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Cradle Sons ef t he Poo r . 
Ilusb, I cannot bear to see thee 

StrUch thy tiny hands in vain; 
Dear, I have no bread to give the, 

Nothing, child to ease thy pain' 
When God sent thee flret to bless me, 

Proud and thankful, too, was I! 
Now, ray darling, I thy mother, 

Almost long to see the die. 
Almost long to see thee die. 

Meep my darling, thou art weary, 
God is good, but Jife is dreary. 

I have watched thy beauty fading, 
And thy strength sink day by day, 

Soon, I know, will want and fever 
Take thy little life away. 

Famine makes thy father reckless, 
Hope has lefCboth him an<* me; 

We could sutler, all my baby, 
Had we but a crust tor thee. 

Better thou should perish early, 
Starve so soon, my darling one, 

Then in hopeless sin and sorrow 
Vainly live as I have done. 

Better that thy angel spirit 
AVith m\ joy, my peace, were flown, 

Than th\ heaitgrow cold and careless, 
Reckless, hopeless, like my own. 

I am waited, dear, with hunger, 
And my brain la all oppiest; 

I have scarcely strength to press the, 
Wan and feeble to my breast, 

Patience, baby, God will help us, 
Deaih will come to thee and me, 

He will take us to His heaven, 
Where no want or pain can be. 

Such the plaint that late and early, 
Did we lioten we might hear 

Close beMdd us—but the thunder 
Of a city dulls our ear. 

Every heart, as God's bright angel 
Can bid one such soirow cease, 

God has glory when His children 
Bring His poor ones joy and peace. 

A Dark Slight. 

"Did I ever tell you of my night at the 
Red Lion?" asked my friend Frank Car
son, as we were seated in my library on 
a wild, stormy night in December. 

"No, I am sure you never did," I re
plied. '-And as I don't think you will 
ever have a belter opportunity, suppose 
you tell me now?" 

"Weil, ' ' he replied, drawing his chair 
nearer the fire, as a fresh blast of sleet 
struck the window, "It was on just such 
a night as this in the winter 
of '59, that I was on my way 
from 'Bi^f Gulch' to SanJ Fran
cisco, or 'Frisco," as the miners would 
always call it. I had been employed for 
sometime as agent by a large mining 
company. M7 business was such that 1 
"was frequently intrusted with large sums 
in coin aud gold-dust, and was in the 
habit of making the trip to and from 
Frisco as often as once a fortnight—the 
round tiip requiring four days of hard 
travel on hoiseback. I had always put 
up at the 'Three Oaks,' a friendly inn or 
tavern vhich was about midway between 
my two points of travel; but on this 
night, on account of the storm, I must 
have left the rnaiu road soon atter dark, 
but did not become aware ot it until 
many hours later. I think it must have 
been ten o'clock when it occurred to me 
that I might be on the wrong road, and 
I drew in loin. 

"But what was I to dj? I sat there in 
the driving stoim a long time revolving 
the question in my mind, but without 
coming any nearer a solution, what I was 
to do still remained unanswered; to go 
ahead was to go I knew not where; to 
return was to travel all night, for I could 
not hope to reach the inn before morning, 
even it I could find it at all in such a 
storm; besides, my horse was nearly 
beaten out, an could not go much turther 
without rest. 

"Suddenly T saw, at no great distance 
ahead, what I too^ to be a light, and af
ter waiting a few minutes to make sure 
that I had not been mistaken, I started 
my horse in that direction. 

"The light proved to be nearer than I 
had at first supposed, for, after proceed
ing a shoit distance, and turning a sharp 
bend in the road, I came suddenly upon 
it. ^ I t came from a large gloomy old 
building which stood a short distance 
back from the road. 

"Riding up to the building, I was 
about to dismount, when my attention 
was attracted by an old, weather-beaten 
board which hung over the door. Reining \ 
back a few paces, I read by the faint l i g h t ' 
which came from the window -Red Lion.' 

"Instinctively I drew back, for it was a 
name I had heard many times among the 
miners, and in a way that meant no good. 
'But nothing can be worse than this storm,' 
I said to myself, and riding up to the 
door, I gave it three smart raps with my 
whip." 

"After some little time, the door was 
pushed partly open, and a man put out 
his head, and growled:" 

" 'What ' s wanted?' 
" ' A night's shelter for myself and 

horse,' I replied, with as much spirit as 
I could command. 

