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THE PEDDLER’S STORY.

A cold winter's night, several years
since, found a stage-load of passengers
gathered around the warm fire of a tavern
bar-room in a New England village.
Bhortly after we arrived, a peddler drove
up and ordered that his horse should be
stabled fer the night.

After we had eaten supper, we repair-
ed to the bar-rocm, where the conversa-
tien flowed freely. Several anecdotes had
been related, and finally the peddler was
asked to give us a story, as men of his
profession were generally full of adven-
tures and anecdotes. He was a short,
thick-set man, somewhere about forty
vears of age, and gave evidence of great

hysical strength. He gave his name as
Eeamel Vioney, and said his home was
in Dover, New Hampshire,

“Well, gentlemen,” he commenced,
knocking the ashes from his pipe and
putting it in his pockel, “suppose I tell
you ahout the last thing of amy conse-
quence that happened to me. You see I
am pow right trom the West, and on my
way home for winter quarters. It was
during the carly part of last spring, one
;;leasent evening, that I pulled up at the
door of a small village tavern in Hancock
county, Indiana. I £aid it was a pleasent
—I mean warm. I went in and called
for supper and had my horse taken care
of After I had eaten, I satdown in the
bar-room. It began torain about eight
o’elock, and it wus very dark out doors.
Now I wanted to be in Jackson the next
morning, for I expected a load of goods
there for me which I intended to dispose
of on my way home.

“The moon would rise about mid-
night, and I knew if it did not rain I
could get along through the mud very
well after that, So I asked the landlord
if he would see that my horse was fed
about midnight, as I wished to be offsat
about two. He expressed some surprise
at this and asked me why I did not stop
for breakfast. I told him that I had
sold my last loed about out and that a
new lot of goods was waiting for me at
Jackson, and I wanted to be there be-
fore the express agent left in the morning.

“There were a number of persons
sitting round while I told this, but I
took little notice of them; only one ar-
rested my attention. I had seen that
week notices for the detection of a no-
torious robber. The Dbill gave a de-
scription ot his person, and the man be-
fore me answered very well to it. He
was a tall, well-formed man, rather slight
in frame, and had the appearance of a
genticman, save that hig face bore those
hard, cruel marks which an observing
man cannot mistake for anything but
the index of a villainous disposition.

“When I went to my chamber, I ask-
ed the landlord who that man was, de-
scribing the individual. He said he did
not know him. He had ceme that after-
noon and intended to leave the next day.
The host asked me why I wished to
know, and I simply told him that the
man’s countenance was famihar, and I
mercly wished to know if I ever was ac-
quainted with him.

“T was resolved not to let the landlord
in the sccret, but to give information
to the sheriff and perhaps he might reach
the inn before the villain left, for I had
no doubls with regard to his identity.

“I had an alarm watch, and having set
it to give the alarm at one o’clock, I went
to sleep. I was aroused at the proper
time and immediately rose and dressed
myself. When I reached the yard I found
the clouds all passed away,and the moon
was shining Dbrightly. The hostler was
easily aroused and by two o'clock T was
on the road. The mud was deep, and
my horse could not travel very fast. How-
ever, on we went, and in the course of
half an hour I was clear of the village.
At a short distance ahead lay a large
tract ot forest, mostly of great pine. The
road lay directly through this wood, and
as near as 1 can remember the distance
was twelve miles. Yet the moon was in
the east and the road ran nearly west, so
I hought I should have light enough.

“1 had entered this wood and gone
about half a mile when my wagon wheels
settled with a jump and jerk into a deep
hote. I uttered an exclamation of aston-
isment, but that was not all. I heard
another exclamation from some source.
What could it be? I looked quietly
around but could 'see nothing, yet I
knew the sound that I heard was very
close to me. As the hind wheels came
up, I felt something besides the jerk from
the hole. I heard something tumble
from one side to the other of my wagon,
and I could also leel the]jar occasioned by
the mcvement. It was simply & man in
my cart! I knew this on the instant.

