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MEETING THE POST BOY ON THE
KILLARNEY ROAD.

Y MRS, C. J. DESPARD, IN THB '‘NEW CEXTURY POR
WOMBN."

@ome over the bridge, Kitty Clooney, sn’ up by the
m' muq,l “L ‘s makin' his
- m"wa Sha e bly-ne
3 .
ax Vilhoid ye Sbything Kitty, be'll bring me & bit
Por my Deast is sipgin’ su' dsnein’ an’ pumpin’ up
D my throat.
heste, dear, an’ throw en yer aboulders yer
little red hovded cloak. <
Por the sky h“‘hn n':‘v:rmhm tupeis heavy with
“w
ﬂmcio u’ly :b:how.r I'm thinkin’, for back of
Tie “lhl:l:l':hll 'h"u"l the mountains for thinkin’
the day was ¥

Sare, 'tis weil we're two hearty colleens rot hurt
by & sprinklin’ o’ 1a'n. i
If "twss adies was in it, Kitty, bow quick they'd

0 sgain
Av -E:r ail the :,lt sweet mornin’, the stretch o'
Av’ ;h hholibn;d thet sings in the hedgss, 0
' the 1] et #: a8,
thick with tue hawthorn sowed.

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

¥rom one big biack store to the next with s gurg-
1in’ splash, an' we've kept

Our -lv-'.lnDI tidy Anldry—or':hey'd tell on usover
to h

B0 we'll uit ¢ ¢re an' rest for & mirute, ‘tis this way
the post will some.

Ah Kitty, what do you think now! W'l be bring
" me s wo:d this day

From my Patrick, ma boaobsl deslish, my lad that

‘went over the say A
To the terrible wars an’ the fightin’ in the great
sorrowtul Jaad

' one avothér in battle own brothers
are liftin’ their bana ?

Bure he wrete me the whole dark stery, an’ how

from the very first
He went to the Izht full-hearted to etand by the

bitter worst.
1'll rend ye the letter, Kitty, tor I keep it still in my

reast ;
7d no more Jave it out than the linnet would push
her young fiom the west.

“Mot 'list! fe it Mary !’ he's gayin’. “Ah!’twasn't
Por ”wole:hh. o .po.‘l‘é the tho
our sw 'ps would scorn measage, P
’tha tender heart of you broke;
You'a rsther white with tLe grievin’ than
biush at coward's name.
That ’ud follow me !ike a shadow if I sold wy soul
into shame.

*To the -hm:on the son of Erin whko'd turnin

ber grie veed,
From the and that has welcome kind, without
favor of clime or creed,
For the millions that ccme in crowds from the
n' old mother oil
To tbe country, fres-hearted an' flowin’ with
pleuty for t toil.”

*Tis true, Kilty dear, 'twas but fight'ng for what
there’s no room for here,

Tbe -tmﬂ.b for right and for freedom, tust's
custin’ the

I:; world dear;
Sure the sweet Holy Mother laned smilin’ and

eovery prayer ttat [ said,

As never letbayonst or bullet touch one hair of

his darlin’
*Och Kitty!—I hear the post boy' my heart with
uul!:g;t & letter, Kitty!—Bun up while I pray
Aw I}l shut my eyes i1 yo bring me the h

the heart break down’: . .o

“The word that calls me t0 meet Lim, or the silence
that laves me alone.

“Look up then, Mary Alanna!” called Kitty, as
down out of breath
Bbe ran where the waiting colleen sat quiet and

le a8
It I-’:ul letter, agra! but—your Patrick's own

el y
That the t bas brought you to-day, Mary—my-
solf aay’ the Jetter both el o

"Ayo.cr‘y with the joy, acushla, 'twill ease your

tiutterin' heart,

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

Whi'e 1 press you tight to me prt’euuh darlin’, the

kept strong en e,
¥or the sa‘nts in the thick of the fight, dear, were
shieldin’ me safe for you.

“‘Come up the road, now~—the post boy is waitin’
the newsto %

*Tis seldom Le bringe a letter that epakes out its
mird so

i
+Or one that the giv'in' up of will lighten so much
t »
~Of that broth of a post that travels aloug the
Killainey rour!“". ey *

LITTLE MISS TURPIN'S FATE

Sle Was a Stranger, and She Took
Him In.

A little conversation took place, one
morning, on the top floor of a dingy old
lodging-house in the metropolis, that led to
strange results. It was in the front room,
but made its way very readily through the
chinks and ctannies in the mortar to the
meighboring apartment, where little Miss
in was preparing her frugal breakfast.
toasting-fork nearly fell from her
and ber dimity ‘A)pmn narrowly es-

h-ll‘s.I y & p p
flame from the , when the harsh, gruff
woice of her landlord fell upon her ear,

“] want my money,” said Mr. Shadrach.

“8o do 1,” replied the young doetor, “and
more. ‘He that wants money, means, and
content is without three good friends,’ ”

have my money to night "

“I think not.”

“To-morrow 1’

“It is extremely doubtfal.”

“Then you must get out of here. I want
my room.” y

“When do you want it ¥”

“As soon as possible.”

“Will to-morrow do i’

l"‘"

*‘Then leave me, friend; the room shall
be on to-morrow morning.”

young medical student was a man of

@pirit, and would have vacated these not
wery alluring premises at once, but he had
mot where to lay his head, and there seemed
o vital necessity jusc then for some such
proceeding on his part. He bad discovered,
two days before, that the taltering and
shabb, his i lies had

y f
suddenl
was wil

L
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failed, and the knowledge that he
ut money or friends in a strange
eity, together with an mability to beg, bor-
row, or steal, had robbed him of sleep. The
loes of this neceesary rest to a tired brain
and weorn-out body rendered him the prey
to many different sensations during and
after Mr. Shadrach'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-
meath him, as he walked to and fro the
of the apartment, for lack of
more nourisking food chewing the cud of
many & bitter fanoy. He ed 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 &
worn-out body, s distracted mind, and
scarcely money enough to keep flesh upon

his bones. That an indomitable spirit
pted him to go on, hoping for a little
oractice by the way; that the
zose-oolor with which youth and inexperi-
@noe are apt to tint those fallacious dreams
Bad been all too vivid in his case—that
these and otber excuses could be