" kJake, he growled, turning his head 
and speaking to some one within, 'letch 
out the lantern and put up the stranger's 
horse.' 

"Jake, a red-whiskered, villainous-look 
ing individual, soon appeared, lantern in 
hand. Giving my horse into his keeping 
I dismounted, and with my saddle-bags 
— which, by the way, contained a large 
amount in coin and gold-dust—I follow
ed the landlord, for such he proved to be, 
into the house. 

"He led the way into a large, scantily, 
furnished room, which served as kitchen 
dining-room, and parlor. A few chairs 
scattered about the room, a rude table, 
and an old desk, completed the furniture. 
At one end ef the room was an old-fashion
ed fire place in which a log fire was 
smouldering. 

" Removing my heavy coat, I took a 
chair by the fire, in hopes of thawing 
myself. Throwing on a few more knots, 
the landlord stepped to a side-door and 
called: 

" 'Moll , old woman, stir yourself and 
ge t a bite on the table for the stranger.' 

" A sound came from within, and then 
the door opened, and Moll, a hard-fea
tured, masculine woman, almost an Ama
zon in size, came into the room. She 
gave me one searching look, and then 
went about her work without speaking 
or taking any further notice of me. 

In about half an hour my supper was 
ready, and the old woman made a motion 
for me to draw my chair to the table, 
which I did at once, being partially 
thawed by this time and pretty hungry. 

" M y meal consisted of fried bacon, 
corn bread, and a cup of black-looking 
compund which I supposed they called 
tea. 

"After eating a few mouthfuls, I rais
ed the cup to my lips, and was about to 
taste its contents, when I noticsd a queer 
look pass between the old couple at the 

fire, whom I happened to be watching at 
the time. 

" Holding the cup to my lips, I pre
tended to swallow several times, and then 
returned it to the table untasted. 

" From that look I felt sure the tea 
had either been drugged or poisoned 
But how w as I to get rid of it without 
arousing their suspicions? This I deter-
mided to do if possible, and in reaching 
for a piece of bread I accidentally, as it 
were, upset the cup, and spilled its con
tents on the floor. The old woman 
mumbled out something which I did not 
understand, and then rose to fill my cup 
again. Apologizing for my awkward
ness, I said I would prefer a glass of 
cold water, as I seldom drank tea so late 
at night. 

"This did not seem to please her, but 
she brought it thinking, I suppose, that 1 
had drank enough of the tea to serve 
their purpose. I soon finished my sup
per, and, after warming myself a few 
minutes by the fire, I expressed a wish to 
retire. 

"Taking a candle the old woman beck
oned me to follow her. She led the way 
up a steep flight of narrow stairs, thiough 
a long passage, and, throwing open the 
door of a small room, handed me the can 
die, and motioned me in 

"Taking it I passed into the chamber, 
and deposited it on the window-sill. As 
I did so, it was uearly extinguished by a 
gust of wind. I removed it to a chair, 
which was the only piece of furniture the 
room contained beside the bed, and then 
commenced an examination of my room. 

"Going to the door, I found it locked 
on the outside as I had expected, but 
without a fastening of any kind inside 
Determined that no one should entei 
without giving me warning, I approached 
the bed with the intention of moving it 
against the door; but to my surprise, 
found it firmly fastened to the fleor. 

"Still resolving on a fastening of some 
kind, I took my knife, and splitting oft a 
piece of the window-sill, succeeded, af in
considerable difficulty, in wedging the 
door in such a way that it could not be 
opened from the outside without some 
trouble and noise. 

Returning to the bed, I was about 
throwing myself on the outside without 
removing my clothes, when my eyesweie 
attracted by a large, dark stain on the 
floor near my feet. Taking the candie 
from the chair to make a clearer examin
ation, the light suddenly went out, leav
ing me in total darkness. But I had seen 
enough to satisfy me as to the ntau:c of 
the stain' 

"I searched my pockets n the hope of 
finding a match, 'bu t was unsuccessful 
As theie was nothing more I could do, I 
placed my 1 evolved beneath the pillow, 
and threw myself on the bed, hoping to 
get a little rest, but resolving on no ac
count to allow myself to go to sleep. I 
was soon obliged "to get beneath the cov
ers on account of the cold. 

" I think I must have lain there about 
an hour, and in spite of all my resolutions 
to the contrary, must have beeu very near 
dreamland, when I heard some one try 
my door. They tried it several times, but 
as it did not give way, they left it, ana I 
heard the heavy shuffle of feet down the 
passage towards the stairs. 