Of course I felt puzzled. At firstIim-
agined that somebody had taken this
method to obtain a ride. My next idea
was that somebody had got in to sleep
there; but this passed away as soon as it
came, for no man would have broken into
my cart for that purpose. And that
thought, gentlemen, opened my eyes.
‘Whoever was there had broken in. My
next thought was of the suspicious indi-
vidual T had seen at the tavern. He heard
me say that my load was all sold out,and
of course he supposed 1L had money with
me. In this he was right, for I had over
two thousand dollars. Ithought he meant
to leave the cart when he supposed I had
reached a safe place, and then creep over
and shoot me or knock me down. All
this passed through my mind by the time
I had got a rod from the hole.

“In a few moments my horse was knee
deep in the mud, and I knew I couid slip
off witkout noise. So I drew my pistol
and having twined the reins about the
whipstock, carefully slipped down in the
mud, and as the cart passed on I went
behind and examined the hasp. This door
of the cart lets down, and is
fastened by a hasp, which slips over the
staple and is then secured ‘by a padlock.
The padlock was gone, and the hasp was
secured in its own place by a bit of pine,
so that a slight force from within could
break it. My wheel wrench stood in a
leather pocket on the side of the cart, and
I quickly took it out and slipped it into
the staple, the iron handle just sliding
down.

“ Now I had him. My cart was all
most new, made of a stout frame of white
onk and made on purpose for hard usage.
I did not believe any ordinary mortal
could break out. I goton toiny cart as
noiselessly as [ got off, and then urged
my horse on, still keeping my pistol
handy. I knew I should come to a hard
road, and 80 I allowed my horse to pick
hie own way through the mud.

* About ten ninutes after this I heard

18 motion in the cart. followed by a grind-

ing noise, as though some heavy force
Eagu being uppliedghm the door. I said
nothing, but the idea struck me that the
villian might judge where I sat, and
shoot up throufh the top of the cart at
me; so I sat down on the footboard.

“Of course I knew my unex
passenger was & villin, for he must have
been awake ever since I started, and
nothing in the world but absolute vil-
lainy would have caused him to remain
quiet so long, and then start up in this
particular place. The thumping and
Emhing grew louder, and pretty soon I

eard a human voice.

“ ¢ Let me out of this!” he yelled pret-
ty loud.

1 lifted my head so as to mske him
think I wes in my usual place, and then
asked him what he was doing there.

“t Let me get out and I will tell you,
he replied.

¢ Tell me what you are in there for.'

“+] got in here tosleep on the rags,’
he answered.

* ¢ How did you get in?’ I asked.

%t Let me out or L'll shoot you through
the head !”

“Just at that moment my horse's feet
struck the hard road, and I knew that
the rest of the route to Jackson would be
good going, the distance of twelve miles.
I slipped back on the footboard and took
the whip. In fiftcen minutes we cleared
the wood, and away we went ata keen
jump. The chap inside kept yelling to
be let out.

“Finally he stopped, and in a few mo-
ments came the report of a pistol-—one—
two—three-—four, one right after the oth-
er. Iheard the balls whiz over my head.
If I hud been on my seat, one of these
balls if not two would have gone through
me. I poppedup my head again and
gave a yeil, and then I said:

“0 God save me!—I'm a dead man!

“Then I made a ghuffling, as thouyra I
was fulling off, and finally settled down
on the footboard again. I now urged up
the old mare by giving her an occasional
poke with my whip-stock, and she peeled
faster than ever.

“The man called out to me twice more
pretty soon after this, and as he gounore-
ply he made some tremendous efforts to
break the door open, and as this failed
him he made several attempts on the top.
But I had no fear of bhis doing anything
there, for the top of the cart is framed
with dovetails, and each sleeper bolted to
the posts with iron bolts. I had it made
so I could carry loads there.

By and by, after all else failed, the
scamp commenced to holler ‘Whoa’ to
the horse, and kept it up until he became
hoarse. All this time I kept perfectly
quiet, holding the reins firmly, and kept
poking the beast with the stock. We
were not an hour going that dozen miles
—not a bit of it; I hadn’t much fear—
perhaps I might fell the truth, and say I
had none, for I had a good pistol, and
more than that my passenger was safe,
yet I was glad when I came to the old
flour-barrel factory that stands at the
edge of Jacksonville, and in ten minutes
more hauled up in front of the tavern,
and found a couple of men in the barn
cleaning down some stage horses.

