T L] I - : 2 i I._ . - : .‘ - - d - - - - 5 == I:_. t T
A NEW YORK LOVE SONG. room for 3 pin’s head to make its way among | Penn. in his revivals, offers yp prayers for|  ONLY A NEWSPAPER. cket-book lo i VR R S e
e A |k s g | e Wy ot by b i O TEWSPAFER. | pocet-book in th leor onede overout | b ather man i companion nere s
the t. ‘Is there no " in done of the [ ners? ~They are the ones who: need |° 2 newmperlu Quick read, quick los E:,ng somewhat the worse for vt hel were bis id sk g
1 love you, Love, for good orill, . sw‘eelmt veices I ever heard in my life. | prayers. ) ! EXAE . ngo"m' treasure ;::‘t, ‘i:*.m ht:nco sat down by the office- stove, feﬂ uleep' iy “ -;::::a“his‘sc:u?ﬁn& %
Tiovs you, love, stng heart, and wil, oriefl.lt.fetyo::dm' + Logs down!") Noristown Herald: An artidle in an sg. | cout? ¢ counts thY | and tao pecket-book dropped to the floor. | 24,000 Indians on the first Sunday of v
For lombahr':hu or sunny; Then a bonnet appeared, with one of the ricultural r is called ‘'Howto Eat | Btar-eved intelligence! He awoke in half an hour and hurried to | month at 8 o'clock a. m., and it was,
And yetI P‘%ﬁr .%’D most lovely m"&pit n can ).Illm:..e e,and Strawberries.” A man who doesn’t know And ye, the nameless! Best beloved hoat! the bank. Armiving there he f;mld no | pected that every man would be ‘t. or -
For oh! one £, 1:»:0‘E ubt doth thrill— | - o e tender SFF!IIJ:M it, un.glznd.ing' how to eat strawberries should be compell- lxﬂ 5 b 0 went | with a sufficient excuse. As they hadto-

My dariing have you

1love you, Love; I love you, Love;
Butoh! you muss have money.

A sweet rose is a rose, my Love;
Yet it holds no honey.

The busy bee he will not stay,
But humming airs he hies away,

To find a roge with honey.

CaoBUs—I love you, Love; I love you, Love;
But oh! you must have money.
— Joaquin Miller.

A DIVING-BELLE, -
Or the Most Romantic Incident in My Life
By W. Payn, Esq.

Seventeen was just the age at which I
firat met Charlotte Elizabeth—under water.
‘What think you of that? Are not such ecir-
cumstances of first love new? Permit me
also to add, with my band upon my heart,
that they are moreover true.

It was on a Saturday afternoon, which

. was a boliday at our office in the city, and I

was spending it in the improvement of
mind at the Polytechnic Institute, London.
had sat in the stately hall—which is some-
thing between a theater and a dissectin,
room—to behold the wonders of science;
had gazed upon that wondrous ap tus
for learning to swlm upon dry land, until
my limbs-were on the point of ‘‘strikin,
out” for an im shore, and I ha
gazed upon the electrical eel to repletion—
when a great bell was rung, snd a sonorious
voice exclaimed: ‘‘Experiments connected
with the diving bell!” Upon this
a great rush was made from all parts of the
building to that circular pond of clear,
green water, the excessive depth of which
has alwayr been a marvel to .me. Into
whose cellar does it descend? What sewer
does it forever threaten with untimely
flushing? From what fountains do its
llucid waves arise? Then the intrepid
iver made his toilet in the presence of the
company, being loaded with heavy weights,
as though he were some desperate criminal,
and having oh his head a helmet fixed, to
be presently screwed round by the assist-
ants—a proceeding which appeared to the
unscientific eye like wringing his neck.
Covered with polypi in the shape of india
rubber tubing, this monster tadpole clum-
sily descended by an iron ladder into the
pond, the bottom of which was already
strewed with half-pence. After these we
could plainlysee him waddle and stoop,
made more hideous than before by the
watery medium—foreshortened, at right
angles to himself, exaggerated, dispropor-
tioned, slow—the most horrible picture of
cupidity that the mind is capable
of conceiving, Above him arose
Jarge and noisy bubbles, and now and
then he would emerge as to his head and
shoulders, and tap his metal helmet with
the half pence, to let us know—as though
we had not watched his horrid movements
all along—that he had picked them up, In-
credible as it may nEPear, I was "attracted
toward this amphibious pursuit of his; I
felt as though I too should like to_explore
those airless depths, and make my business
in those mighty waters. When he came out
at last, like a two-trunked sea-elephaat,
and bowed in his repulsive manner to the
gpectators, I was almost afraid that he was
going to offer “any lady or gent” the loan
of his apparatus, I was infinitely relieved
when I saw it putaway in a cupboard, for
now no unnatural temp#ition—

“Any lady or gent for the diving-bell?”
exclaimed the sonorous voice., ‘‘The ma-
chine is now about to descend.”