" I sat up in bed a long time expecting 
to hear them return. But after listening 
some time and hearing nothing, 1 con
cluded they had given it up and lay down 
again. Again I felt myself growing 
drowsy, and tried to shake it off. I don't 
know whether I succeeded or not, but I 
was suddenly brought to my senses by 
feeling myself sinking. 

"Horrors! 

"I pinched myself to make sure that I 
was not dreaming. Yes, I was awake 
and slowly but surely going down; not 
myself alone, but the bed and that part 
of their floor on which it stDod! 

"Throwing my left arm over the sad
dle-bags which I had placed on the bed 
on entering the room, I drew my revolver 
from beneath the pillow with the right, 
and cocking it, thiust it beneath the bed-
clothing in such a way as to completely 
conceal it. Then I remained perfectly 
stillfand waited. 

" I did not have long to wait. Soon I 
sawr a faint light, and in a minute more I 
was lowered into a deep cellar or vault, 
and the floor on which the oed stood 
struck the ground. On my right stood 
the landlord holding a knife. On mv 
left was jake, the hostler, with a dark 
lantern in one hand and a knife in the 
other. 

" ' H e is asleep, ' I heard the landlord 
say, in a hoarse whisper; and then he 
continued, speaking to Jake • " You take 
the bags from under his arm, and it he 
moves I'll " 

" But he never fiaished tae sentance in 
this world, for, as quick as a flash, I jeik-
ed my aim from beneath the clothing an 
fired full in his face. 

* With a deep gro-n he fell to the 
ground, dead. At the same time Jake 
let fall the lantern, which was insantly 
exstinguished, and commenced a retreat 
toward the futher end of the cellar. 

" I fired twice in that direction without 
effect, but the third shot, as he was 
mounting the stair, must have gone home, 
if one could judge from the groan he 
gave. But he continued to ascend, cal
ling to the old woman to open the door. 

Jn a minute more he had crawled into 
the room above, the door was shut, and 
I was left alone with the dead landlord 
and my thoaghtt, wbich I as:ure ycu 
were not the best of company 

"After listening some time for turther 
sounds from above, I sat down on thobed 
to wait for daylight, which I thought 
could not be a great way off. 

"After waiting some little time, it oc
curred to me that there might be no win
dow in the cellar, and that 1 should not 
know when it was light. 

"Determining to find out, I arose from 
the bed, and, groping my way to the wall, 
commenced an examination with my 
hands. I had passed around two sidas, 
and had got about midway of the third, 
when my hands came in contact with 
something that f e t like glass. 

"By a further examination I found that 
I had not been mis oaken—that there was 
a narrow sash containing three small 
panes. The sash was just above my head. 
Raising myself I tried to peer out; but I 
might as well have tried to lock through 
the solid wall, for everything was of 
Egyptian darkness, and the only way that 
I could tell where the glass was at all was 
by feeling. I t occurred to me that the 
window might be boarded or banked up 
on the outside. There wa9 nothing else 
for me to do but to find my way back to 
the bed and wait. This I succeeded in 

doing, after nearly breaking my neck in 
falling over the body of the dead land
lord. 

"Reaching the bed, I sat down and 
waited for hours, days, ages, it seemed to 
me, and I was about giving up in de
spair of ever seeing daylight again, when 
I thought I detected a" faint li»ht in the 
direction ot the window. 

"Atter opening and closing my eyes 
several times. I found that I had not 
been mistaken, and that it we s growing 
light. 

"Wheat it became light enough to dis
cern objects about the vault, I rose, and 
taking the saddle-bags, ascended the 
stairs. Finding the, door locked, I re
turned to the cellar, and, after searching 
some time, succeeded in finding an old 
axe. Mounting the stairs again, I was 
soon in the room above. 

" I t was empty. I passed through this 
into another, which proved to be the one 
in which I had taken my supper the 
evening previous. 

"This was also empty, and I passed out 
of doors. 

"The sun was just rising. Going over 
to the stable, to my surprise I found my 
horse and everything all right. 

"I was soon in the saddle, and by hard 
riding succeeded in reaching the "'Three 
Oaks' a little before sundown. 

"A few days later I visited the 'Red 
Lion' with two officers, but found no 
traces of anyone having been there since 
the morning of my dep- rture. 

"What became of Jake and the old 
woman I never learned. And I was too 
thankful to know that I was still alive to 
care. 