*‘Well, old fellow,’ said I, as I got
down and went to the back of the wagon,
‘you have had a good ride, haven’t you?
“Who are you? he cried. and he
swore as he asked the question.

“‘I am the man you tried to shoot,”
was the reply.

“¢ Where am I? Let me out,

“¢TLook bere; we've come to a safe

stopping place, and, mind you, my pistol
is ready for you the moment you show
vourself. Now lie quiet.
“By this time the two hostlers had
come to seec what was the matter, and I
explained the case. After this I got
cne of them to run and rout the sheriff,
and tell him what I; beheved I'd got for
him. The first streaks of day lizht were
just coming up, and in half an hour it
would be broad day light. In less than
that time the shiriff came and two men
with bim. I told him the whole affair in
a few words, and then made for the cart.
He told the chap inside who he was, and if
he made the least resistance he'd be a
dead man. I then slipped the wrench
out, and as I let the door down the fel-
low made a spring. I caught bim by
the ankle, and he came down on his face,
and the moment I saw the chap I recogn-
ized him. He was marched to the lock-
up and, I told the shiriff I should
remain in town all day.

“After breakfast the sheriff came down
to the tavern and told me that I had
caught the very bira, and if I would re-
main until the next morning I should
have the reward of two hundred dollars
which had been offered.

“[ found my goods all safe, paid the
express agent for bringing them from
Indianapolis, and then went to work to
stow them away in my cart. The bullet
holes were found in the top of the vehi-
cle just as I expected. They were in a
line, about five inches apart, and had I
been where I usually sit, two of them
must have hit me somewhere about the
small of the back and passed upward, for
they were sent with heavy charges of
powder, and his pistols were heavy ones.

“On the next morning tho sheriif call-
ed upon me and paid me two huadred
doligrs in gold, fur he had made himself
sure that he had got the right villian.

“I afterward found a letter in the post-
office at Portsmouth for me, from the
sheriff of Hancock county, informing me
that the fellow who had tried to kill ard
rob me was in prison for life.”

What Kills.

In the school, as in the world, far more
rust out and wear out. Study is tedious
and wearisome to those who study least.
Drones aiways have the toughest time.
Grumbles makes poor scholars, and their
lessors are uniformly *hard” and *too
longy" The time and thought expended
in shrinking would be ample to master
tasks. BSloth, gormandizing and worry
kill thdir thousands, where overstudy
harms one. The curse of heaven rests on
laziness and gluttony. By the very con-
constitution of our being they are fitted
to beget that torpor and despondency
which chill fthe blocd, deaden the
neryes, enfeeble the muscles, and derange
the whole vital machinery. Fretting,
fidgeting, ennui and anxity are among
the most common causes of diseases. On
the other hand, high aspiration and en-
thusiasm help digestion and respiration,
and gend an increased supply of vital en-

ergy to all of the body. Coursge

and work invigorate the whole system,}

and lift one inte a purer atmosphere,]

above the reach of contagion. The lazy
groan most over their “arduous duties,”
while earnest workers talk little about
the exhausting labors of their profession.
Of all creatures, the sloth would seem to
be the most worried and worn.

UNNUMBERED GRAVES.

BY EMANUEL.

Yon hillside with its shafts of gleaminz white,

Bathed in the glory of the satting sun

Hoids ma!:ur a grave, where, hidden from our
sight,

Bome loved one eleeps, life's toil and labor
done.

But there zre. graves above whose slumb’ring
mol

No d;.mlished marble rears its stately head,

An

where no fragrant flowers above unfold
To waken pity for the quiet dead.

These arc the graves deep down within our
hearts,

Where lic the hopes and dreams of early
ears,

Burievf from sight; but signaled bysuch mark,

As only can be made by blood and tears.

Some carly love that crowned us in owm

youth,
And made life glorious for one short, sweet

hour;

Some cherished promise, robbed of strength
and truth, .

Crusped in the morning of its new-born
power.

Here is the spot where memory has engraved

The form and fuce of one we called a friend,

One for whose welfaire we would ¢'en have
braved

Censure and heartache to the very end.