My heart came into my mouth, and then
retired about half way down my throat as I
should judge. My extremites became cold as
ice as Igasped out: ‘‘Stop a minute; take me
in, please do.” The crowd that had already
surrounded the machine parted to left and
right to let me paas. There was not the
least hurry, of course; but if I had not
spoken at once, I should not have done so
st all. I was the first volunteer for this
tremendous enterprise, and an object of
great publie interest.

“I wouldn't do it myself for a 'underd
pound,” observed one gentleman, for the
purpose of reassuring me, I conclade; and
a friend of his reF ied: ‘‘No, nor yet for
two; it's what I call fool'ardy.”

I passed the litle barrier; I gavethe man-
ager the requisite shilling for the submar-
ine passage; and I crept under the great
goggle-eyed bell amid quitea popular ovo-
tion A narrow seat ran around the interior of
the machine; the atmosphere seemed close
even as it was, and the light was dim, al-
though we were as yet in the
of the living, 1 perceived, how-
ever, n shining substance immedi-
ataly opposite to me, which turned out to
be a boy covered with buttons—the page of
the establishment, whose dreadful e it
was to descend, I don’t know how many
times a day, in company with subaqueous
amateurs. He had a rope in his band, that
hung dowm from the top of the bell, and
which I fondly imagined communicated
with the scientific authoritiss, so that we
could be hoisted up again at a moment's
notice by a ; but this confidence
was entirely misplaced. A certain round

ot with a number of little round holes—

e the top of a sink—was the sole orna-
ment of the ::Eartment in which we were;
and through this was to come the air we
breathed. To say that I would gladly have
got out again and sacrificed my shilling, is
to give a very feeble idea of my state of
repentence. I would have given forty
shillings to be once more ﬁuzing—nndar
the light of heaven—at the least remark-
able object of interest in the
institution. All the crimes I had
ever commiilted duringa checkered life
seemed to crowd in upon my recollection.
I made the most ardent resolutions for con-
ducting myself for the future after a dif-
ferent fashion—if I should only be per-
mitted to ‘emerge alive out of that bell. It
is true that there was vet time forme to do
89, for the director was still teuting for
pass rs, but I hadn’t the maral courage
for such a step asthis, I could not have
descended amid the same crowd which had
applauded my intrepidity, to experience its
scornful jeers, I perceived the same feel-
ings were actuating two other individuals
who now joeined us; they, too, cast wistful
glances at the mouth of the bell, und were
evidently contemplating in their minds the
most salient points in their past wicked
lives.

“‘You had better put your legs up, gen-
tlemen,” said the page, “there will ge glﬁesﬁ
chance of falling out at the Bottom when
we get under water.”

“Less chance!” gasped I, as I hastened
to obey his suggestion. *‘Vo you mean to
say there is any chance?”

‘“Well, yon must sit quite still, of course,
or there's no knowing what will happen.
E;_Ju : will be safe enough, however, like

18." k

We had all got our feet in each others’
laps, forming quite a reticulation of legs
beneath us, so that, if we fell at all, it must
needs have been altcgether, when the di-
rector suddenly exclaimed:

‘‘By your leave, gentlemen, there’s a
lady coming.”

“A lady coming! Where on earth is she
to come to?" inquired I. There was not

the bell full of legs—which it was -
gible to resist. I sidled nearer tonrdamp:;e
ggo, in whom I hadsome sert of confi-

nce, and made room for this charming
creature on my left hand. It was before
the days of crinoline, but she wore some
gauzy garment which, as she took her seat,
flowed over all the others, and seemed to
leave her alone with me and the page who,
except as a scientific assistant, I considered
as robody. :

“Is there andv danger?”asked she in soft
low tones, and putting her hand upon mine
in order to steady herself, for she very
little o sit upon. “I almost regret that I
ventured to come.” .

“Oh, say not s0,” returned I. “*Hold on
to me. You may squeeze my hand as tight
a8 you please; that is the only way to keep
youself from falling.”

Even in that dim bottle-gresn ﬁh t, Isaw
a lovely blush steal over her cheek,
but she did take hold of my hand, and held
it Eratty tight, too.

What an oppression I feel about my
forehead!” observed she, “my brain seems
on fire."”

“So does mine, my dear young lady,” re-
pli.edt I: “‘and my heart goes pit-a-pat, pit-

a-pat.’

P‘ascb does mine,” said she. “I am told
the phenomenon happens in all these sub-
marine excursions.”

“Why, we ain't off yet,” observed the
page, confempously. who had been (most
unjustifiably) listening to our conversation.
I should perhaps have rebuked him, but at
that moment the awful bell swung out
from terra firma and we baheld beneath us
the cool and treacherous wave. -

““What a terrible situation!” ejaculated
my fair companion.

“Not altogether,” returned 1, with a pres-
sure of the fingers. .

