 
say uv the Repnblikin party in general, is 
sich ez to appal the hart uv any lover nv 
his country. In my lonely eggsile I fre- 
kently shed teers wen I think uv the steel- 
in that’s goin on.

Let our watchword be ‘Reform and 
purity in official posishen.’ Et my lawyers 
kin git them inditemente agin me squashed 
in time I will cum home and help in the 
campane. I kin yit contrôle over 200 
s ’Ioods in the lower wards nv the city, and 
ef I kin git back I kin orginise my old forse 
and restore Tammany to its old posishen ez 
the controller nv the Dimocrisy. The trick 
uv repeatin hez nothin forgotten, and I kin 
handle them fellows ez well ez ever I 
oood. ‘Reform and parity’ is my watch
word.”

Peter B. Sweeny, who is yit in Paris, a 
livin rather quiet than otherwise, wnz still 
more emphatio. He eez—but I will give 
his own words:

Reform is what we want. I am tired nv 
livin abroad, and I want to git back to Noo 
York. I want a hand in the oomin oam
pane, for I hev jist as much power ez ever, 
ef I kin only git the onssid Rcpublikins ont 
uv the way. The repeeters ain’t ded yit; 
and ez ship loads nv patriotic Irishmen, who 
are willin to take offis ez soon ez they land 
are a oomin every day, I km help to govern 
Noo York ez well ez I ever did. But what 
yoo want to do is to make this fite on re
form and purity. Do this and git me and 
Tweed back, and we will make things hum. 
There is Noo York and its tax levies for the 
victors, and ef the currency, tariff, and all 
them miner questions are squelched, and 
the battle is fought on the simple question 
uv reform and personal offishl posishn we 
we kin win it. Reform is our watchword, 
and that is what I insist upon. I am ab
sent, but not forgotten.”

Connolly, who is residin in Belgium, 
where there is no extradisbun treaty, and 
cunsekently where the laws uv the Ünited 
States torohntly can’t reeoh him, wich 
makes him entirely independent nv the 
country wich he hez adopted, writ me a let 
ter in wich he give me his views ez to the 
situashnn, wich is ez toilers:

“I hev only wun intrest in the ensooin 
eleokshun—only wnn. A lonely eggsile on 
a furrin shoar, I oast my eyes longingly to 
my native land, and yearn far it. Sence 
me and the rest uv old Tammany left 
Ameriky I hev observed with more disgust 
than I kin put language too, the oorrnp- 
shens that hev eeten out the hart uv the 
country of my adopshun, I* earnestly hope 
that the Dimocrisy will take hold nv it in 
earnest and reform it. What we want is 
purity. Owing to circumstances—^which 
the same is indictments—I can’t come back 
persnelly to assist in the shindy, but I 
pledge to yoo the yoee of my old and staunch 
repeaters in the lower wards ot Noo York, 
wich, ef they kin depend onto hevin their 
expensis paid and their whack in the offioes, 
and m contraz after the eleckshnns, kin be 
dependid on to do the work list ez good ez 
ever they did. Let the platform be heavy 
and solid for parity and reform.”

Oakey Hall wants reform and purity, and 
m sich a ooz he is willin to give a fourth nv 
the forchoon he made when he was astoot 
rite bower nv Tweed.

I hev heerd from em all. The Democrisv 
of the sixth ward of Noo York, wher I 
wunst run a small grosery, are to a man for 
reform. Pendleton wants reform, and every 
man wich wuz turned out of offis when 
j0 ““80“ went out is a elamorin for it.

The Southern Demoorisy wants reform. 
They say in their letters to me: “Givens 
a reform platform, and we’ll pnt away our 
shotguns and keep onr hand off the niggers 
till alter eleckshns, shoor. We won’t insist 
on our mes to kill niggers and keep ’em 
from hevin anything to do with mat- 
tefs, till the eleckshun of a Dimocratio 
■President gives ns a rite to do ez we please.”
1 heir constant remark is: “Go in heavy 
f0^ ref0Jrm’ “ “ “ »he that the one ishoo.”