But 'cwas not wiscly done, and so we draw

Before the treachery of the smiling eyes

A heavy veil. The cold world if it saw,

Would protfer pity in a thousand lies. *

So life goes on.  We lay the forms away,

Of things we loved, not wisely, but too well;
And in the lapse of years we learnto stay

The fretful chanting of their funeral knell.
We learn to smile before the smiling throng,
Althgugh the adder’s fangs be deeply set;
And join, perhaps, our voizes in the song,

To southe the pain we never can forget.

And thus we learn to envy the calm rest

Of those who sleep beneath the silent sod;

Bnundbwlth life's galling chains, we know tis
est

To how our heads and pase beneath the rad.

And when we see the mourners, heavy-clad

In robes of black, haggard, with tear-dimmed

eye,

We knu]w 1their lives would be more briget and
glad,

Could they but reason,—it is lifc to die.

Mourn not the slumbering dcad, but rather
say,

Blessed are the sleepers.  Years may come and
go:

Heads that are brown and gold may turn to
£ray;

But they are done with earth and tears and
woe.

Somewhere, we know, beyond the world of
stars,

They will at last have found sweet Lethe's
stream,

Some time we'll mect them at God’s judge-
ment bar,

‘Where life is love, and love one long, sweet

dream.
—Ogden, (Utica) Freeman.

LORY, THE ALSATION.

Translated from the Freach.

Lory, the blacksmith of Sante-Marie-
aux-Mines, was not in good humor that
night. He was vexed and ill-tempered.

Usually when the forge fires were out,
and the sun had set, he sat on-the bench

in front of his door and enjoyed the pleas-
ant fatigue caused by honest work and
the heat of the day. Before dismissing
his apprentices he would drink with them
long draughts of cool beer, while the
factory hands passed, going from their
work. 1hat night the old man remained
at his forge till it was time to take his
seat at the table, and while he lingered
no longer, he seemed to go unwillingly.
Looking at him, his wife thought:
“What has happened to him? Perhaps he
has bad news from the regiment, and dare
not tell me? Perhaps Christian is illl”
She dared not ask what the trouble was
but busied herseif in keeping quiet the
three little blonde heads that chattered
around the table, while munching their
radishes and cream.

At last the blacksmith put away his
plate in anget:

“Ah! the wretches!
drels!”

“What now, Lory, with whom arz you
angry?'

“With five or six scoundrels” he
burst out, * who have been going about
town since morning, in French uniforms,
and walking arm-in-arm with the Bava-
rains. Some more of those who have—
what do they call it?— chosen Prussia
for their country; and to think that every
day we see those false Alsatians return-
ing! What drink did they brew them?”

‘ But think, Lory, poor children;it is
not quite their 1ault. They are sent to
such a distance—Algeria, in Africa. 'They
are homesick out yonder, and whet a
strong temptation it is to return to their
native land and be soldiers no lmger.
- Lory struck the table with his clerched

st.

“ Hush, mother! You women don’t
understand. Forever living with chiliren,
and for them alone, you make everything
small enough to fit your babies. Now I
tell you these men are scoundrels—ren-
egades—the vilest of cowards; and if our
Christian were capable of such infamy,
as sure as my name is George Lory, and
that I served seven years in the Chasseurs
of France, I would run my sword throsgh
his body !”

In bis excitement, half raising himself
from his seat, the blacksmith pointed to
his saber hanging on the wall above the
portrait of his son, a zouave, painted in
Africa. There was the honest Alsa-
tian face, swarthy and bronzed by the
sun, the surroundings, whitened ard
sottened as brilliant colors are by a high
light. The sight calmed him suddenly,
and he laughed at himself.

“Iam a good one to worry myself in
this way—as though our Christian would
think for a moment of turning Prussiin
—he who brought down so many duriag
the war.

His gnod humor being restored by this
thought, he gayly finished his dinner and
then went to La Ville de Strasbourg, to
drain & couple ot glasses of beer.