‘“We are leaving all behind us—or at
least above us,” added she, for even in that
awful moment her native correctness did
not desert her? *‘‘Heaven preserve us,what
was that?"” )

A cannon appeared to have gone off im-
mediately outside my eye, and then it went
on firing a salute—and didn’t stop then.

I trembled llke an aspen-leaf, but not so
much as the beautiful being who relied up-
onme for succor. We leaned up against
one another for mutual support. With my
left arm I mechanically encircled her waist,
with my right hand I grasped half a dozen
of the page's buttons. On one side of me
was Poetry; on the other, Science.

“What are those dreadful guns?” inquir-
ed the young lady.

‘‘Guns!” cried the page, laughing.
‘““That’s only the tinpaniem of your eara
busting, bless yer. It'll get wuss and wuss,
and the top of your'ed will like to fly off, as
it seems to you, before we gets to the bot-
tom. Acomin’up, you'll like it better.”

“Dear girl,” whispered I, in tones of
comfort, “you will find it some relief to lay
your head upon my shoulder.”

She did so, and I caught her broken
tones inquiring what was that dreadful
thing that kept beating against the bell, as
though it wanted to get in among us.

“‘I hope and trust, my good boy,” said
she, addressing the Fﬂnge with sudden ani-
n;:ll:;'i'on, “‘that it not that electrical
e

I do believe, if I had not had fast hold
of that boy by his buttons, that he would
have fallen off his seat into the water, in a
paroxysm of mirth, and left us without any
protector.

“Lor’ bless ye, miss,” replied he, when
he got breath enough to do so, ‘‘that’s the
beating of the hair pump, that is;if that
was to stop for arf a minute, it would be
all Hookey witk us in this "ere bell.”

“Hookey!" ejacqlated the térrified young
creature. ‘‘What dreadful language he
does use. You haven't got a waterproof
coat on, have vou, sir?”’

I trembled as the dear girl made this ex-
traordinary inquiry, for I thought thatter-
ror was depriving her of reason. Could
she imagine that an overcoat would save
us ever so many fathoms under water as we
now were?

“Alas, no!” said I, thinking it best to hu-
morher. “I left my waterproof coat above
and also my umbrella,”

“I asked,” returned she, “because I geem
to breath nothing else but India-rubber.”

Perhaps it was this peculiar atmosphere
which erased her words, as it were as soon
asshe had uttered them, that compelled me
to keep my cheek right close to hers, to
cateh the precious tones.

‘‘They pump the air through India-rub-
ber tubes,” I answered.

“How wise you are,”; said she admiringly.
“How nice it must be to knew ev ing."”

“Yery nice, please, to tull me, therefore,
what name gou bear in the upper world. I
have read of sirens and mermaids. ‘“‘How
dare you touch that lady’s dress?"’ cried I,
with excessive indignation, as the scientific
page made a sudden snatch at her petti-
coats, -

‘They was a-gettin’ intothe water, that's

why,” returned the youth, with sulkiness.
‘“‘Don’t you go a-hollerin' at me. It's my
duty to take care of all as come down here,
and I have my ‘orders about their petti-
coats,”
““My poor boy,” said I, “‘here is halfa
crown for you, I am sorry I talked so loud,
because water conducts sound with great
facility, and they may bave heard me up
above. All that passes among ourselves
here shonld be respected, as beingof a
private nature.”

‘‘Mum is the werd,” observed the page,
and he winked with an air of supernatural
and submarine cunning at the unconscious
Charlotte Elizabeth—for it is needless to
say that the enchanting young mermaiden
was she.

Almost immediately afterwards we b?';im
to ascend; every instant the guns fired with
less distinetness, and we became more like
our usual selves. Butduring the few min-
utes that we had been immersed, I bad ex:
perienced a complele metamorphosis—I
had “suffered a sea chanﬁe into something
rich and strange.” I had descended fancy
free; I arose a captive to the Diving Belle.

The rest of the courtship was of the ordi-
nary description, and terminated in the us-
ual way.

Witicisms.

Boston Globe: Dr. Mary Walker has pe-
titioned the New York legislature for Ros-
coe’s seat. This is another evidence that
the sex pants for power. -

Philadelphia News: Receipt for becom-
ing msthetic: One dictionary of art terms,
three eil painting;ﬁand a job lot of old
crockery ware. ix. *No brains are re-
quired.

“‘Biddy,"” said a lady to her servant, ‘‘I
wish you would step over #nd see how
old Mrs. Jones is this morning.” Inafew
minutes Biddy returned with the informa-
tion that Mrs. Jones was seventy-years,
seven months, and twenty-eight days old.

QOarsmen have to have pretty long arms
when they hug the shore.

Boston Post: ‘‘Nothing,” hesaid, “would
induce me to harm a hair of my wife’s
head.” Durned old skinflint! He knéw it
cost money, and was too economical to de-

stroy property.
Texas Siftings: We notice that Major

erel.

HOWMR.BROWN TENDEDTHE BABY.