" I have been in many tight places be
fore and since that time," concluded my 
friend, rising, and drawing a long breath, 
•'but I don't think I ever came so near 
leaving this world as I did on that night 
at the 'Red Lion.' " 

A Poor Town lo r Business , 

He was a red-nosed, wild eyed man 
from the head waters of Sage Run, and 
looked as if he had not beem in town 
since oil was discovered. His rusty 
pants were several inches too short for 
him, and he carried half a dozen coon-
skins in his hand. 

A -1 he post-office corner he met a South 
Side lady, and stoping her by holding 
the bunch of hides before her face, said°: 

"Can't I sell you something nict to 
make a set of furs out of?" 

The lady screamed, aud shot across to 
the other side of the street. 

"Does any of your neighbors want to 
buy anything of the kind?" yelled the 
red-nosed man. 

The lady screamed again. 
"Now what's the matter with Han-

ner?" remarked the red-nosed man as 
the lady disappeared in the door oposite. 

A moment later the man veered into a 
bank, and threw Lis hides down at the 
cashier's window. 

"Got some A No. 1 coon-skins here 
that I 'll sell cheap. Not a scratch of a 
tooth on any of 'em. Ketched every one 
of 'em in a box-trap." 

"We have no use for them," said the 
president, polietly, as he cast an oblique 
glance at the goods. 

"They'll make yon a nice vest," said 
the red-nosed man. "Two hides '11 make 
you a vest, and one '11 make you a cap 
that'll wear you as long as you live." 

"My dear, sir," replied the president, 
somewhat confused, "we don't want hides 
here. Take them somewhere else, 
please." 

"Mebbe your wife would like a set of 
furs, and these is—" 

"No, no, no," replied the banker im
patiently, "take the things away, they, 
are offensive." 

"What 's that?' ' said the red nosed man 
sharply. 

"Take the blamed things out of this ," 
exclaimed the exasperated banker: "they 
smell like a slaughter house." 

" I ' l l take a dollar for the lot." 
"The people next door buy coon-skins," 

put in the cashier; "take them up town; 
take them down town; take them across 
the river; take them—" 

"Gimme fifty cents for the lot," per
sisted the red-nosed man. 

"If you don't get out of this, I 'll kick 
your head off," yelled the infuriated 
president. 

"I ' l l take thirty cents for the six," said 
the red nosed man. "D'ye say the word?" 
and he dangled the bunch by the tails. 

The president started for the outside. 
The man with the skins started foi the 
sidewalk, and after having reached it he 
paused and said: 

"And 1 his is the boasted Old Citv, is it t 
Grea-a-at Godfrey! If sealskin and sable 
were selbng for a cent a cart-load the 
hull town could not buy the sand-paper 
ed end of a rat's tail. 

A Dreadlu l Mistake. 

She gave him a beautiful worked pair 
of slippers, and, although they were an 
inch too short, and pinched him dreadful
ly across the toes, he smilingly submitted 
to the martyrdom which they imposed, 
and vowed they never should leave his 
feet. 

This reckless statement must be re
ceived by the reader with becoming 
cautiousness. 

And so the young man made a return 
of her offering. I t was his picture, en
cased in a handsome frame. He wrote a 
note to send with it, and at the same time 
replied angrily to an oft-repeated dun 
from his tailor, with reference to an un-
paid-for suit of clothes. He gave a boy 
ten cents to deliver the notes and package, 
giving explicit directions as to the desti
nation ot each. I t was an unusually in
telligent boy, with freckled face, and he 
discharged his errand in a manner that 
should give him a niche in the temple of 
fame. The young lady received a note in 
her adored one's handwriting, and flew to 
her room to devour its contents. She 
opened the missive with eager fingers, and 
read. 

" I 'm getting tired of your everlasting 
attentions. The suit is worn out already. 
I t never amounted to much, anyway. 
Please go to thunder." 

And the tailor was struck utterly dumb 
when he opened a package and discover
ed the picture of his delinquent customer 
with a note that said : 

"When you gaze upon these features, 
think how much I owe you." 

When the unfortunate young man 
called around that evening to receive the 
happy acknowledgements of his sweet
heart, he was very ostentatiously kicked 
off the steps and over the fence, by the 

young lady's father; and the next morn
ing he was waited upon by his tailor's 
lawyer, and imperatively ordered to set
tle or suffer. 

There is one less freckled-faced boy in 
the place. He has suddenly and myster
iously disappeared. 