Now Mother Lory 18 alone. Afterhay-
ing put the babies to bed (they are still
heard in the next room, prattling like a
nest of young birds going to sleep), she
gets her work and begins to mend, sitting
in the garden, just outside the doorway.
From time ta time she sighs and thinks:

“Yes, I suppose fer they are cowards
and renegades, but nevertheless their
mothers are very happy to have them re-
turn.” BShe remem the time when
her gon, before he leit for the army, was
on that spof at the very same hour of the

Ah, the scoun-

1

asay, sttending to the little garden.
looks at the ;’ellbvlrhcre lie ﬁl;;lghis water-
ing pots, in his blouse, his hair on
hnisgshoulders—lhe beautiful, bright hair
that was cut off when he jommed the
zouaves. Suddenly she starts. The door
in the corner of the en wall, which
opens into the fields, s open. Btill, he
who enters creeps along the wall like a
thief, and slips between the trees and
beehives. -

“ Mother!”

. Her Christian stands bafore her, his
umform disordered, shamefaced, confus-
ed, and with thick utterance. He had
returned with the others, and for the past
hour had hung about the house waiting
for his father to go out before he dared
to venture in.

She should scold him, but she cannot.
It is so long since she has seen him, and
kissed him! Then he gives her such
good reasons for returning; He was so
unhappy away from the forge, from his
country, spending his days go far away
from thuse helloved,and the discipline be-
coming more rigid from day to day, and
being called a ** Prussian” by his com-
rades because of his Alsatian accent.
She believes every word he utters. She
need but look at him to believe.

_Still conversing, they go into the low
studded room. The little ones, awakened,
come in their white dresses, with bare
rosy feet, to embrace and welcome the
big brother.

His mother would have him eat, but
he is not hungry; still he is thirsty, and
gulps down great draughts of water, over
all the beer and white wine that he has
been drinking since morning at the inn,
to give him courage to face what he
knows will be his tather’s anger.

They hear steps approaching the house.
It is the blacksmith returning.

“Christian, it is your father. Quick—
hide yourself, to give me time to speak to
him—to explain.”

She pushes him behind the huge por-
celain stove, and with trembling hands
takes up her work.

In her haste, the zouave's cap has been
left upon the table. 1tis the tirst thing
that Lory sces ashe enters. The mothers
pallor and her agitation betrays her. The
tm:{l flashes across Lory’s mind—he sees
itall.

¢ Christian is here,” he cries furiously,
and grasping his saber. With a wild
gesture he rushes toward the stove, be-
hind which cowers the zouave, pule and
sobered, leaning against the wall for fear
of falling.

The mother throws herself between
them.

“ Lory, Lory ! do'not kill him! It was
I who wrote him to come back—that you
needed him in the forge!”

She clings to his arm, weeps and en-
treats. In the darkness of their room
the children are crying, frightened by the
voices, so changed by passion that they
do not recognize them.

The blacksmith stops, and looking at

his wife: “Ah! you wrete him to come
back? Very well let him go to bed; to-
morrow I will see what is to be done.”
- On the morrow Christian, awakening
from a heavy sleep, full of nightmares
and causeless terrors, finds himself in the
room that had been his in childhood.
The sun is shining warmly and brightly
through the leaded, diamoned-shaped
panes, over which a hop-vine makes a
verdant network; below the hammer
sounds oo an anvil.

The mother is at his bedside; in fact,
so much did she fear her hushand’s anger
that she had not left her son during the
night. Lory has not slept, either; till
morning he wandered through the housz,
weeping, sighing, opening and shutting
the ciothes-presses. Now he gravely en-
ters his son’s room. He is aressed as for
a journey, with high leggings, a broad
hat, and a heavy iron-bound stick;he
goes directly to the bed.

“Come, get up.”

Christian, somewhat confused, is about
to put on his uniform. *Noj; not that,”
says the father sternly.

Trembling, mother interposes: “But
he has no others.”

“Give him mine. I have no further use
for them.”

‘While Christian is dressing. Lory folds
the uniform carefully—the short jacket
and the full red trowsers. The bundle
made up, he hangs about his neck the tin
box that contains the way bill.

“ Now let us go down,” he says, and
all three descend to the forge without ex-
changing a word.

The bellows roar, and every one is at
work. Beeing once more the open shed,
of which he had thought so often when
far away, the Zouave remembers his
childhood’ and bow often he has played
between the heat of the road and the
srarks of the forge ghttering in the black
dust, A feeling of tenderness comes
over him, and an intense desire to obtain
his father’s forgiveness, but whenever he
raises his eyes, he meects an 1inexorable
look.