The dooty nv the party is oleer. Give ns 
platform based entirely onto reform. We 

xin carry it. It is a great many yeers sence 
we wuz in power, and by this time the peo-
rezv eVH°iS>Hte?KU8 “ i th«y taken* eezy. If we do this we km suoceed beyond 
» question. The millenium ain’t cum yet 
thin«®* w6r? bin especial change in 
ln » £  *iWe h»V the doggeries and all the 
lower elements. They are allnz oars, and

they are ez strong ez ever. Until sin goes 
ont nv the world «here will be a Dimocratie 
party. Humanity in tbe United States ia 
divided -into two classes —them ez wear 
clean shirts and sox, and Dimocrute. And 
so long ez this division is observed we are 
eonnd. _  . . . .

It is a good time for ns. Everything is m 
our favor. I t  hez bin a cold spring—the 
farmers are all behind with ther work. 
Ther hez bin frosts in places which hez de
stroyed the froot, and ther is a joyful proo- 
peck nv a short crop nv everything. The 
people is dissatisfied abont it, and nv course 
they will ohsrge everything to the adminis
tration. A failure nv the potato crop ia 
worth thousands of votes to tbe Dimocrisy 
any time. It is only when things is jist ez 
bad ez they qpn be that anybody ever thinks 
ov goin to tbe Dimocrisy for a change.

What we want is a  good month-fillin plat
form wich looks well, and wich the people 
will be satisfied with. Troo, what is prom
ised afore eleeehun and what happens after
ward ia 2 things, bnt let to-morrow take 
care nv itself. Wat we want now ia success.

PETROLEUM V. NASBY,
(Wich hopes to be Postmaeter).

— Toledo  B lade.

A  R at Story o f  P ike’s  Peak.
The number of rats inhabiting the rocky 

crevices and oavernons passages at the sum
mit of Pike’s Peak, says a correspondent of 
the Pueblo Chieftain, have recently become 
formidable and dangerons. These animale 
are known to feed npon a saccharine gam 
that percolates through the pores of the 
rocks, apparently npheaved by some vol- 
oanic action. Since the establishment of 
the government signal station on the sum
mit of the Peak, at an altitude of nearly 
15,000 feet, these animals have acquired a  
voracious appetite for raw and uncooked 
meat, the scent of which seems to impart to 
them a ferocity rivaling the fierceness of the 
starved Siberian wolf. The most singular 
trait in the character of these animals is that 
they are never seen in tbe daytime. When 
the moon pours down her queenly light 
npon the summit they may be seen in 
countless numbers trooping around among 
the rocky bowlders that crown the barren 
waste, and daring the warm summer 
months they may be seen swimming and 
sporting in the waters of the lake, a short 
distance below thegPeak, and of a dark, 
cloudy night their trail in the water is 
marked by a sparkling light, giving the wa
ters of the lake a  bright and silvery ap
pearance. A few days since Mr. John T. 
O’Keefe, one of the government operators 
at the signal station npon the Peak, return
ed to his post, taking with him npon a pack 
animal a quarter of beef. It beinft late in 
the afternoon, his colleague, Mr. Hobbs, im
mediately left with the pack animal for the 
Springs. Soon after dark, while Mr. O’Keefe 
was engaged in the office forwarding night 
dispatches to Denver and Washington, 
he was startled by a load scream 
from Mrs. O'Keefe, who had retired f ir  
tbe night to an adjoining bedroom, and 
who come rnehing into the office, scream
ing, “The rats! the rate!” Mr. O’Keefe, 
with great presence of mind, immediately 
drew around his {wife a scroll zink plating, 
which prevented the animals from climbing 
npon her person, and although his own per
son was almost literally covered with them, 
he snoceeded in encasing both of his legs 
each in a joint of stovepipe, when he com
menced a fierce and desperate struggle for 
the preservation of life, being armed with 
a heavy cane. Hundreds were destroyed 
on every side, while they still seemed to 
poor with increasing numbers from the 
bedroom, the door of which had been left 
«>pen. The entire quarter of beef was 
eaten in less than five minutes, which 
seemed to only sharpen their appetite for 
an attack npon Mr. O’Keefe, whose hands, 
face and neck were terribly lacerated. In 
the midst of tbe warfare Mrs. O'Keefe man
aged to reach the office, from which she 
threw a coil of eleotrio wire orer her hus
band that sprang outward and spread itself 
over tbe room, then, grasping the valve in 
the battery, she poured all its terrible 
power upon the wire. In an instant the 
room was all ablaze with electric light, and 
hnndreds were killed by the shoes, when 
the sndden appearance of daylight, made 
snch bv the corascation of the heavily 
charged wire, caused them to take refnge 
among the crevices and caverns of the 
me untain, by way of the bedroom window, 
through which tbey had forced their way. 
But the saddest part of this night adventure 
upon the Peak is the destroying of their in
fant child, which Mrs. O'Keefe thought she 
had made secure by a heavy covering of 
bed clothing. But the rats had found their 
way to the infant, oniy two months ol«l, 
and left nothing of it but the peeled and 
naked sknll. Drs. Horn and Anderson have 
just returned to Colorado Springs Irom the 
Peak. It was thonght at first that the left 
arm of Sergeant O'Keefe wonld have to be 
amputated, bnt they now believe it can be 
saved.—Denver News.