Mrs. Brown had shopping to d ic-
ular shopping that no one but
could attend to; but what should she do
with baby? BShe couldn’t take him
her and if ghe left him at home he was
sure to have colic and scream himself to
death, or get hungry and in either case no
one could manage himas well as herself.
Mr. Brown was sure hehad seen enough in
four months of Baby's existence to take
care of him for an hour or two, so “Mrs.
Brown donned bat and cloak and after
many directions in regard #6 anise seed tea,
warm feet jogging the cradle, pins, etc.,
sallied forth.

Brewn sat quietly in his chair for about

ten minutes, and then he to grow
tired of nothing livelier $han the ticking of
the clock, and think that tending Baby was

not such exciting sport,afterall. He fidgeted
about a few minutes, muttering to himself,
“I wish the little rascal would wake up; I
guess I'll look at him, but I'll be real quist
about it, for I wouldn't disturb him for
anything; no, not for the world.” so he tip-
toed over to the cradie, and after gazing a
minute at the anconscious youngster, it oc-
curred to him to feel if its feet were warm,
80 he stripped off the covers and turned up
the long skirts, and aftor a few minutes’
examination, he concluded that there was
nothing the matter with Baby's feet.

“I'don't wantto disturb him,” he gaid
again, “‘but I gness I'll turn him over on
his side; 'taint good for babies to lie in one
position so long; it makes 'em tired;” so he
turned and patted and fussed, until he suc-
ceeded in doing what he was dying to do—
get Baby to open his eyes.

**Oh, Laby, you're awake, ain't you? he
said, as he pretended 1o be astonished,
*‘Well, papa’ll fake you right up before you
cry. Yes, yes, so he will; there.

But Baby did not want to be taken up; he
wanted to be let alone, s0 he puckered up
his mouth and began to cry. Brown trotted,

tted, coaxed, felt of its feet, looked for

ut nothing would quiet it. After dosing it
with anise-seed tea, it eased up a little, and
Brown exerted himself to the utmost to
amuse it. He drummed on the stove,
swung the ivy-holder, until the floor was
covered withdb'r;l;gn branches, picked up
the guitar an e two strings trying to
show Baby how to ‘‘ring the bells,” littnz the
gas to make it brighter, Enu.ilt prramids with
the slop-jar and wash-pitcher, went to his
wife's worsted bag and took the brightest
zephyrs to play ball with, and yet the baby
was only half happy. Then the anxiouns
father thought of the work-box, immedi-
ately emptied spools, scissors and thimble
on the bed, and began showing Baby the
numbers on the 18, trying the thimble
first op the little’E:;ers and then on the
toes, telling him how the scissors could be
made to do such wonderful work, but Baby
was deaf, dumb and blind toit all; no or-
dinary amusement could break the even
tenor of his crying way. |

Brown began to get ruffled. It might
even be said, not only ruffled but pretty
well fluted; but after threatening dark clos-
ots and wolves without any visible effect on
his babyship, he straightened out into plain
Brown again. He put on baby's cap and
cloak, hoping to deceive him into good
humor; he showed him the pictures in the
family HEible, and after explai them to
the unheeding child, he turned to the record
and Eroved to him that beyond a doubt Le
had been born, for there was the name,
written four montha previous,“Baby Brown,
born——." Baby looked, and seemed to
have a faintidea of something; and then,
as he caught sight of the “married” column,
and saw his mother'’s name he burst into
screams again, louder than before.

Brown was only one door from crazy by
this time. He through the wash-
stand drawer, and - finding an old set of
“gtore teeth” offMrs.Brown's—or his own—
held them friumphantly before the child.
Thechild kicked * * * The teeth were
never found.

Happy thought! One cracker pounded
fine, one teaspoon of sugar, one corner of
his already soiled handkerchief, and Brown,
advanced toward baby, this time lingi?.
‘‘See, the Conquering Hero Comes.” He
took Baby in his arms still singing, happily
and victoriously, when Mrs. Brown return-
ed. Her first question was, “How did
Baby behave?”

*‘Oh, tiptop; no trouble at all.”

o Gl‘y any ™

*‘Ye-es, a little; nothing tospeak of; it's
the easiest thing inthe world to amuse
him; I'll take care of him any day you
want to run ont.”

“What's the matter with my ivy?"”

“I just discombobberated it a little
swinging it for the baby.”

“What's the slop jar and the pitcher do-
ing in the middle of the floor?”’

: &T Est give Baby an illustration of a pyra-
mid.

“And my worsted—what of that?”

“Baby was playing bawl, I guess.”
“Hum, yes; Baby broke the guitar strings
too, Isuppose.”

“Oh, no; Baby didn't do that; I did it
showing him how tqring the bells,”

“And this thing in his mouth?”

“That? Why that's—that’'s—you know, a
little sugar tied up in the corner of my
handkerchief: a little comfort or comsola-
tion, as it were, so to speak.”