* made for his loﬁy availed little just pow. A

oourse of semi-starvation and
overwork had broken his indomitable spirit
and turned the rose-colored dreams to an
exoeedingly greenish-hued nightmare,

The only patient he had had during his
mine monthe’ stay with Mr. was 8
poor little work-woman in the neighboring
& washed out, timid, wretched little

y W scarcely enough stamina
her to rally after a slight attack of
Her little fee had been ready
after every visit—in faot, obtru-
for it was out of the question,

the money. “It was
bor'l‘iurvieo," he had said,
fifth visit, he found her up
and upon his deparzure
ered u:p“l :‘?thin nbout
am only , Mise—Mise"—
she had whx’npered.
servioe to you, and beg you will
whenever my presene is desir-

faltered out her thanks. A
chased the pallor out of her
he pressed her trembling
and bade her good-by.

little devil!” he said, as he strode
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away to the leoture room. “It’s bad enough
for a m ox like myself to battle
with grim Tndmmo of a world,
Sat for miserable little waif like that—
phew, it’s monstrous!”
He thought of her ly till he crossed
threshold of the oo! then gave him-

if

I
i

subject in hand, which eo en-
mind that be forthwith forgot

Socn. Bho'cunid tist ber. pimegraphs, ol
tor’s. cou er
the better for this little episode i her life.
The vines and tendrils tenderer shapes
under ber deft little fingers; a sby, sweet
melangholy helped to the shadows at
more more perfect; under the
rosebuds grew the thorns, but there

to Jurk even in their crueity a subtle, mys-
terious charm.

It was enough for Mise Turpin to dream.
The pbysical and practioal reality of the
doctor’s pearness, perhape, had

despair, witbjihroes of pain and

ber s solemy
and almost sinister joy, the first ever given
to'that sterile soul.

When the doctor came in the evening, he
thought he had never sven 80 patient and
noble a face; there was sometbing in it that
went to his beart.

“Be comforted,” he said; “let us rely
upon the youth and strong physigue of
your hus| s

The incoberent mutterivgs of his patient
attracted the dootor’s attention. Bbarp and
strong sentences fell upon his ear. that ex-
cited bis profeesional curiosty. When he
beard from Miss Turpin of the enthusiasm
and seal ofthmnudnt,u much as
she dared tell of his defeated aspira-
tions and hopee, the good doctor’s eyes
kindled with eympathy.

“Let bim only get well,” he said, “and

but not coneciounsly 8o, to the little
She never ventured to get up a cough or
cramp for the sake of stamping more
olearly his shape into these vague but ex-
travagant feats of fancy. In trauth, eo
timid and afraid was she of a pulsation of
pl-ncmnlf joy, she letlllgl’ shunned and
brank from

pproach.

Bat more and more imposing, grander
and grander grew this ome figure of ber
fancy around which revolved the satellites

we will P lions out of his path.”
Mise Turpin smiled through her tears.
“He will get well, thanks to you,” she

said.
“And to you,” he added, around

the room with approbation. It been
suddenly me hosed into the model of
chamber for the . The open fire, with

its cheering blaze and ventilating draught;

the subdued lighs; the white and warm

drapery of the bed; her own little conch

near b&,‘ pretty shadowy pictures upon the

z‘llll ted by hu-ow?l hands—an eloquent
over all.

of health and wealth, popularity and fame—
all that could render life sweet or desirable.
Perbaps it is detri 1 to my heroi

to say that she would haye been guite con-
tent to have lived upon the fruit ot her own
tancy for the remainder of her natural life.
Had circumstances compelled her to change
ber abode, and had she thus lost sight of
Dr. Blake, the dreams would have gone
along just the same, the fact of his dying in
a neighboring hospital of wesknees 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
would have been impossible to convince
Mise Tarpin that he could reach so dire an
extremity, bad not the knowledge been

“It is lucky for yonder lad,” thought the
doctor, “that in this big, wretched, 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 upon which rested the life or
death of the young student.

“Some time this evening,” eaid the doc-
tor to Misse Turpin, “he will regain con-
sciousness; be sure that you do not leave
his bedside. I would not for the world, at
that eritical moment, that a strange face
should meet his own ”

Turpin turned pale, and stretched

forced in upon her in & way that she could
not refuse.

Sbe abeointely heard the gruff voice of
Mr. Shadrach upon the wmorning in ques-
tion, and the low, musical, but bitterly
mocking words of the doctor in reply.

8he sat down ngn the rug and olasped
both her hands. He was going away, then?
Until that moment she had not realized the
extent of such a disaster. She could have
borne, perhape, to have been compelled to

away herself, because the inevitable for

or become, long since, & matter of
course; but to have the iron hand of in-
exorable necessity p this magnificent
young man was terrible. He of the flashing
:Kel. the lordly mien, the exuitant step—for

ue had li Mise Turpin been wont to
olassify the somewhat alluring personal at-
tractions of young Blake—he to become the
prey of an adverse destiny!

iss Turpin's breakfast, that morning,

was a failure. By dint of long practice,
and an exoeedingly gracious gift in homse-
wifery, she had always managed to get u'p
extraordinary little meals for herself. It
was a8 if a little sooty angel eat up aloft in
the chimney and assisted the culinary
efforts of the lone little woman. Her toast
was of brown the most golden, her coftee
was of Mocha the moet delicions, her bit of
steak 80 juicy and .gpoﬁz that some-
times poor Blake in the neigh room,
with some chunks of brown bread floatin
helpleesly in a chalky fluid before him, find-
ing this savory odor under his nostrils,
raised his clinohed band at the stern wali
between them in envy and despair.

Bat even the little angel in the chimney
became impatient with the bebavior of
little Miss Turpin that morning. The little
woman usually so practical and capable,
while straining her ear to listen to a falter-
ing, stumbling step in the mext room, de-
liberately burned the toast and boiled the
ocoffee, and the sooty wings epread them-
selves, taking flight in dissppointment and

i t.