Perpetual Pire.
In the neighborhood of Bakn, on the 

Caspian sea, there is a phenomenon erf a  
very extraordinary nature, called the ever
lasting fire, to which a sect of Indians and 
Persians, called Gaurs, pay religions wor
ship. It is situated abont ten miles from 
the city of Bakn, in the province of Shirvan, 
on a dry, rocky piece of ground. On it 
there are several ancient temples built of 
stone, and supposed to be all dedicated to 
the fire, there being one among them in 
which fire worship is now being carried on. 
Near the altar there is a large hollow cane, 
from the end of which issnes a blue flame. 
The worshipers affirm that this flame has 
con tinned ever since the deluge, and they 
believe if it were suppressed in that place 
it would brbak ont in another. At a short 
distance from this temple there is a hori
zontal gap, two feet from the ground, 
about six feet long, and three broad, out 
of which comes a constant flame of the 
«o'or of that in the temple. When there is 
a strong wind it rises to the height of eight 
feet, but is much lower in calm weather.

The earth around for more than two 
miles has this extraordinary property, that 
bv taking up two or three inches of the 
surface and applying a lighted lamp the 
part uncovered immediately takes fire, even 
before the flame touches it. The flames 
make the soil hot, but do not consume it 
nor affect what is near with any decree of 
heat.

It is said that eight horses were once con
sumed by this fire under a roof where the 
surtaoe of the ground had been turned up, 
and by eome accident had ignited. If a  
cane or tube of paper be set about two 
inches into the ground, cloned with earth 
below, and the top of it touched with a live 
coal a flame will immediately issue forth 
without consuming the tube, providing the 
edges be covered with clay. Three or four 
lighted canes will boil water in a Dot, and 
are sometimes need to cook victuals. The 
flames have a sulphurous smell, but are in
offensive.

An Old B ook.
The trustees of the British Museum have 

Utely purchased a remarkable little “Horæ 
ad Usum sorun”—“Book of Hours,” accord- 
mg to the use of Sarum—printed on vellum, 
which formerly belonged to Prinoe Arthur, 
eldest son of Henry VII., and first husband 
ot Catharine of Arragon. On the last leaf 
is an inscription stating that the book waa 
a present from Prinoe Arthur to Thomas 

Pr? corpore Illmi Regis 
Anglie Henrici VII.," i. e . esquire for the 
boM  °* King Henry VII., underneath 
which, at _ the foot of the page, is an un-

of ^ rince Arthur himself 
in hrenoh, “ Arthur is Prince.” Of this auto
graph only one other copy is known, that 
namely in the Cottonian collection of mann- 
scripts to?*« British Museum. On the first 
leaf ot this Book of Hours” is the Signatare
riiaFuf be,n* 1D aU livelihood that of Sir
Charles Somerset, afterward Baron Rag
land, and u  1514 created Earl of Worcester. 
i j  th® executor to Henry VII. and 
Itord Chamberlain to Henry VIII. i n the 

thi" v®lnme. proceeding the 
er® are1obltuarY notices in man- 

?B®5l.Pt8 ^(.8ev®r»1 members of the Povntz 
family. Of this family there were ‘two
n«h«r^e8K>0ne in .6,oaee8ter8bire1 and the 
other m Essex. A merchant of Antwern of 
this name befriended Tyndale wheT .5 
Antwerp, and even lodged him in his own
heiwv Ä  p® was arre8t«d for ‘i Æ  w“  peyntz wrote to his 

8ome offioe in the Eng- 
ln h*K? -  hlA fayor* but no effect.

/n*S5,ld °h»raoter of “Poins,” the
S h ï ï r o n e a r e " ^ ? * 1, ‘t  a .P08« “ « that onaxespeare may have had in his mind’s
eye some member of this family. “ 8

Grand opening of Grand Hotel a t Point 
v ieir oa Jane l.