Mrs Brown only looked, but such a look;
it fairly pushed Brcwn out of the house,
but as he de!nrted, she beard him saying
hysterically, ‘‘any time,” ‘“‘only too happy,”
“no trouble;” ‘‘great pleasure,” “easily
amused,” “too happy, too happy.”

Excerpts From Authors.

Schlegel: Literature is the immortality
of speech.

Addison: He that sips of many arts
drinks of none.

Ricard: It is in learning music that many
young bearts learn love.

George Eliot: The purest treasure mor-
tal times &fford is'spotless reputation.

Disraeli: A definition of liberty—do as
others do, and never knock men down.

Walter Savage Landor: No ashes is
lighter than incense, and few things burn
out sooner.

Shakespeare: Ob, it is excellent to have
a giant’s strength, but it is tyrannous to use
it like a giant. X

Ingersoll: Kearon is the light of thesoul,
and if you haven't the right to follow if,
what have you the right to follow? _

Anon: Fancy is imagination in her
youth and adolescence. Fancyis always
excursive; imagination, not seldom; is se-
date.

Brittain: This is the luxury of musie; it
touches every key of memory, and stirs all
the hidden springs of sorrow and joy.

A despatch from Montreal states that
private advices from Newfoundland say
that more codfish have been taken ap *to
this date for the season along the shore
than at any similar period during the last
quarter of a century.

;u't recalls more than one vanished

'ace, !

‘8Struck from the rank of toilers—early lost,
And leaving not a trace.

oh:m_vi_! l;ennghmamn o:btgz_gma!
of giving from 088 0 s
One loaf of Isurel sk ped T tend ot

Take ye, O, early alain.

Though in the authors’ pantheon, no niche ob-
scure

Your waning names can hold forever fast,
'The seeds of truth ye blow afar are sure

To spring and live at last.
On lonely wastes, within the swarmi
In silent dream, in speaking deeds of men:
Quick with momentum from your deathleas
Your thoughts will live again.
—Mary Clemmmer Ames

A QUEER STORY.

How an Attorney Settled a Very Compli-
: cated Case.

A certain-prosecuting attorney in the in-
terior of New York state, in relating stories
of his youth, told the writer the following:
The business of a very busy week was over
and I was sitting one Saturday night, en-
joying a few moment's relaxation, when an
old merchant insisted on seeing me. Mr.
Nesmith was very rich, and commanded re-
spect outwardly from the community, but
I, who knew his inner life, was aware that
he pursued a course of dissipation and pro-
fligacy ill+ suited to his years and standing.
He was in a state of great excitement and
mdignation, and was determinad to get a
warrant for the arrest of his confidential
clerk, William Stonington, on a charge of
embezzling $1,700.

The tylmng man had been in his employ-
ment for years, and bore an unspotted
character. I kmew him well, and would
not credit the aceusation. Therefore I re-
fused a warrant until Monday, when I
could examine into the matter,

Mr. Nesmith, late in life, had married a
very pretty girl, and was thought to dote
upon ber, while she delighted in being “an
old man's darling.” She was one of those
guileless creatures who seem all innocence
and confidingness.

On Monday morning while I wasawaiting
Nesmith, his wife was announced, and re-
quested a conversation.

Like her husband she was extremely ag-
itated, but from a different cause. After
much stammerine, blushing, and circumlo-
cution, I drew from her that she wanted a
warrent to arrest her husband for adultery.
1 was thunderstruck. I argued that there
must be rome mistake—that his devotion
to her was well known. She laughed iron-
ically, and confessed that her apparent
happiness was all a mockery to deceive the
world; that in reality they lived a cat-and-
dog life; but for their children they would
long ago have separated, but that now for-
bearance ceased to be a virtue. She had,
she averred, the most convincing proofs of
his infidelity.

When I demanded what they were, she
replied that her physician would inform
me. I tried to appease her, butin vain. All
I could do was Lo put her off till the follow-

ing Monday.

m%he had searcely left the office when her
husband called about the clerk’s embezzle-
ment, as I supposed. He, too, wished to
consult me in the most confidential manner
—not about the Stonington matter, but
about his wife! He had discovered that
she was untrue to him! I was even more
thunderstruck than at the wife's chaige,
and when I inquired, as in her case, what
proofs he could adduce, he replied to the
same effect as she had. However, I man-
aged to put him off until the ensuing Tues-
day on &M malter, and the next day on
that of the clerk.

The next morning back came Mrs. Ne-
smith. I told her it was before the ap-
pointed time, but she said she had another
matter to consult me about, and very im-
portant. It was just after New Year's and
her bill had been sent in by the principal
drygoods merchant of our city. On exam-
ining the articles she found a silk dress and
a shawl charged to her she had never got,
but she had seen them worn by Miss Par-
meter, a young woman who had been in
her house for a couple of years as gover-
ness and seamstress. Evidently the wo-
man had obtained the goods under false
pretenses, and she wanted her arrest.