At last the blacksmith speaks:

“Lad " said he, “there is the anvil, the
tools—they are yours, and all that also,”
added he, pointing to the little garden
spread out betore them. full of sunlight
and buzzing bees, and green peacefulness,
like a picture, seen through the smoky
frame of the doorway. “The beehives the
vineyard, the house, all belong to you.
Bince you have sacrificed your honor for
these things, it is but just that you should
have them. You are master here I am

oing! You owe five yearsto France, and
f go to pay your debt.”

“Lory, Lory! where are’ you going?”
cries the poor mother.

“Father!” entreatingly falters the son
but the blacksmith is gone, with long
strides, not turning once to look back.

At Sidiebel-Abbes, at the headquarters
of the Third Zouaves, there is a new vol-
unteer, aged 55

A Reapongible Situation.

I wish to employ an energetic man of
forty, to sit in my hall and Lbe my Agent-
answerer and peddler-conciliator. 1 can-
not say that the work is light, but the
wages will be good. I want him to be
well up in scripture, so that he may be
able to entertain the man with the big
bible to sell. He must know music so
as to baffle the man who has sworn to sell
my house an organ. He must be able to
detain the agent of Borum & Bleedum's
unrivaled sewing machine, and so control
the conversation that the kind-hearted
agent shall depart feeling that enough
has been said. He will have to be kind
to the man with brooms, but, at the same
time, firm. To the person who appears

She |

a8 agent of the Consolidated Encyclope-
dia of Medmval Literature, he mcg:tl S:'.
ercise urbanity and not attempt to cur-
tail the conversation, this work having
been subscribed to by Mr. Goldpot and
Mr. Silverware, lendinﬁ citizens. In fact,
as to all these agents, he must be patient,
respectful, polite. There is one visitor,
though, upon whom 1 shall permit him
to expend his pent-up feelings. He shall
be not only allowed, but authorized, to
smash into 900,000 fragments the person
who comes and leaves a patent medicine
circutar, and asks that the circular be
rturned when called tor. Address En-
durance, box 200,000.—Courier Journal

The FVitality of the Shark

During the spring of the year 1862,
when the war was in progress, a number
of army officers left Boston in the new
sailing ship “Merchant” for a voyage to
Ship Island.

Among the passengers were Dr. Houk-
er, Lieutenants Prince and Emerson, and
the writer; and we all witnessed the
scene [ am about to describe.

Early one morning, Dr. Hooker called
i from the deck to us below that a shark
was following the ship. We took this to
be a practical joke and did not move
from our state rooms.

But when we did go on deck, abont
six o'clock, we looked over the stern of
the ship and there saw an erormous,
shovel-nosed shaik following us, but
keeping his distance about two hundred
feet. Every person on board was called
to look at the huge fish.

The old sea captain said it was no un-
usual inciaent to have a shark follow a
{ ship for an entire voyage. They subsist
| largely on the waste matter thrown over-
| board; and, as they are very fast swim-
| mers, can always keep up with & vessel.
{ It was proposed by Captain Lewis, one
| of the captains on board, to make an

cffort to capture him.

We threw into the oceang picces of
 bread and other articles ﬂffun?, und were
| greatly interested to see him cat them.
| The ship was scarched but there was not

!a harpoon to be found; there was not!

i even a shark hook. Theprospect of cap-
turing this great fish was not very bright
| until Captain Lewis proposed to malke &
noose and lower it down into the water,
and thus entangle him.

But Sir Shark kept away from the
rope. I then proposed to puta piece of
pork, big as my hand, on a common fish
line, and by a little maneuvering of the
bait induce the fish to pass bis head into
the noose. But he was very cautious and
would not near the ship when I lowered
the piece ot pork, untl two lit'le pilot
fish, that rode on his back, one on each
| side of the great fin, came forward and
inspected the bait, then returned and took
their places.

They had barely time to finish this
action when the shark swam under the
stern of the ship and, opening his pon-
derous jaws, attempted to take the bait.
But I held it just above his nose, noting
he possessed no power to leap or jump up
as many tish do.

I also watched with curious interest
the pilot fish, wbich, having performes
their office, were now quietly clinging be-
side the fin of his back.