She held her breath as the familiar foot
step r door, and slowly, one by
one, went down the worm-eaten stairs. O’
where was be going? What would he do?
She had read sometimes of an evening,
when working hours were over, the shaded
lamp upon the table at her side, the coals
leaping and blazing in the refulgent grate,
her little slippered feet upon the ferder—
she had of people who, having neither
money, means, norcontent, had drifted into
a moment of trenzy and deepair, and thus
leaped the awful bar that seperates the
known from the unknown, content to risk
ary fate but that which awaited them here.
8hs had read thus of poor, strange unfortu-
nates, and her beart had ached in their be-
balf. Buat now?! Well, now her heart
almoest ceased to beat. She put away her
work—of what avail was it, all blotted and
blurred by her tears. or ruined hy her shak-
ing brush? All day she feared and trem
bled; at night full some intuitive hope
caused her to brighten the fire, cook a
dainty meal, and, placing the table oppo-
site the door, leave the tempting, cozy
room open upon the wind-swept, gloomy
corridor.

Then she waited and waited. The clock
struck at midnight, then onme, two, three,
from a neighboring belfry; the meal was
cold, the fire burned low; the chill, gray
morning had almost dawned, when at laat
it came; yes—than God ! faltering and slow,
but it was his footstep; none other could
quicken little Mise Turpin’s pulse.

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

Aoy other woman but this, perhape,
would have recoiled with disgust and hor-
ror, and, above all, with fear, for the young
man was evidently hot himself. His hair,
damp and disheveled, hung in heavy disor-
der about his face and neck; his gyes, glassy
and lurid, blazed upon hers; a red flame
burned in his cheek; a slight foam flecked
his trembling lips.

He fell into the chair at the table and
looked wonderingly upon the food befure
him; but that which would 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. Baut it
was not hunger that tortured him; it was
thirst—an ApRnlling thirst.

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

“Do not be afraid to give the patient
water,” he murmured, eagerly. “In cases
of febrile debility theg sometimes suffer—
suffer. I d, by all water—
water—water!” Then he fell back with a
groan of agony.
Miss Turpin ran out of the room and
down the stairs; pounded on the door of the
German tailor below, who, with his wite
and five children, were onjoying in eleep
the only immunity granted them from end-
lees labor and toil; bade him fly for the
beet dootor in the neighborhood; ran up
the stairs again like & deer, and found Dr.
Blake insensible, his head thrown back
upon the chair, his eyes half closed, his
;t:lmrou breathing audible in the corrider
ow.
The little German returned with the
vor{ best medical aid in the city, even that
of the eminent Dr. Havershaw himself.
All shis fuss and confusion had aroused
Mr. Shadrach, who followed them up the
stairs aad protruded his long, hairy chin in
the doorway.
“It is, perhaps, best that you should
know, madam,” said the surgeon to li:tle
Miss Turpin, *“‘that it is a doubtful case.
Your husband is in a very critical condi-
tion. If this worthy man will mesist me,
we will get him to bed. Our only hope is a
powerful sedative at once.”

The worthy man alluded to was Mr.
Shadrach, whose eyes almost left their
sockets when he found the dootor repar-
lbno%w put his young lodger in Miss Turpin’s

*Why—why,” he gasped, laoking over at
Miss Turpin, *“this won't do, will ing"’

Mise Turpin bowed her head. She could
not speak, but it seemed to her that her
heart made all the noise that was neces-
sary. Its convulsive throbs moved the
shawl she bad thrown about her should

out her hands with & gesture of entreaty.
Then she slipped from her cbair to her
knees, and from thence to the floor. Now
bad come the supreme moment of torture.
Now her labor, her joy, her life, were done.

A strange face! t face could be
stranger than her own?

“Tat, child ! ” said the doctor; “I thought
ou had more courage. There is ever
‘ope for him. Can’t rvml bear joy as well
a8 you bave sorrow? 1onlv want that he
shall first see the face of his wife, the dear-

est to him in the world.”

He put down his hands to her, but still
she hid her face from his. Her whole frame
trembled. She wished at that moment, so

py seemed her fate, that she could die
re and then.

“QOh, doctor,” said ahe, lifting at 1ast her
ayes to his, “bow can I tell you! How can
I make you know? Iam not his wife ! ”

The doctor drew back coldly, but as her
frank, earnest eyes ocaught his owpn, he
could not resist the innocent pleading there.
She might be a poor Magdelen even, but he
had never seen eo childlike and yet woman-

1y a creature.
“We must think of nothing now but our
atient,” he said, gently; “your face is at
¢ familiar and dear to him.”

“Alas! no,” she said; “it is strange, al-
most unknown. Itis fur better 1 should go
away.”

Then she told the dootor all. And as she
went on to confess how she had dared shel-
ter this poor neighbor of hers, without a
roof to cover him, without money, without
friende, sick unto death, help'ess and
alone—how she had dared at any risk to
shelter bim and to nurse him back to life—
the good surgeon’s eyes blinked under his
shaggy brows. He put his heavy hand in
benediction upon her bowed head.

*Thou good little Samaritan,” he said.

And two big. bollow, handeome eyes upon
the white bed in the corner slso filled with
tears. He was 80 weak, this poor young
Blake, that he could scarcely help sobbing
outright at so touching a story.

“Why—why.” he faltered to himselt, “in
little Mies Turpin’s room! O thou merciful
Heaven! in lirtle Miss Tarpin’s bed! With
the cherry littls fire in the grate to foil yon-
der biting blast, with all the little krick
knacks and furvelows about—the little pic-
tures on the walle, her bird cage at the w n-
dow, and a neat little medicine chest, with
lots of spoons in various doses, each speon
with little Miza Turpin’s name; and to her:
then, under Heaven, I owe mr lite! Ah,
my God, do o to me, and more also, it I
desert hittle Miss Turpin, or let little Miss
Tarpin desert me!”

“And now,” said the sweet, sad voice of
little Miss Turpin, ‘“take me to bis bed-side.
I am foolishly weak: I can scarcely see.
Let me look npon him just once more be-
fore I go. You will tuke care of him now,
dboo.!'or, won't you! But let me say good-

y.