A S t r ange Caree r . 

About the time of the accession ot 
George I I I to the throne, few domestic 
events made a greater sensation in the 
papers and periodicals of the day than 
the adventures of a sea captain named 
George Glass, especially in connection 
with a mutiny on board the brig Earl of 
Sanwich. This remarkable man, who 
was one of fifteen children of John Glass, 
noted as the orignator of the Scottish sect 
known as the Glassitts was born in Dundee 
in 1725. Atter graduating in the medi
cal profession, he made several voyages 
as surgeon of a merchant ship (belong 
ing to London) to the Brazils and the 
coast of Guinea; and in 1764 he published, 
by Dodeley, an interesting work in one vol
ume, quarto, entitled "Tae History of the 
Discovery andConqueetjof th.3 Canary Isl
ands. Translated from a Spanish Man
uscript." 

He obtained command of the Guinea 
trader, and made several successful voy
ages, till the war with Spain broke out in 
January, 1762. Having saved a good 
round sum, he equipped a privateer, and 
took command of her as captain, to 
cruise against the French and Spaniards; 
but he had not been three days at sea 
when his crew mutinied, and sent him 
that which is called m sea phiaseoiogy a 
round robin (a corruption of an old 
French military terni, the rubnn rond, 
or round ribbon), in which they wrote 
their names in a circle; hence none could 
know who was the leader. 

Arming hiniset with his cutlass and 
pistols, Xi lass came on deck, and offered 
to fight, hand to hand, any many who 
conceived himself to be wiongcd in any 
way. But the crew, knowing his person
al strength, his skill and resolution, de
clined the challenge. He succeeded in 
pacifying them by fair words; and the 
capture of a valuable Fiench merchant
man a few days afcer, put them all in ex
cellent humor. This gleam ot good for
tune was soon after clouded by an en-
c iunter with an enemy's frigate, which 
though twice the size of his pnvateer, 
Glass resolved to engage; and for two 
hours they fought broadside to broad
side, till another Fiench vessel bore 
down on him, and he was compelled to 
strike his colors, atter half his crew had 
been killed and he had received a mus
ket shot in the shoulder. 

He remained tor some time a French 
prisoner of war in the Antilles, where he 
was treated with excessiv e severity, but 
upon being exchanged, he resolved to 
embark the remainder of his fortune in 
another privateer, and "have it out," as 
he said, with the French and Dons. But 
he was again taken in action, and lost 
everything he had in the world. 

On being released a second .time, he 
was employed by London merchants in 
several voyages to the West Indies, in 
command of ships that fought their way 
witout convoy; and according to a state 
ment in the Annual Register, he was cap
tured no less than seven times. But af
ter various fluctuations of fortune, when 
the general peace took place in 1793, he 
found himself possessed of two thousand 
guineas prize money, with the reputation 
of being one of the best merchant cap
tains in the port of London. 

Abqut that time a company there re
solved to make an attempt to form a set
tlement on the west coast of Africa, by 
founding a harbor and town midway be-
tweenthe Cape de Verd and the River 
of the day we find many statements urg-
Senegal. In the Londoa and other papers 
ing the advantage of opening up Guinea 
trade; among others, a strange letter from 
a merchant, who tells us he was taken 
prisoner in a battle on that coast, and 
that when escaping he "crossed a forest 
within view of the sea, where there where 
elephants' teeth in quantities sufficient to 
load one hundred ships." 

In the interests of this new company 
Glass sailed in a ship of his own to the 
coast of Guinea, and selected and survey
ed a harbor at a place which he was cer
tain might become the center of a great 
trade in teak and cam woods, spices, oil 
and ivory, wax and gold. Elated with 
his success he returned to England, and 
laid his schemes before the ministry, 
airong whom were John, Earl of Sand
wich. Secretary of State, and the Earl ot 
Hillsborough, Commissioner of Trade and 
Plantations* 

With truly national patience and per-
severence he underwent all the procras
tination and delays ot office, but ulti
mately obtained an exclusive right of 
trading to his own harbor for twentv 
years. Assisted by two merchants - the 
company would seem to have failed—he 
fitted his ship anew and sailed for the 
intended harbor; and sent on shore a 
man who knew the country well, to make 
propositions of trade with the natives, 
who put him to death the moment they 
saw him. 