‘While Captain Lewis was preparing a
noose which was to be slipped over the
%lnl:rk's head, I asked about the pilot

sh.

* Every shark has one,” said the cap-
tain, * and;sometimes two; and when the
shark is without one he is shy and will
seldom approach very near a ship.”

These pilot fish seemed to be five or
six inches long, and a yellowish-brown
color, having longitudinal dark stripes on
their sides and resembling much the
perch of New England ponds. Itseemed
strunge that so powerful a fish should
place so much dependence on such insig-
nificant creatures.

The captain again lowered his rope,
but the current of water drew it aside
and the attempt to entrap the fish was
again a failure.

T'hen, some one suggested holding the
noose open by retaining the “bite” in
hand, and when the shark put his head
over the rope in order to get at the pork
still dangling from the end of the little
line, to let the noose drop and pull away
at the end till the large rope tightened
around his body. This was tried, but
the shark slipped out. e was however,
so hungry that he immediately returned,
and the maneuver was repeated and with
success the seconed time.

The moment Captain Lewis got the
neose around his body, eight or ten per-
sons pulled away atthe rope, and it was
hardly a minute before it began to tight-
en around the shark's body, and, as it did
s0, it slipped down to his tail; and when
he felt it getting uncomfortably tight he
paid mo more attention to the bait, but,
turning slightly gave one flap with his
mighty tail that nearly took the whole of
us overboard. Captain Lewis, with the
rapidity almost of thought, made a turn
of the rope about a fustening, but so pow-
erful was the fish. that he seemed toretard
the movement of the ship, if not to drag
her backwards.

A large number of men now got hold
of the repe and succeeded in drawing
him out of the water, and left him sus-
pended under the stern.

We looked for the pilot fish, butin vain;:
they had disappeared during the excite-
ment and struggle.

After the shark had time to expire—for
he never stirred after being pulled out of
the water—the sailors hitched a tackle to
him and swung him around to the side of
the ship, where he remained until nearly
noon-time, when the sailors got permis-
sion to open him and tuke out the blubber,
which is charged with oil that is extreme-
ly serviceable about a ship. This was
found to contain several pailsful of oil.

After dinner, one of the passengers, Dr.
Hooker, signified his desire to have the
jaws of the shark as a memento ot the
unusual scene. So the great creature was
drawn on deck and the rope taken off.

Scarcely was this done, when, instead
of being dead, he was found to be so
thoroughly alive that he cleared the deck
of men in two moments; for, as he com-
menced his contortions and twistings
about the deck, we all scampered to
places of =afety.

His vita'ity etruck us with wonder and
alarm. Hehad hung on the outside of
the ship, in the broiling sun, during
morethan half a day. He bad been despoil-
ed of a portion of his vitalizing apparatus;
yet now, after we had supposed him dead
for hours, we found him able to keep the

whole ship’s crew at bay.
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The men soon eommenced hostilities,
but still for a long time he was able to
maintain himeelf against the great odds.
He bent his body and with surprising
strength threw himself from side to side:
and, as he he did so, be opened his huge
jaws and barely missed from time to time
seizing our legs. He showed successive
rows of sharp teeth. and by the aid of his
cartilagenous tail, he turned forward and
backward and obliquely along the deck
and really seemed to be empowered wity,
amillion hives.

For two tull hours did the battle con-
tinue. At last a thrust thiough the heart
was the finishing touch. He. gave one
spring, twisting his body pow:erfully, and
fastened his great jaws upon a spare spar
that was lashed at the side of the deck;
and, afterward, we found it hard to dis-
engage his grip, and could only do so by
tearing out splinters from the spar. ;

We found he measured fifteen feet in
length.

The two doctors on board were ardent
physiolagists, and they did not degire to
let such an oppertunity slip to obtain an
increase of knowledge,

So they began their investigations by
examining many paris of the shark, and
they finally removed his heart.

The fact about to e recorded is prop-
erly vouched for, and yet it seems ulmost
incredible.

Although the shark was dead and
emptied of blood, yet Lis heart, when re-
moved from his body and resting ¢n the
llec_k, kept up its contractions fora period
pf from twenty minutes to hal an hour,
Just the same as when in place, and per-
forming its office of pumping the blood
to the various parts of the body.