The doctor, und y ly 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, tremblin
bands seize hers in a feeble grasp—the hol-
low, sunken eyes of the student fasten
themselves upon Miss Turpin's face with a
bungry tenderness.

“Oh, no,” he said, “you can not go from
here, not for the world; you see the 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 you,
Miss Turpin. It is, perhaps, a sad fate I
offer you, but, ob! be still more generons—
be my wite. I have, dear little Miss Tur-
pm—ob! I have loved you long!”

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

What mattered it? Can not love be as
strong as life and deep as the sea, howeo-
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 upon the door, to which the worthy
surgeon drew attention enough to set the
pot to boiling.

And now, 1n 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 fanlt with the fate ot little Miss
Turpin!—Harper's Weekly.
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Defented, but Defiant.

A Detroit youth of thirteen, says M.
Quad, sold fifty pounds of old iron and a
piece of lead pipe, a few days ago, and re-
ceived enough money to carry out 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 up, and he established an office in the
cellar 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-
pendeat journal would tl:-{ best, and his
first edition, which consisted of seven copies
of a sheet about as large as an en-
velope, was devoted to iteme of a personal
nature. It was rather a familge sheet aleo,
seven of the eight items in it being hits at
his father and wother, and the lone one was
& bit of advice to his school teacher.
While he was out hunting up advertis-
ing and eoliciting subscribers, his father
luid the type away to shoot cats with, his
mother kindled the fire with the woodem
prese, and when the editor and proprietor
returned he was given a woodshed inter-
view and then wedded to the handle of a
lawn mower. He was yesterday ‘‘holler-
ing” over the alley femce to one of his
friends that he couldn’t be crushed out nor
frigt::uned oft the track by no bloodthiraty
mob, but the prospect ot a new paper ia
dubious.

Laughter as a Medicine.
A gentleman was suffering from an ulce-
rated sore throat, whioh finally became so
;iw.oilon tl!al‘:th life was des of, when

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

Half an hour after, Miss Turpin was alone
again, save for the body of the doctor, that
lay upon the bed. He was helpless there,

rhaps dying; his face was strange and
istorted; his eyes half closed. A con-
fused, unintellizible mumur flowed from
bis lips, his hands clinched and unclinched;
:: times & groan wrung from his

tals.
Miss Turpin's features were pale and hag-

f.ud,hu eyes streaming with tears. Yet
the midst of an anguish that partook of

kg g e .idep?h e
im well. ach person gras is
hand for » moment, and then turning went
out weeping. A gu ape, which had modest-
ly waited ull the last, then advancing and
grasping his master’s band for & minate,
also turned and went away with his hands
to his eyes. This assumption of neos grief,
which it is hardly possible the animal could
have feit, since it could scarcely have com-
prehended the problem of mortality there
80 powerfully presented to the human mind,
was 80 ludicrous in its perfection that the
patient himselt was with an nnoon-
trollable fit of lsughter, which broke the
nlo:aln his throat, whereby his life was
AV

set in the camp scene, the front just d
the footlights, being grand with the war
decorations of guns and carriages, one on
each side, stacked arme, and a pyramid of
drume. Behind the seats for guests was

lanted the headquarters flag of Genmeral
l’u.a., stretohed by wires to show the
golden eagle encircled by the wreath, which
18 the enwign on the field. The field tents
and stools were in the background.

Long before the hour of opening, the bal-
oony and the other parts of the house as-

for invited guests were filled u
with & waiting audience. At twelve o’cloc!
precisely the distinguisbed civic and mili-
m gentlemen invited upon the etage, who

assembled in the green room, marched
out, headed by Major 1 Hanocock and
ex-Governor John A. Dix, of New York;
then came Genersls Sheridan and Sherman,
General Robert Patterscn and General
Cadwallader, Generals Averill, Hooker,
Mclntosh, Ingalle, Beaver, Parke and Self-
ridge, Colonels Anderson and Whipple, ot
Sherman’s staff, and a pumber of other
officers in difterent grades in the regualar
army. Besides theee, there were seated on
the stage, Genaral C. H. I. Collis, Bing-
ham, ox-éovernor Andrew @G. Curtin, ex-
Governor Robinson, of New York; Captain
8. P. & kin, aid-d p to his im-
perial highneess, the Grand Duke Constan
tine of Ruesia, and Captain A. Vander-
h Imperial Russian Guard Artillery.

At half-past twelve o'clock, General Han-
oock, president, called the meeting to order
and made a brief and fitting epeech.

After glyer by the Rev. William Mo-
Vivker, Mayor Stokely was introduced,
and made a s h welcoming the assem-
blage to Philadelphia.

Ex-Governor Dix, of New York, who was
the orator on the ion, was i duced,
and delivered a long and eloguent oration,
in which he dealt specially on the principle
of universal e ipation, and the b
of the late war on the practical embodi-
ment of that principle. The oration con-
cluded as followe: ‘I part with you, then
with the prayer that there may be reeerve
for you many more reunions like this,
though it be with diminished numbers; that
each succeding year, far in the future, may
bring you again together to join your
gratolating hands, to freshen the remem-
b of past iations, and to rejoice
mn the continued prosperity of the Union
which you contriouted by your courage,
your copstancy, and your unconquerable
enduranoce 10 save—endowing your country
with a new tenure of life, and §ivin hope
and oonfidence to the friends of re«iom all
over the civilized world.” The address was
warly applanded.

William Winter, of New York, of the
Tribune, waa pext introduced, and read a
ocommemorative poem. -

After the reading of the ode, spirited ad-
dresees were delivered by Generals Sher-
man, Sheridan and Hooker, Governor Hart-
ranft and ex-Governor Curtin. The ad-
dresses 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:
1

Bright, cn the eparkling sward, this day,
Tue youthtul sammer gleams;

The roses jn the south wi.d play,
The slumberous woodland dreams,

In go'den light, 'neath clouds of fleece
Mid bird songs wi'd and free,

The blue Potomac flows, in peace
Down to the peaceful sea.

1.