This was getting pretty thick. I dismies-
ed her for a few days, promising her faith-
fully that the affair should be attended to,
‘and justice meted out to the guilty party.
I sent for my shrewdest detective, ana put
this complicated ease in his hands.

He succeeded in aserlaining the where-
abouts of the missing clerk,and determined
without a doubt that the silk dress and
shawl were, as charged by the wife, in pos-
session of the governess. When I got the
whole story I sent for all the parties con-
cerned, inviting them separately, and with-
out the knowledge of the other (o come to
my office at a certain hour on a certain day.

2‘[!my came in one by ene, looking aghast
and turniug white as they discovered each
other’s presence. ;

When they were assembled I addressed
them individually, without explaining any-

thing or any preliminary remarks.
I first addressed myself to the old man,
saying:

““Mr. Nesmith, you wanted a warranl
against this clerk for embezzlement?”

“Yes, sir,” he answered severely.

Young Stonington nearly jumped from
his chair with astonishment and indigna-
tion.

““Mrs. Nesmith you wanted a warrant
against your husband for infidelity?"” -

“Yes, sir,” she said, stoutly, “and I'll
bave it, too.” -

Nesmith could only stammer out:

““What!"

‘‘And you, sir, wanted a warrant against
your wife for infidelity?"

““YWhat!” she gasped, looking as if she
was_going to faint. :

“Yes, sir, and I will have it,” says Nes-
mith Then I continued speaking to the
wife, pointing to the seamstress, who, the

icture of innocence, had, up to this, kept
P ing from one to the other as if to ask
how all this turpitude cencernéd her.
“‘And you furthermore, Mrs. Nesmith,
wanted to arrest Miss Parn:enter for ob-
hininﬁrgoods under false pretenses.”

As Nesmith bowed assent,the seam-
slress etarled from her seat pals with fright
and amazement. I did net spare them in
the lanations I inade them of this quad-
ruple io. First, I showed that the
husband had been maintaining for some
time illicit relations with the pretty seam-
stress; had presented her with the dressand
shawl, and by some fatal oversight bhad
omitted to caution the salesman not to put
the items in hig wife's bill.

After the wife had expressed her triumph
at having been right as regarded her hus-
| band’s laxity of conduct and baseness of
principle, I adducted conclusive proof of
her liaison with Stonington, from whose
indiscriminate amorous tendencies sprang
that indubitable evidence which convinced
both husband and wife of each other’s in-
fidelily. As to the matter of the embezzle-
ment, it appears that on the Saturday after-
noon prior to his call on me in the avqnuﬂ?;

the old merchant had had $1,700 in

E:coket-book. It was 3 o'clock.
k to the store, made inquiries, and was
told that Stonington had been seen to rush
out of the store very excitedly with the
pocket-book in his hand, and had not heen
seen since. :

A general search was made for the clerk,
but he could not be found. He was, how-
ever, traced to the railroad depot; hence
came the application for the warrant,

The facts were, the clerk entering the
office after the old man left, found the
pocket-book on the floor, guessed in a min-
ute what had happened, and rushed after
the merchant, but could not find him, A
telegraph boy met him on the street with a
despatch informing him that his mother
was dying, and that if he wished to see her
alive he must take the next train,

He had only a few moments in which to
catch it, so he scrawled a few lines to the
old merchant, explaining all the circum-
stances and gave the note'to the boy who
promised to deliver it without delay, but
never delivered it at all. The clerk jumped
on the train, taking his pocket-book, of
course,

The sickness and death of his mother had
detained him at his country home until he
was sent for by me, when he lost no time in
coming back, and then and there returned
the pocket-book and its contents intact.

As they were all in the same boat, no one
of them could reproach the other, so there
was a general forgiveness. Husband and
wife kissed and made up; the young seam-
stress was discharged with a cordial certifi-
cate of good character. The mutual doec-
tor’s bill was paid by the husband without
demur or comment, and by the merchant
the young clerk was liberally furnished
with capital to go west and start in business
for himself, which he did and prospered
and married.

The scandal was hushed up—nota breath
of it ever transpired to the general public,
and husband and wife showed the liveliest
gratitude to me for my pains in the  matter,
whenever and wherever they met me—by
cutting me dead.

A MILLIONAIKE BRIGAND.

Lerada. Who in Love! War and Gold-Get-
ting Made Things Hum.
From the Alta Californian.