This wondertul power seems to be in
harmony with the belief ot some scien-
tists, who sas the heart possesses o ner-
vous center and power oye: its own life,
seperate and distinet from the brain, for
the protection of life in times of accident.
—Wide Aicale.
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A Feinale Belle of Old Trelond.

At the almshouse on Blackwell's Isl-
and, N. Y., a woman above one hundred
vears old has just died. She had spells
of reeling young, and would teli over to
herself the events in her life of {ifty and
seventy-five years of ago, but could tell
little of the last ten vears. She came to
this country in 1825, and has been sup-
vorted by charity ever since. In her
young days she wns a favorite domestic
in the household of the Marguis of Beres-
ford’s family. Altnough living under
the root of the leading Orange family of
Ireland at that dark and troubied perisd,
she nevertheless wedded an outlaw  with
a price upon his lead. Iie was taken
prisoner at the memorable battle of
Oulert Hill, and sentenced to be hanged.
His young wife heard of his capture and
sentence, and invoked the all-powerful
Marquis of Berestord to internose his
clemeey in saving the life of her patrsotic
husband.

The Marquis, for once in his life, was
inclined to be merciful to “rebels” and
gave a reluctant premisz that he would
interest himself in saving from the gal
lows the hero of Oulert Hiil.  And, so
the story goes, that as Myles Ryan was
about being led from lns dungeon to the
scaffold, a tree pardon was granted him,
without his knowledge of the influence
that saved his life. The pardon was read
in the presence of the yeomunry, who
were g0 enraged at the escape of one of
their victime. and he, too, the most danger-
ous and conspicuous of the bateh of
doomed men that they concluaed he should
not escape their vengeance, even if a
royal pardon had been granted.

Myles Ryan had scarcely emerged from
the precinets of the prison gates when he
was clasped in the arms of his rescuer, the
faithful Catharine, whose heart was too
full to express her gratitude save in tears.
‘While the bhappy couple weie walking
arm-in-arm, alternately embracing each
other and offering fervent prayers to
heaven for the miraculous escape of Myles
from the gallows,they were over taken by a
troop of yeomen, who fell upon Myles end
sabred hip to death. The devoted
Catharine, in striving to shield him from
the merciless blosws of his assassins, re-
ceived a sabie cut on the heaa which laid
her prostrate by the side of her husband.
From the sight and that blow she never
fully recovered.

it
Billy Bang's IHat.

There are a great many people who
feel uneasy when the hat is pagsed round,
but a hat like this one must trouble bad
debtors worse than any body else. A
facetious reporter in the City of Brother-
ly Love does up an odd character there
in the following fashion:

Billy Bangs is a collector of bad bills
in Philadelphia. Everybody knows Billy
there, and he collects the worst kind of
bills—bills that people were willing to
throw away if it were not tor Billy.

As it is, they give their bad bills to
Biily to collect. Billy Bangs wears a
very high hat—a family relic. On the
top he has painted in flaming letters:
“ Bad Bills Collected.”

Thus arrayed, with everybody looking
at his hat, be goes and knocks at the
debtors office—stands around his door,
and makes the premises look generally
rediculous until the debt is paid. Then
Billy takes fifty per ceat. of it, and gives
the rest to his client.

Recently, Billy Bangs was arrested. He
had gove and stood around Dr. Dash’s
office a few days before. He called three
or four times, always showing his high
iiat to passers-by. By-and-by, Dr. Dash
zot angry, and he went and kicked Mr.
Bangs out—kicked him clear ucross the
street.

Dr. Dash testified that Billy Bangs
had damaged his good pame that he
got all the neighbors to laugh at him,
and that he was constantly duing this to
good citizens of Philadelphia who failed
to pay all their little bills,

The result was Bill's acquittal. The
court said they had no right to regulate
Billy Bangs's hat, and that he could wear
a * plug” hat all coverd with letters, with
with a town-clock on it, if he wanted to.
So Billy is new the terror of everybody
in Philadelphia—who don’t pay.

~ When you speak evil of another,you must
be prepared to have others speak evil of
you. Thereis an old Buddhis: proverb
which says, “ He who indulges1n enmity
is like one who throws ashes to winward,
which comes back to the same place land
covers him all over.”
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