No ecko from the stormy past
Alarms the placi! vale;

Nor cannon rear, nor trampet blast,
Nor shattered soldiers wail

There's nothing jeft to mark the strife
The trinmph or the psn,

Where Nature to ber gen«ral lite
Takes back our lives sguun.

m

Yet in your vision ¢vermore
Beneath aftrigh ¢ ' Looe

With ¢ &eh of = wui, wit. 1eek of gore
The martial pa T8 Fiae

Audavivus bauners re the air.

Dark ete eas of Lattle Leigh,
And frartic through the su phurous glare
Raves on the ¢crimson fray.

v,

Not time nor chance nor change can drown
Your memories proud srd high,

Nor pluck your star of greatness down
From glory's deathless sky.

Bor evermore yo ur fame shall bide—
Your valor tijed aud t ue!

And that which makes your country’s pride
May well be prids to you!

v

Forever through the soldier's thought
7 he soldier’s life returns—

Or where the trampled fields are fought,
Or where the camp fire burns,

For him the pomp of morning brings
A thiill nov e else can know,

For him Night waves ker sable wings
O’er many a nameless woe,

vi.

How often face to face with death
In stern suspeuse he stood

While bi:d and ineect held their breath
Within the ambushed wood!

Again be sees the silent hills
With danger’s mera e grin;

And darkly all tLe shudderiug rills
Kun red with blood for him.

viL

For him the cruel sun of noon
Glares on a bristhug plain;

For bim the cold, disasinrul moon
Lights meadows rough with elan.

There's death in every sigut be sees
In every sound he heas;

And suns. t hush and evening breeze
Are sad with prisoned tears.

Vil
Again worn out in midnight march
He sinks beside the track;
Again beneath the lonely arch
His dreams of home come back;
In morning wind the rosesslake
Around h's cottage door.
And titide feet of children make
Their music on the flocr.

The tones thut nevermore on earth
Can bid his pulses ieap

Ring cut again u careless mirth,
Across the val 8 0! sleep;

And where in horrer t splecdor roll
+he waves of viei'ry's tide,

The chosen comrades of his soul
Ale giorious at his side!

X.

Forget! the arm may lose its might,
The tired heart beat low,

The sun from heaven bict out his light,
The west wind cexso to biow,

But while one spark of life 18 warm
Within this muld ef ciay,

His soul will revel in the storm
©f that tremendous day!

I

On mountain elope, in lonely glen,
By fate's divine commund,

Theé blood 01 those devuted men
Has sanctificd tuis land.

The fune1ai moss—but not in giief—
Waves o'er their hallowed rest,

And not in grief the laurel leaf
Drops on the hero's breast.

xi.

Tears for the living, when God’s gift—
The fiiend ot man to be—

Waastes, like the shatter-d spars that drift
Upon the unknown sea'

T ears for the wreck who sinks at last,
No deed of velor done;

But no tears for the soul thet past

yhen Lonor's fight was wun.

X

He takes the band of Heavenly fate
Who iives aua cica for truih!

For him the holy angels wait,
In realms ot endlees youth!

The gruss umn 1is graveis gre:n
With everlasting bloom!

A nd love and bl¢#siugs make the sheen
Of giory round his tomb.

xIv.
M eurn not for them, the loved and gone!
The cause they died to save
Plsnts an eternal co:ner-etone
Upon the martyr's grave;
And eafe fiom all the ilis we pass,
Their sleep is sweet aud low:
€ath req of the mur grass
And dirges of the snow.
xv.

T hat sunset wafts its holies* king
Through evening’s gathe:i: g shades,
That beauty bieaks the heart with blies,

The hour tefore it fades,
T bat music w ems to merge with heaven
Just when ite echo dies,
promise given
Of lite be yend the akies.
VL
M ourn not! In life and dea'h they teach
This thought—this truth- subl me:
T here's Lo wan free except he reach
Beyoud the verge of tims !

8o, beckeniog up the starry slope,
‘Fhey bid our souls to Lve: "

= mﬁ,ﬁp. .;ab..:ﬁﬁ;‘-“«:'
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And sisce Potomae’s wave
There's left but peace.
Be filled at last the open grave,

And let the soriow cease |
xx,

tying Northern pines
‘Their loving whiper flows,

And sweetly where the orange shincs,

'he palm tree woos the 10ee;

Let that tender music run
O’er all the years to be;

Ana Thy t blesain,
Ani 6 us one with Thee !

Six Days in a Dend House.
Three men sat behind the great stove in
the cabin of the Twﬂiﬁht last night on their
way to Troy. “Well,” said the man who
sat in the middle, “I have a grod reason to
remember Bavaria as long as I live.”” Some
curiosity was then expressed, and the man
told a terriole story of suffering and death
st Munich. He said he wae in that city in
1848. He was then & young man, and was
taken ill of eome kind of i fever.

BY AUGUSTA LARNED.

0, life that hidetb 1n the sod,
‘How mm t and bountiful thon art!
Like Asron’s mys ic almond rod,
By miracle the grasees start.
They creep about the naked Jand,
In’nlmu shod they vimbly run.
Thev clothe the rock and deck the sand,
d their velve:s in the sun.

Upon & mighty loom they ply
hhlh’lft{l.ﬂ far and wide,,
Apd woven in *his tapes
Bee buttercups and da nied.
' O,sweet this and humbile home
For all Faith's young that ekip aad play,
This 'neath the dome
Where low a: eve the cattle pray.

O, sweet this fond maternal care

For nameless weods that flower and fade;
And teeming millions flourisb there,

‘The weakest 1aces God has made.
0, sweet to thint when dsy is done,

AM" tired we seek the eo’-on breast,

Like all thas upon the sun,
0o frames boneath this clo:i shall soat.

NASBY.

The Sage of the Cross Roads on Demeo-
cratic Reform—Advice te the Party.
CoNvRDRIT X llonn,}

t

Wich is in the State uv Ke 111_1'&“’6
l.f , 1876,

Another campane is well nigh onto us,
and I teel the blood a bilin in my vanes.
Like the wor hoss tarned out to !llll. I
beer the blare up the trumpet, and I prick
up my ears and tale and cry ha! ha! to the
carnage. I emell the smoke uv the conflict,
and I emell, likewise, the plunder under-
neath that smoke. I see in the distance
and behind that success, post-offis.