There are many interesting incidents re-
lated of Lerada, the remarkable Indian who
for eighteen years ruled the Tepic part of
the Mexican Republic. When a ‘i"oy he
was engaged in herding sheep and cattle
on a ranch near the town of Jalisco. Every
day there passed on her way to and from
school a very pretty girl, of a good family,
and an acquaintance began between them.
She always had her books, and on her re-
turn from school the two would retire to
some quiet place where she wonld teach
him to read and give him his first ideas of
arithmetic and geography. He was exceed-
ingly apt in learningand anxious to acquire
knowledge, and he improved it in such a
manner that he soon became recognized
among other Indians as superior to them,
His master often ill-treated him and Lera-
da was often heard to say he would revenge
himself. The acquaintance with the girl
ripened into love, which was reciprocated.

e had asked of her parents that he might
marry her, a proposition that was scorned,
the family calling him a baggu But he
one day killed his master and " then fled to
the mountains, taking a number of Indians
with him. After'increasing the number te
eighty men, he ong night entered Jalis-
co, went to the house of the girl, took her
out and killed those of the family who he
deemed had insulted him. He forced the
cura of Jalisco to go with him to the camp
on the mountains, and when there made
him marry him to the girl.

Lerada afterward took to the road as a
brigand and was a terror for miles around.
Many times troops were sent after him that
never returned. About this time came the
French, who, hearing of his many exploits
and influence with the Indians, made over-
tures to him to join them, promising $30, 4
000 per month to pay nis men. Lerada ac-
cepted and went, with 8,000 men,to Mazat-
lan, received the first installment, came
back to Tepic, disbanded them and put the
mouey in his pocket. He afterward received
the sum regularly and as regularly he pock-
eted it. This was the beginning of his po-
litcal prominenece, and he rapidly madead-
vancement in his endeavors for a complete
control of the government of this section of
the 1epublic. He appears to have been a
berribf;r revengeful man, andany one that
he imagined had done himan injury lived
but a little time after, On one occasion at
a ball in Tepic, he observed an official of
the government in conversation with a sen-
orita with whom he was enamored. He di-
rected one of his own officers to go to him
and tell him to leave the house. Lerada,
seeing the official still conversing with the
young lady, again called his officer and
asked if he obeyed him, and at the same
time pointed to the pistol which the officer

carried, asking if he was aware
to what use such an instrument
was pnt. “Now go te that man,’,

he said, “and take him by the beard and
lead him from the house.” The officer,
well knowing that if he disobeyed his own
life would be forfeited, did as he was told.
On another oceasion he sentan Indian
with a watch and a sum of money from his
place ut San Luis to Tepic. The Indian
stole both, pawning the watch. He was
apprehended and shot, and so, too, was
the pawnbroker and the innocent purchas -
er of the watch from the latter—both were
arrested and shot by order' of Lerada.
But his ambition forextended power rumed
him. His txeﬁent successes had led him
to believe that he could capture Guadalajara
and with 8,000 Indians he started for that
city, when, after a well fought battle he
was routed and obliged to retarn to Tepic,
having lost the prestige he had gained in
eighteen years, as well as the confidence
of his officers. The latter “went back on
him;"” and oae ‘‘gave him away,” receiving,
as he said , a consederable sumfor thein-
formation; and so at last Lierads was cap-
tured and soon eglter was shot na:; the
bridge crossing the river e city.
He begged earnestly :for his life, one per-
son assured me he offered to Jiquidate the
American dsbtif released. But it was of
nouse; his death was inevitable, and while
protesting that his actions had been for
the good of the Indians, whose chief he
was, the drams were rolled, a volley of
musketry was heard, and the career of
Lerada was at anend. °

As to his wealth,during his lifetime,there
are many stories, One is that barrels of
gold and silver were carried at his order to
the mountains and there deposited by four
men, who, after finishing the work were, of
course, shot, that it might notbe divulged.
There is at Santiago an old man who tells
that he, in company with another Anterio,
came to Tepic in the night-time, escorting
Lerada and six mules heavily laden with
gold and silver bars, brought from the
mountains in the vicinity of Santiago, and
which were deposited in Lerada’s house;
that after their arrival he was sent out to
buy mescal, and as he had a weakness for
the ‘‘vine celestial” he drank too much, got
drunk and did not return to the house. In
the morning the mules were found astray, -

Lerada was on his way to Guadalajora, and
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come from many leagues away it would not
seem strange if there were many delin-
quents. On one occasion, atone of these
reviews, when those present- were in line,
one unfortunate arrived ten -minutes late.
He was called before the chief, and, afler
bainf reprimanded before the whole army,
was led to a tree and shot.

The family of Lerada, his wife and two
daughters, reside at San Luis. Bhe is in
very comfortable circumstances and is rep-
resented as a very lady-like and amiable.
person, S i
His Necond Choice.

“Hester!” exclaimed Aunt Susan, ceas-
ing her rocking and knitting,
and sitting upright. ‘‘Do you know what:
your husband will do when you are dead?”

‘“What do you mean?” was the startled.
reply.

“He will marry the sweetest tompered
girl he can find.”