Undiscouraged by this event, Captain 
Glass found means to open up a commu
nication with the king of the country, to 
lay before him the wrong that had been 
done, and the advantaeee that were cer
tain to accrue from mutual trade and 
barter. The sable potentate affected to 
be plea ed with the proposal, but only to 
the end that he might get Glass com
pletely in his power; but the Scotsman 
was on his guard and foiled him. 

The king then attempted to poison the 
whole crew by provisions which he se^t 
on board impregnated by some deadly 
drug. Glass, by bis previous medical 
knowledge, perhaps, discovered this in 
t ime; but so scarce had foot become in 
his vessel, that he was compelled to go 
with a few hands in an open boat to the 
Canaries, where he hoped to purchase 
what he wanted from the Spaniards. 

In his absence the savages were en
couraged to attack the ship in their war 
canoes, but were repulsed by a sharp 
musketry fire opened upon them by the 
remainder of the crew, who, losing heart 
by the protracted absence of the captain, 
quitted his fatal harbor, and sailed for 
the Thame?, which they reached in safety. 

Meanwhile the unfortunate captain, 
after landing on one of the Canaries, pre
sented a petition to the Spanish Govern
ment to the effect that he might be per
mitted to purchase food; but that officer, 
inflamed by national animosity, cruelly 
threw him into a dark and damp dun-
geoi , and kept h i m there without pen, 

ink or paper, on the accusation that he 
was a spy. Being thus utterly without 
means of making his case known, he con
trived another way of communicating 
with the external woild. One account 
has i t that he concealed a penciled note 
in a loaf of bread which 'fell into the 
hands ot the British consul: another 
states that he wrote with a piece of char
coal on a ship buscuit and sent it to the 
captain of a British man of-war that was 
lying off the island, and who with much 
difficulty, and afcer being imprisoned 
himself, effected the release of Glass. The 
latter, on being joined by his wife and 
daughter, who had come in search of 
him, set sail for England in 1765, on 
board the merchant brig Earl of Sand
wich, Captain Cochrane. 

£Glass doubtless supposed his troubles 
were now over; but the knoledge that 
much of his property and a great amount 
of specie, one hundred thousand pounds, 
belonging to others, was on board, in
duced four of the ciew to form a conspir
acy to muder every one else and seize the 
ship. These mutineers were respectively 
Ueorge Gidley, the cook, a native of the 
west of England: Peteiv) McKulie, an 
Irishman; Andrew Zekerman, a Holland
er; and Richard H. Quintin, a Londoner 
On three different nights thev are stated 
to have made the attempt, but were baf 
fled by the vigilence of Captain Glass, 
rather than that of his countryman Cap
tain Cochrane, but at eleven o'clock at 
night on the 30th of November, 1763. it 
chanced as shown at theii trial, that 
these tour miscreants had 10/ether the 
watcli on deck, when the Sanuwich was 
already in sight of the coa&t of I ie land; 
and when Cochrane, attei taking a sur
vey aloft, was about t«> return to the 
cabin, Peter Kuhe brained him with "an 
iron bar" (probably a niarhn spikej, and 
threw him overboard. 

A cry that had escaped Cochrane alarm
ed the rest of the crew, who were all dis
patched in the same manner as they rush
ed on dock in succession. This slaughter 

^and the din it occasioned, roused Captain 
'Glass, who was below m beu; but he soon 
discovered what was occurring, and after 
giving one glance on deck, ru«hed away 
to get his sword. M'Kulie imagining 
the cause of his going back, went down 
the steps leading to the cabin, and stood 
in the dark expecting Glass' return and 
suddenly seized his arms from behind; 
but the Captain being a man of great 
strength, wrenched his sword arm tree, 
and on being assailed by the other thiee 
assassins, plunged his weapon into the 
aim of Zekerman, when the blade became 
wedged or entangled. I t was at length 
wrenched forth, and Glass was slain by 
repeated stabs of bis own weapon, while 
his dying cries were heard by his wife 
and daughter—two unhappy beings who 
W( re ruthlessly thrown overboaid and 
drowned. 

Besides these four victims, James 
Pincent, the mate, and three others lost 
their lives. The mutineers now loaue*l 
one 01 the boats with the money, chests, 
and so forth, and then scuttled the Sand
wich, and landed at Ross on the coast of 
Ireland. But suspicion speedily attached 
to them; they were apprehended; and 
confessing the crimes of which they had 
been guilty, were tried before the Court 
of King's Bench, Dublin, and sentenced 
to death. They were accordingly execut
ed in St. Stephen's Green, on the 10th of 
October, 1765. 