After the fourth day he became delirious
and bered nothing distinctly until he
woke up and found himself dead. Then he
went on to describe the manner of dealing
with dead bodies. There is a large vault in
the suburbs of the city called the dead
house. There those who die are hustled off
almost a8 soon as the breatn has left the
body. They remain there twenty days,
and then they are burried if they do not
retarn to life. To each body is attached
two wires connecting with bells which are
numbered and hung in the watohmen’s
room, adjoininiot}l:o ead house. The least
motion of the y 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.

Afier having given these detaile, the man
said that he went into a trance or au un-
conscious condition, and being to all ap-
pearances dead, and being a etranger, his
body was hurried off to the deadhouse. He
bad no consciousness of going there, but
when they straightened him out on the cold
slab he knew what they were doing, but
was powerless to move or speak. When he
honso the great door creak and clang on its
hinges he gave up all hope of ever living
agsin. He thought he was in a tomb that
had been forever sealed. He remembered
nothing more until six days afterward (as

he subsequently learned). There he was,
sitting bolt upright, and the tomb was full
of watch with 1 He did not

for & moment comprehend his eituation.
He thought he bad arrived at heaven or the
aark regions, he didn’t know which, and
that the men with lanterns were there to
convey bim to his final abode.

Then he thought he was dreaming. Then
he looked around him and saw dead bodies
on all sides, and was about to fall backward
when one of the watchmen seized him by
the arm, and, giving him a shaking up, said
in his native language, “Are you dead or
alive!” He jumped up and said, “I’'m alive!
Let me out of here.” He was then taken to
the office, his name recorded, and a physi-
oian sent for. He remained in the office a
day and a night, having taken some stimu-
lants and food, and, feeling well enough, he
was allowed to go on his way. The news of
his resurrection did not seem to create much
excitement, although such things rarely oc-
curred. There were some English and a
few American people there who made quite
a time about it, and a full account was sab-
aeqnentl{ printed in the London papers,
whither he went as 8002 as able to travel.

When he was placed in the tomb the bell
wires were affixed to his hand, but he knew
nothing about it. The bells tingled, the
watchman said, on the night of the first
day of his entombment, but on examining
the body no signs of life could be discov-
ered. But when he tinally came to lite he
pulled the bells so violently that they fell
down. Then the watchmen rushed in, and
found bim as describ« d. They did not seem
terrified in the 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.

In one of the books attributed to Solomon
eternal wisdom is pared to the plant.
tions of rose trees at Jericho. Princess
Nourmahal, the most lovely woman in the
harem of a great mogul, had a canal tilled
with roee water acd rowed about on it with
her august consort. The heat ot the sun

i ged the tial 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 Saladip, who had so much trouble
with hard-fisted Eoglish King Richard and
his tarbulent Christian friends, took Jeru-
salem in 1188 he would not enter the T'em*
ple, which he profanely called a mosque,
until be bad its walls washed with rose
water, and Sanut assures us that
5000 camels were no more than suf-
ficient to oarry the puriftyins liquid.
Also, after the taking of onstanti-
nople by Mohammed II. in 1455, the Church
of St. Sophia was wolemnly purified with
roee-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-
joined 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,
during which they ornament their lampe,
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 could mot under-
stand that pious people could think with
eunanimity of roses when they remembered
the crown of thorns; afterward this hostile
feeling seems to have died out When
Marie Antoinette passed throungh Nanev 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 precious in France t.Ent
& royal license was necessary to grow them.
Charlemagne recommended the caltivation
of the rose in his “Capitulation.” The
Persians of Shiraz stop their wine bottles
with roses, which give the wine a Rleuing
smell, and during the festival of Abrizan,
which takes place during the equinox,
Persian ladies throw roses at each other
when they pay vieits. At Rome it was the
praotioe of the Church to blees 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  promounce with
rticular solemnity on the fourth
unday in Lent, and the golden

rose thus consecrated was given asa mark
of the sovereign Pontiff's favor to some
prince or princess. Alexander III., who
had been received with t honor during
& journey which he made in France, sent
the golden rose to Louis the Young as a
sort of gracetul pli Bubsequent
ly the giving of the golden rose became an
authoritative act by which the Pope offi-
cially recoguized the ﬁ%m of Christian
sovereigns. Thus Urban V. gave the gold-
en rose to Joan, Queen of Sicilly, in 1368,
thereby prefurrin{ her over the K of
Cyprus. Heory VIIL, of England, received
a gulden rose both from Julius IN. and from
Leo )'Ih 'l‘olwnrdd the close of ;hohhn l:::;
tury the golden rose appears ve

qi:en almost indiscriminately to any trav-
eling prince who would pay & sum equiva-

lent to about £400 in fees for it.—Pall Ma
Gacette

Post-offis! Post offis! Deliteful werde!
Wat Democrat is ther that woodent git
enthoosiastic over that prospeck! I shel
go into this campane with my rleeves
rolled up.

This is our last chance for a complete
success. Succese is wat we must hev, and
that we may attain that sucoess I shel throw
out a few words uv admonishn, which wi'l
be apples uv gold sot in pictures of silver.
We gov bin pastrin on barren feelds too
long, and the fut bottoms uv offishl patron-
age kin ofl‘:‘lly come into our hands by acoot
and skillful management.

Bat there is difficulties in the way, no
matter where we turn. Dimocriey is & cu-
rious combinashun—a curious and singular
mixtur. In the East, to be a Democrat is
tobe a burd money man uv the hardest
poesible stripe; in the West, to be & Demo-
crat is to e a soft money man uv the soft-
est possible stripe. Tilden, uv Noo York,
who wood like to carry the Dimocratic ban-
ner to victory, proposes to put onto its
folds “hard money.” Allen, uv Ohio, who
wuz resurrected from his twenty years’
aleep, on purpus to embarrass the party,
proposes to put on the banuer, ef it is given
to him, “soft money, and no end on’t.” Ef
we put up Tilden and hard money, Allen
and soft money kills him—ef we put up
Allen and soft money, Tilden and his
friends hev the sweetest kind uv a knife for
his mnocent throte, and when we come to
tariff and banks there is an ekally onrecon-
cilable differens vv opinyun.

o ile these diffe is impos-
sible. There ain’t o yoose in tryin it, and
I ain’t & goin to. Dodgin is now, ez ever,
the Democrats’ best holt. The man wich
kin lift 200 poundes shows mizg little dis-
creshn wen he strains hisself at 250, and I'm
& man uv discreshn. We must hev nuthin to
do with the questions on wich anybody dif-
fers. Ignorin is wisdom.