“Oh, auntie!” Hester b:fa.n
“Don’t interrupy me until I've finished,”
said Aunt Susan, leaning back and

ty as you are, but she will be good-natured.
8he may not be as m a housekeeper as
you are; in fact, I think not, but she will

-natured. She may not even love

him as well as you do, but she will be good-
natured.” X

“Why, auntie—"

“That isn’t all,” continued Aunt Susqp.
“Every day you live you are making your
husband more and more in love with that
good-natured woman, who may take your
place some day. After Mr. and Mrs. Har-
rison left you the other night, the only re-
mark he made about them was; ‘She is a
sweet woman,’"™

“Oh. auntie—-"

“That isn’t all,” composediy continued
Aunt Susan. *‘To-day your husband was
half way across the kitchen floor, bringing
you'the first ripe peaches, and all you did
wag to look on and say: ‘There, Will, just
8ee your tracks on my clean floor! I wen't
have my floor all tracked up.” Some men
wauld have thrown the peaches out of the
window. To-day you screwad up your face
when he kissed you, because his mustache
Wwas damp, and said, ‘I never want you to
kiss me again.’ hen he empties any-
thing yéu tell him not to spill it; when he
lifts anything you tell him not to break it.
From morning until night your voice
is heard complaining and fault- ding.
And last winter, when you were so sick,
you scolded him about his allowing the
pump to freeze, and took no notice when he
said: ‘I was so anxious about you I did
not think of the pnmp.

‘‘But, auntie—"

“Hearken, child. The strongest and
most intelligent of them all care more for a
woman's tenderness than for anything else
in the world, and without this the cleverest
and most perfect hounsekeeper is sure to
lose her husband's affection in time. There
will be a few more men like your Will—as
gentle, asloving, as chivalrous, as forget-
ful of self, and so satisfied with loving that
their affections will die a long, straggling
death; but in most cases it takes buta few
years “of fretfulness and fault-finding to
turn & husband's love into irrationsl indif-
ference.”

“But, auntie—"

“Yes, well! you are not dead yet,and
that sweet-tempered woman has not been
found; so you have time to become so-se-
rene and sweet that your hbusband can
never imagine that there is a better tem-
pered woman in existence”

The 0ld Controversy About Eating With
a Knife,
London Letter to New York Times.

Another lesson which they taught us, and
which they now seem to be ina fair wa
foward fm;iauing themselves, is that whi
relates to the limitations upon the use of
the table-knife in eating. Until the Amer-
icans had the enormity of the offense im-
pressed upon them by English writers, and
those whose manners were formed by the
English school, it is certain that they did
as the great mass of the Germans and
French new do; thatis, they conveyed
food from the plate to the mouth by knife
or fork, whichever chanced to be the most
convenient. At present, whoever putsa
knife into his or her rmouthin eating is
looked upon in the older settled parts of
the United States as an ill bred person.
Judge of my surprise, when ata dinner
party composed of educated aud refined
people I saw them deliberately eat with
their knives. It is true that there was only
one article of food eaten in this way, that
is, the cheese, and when my curiosity led
me to inquire, I found that this was the
manner in which the people here were ac-
customed to eat it. a statement that has
since been confirmed to my own mind by
experience at table d’hotes and private
dinners. But what constitutes the dis-
tinction? If it is vulgar in the last degree
to pat meat and vegetables into one’s mouth
by means of a knife, by what strange table
code can it be made out that it is not equal-
Iy unmannerly to uaafn knifein the miil;
way for the purpose of eating one particu
article of focl:)d? I t::;:a'&ht this is but th;
beginning ef a re e movement, an
that we sEall before long,have the exclusive
prorogative of the fork swept wholly away.

Interesting to Parents.
From the Chicago Tribune,

‘‘Father of the Girl"—Your best plan is
to start to bed the next time George calls,
the same as usual. Let your boots drop so
he will be sure to hear them. Then cock
yourself up in an urm chair with a pitcher
of lemonade and wait. The best view of
the comet is to be had abont 2 A, M. At
that hour walk quietly out on the front
porch. George will try te hustle the girl
off his knee. You don't want to let on that
you noticed thisat all, but just say that
you have long moticed their affection for
each other, and while Mary has always been
tke family pet, you know that some time
she must leave the old homestead, and sev-
€1 the ties that bind her to » mother's love
and a father’s watchful care. If the man
can successfully get away on this kind of
talk let him go. He is certainly to become
a pirate or something like that, and you
wouldn't want him in your family, = |

Learned it on the Rebel Side.
From the Boston Commonw ealth.
Up in New Hampshire, the other day, a
ial legislative committee was histening
to arguments in favor ef an increased ap-
propriation for the militia. A democratic
senator spoke earnestlyin favor of a liber-
al appropriation. He remarked that he had
been for many years connected with some
military organization. In timeof peacehe
thought it was true policy to be. prepared
for war, whether within or without the
nation, for he himself had been some-
Wwhat associated with the late ‘‘anpleasant-
ness” between the North and South.
‘When the gentleman had finisned, a
brother senator said: “Colonel, what New
Hampshire regiment were you connected
with in was?” He replied witha twinkle
of the eye, “Not with any organization
in this state. T an officer in the First
Alabama Light lery.” : .

up herknitting. “She may not be as pret-