Parad i s i Gloria . 
"O frate mio! clasci mana e bittadina 

D'una yera citta -." [Dante. 
There is a city, builded by no hand, 

And unapproachable by sea or shore, 
And unassailable by any band 

Of storming soldiery for evermore. 
In that pure city of th3 living Lamb 

No ray shall fail Jrom satellite or sun, 
Or any star; but He who said "I Am" 

Shall be the Light, He and His Holy One 

Nor shall we longer 8pend our gift of time 
In time's poor pleasures—doing petty 

things 
Of work or warfare, merchandise or rhyme, 

But we shall sit beside" the silver springs. 

That flow f 
hold 

The saints and martyrs, and those blessed 
few 

Who lc* ed us once and were beloved »f old, 
To dwell with them and walk with them 

anew. 

In alternation of sublime repose— 
Musical motion—the perpetual play 

Of every faculty that heaven bestows 
Through the bright eternal day. 

own footstool, and be-

How|a Brakeman Became a General 
Super in tendent , 

In the earlier years of my experience 
as a printer in Chicago, more than twenty 
years ago, our firm did a good deal of 
printing for the Chicago, Burlington & 
Quincy Railroad, and, because of this, I 
came to know a young man who is the 
subject of my story He came from Mas
sachusetts, was poor, and had no influen
tial friend to even give him a letter of 
recommendation. He sought employment 
on the Chicago,Burlington & Quincy Rail
road, and, after waiting a time, at last 
secured the position ot brakeman on a, 
freight train—salary about thirty dollars 
a month. He was faithful in his position 
and, being both intelligent and industri
ous, he was aoon made conductor of the 
train, with wages nearly doubled. He at
tracted the attention ol his superior offi 
cers who saw in him an honest,faithful and 
conscientious conductor, one not seeking 
his own esse or pleasure, but constantly 
devoted to the interests of the company 
that employed him, so that not many 
months elapsed before he was made con
ductor of a passenger train—a more com
fortable position, and one yielding a s o n e -
what higher salary. Here I first knew 
him, and I saw in him a quiet, unassum
ing young man free from the popular 
vices, and one who tried to be just as 
faithful and true and devoted to his work 
as a conductor as though the position had 
been that of General Superintendent. 

One of the sternest and most exacting, 
and yet one of the noblest, ablest and 
most conscientious, men that ever filled 
a position was then General Superintend
ent of the road. This man Col. C. G. 
Hammond, watched every employe of 
the road with an eagle's eye. He meas
ured every man, knew the ability of each, 
and seemed intuitively to know which 
were the lazy shirks. Our young con
ductor did not escape the keen eye. 
When he least thought of it his chief was 
measuring and sounding him, and find
ing out what kind of metal he wa3 made 
of; but none ever knew whether he was 
approved or not, for the chiefs look was 
always stern and cold as ice. » 

One Saturday morning train No. 4 

moved slowly out of Chicago under the 
care of my friend, who, only intent on 
doing his work as well as he" knew how, 
seemed to have no higher ambition than 
to be a good conductor—salary $900 a 
year. About noon, when he stopped at a 
station, he found a telegram liom the 
head office ordering him to "leave the 
train in the care of ,and take the 
first train for Chicago." 

This was an unsual thing. Wonder
ing what could be the matter, conscious 
that he had tried to do exactly right, and 
yet remembering how exacting was the 
General Superintendent, he feared that 
unintentionally he had fallen under. his 
displeasure. With a fearful heart he 
presented himself at the office of the 
Superintendent. 

Good morning, Mr. Hammond; I 
have received your telegram and come to 
see what it means " 

" Good morning," growled the chief. 
" I see you have, sir, I have concluded to 
t ike your train away from you." 

The conductoz's heart sank lower than 
ever. What before was only fearful fore
boding was now plainful truth. He had 
served the company to the best of his 
ability. He had kept the affairs of his 
train in complete order, his reports had 
been carefully and correctly made; and 
yet, after all, lost his position. He dared 
not hope to reverse the decision of the 
all-powerful official, yet in as cilrn a 
voice as he could command he politely 
asked the reason for his summary dismis-
sal. 

Col. Hammond w aited a while before 
he answered. Then the muscles of his 

• fac tetaxect a little, and he said; " I 
wint an Assistant Superintendent in r u 
office, and I have called you to take 
the place." 