There ain’t only one ishco on wich the
Dimoerisy kin plant iteelt with any hope
of success—only one questicn on wich ther
kin be perfert yoonanimity—and that ishoo
is reform! On that we are a yoonit—on
that we can agree ez sweetly ez a spring
mornin.

It is not my judgment alone that I de-
pend onto in this matter. I hev consultid
all the leeders uv the party onto it—that is
all the actooal leeders, them ez actilly oon-
trol things. I writ to that gileless patriot,
Willyum Tweed, Esq., who is now a pinin
on a furrin shoar in consekence uv a cor-
rupt joory, wich enquired ez to wat he hed
done with ten willions auv the public mun-
ney, and wuz not content to his word
fur it that he hed spent it legally. His
anser wuz 8o strikly i accordance with my
noshuns uv that I give the heart uv i::

*‘By all means go into the next canvass
on the ishoo uv reform. The corrupshens
uv the present administrashen, and I may
say uv the Republikin party in general, 18
sich ez to appal the hart uv any lover uv
hiscountry. In my lonely eggsile 1 fre-
kently shed teers wen I think uv the steel-
in that's goin on.

“Let our watchword be ‘Reform and
gurivy in official posishen.” Et my lawyers

in git them inditements agin me equashed
in time I will cum home and help in the
campane. I kin yit controle over 200
o'loons in the lower wards uv the city, and
ef I kin git back I kin orginise my old forse
and restore Tammany to its old posishen ez
the controller uv the Dimocrisy. The trick
uv l;ielpentin hez not bin torgotten, and I kin
handle them fellows ez weli ez ever I
cood. ‘Reform and purity’is my watch-
word.”

Peter B. Sweeny, who is yit in Paris, a
livin ruther quiet than otherwise, waz still
more empbatio. He sez—but I will give
his own words:

“Reform is what we want. I am tired uv
livin abroad, and I want to git back to Noo
York. I want a band in ©comia cam-
pane, for I hev jist as much power ez ever,
ef I kin only ‘li.;tho oussid Republikine out
uv the way. e repeeters amn’t ded yit;
and ez ship loads uv patriotie Irishmen, who
are willin to take offis ez soon ez they land
are a comin evorf d.f' I kin 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 carrency, tariff, and all
them miner questions are squelched, and
the battle is fought on the simple question
uv reform and personal cffishl posishn we
we kin win it. Reform is our watchword,
and that is what I insist upon. Iam ab-
sent, but not forgotten.”

Connolly, who is residin in Belgium,
where there is no extradishun treaty, and
consekently where the laws uv the United
States torchntly can’t reech him, wich
makes him entirely independent uv the
country wich he hez adoptid, writ me a let-
ter in wich he give me his views ez to the
sitnashun, wich is ez follers:

*“l1 hev only wun intrest in the ensooin
eleckshun—only wun. A lonely eggsile on
a furrin shoar, I cast my eyes longin ly to
my native land, and yearn far it. nee
me and the rest uv old Tammany left
Ameriky I hev observed with more disgust
than I kin put language too, the oorrup-
shens that hev eeten out the hart uv the
country of my adopshun, I' earnestly hope
that the Dimocrisy will take hold uv it in
earnest and reform it. What we want is
purity. Owing to ocircumstances—which
the same is indictments—I can’t come back
persnelly to assist in the shindy, but I
pledge to yoo the yose of my old and staunch
repeaters in the lower wards of Noo York,
wich, ef they kin depend onto hevin their
expensis paid and their whaok in the offices,
and in contraz after the eleckshune, kin be
dependid on to do the work jist ez good ez
ever they did. Let the platform be heavy
and solid for purity and reform.”

. Oskey Hall wants reform and purity, and
:II: m}h a8 :oz ln; is wgin t; give a fourth nv
e forchoon he made when he
ritlehbo‘;er g g:eod B it
ev hee m em all. The Democrisy
of the sixth ward of Noo York, wher I
wunst rus a small grosery, are to a man for
reform. Pendleton wants reform, and every
man wich wuz turned out of offis when
Johnson went out is a clamorin for it.

The Sot_lt.l:ern_ Demoorisy wants reform.
They say in their letters to me: “Give us
& reform platform, and we'll put away our
shotzuns and keep our hand off the ni;
till atter eleckshns, shoor. We won't insist
on our rites to kill niggers and keep 'em
from hevin anything to do with mat-
tefs, till the eleckshun of a Dimocratio
President gives us a rite todo ez we please.”
Their constant remark is: “Go in heavy
for reform, and make that the one ishoo.”

The dooty uv the party is cleer. Give us
s platform | entirely onto reform. We
kin onn{nit. It is & great many yeerssence
We wuz in power, and by this time the peo-
ple hev forgotten us an: they will take us
eezy. If we do this we kin succeed beyond

The millenium ain’t cum yet,

Y
nor hes there bin especial ¢ in
es and the

thin, Wi P
) g8, ® hev the
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ﬁﬁm. lzb:l when things is jist ez
ez they gan
ov to the Dimoorisy » change

t we want is » good uonth-ﬂ]lm plat-
form wich looks well, and wich the people
will be satistied with. Troo, what is prom-
ised afore elecshun and what happens after-
ward is 2 thlw.bnt let to-morrow take

. Wat we want now is suocess.
PETROLEUM V. NASBY,
(gbhhputobol'ummar).