Tiue worth is always modest, an<l our 
thunderstruc k conductor could c nly stam
mer- '• But I am not competent, sir, to 
fill the position." 

' You can do what I tell you, you can 
obeyoiders, can't you? That s" all you 
have to do, sir. You w ill begin woi k this 
morning. That is jour desk " 

The new duties were not as difficult as 
he expected. At first he had only to obey 
orders, and eairy out the details of woik 
laid out by the ch-ef; and to these duties 
he brought the same faithfulness and 
thoioughness tnat had made him notice
able as a conductor. His elevation did 
not spoil him 01 make him vain He was 
as plnin and modest and hai '--woiking 
as before. His salary at fiist was $1,800. 

After a few year's service under Col. 
Hammond, and an advance of salary to 
$2,500, the plain young man was invited 
to take the office of General Superinten
dent of a younger road, at a salary of $4, 
000. Distrusting his own ability, but 
deteimined to do his best, he accepted 
the call, and succeeded, until the Chica-' 
go. Burlington & Quincy, realizing 
how much they had lo»t in parting from 
him, invited him to resume his old posi
tion, and secured his services by the 
tempting offer of $6,000 a year. 

In the mean time Col. Hammond had 
become the General Superintendent of 
the Union Pacific railroad, running from 
Omaha to Ogoen, where it connects with 
the Central Pacific lailroad. The Cen
tral Pacific Road was owned by four or 
fve millionaires, who built it, one of 
whom was its General Superintendent. 
However good a business man he was he 
knew but little about railroading. 

But where could they find a General 
Superintendent who had the ability and 
would dare to reorganize the road and 
put its affairs upon a better basis? They 
consulted Col. Hammond and other rail
road men, and the result was that most 
unexpectedly, our whilom inocie^t and 
hard-working conductor one day received 
a telegram asking him if he would un
dertake the duties of General Superin
tendent of the Central Pacific railroad, at 
a salary of 10,000. He was satisfied with 
and appreciated Dy theChicago, Bui ling-
ton & Quincy who proposed to increase 
his pay to $11,000, and as he preferred to 
remain in Chicago he declined the 
princely offer made by the California 
road. Then another telegram asked a-
what salary he would become chief of 
the Central Pacific. Almost hoping to 
discourage his tempters he telegraphed : 
"13,000 a year in gold.' At once cpme 
the-answer: "Accepted." So, taken in 
his own trap, he had nothing to do but to 
bid adieu to the city that had served him 
so well and turn his face toward the land 
•f gold. 

This was nine years age. He is still 
General Superintendent of the Central 
Pacific railroad, one of the most import
ant railroads in the world. With its con 
nections in California, this quiet man, not 
yet forty-eight years old, now superin
tends 2,734 miles of railroad, and connect
ing steamers,besides dictating the tariffs of 
the China, the Australian and the Panama 
lines of steamships. While other young 
men, preferring present ease and comfort 
to the interests of their employers, wasted 
money and time in billiard halls, theaters 
and drinking saloons, Albion N . Towne 
was at work, building up character as 
well as reputation, and now fills one of 
of the most important positions in Cali
fornia, and instead af $360 a year as a 
brakeman on a freight train he now draws 
the comfortable salary of $20,000 a year 
in gold. 

"Lucky man," says one. "Luck" had 
but little to do with it. Modest worth 
did it . Faithfulness in the performance 
of present duties, however humble, did it. 
This untiring faithfulness in the humbler 
duties not only attracted the notice and 
won the appreciation of hte superiors but 
fitted him for the higher positions which, 
without his seekingj ie was called to fill. 
— A . L. Sewell, in Methodist Recorder. 

The Farm.—Nothing adds so much to 
the beauty of a farm as neat, tidy sur
roundings. Farmers are too much occu
pied about the ploughing, olanting, etc , 
to give much time to light work in spring, 
yet it would require but very litt 'e effort 
to spare a few hours about the house in 
picking up and raking off the dirt from 
the house and barn; but it would add so 
very much more to its attractions, and 
make i t far more valuable in the eves of 
others, particularly those who are in the 
search of a farm to purchase as a home. 
Add to this, reparing of broken hinges 
and gates and all kinds of machinery 
and one has relieved himself of great dis
comfort and has been rearing a re
fining influence, both in his own family 
and that of his neighbors; and 
and also prolonged the life of his family 
by the removal of that which creates 
disease and death. " An ounce of pre
ventive is worth a pound of cure." 
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