A Rat Stery of Pike’s Peak.

crevices and cavernous passages at the
mit of Pike’s Peak, says a co ent of
the Pueblo Chieftain, have recently become
formidable snd dangerous. These animals
are xnown to feed upon s saccharine
that percolates through the pores of
rocke, uppuontls{ uvpheaved by some vol-
oanio action. Bin y
the government signal station on the snm-
mit of the Peak, at an altitade of nearly
15,000 feet, these animals have acquired &
voracious appetite for raw and uncocked
meat, the scent of which seems to impart to
them a ferocity rivaling the fiercensss of the
starved Siberian wolf. The most sin
trait in the character of these animals is that
they are never seen in the daytime. When
the moon down her queenly light
upon the summit they may be seen in
1 b ping d among
the rocky bowlders that crown the barren
waste, and dnrlni. the warm summer
months they may be seen swimming and
sporting in the waters of the lake, a short
tance below the§Peak, and of a dark,
cloudy night their trail in the water is
marked by a sparkling light, giv:f the wa-
ters of the lake a bright and silvery a)
se-nlme. A o?t'l': days since Mr. Jobn
'Keefe, one © government operators
at the signal station upon the Peak, return-
ed to his post, with him upon s pack
animal & quarter of beef. It beinf late in
the afternoon, his colleague, Mr. Hobbs, im-
mediately left with the pack animal for the
Springs. Soon after dark, while Mr. O’Keefo
was engaged in the office forwarding might
dispa! wiu to Denver and Wi ,
bhe was startled h{ s loud scream
from Mrs. O'Keefe, who had retired fcr
the night to an adjoining bedroom, and
who come rushing into the office, scream-
ing, “The rate! the rate!” Mr.
with great gmunoo of mind, immediately
drew around his {wife a ecroll zink plating,
whioch prevented the animals from climbing
upon her and although his own per-
son was almost literally covered with them,
he succeeded in encasing both of hislegs
each in a joint of stovepipe, when he com-
menced a fierce and deeperate struggle for
the preservation of life, being armed with
s heavy cane. Hundrede were dutr:s'od
on every side, while they still seemed to
ur with increasing numbers from the
om, the door of which had been left
open. The emtire quarter of beef was
eaten in less than five minutes, which
seemed to only sharpen their appetite for
an attack upon Mr. O'Keefe, whose hands,
face and neck were terribly lacerated.
the midst of the warfare Mrs. O'Keefe man-
aged to reach the office, from which she
threw a coil of electric wire over her hus-
band that sprang outward and epread iteelf
over the room, then, grasping the valve in
the battery, she ured all ite terrible
power upon the In an instant the
room was all ablez»s with electric light, and
hundreds were killed by the shock, when
the sudden appearance of daylight, made
such by the coruscation of ths heavily
charged wire, cansed them to take refuge
among the crevices and caverns of the
mcuntain, by way of the bedroom window,
through which they bad forced their way.
But the saddeet part of this night adventare
upon the Peak is the destroying of their in-
fant child, which Mrs. O'Keefe thoaght she
had made secure by a heavy covering of
bed clothing. But the rats had fornnd sheir
vng to the infant, oniy two months old,
and left pothing of it but the led and
naked skull. Drs. Horn and Anderson have
just returned to Colorado Springs from the
Py It was thought at first that the left
arm of Sergeant O'Keefe would have to be
amputated, but they now believe it can be
saved.—Denver News.

Perpetual Fire.

In the neighborhood of Baku, on the
Caspian sea, there is a phenomenon of &
very extraordinary nature, called the ever-
lasting fire, to which a sect of Indians and
Persians, called Gaurs, pay religious wor-
ship. It is situated about ten miles from
the city of Baku, in the province of Shirvan,
on & dry, rocky piece of ground. On it
there are several ancient temples bailt 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 Eollow cane,
from the end of which issues a bine tiame.
The worshipers affirm that this flame has
continued ever since the deluge, and they
believe if it were suppressed in that place
it would bréak out in another. At a short
distance from this temple thera 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
color 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
by taking up two or three inches of the
surface and applying a lighted lamp the
g:rt uncovered immediately takes fire, even

fore the flame touches it. The flames
make the soil hot, but do not consume it
gor :ﬂ‘eot what is near with any degree of

108!

It is said that eight horses were once con-
sumed by this fire under a roof where the
surface of the ground had been turned up,
and by some accident had ignited. If &
cane or tube of paper be set about two
inches into the ground, closed with earth
below, and the top of it touched with a live
coal 8 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 pot, and
are sometimes used to cook victuals. The
flamee have a sulphurous smell, but are in-
offensive.

- An Old Book.

e trustees of the British Museum have
lltoll]y parchased a remarkable little *Horas
sum Sorun”—*Book of Hours,” -
ing to the use of Sarum—printed on vellum,
which lormug belonged to Prince Arthur,

eldest son of Henry VII., and first hus!
of C-thumo‘oi Arragon. On the last leaf
is an insoription stating that the book was
& present from Prince Arthur to Thomas
Poyntz, **Armegero pro corpore Illmi Regis
Anglie Henrici VIL,” i. ¢, esquire for the
y ot King Henry VIL, underneath
which, at the foot of the page, is an un-
doubted signature of Prince Arthar himself
in French, “ Arthuris Prince.” Of this auto-
graph only one other ©copy is known. that
namely in the Cottonian collection of manu-
soripts in the British Museum. On the first
leaf of this *‘Book of Hours” is the signatare
C. Somerset, being in all likelihood that of Sir
Charles Somerset, afterward Baron Rag-
land, and in 1514 oreated Earl of ‘Worcester.
He was the executor to Henry VII. and
Hrd Chamberlain to Henry VIIL In the
to this v P ding the
prayere, there are obituary notices in man-
uscripts of several members of the Poyntz
family. Of this family there were two
branches, one in Gloucestershire, and the
other in Essex. A merchant of Antwerp of
this name befriended Tyndale when at
Antwerp, and even lod him in his own
house. When Tyndale was arrested for
heresy in 1535, Poyntz wrote to his
brother, who filled some office in the Eng-
lish court, in his favor, but with no effect.
In the name and character of “Poine,” the
frlns d of Hal, it is possible that
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